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Princess


by Jack Faber © 2023




From child­hood, I al­ways played se­cretly with my uvula in my room. I had copied that from mommy. One morn­ing Fred came sur­pris­ingly qui­etly crept into my room and I im­me­di­ately cov­ered my­self fright­ened with  the blan­ket.


“You can go ahead and cover up again, I don’t bite and I know what you’re do­ing any­way,” he laughed.


“So, what am I do­ing?” I asked sus­pi­ciously.


“You keep rub­bing un­til it twitches!” he said con­fi­dently.


I as­sumed that he knew ev­ery­thing. I un­cov­ered my­self again, I had lost.


“Don’t be a frog,” he said. “You have to lie down like you al­ways do, legs bent and spread, so I can see ev­ery­thing!”


I obeyed, he was right, and I cer­tainly didn’t want to be a frog. He sat down on the bed so that he could see right into my cleft. His look told me to do it again.


I put my in­dex fin­ger on my uvula and rubbed re­ally fast un­til it twitched hard and vi­o­lently af­ter a minute.


He was very pleased, he said. How of­ten do I do it in a row? he asked. I said ev­ery morn­ing be­fore I got up. He laughed. No, how many times in a row in the morn­ing? I thought a while. I didn’t know. Ten times? Twenty times? he asked, but I just didn’t know.


“Okay,” he said. “When are you go­ing to stop?” That was easy. “When Mommy calls me for break­fast.”


He scratched his head. “Okay, then do it a few more times un­til you’re tired!”
 

And that was fine, I kept go­ing, once, twice and ten times, it twitched and fid­geted al­ways very fast. He had moved very close and was bend­ing over my uvula. “I just want to see it up close,” he re­as­sured me. I was re­lieved, that’s fine I said and con­tin­ued, I think the sixth time. If he could put his fin­ger on it when it twitched, he asked. “Okay,” I said. “Just put your fin­ger on my uvula,” I said, “it’s about to twitch soon!” So he did.


So he put his fin­ger on my uvula ev­ery time it twitched. He now came ev­ery morn­ing, put his fin­ger on my uvula when it twitched and counted how many times it twitched, 15 or 20 times, un­til I was tired of twitch­ing.


One morn­ing he asked me if I wanted to see some­thing spe­cial. I nod­ded of course, I was cu­ri­ous af­ter all. 


He took off his pants. Well, that looked funny! He didn’t have a uvula, but some­thing else. I asked him. “That’s my cock,” he said, “we lads have a cock, you girls have a pussy, a fuck­hole!”


I protested that I didn’t have one! But he laughed and took my fin­ger from my uvula, guid­ing it deeper. “That’s your pussy right there,” he said, and it was true. He was two years older than me and very smart. 


Then I was al­lowed to touch his cock. It was warm and throb­bing. He ex­plained ev­ery­thing, fore­skin, glans and the shaft. The lit­tle bag with the two eggs was unim­por­tant. I was al­lowed to hold his cock. He would get hard, he said, just watch. He pal­pated my uvula and rubbed a lit­tle bit, and the cock re­ally got stiff.


I could go on seven, he said, and I rubbed the uvula, eight. It twitched and he held the stiff cock on my uvula. “Bet­ter than us­ing my fin­ger,” he said. I nod­ded, it’s okay, then nine and ten. At 14 he told me not to be scared be­cause his cock was go­ing to squirt upon the uvula, I should just keep go­ing like I al­ways do. At 16 I felt him squirt a warm liq­uid on my uvula, but I still twitched at 16 and then I con­tin­ued, 17, 18. At 26 I was dead tired af­ter twitch­ing and I stopped. Fred gave me a pa­per hand­ker­chief to wipe off the vis­cous liq­uid.


This is how we did it ev­ery morn­ing. I held his cock un­til it was stiff and con­tin­ued with the uvula. He al­ways squirted at dif­fer­ent times. Some­times at 12 or 16 or 28, it was al­ways dif­fer­ent. 


It was get­ting to be spring and it was my birth­day. 





It went won­der­fully ev­ery morn­ing, we were al­ready long fin­ished when Mommy called for break­fast.


Whether he can show me some­thing new, Fred asked one morn­ing. I cu­ri­ous as ever. “You can also rub my cock like the clit un­til it twitches and squirts,” my hero said. I was dumb­founded. Why didn’t I know that? 


“I’ll show you how to do it,” he said, look­ing at me ques­tion­ingly. I nod­ded, I had to know, ab­so­lutely! 


I had to hold his cock and wait for it to get hard. “Now you grab the shaft tightly and rub up and down,” he said. “The fore­skin will be pulled over the glans as you do this, back and forth. Then it will squirt!”


Noth­ing eas­ier than that. I pulled up and down once, the fore­skin was pulled over the glans and back again.


Noth­ing hap­pened. 


He laughed. “Do you rub your uvula only once?” he asked, grin­ning. “You have to rub my cock as hard and as fast and as vig­or­ously as you rub your uvula!” I nod­ded un­der­stand­ing. 


So I learned to rub his cock. At first he cor­rected that I needed to rub harder and faster. But I learned it that morn­ing. It squirted and we wiped it away with the pa­per tis­sue. He puffed a lit­tle and told me to rub the uvula. One, two and ten. Then I was al­lowed to let him squirt again, and again at twenty. At 28 I stopped, I didn’t feel like it any­more and was tired from all the twitch­ing.


Fred hugged me very sweetly and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “You did it very, very right, my princess!” he whis­pered, and I blushed. No one had ever called me princess be­fore. “Back in the morn­ing?” he asked and I nod­ded.


This is how we did it ev­ery morn­ing. I made him squirt, then again at my 10 and 20. I al­ways stopped be­fore 30 be­cause I was tired and it was al­ready tak­ing too long, at 25 it usu­ally went re­ally hard and took way too long.


He called me princess, but only in the morn­ings. 





One morn­ing af­ter my num­ber 12, Fred asked what I knew about fuck­ing. I stopped in sur­prise my  clitrub­bing. “Fuck­ing?” I asked back, “you mean the ….  Child mak­ing?” He nod­ded. 


“I don’t know much,” I said truth­fully. “Daddy and Mommy are all lovey‐dovey and cud­dling to­gether and then the baby grows in Mommy’s tummy,” I said un­cer­tainly, be­cause it was cer­tainly very un­seemly to talk about. 


“Man, you have no idea at all,” he ex­claimed, “un­be­liev­able! In our cen­tury, ev­ery kid knows!” he snorted and calmed down. He ex­plained ev­ery­thing in de­tail. The cock, the pussy and the long thrust­ing. The se­men and then the baby, preg­nancy and birth­giv­ing. But only if the woman is al­ready an adult. If we chil­dren do fuck, there is def­i­nitely no baby, no way! And Fritz and Ka­trin, Sepp and Trud­chen, they all fuck al­ready, he lied with fer­vor. “Well, how about it?” That was an hon­est ques­tion. 


I felt in­se­cure and told him so. “So, why do they even do it?” I asked. He looked to the sky in ex­as­per­a­tion. “Oh, all gods!” he ex­claimed, and I guessed that I had asked some­thing re­ally stupid. “Be­cause it’s a lot more fun than rub­bing, be­cause you’re do­ing some­thing grown‐up, and of course be­cause it’s for­bid­den, Princess!” The ‘princess’ clinched it. “Okay,” I said, “and af­ter we fucked, I’ll call you my prince!” How long I had waited for this mo­ment! He nod­ded ab­sently, then we laughed. 


“Some­thing first, princess!” he said. “You’re still a vir­gin, you’ve never fucked be­fore. The first time I fuck you, when I put my cock in your pussy, it may hurt a lit­tle, like a bee sting­ing, no more. Okay?” I nod­ded, a bee sting I knew. “Af­ter the sec­ond time it doesn’t hurt at all and then comes the big fun part, it’s even bet­ter than the rub­bing!” 


I asked him if he had ever done it like Fritz and Sepp, the fuck­ing? He was silent for a mo­ment and shook his head, “but I’ve read all about fuck­ing and watched some porn too!” He had to prom­ise to show me porn too some­times. 


We talked it out in de­tail. At 10  he would put his cock in my pussy  and I should go right on, 11, 12, 13 and‐so‐on. I nod­ded, that was a good recipe. I started with 1 and 2 right af­ter that and up to 9. I con­tin­ued ex­cit­edly, Fred was pa­tiently wait­ing with his stiff cock in front of my pussy.


“Ten is com­ing to me right now,” I whis­pered hoarsely and was al­ready start­ing to twitch. He must have pen­e­trated in the mid­dle of 10’s twitch­ing, but I was so buf­feted by the twitch­ing 10 that I didn’t even feel the bee sting. When I fin­ished twitch­ing in 10 I paused, it was quite an un­fa­mil­iar feel­ing to feel the warm cock in my pussy. He whis­pered, “11, 12!” and I quickly con­tin­ued. He thrust slowly but firmly, in and out, in and out, in and out. 11 came again with mad wrig­gling and he pushed and pushed, but I made 12 and in the mid­dle of the vi­o­lent wrig­gling of 12 he squirted his warm juice in my pussy.


He lit­er­ally fell to the side. He was still pant­ing a lot, but he im­me­di­ately asked if the bee sting had hurt much? I shook my head, “I didn’t feel it at all, my prince!” We both had to laugh. I went right on, an­other 12.


I was to­tally thrilled with the fuck­ing right away. It was re­ally much stronger, the wrig­gling and twitch­ing while fuck­ing. He needed a lit­tle break and I quickly made an­other 13 and 14, then his cock was stiff again and we fucked again. I did af­ter the sec­ond fuck­ing un­til 23, then I was very tired and had enough. Fuck­ing! That was re­ally beau­ti­ful! To­mor­row morn­ing again, my prince! 





Fred woke me up very early. I had to be very quiet, we go to spy! We tip­toed down the cor­ri­dor to the lit­tle win­dow of the guest room. He opened the ply­wood shut­ter to the win­dow, which was a Vene­tian mir­ror, trans­par­ent only on one side. We had to bend over and it prob­a­bly looked ridicu­lous how the two of us pressed our noses against the glass and stuck our asses out.


Fred’s un­cle was sleep­ing with his mouth open, Aunt Anni had just come back from pee­ing. She was slim and had huge, full breasts un­like mine, which were still quite small. Anni lay down in bed and threw the cov­ers to the floor. She put her legs up and an­gled them side­ways. I was amazed when she pulled back the fore­skin of her clit. Her clit was dark red and much larger than mine. I don’t know why, but I stared at her face while she mas­tur­bated. She al­ways started with a nice, ex­pec­tant smile, then got a re­ally id­i­otic look on her face when she sped up. She’d get a mind­less, stupid grin and stare with wide‐open cow eyes in the air when she or­gasmed, and her face would con­tort into a stupid gri­mace in or­gasm. She quickly be­gan to mas­tur­bate and quite soon had an or­gasm. She squinted her eyes with a stupid grin, rolled  her eyes to the heav­ens and pressed her head on the pil­low sev­eral times in her or­gasm.  Af­ter a few mo­ments, she mas­tur­bated again, a re­ally silly and stupid grin on her face. Fred breathed in my ear that he had to fuck now and I nod­ded, I was al­ready af­ter my 4. He spread my ass cheeks apart and gen­tly pen­e­trated from be­hind. My or­gasms were much stronger than usual when he fucked me and I had to sup­press my screams of plea­sure. 


Un­cle Karl woke up when Anni was be­gin­ning to or­gasm for the third time again. He waited stand­ing in front of her with his huge morn­ing glory, watch­ing her mas­tur­bate and squirt a few thick jets on her pussy un­til Anni was done wrig­gling and twitch­ing with her crooked doofy grin and they nod­ded to each other, then he went to pee. He came back rub­bing his cock and kneeled down be­tween Anni’s legs. We could see her pussy and his cock very clearly. Fred pen­e­trated my pussy again, that felt soo damn good! 


Anni smiled now like an id­iot, grabbed his big and thick cock and guided it to her pussy. I found, that Anni al­ways had a stupid and id­iot ex­pres­sion on her face dur­ing sex­ual ac­tiv­ity, with a silly and stupid grin. I held my breath be­cause it made me all hot when the thick cock widened An­nis pussy and pen­e­trated it pow­er­fully. I came at 10, jerked vi­o­lently and wrig­gled horny. Fred’s fine fuck in­ten­si­fied my or­gasm im­mensely. Karl thrust in half a dozen times and pulled his cock out again. Then he rammed it pow­er­fully into Anni’s pussy and squirted one sin­gle jet into her. Five or six times he kept pulling it out and ram­ming it back in to squirt one sin­gle jet into her pussy. Then he lay down next to Anni. 


An­nis pussy still showed for a while a big hole left by Karl’s cock. It con­tracted again when Anni started to mas­tur­bate with a horny, silly and stupid grin in her face. She closed her eyes in plea­sure and Karl rubbed his cock very slowly but firmly. From time to time he squirted a thick jet on Anni’s  pussy. He rubbed his cock for quite a long time and prob­a­bly squirted a full, thick jet on her pussy 10 or 15 times, which ap­par­ently didn’t bother her. She twitched ev­ery time and nod­ded to him with a re­ally stupid grin while or­gas­ming and con­tin­u­ing her mas­tur­bat­ing. Anni got four or­gasms with a re­ally stupid grin in her face while twitch­ing and fid­get­ing un­til Karl stopped squirt­ing. 


He knelt be­tween Anni’s legs again. She pulled the hood over her clit all the way back un­til her clit stood out big and stiff. It was all cov­ered with his cum! Karl licked her clit with great plea­sure. Anni opened her mouth, grin­ning stupidly while he licked her clit with great speed. I had never seen this be­fore, Karl’s tongue raced like crazy on the clit and Anni con­vulsed in or­gasm, her face con­torted in a re­ally stupid grin. Karl kept lick­ing her and her spasm must have lasted two min­utes. I was al­ready at 26 and Fred squirted in my pussy for the fourth time. Af­ter more than an hour, we crept silently back to our rooms. We spied on Anni and Karl ev­ery morn­ing and we had a lot of fun do­ing it. But be­fore Fred’s de­par­ture, to­wards the end of the sum­mer, watch­ing them was no longer so in­ter­est­ing and we stayed in my room to fuck. 


One morn­ing, in the mid­dle of fuck­ing, I saw my door open silently. Mommy was stand­ing in the door­way. I was about to hide when I saw the tell­tale glint in her eyes. She stopped, reached un­der her skirt and mas­tur­bated stand­ing up un­til she was done, then left. Af­ter the fuck­ing, I whis­pered to Fred, but he shrugged that he didn’t care much. Of course, I had only told him that she was watch­ing us, but not that she was mas­tur­bat­ing while watch­ing. She then came ev­ery morn­ing un­til the end of Fred’s va­ca­tion and mas­tur­bated while watch­ing us fuck­ing.


Mommy had en­light­ened me about mas­tur­bat­ing when I was 6. We stripped both naked and she showed me ev­ery­thing. She ex­plained her sex­ual parts and mas­tur­bat­ing and let me watch her mas­tur­bate right away. She spread her legs wide and smiled en­cour­ag­ingly at me so I could see ev­ery­thing clearly and she rubbed her clit with a fin­ger, start­ing slowly and speed­ing up. She con­torted her face as the or­gasm came and her fin­ger raced over her clit. In or­gasm she pressed the fin­ger vi­brat­ing on the clit and pulled her legs wide apart so I could see it clearly. She calmed down and smiled, did I see ev­ery­thing well? I shook my head and she sighed, but then she spread her legs even wider and let me look very close to her pussy, and then she mas­tur­bated two more times finely smil­ing un­til I nod­ded. Then I had to copy it un­til she was sat­is­fied. We stayed sit­ting op­po­site each other and both of us mas­tur­bated all af­ter­noon un­til we were tired. She hugged me very af­fec­tion­ately and kissed my face. I would be al­lowed to mas­tur­bate as of­ten as I wanted from now on, when I was alone to my­self. That was the only time I was al­lowed to see her mas­tur­bate “of­fi­cially”.


I had spied Mommy mas­tur­bat­ing at that time al­ready as a lit­tle girl, from her I had learned the clitrub­bing. Mami mas­tur­bated ev­ery af­ter­noon quite of­ten. When­ever she in­ter­rupted her work, I qui­etly crept to her bed­room, where she mas­tur­bated half‐naked on the bed. It took her a lit­tle longer than it did for me to rub the uvula ; it rarely took me more than a minute to wrig­gling and twitch­ing. Mommy in­ter­rupted four or five times in the af­ter­noon to mas­tur­bate. I could see her nice pussy and clit quite well through the crack in the door. She rubbed the clit slowly at first, then faster and faster, and to or­gasm she tore her legs very wide apart and pulled very hard on the clit, then af­ter or­gasm she clapped her legs to­gether. 


Af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing she was al­ways very happy and re­laxed, so I loved her best. 






Edda


by Jack Faber © 2023




My name is Edda and I want to tell you a bit spilling my love life.


I lie on my love couch and wait for Adi and his friend, who ac­cord­ing to Adi’s opin­ion should have a neat, big cock. I al­ways get up at noon, lie down in the bath wa­ter and mas­tur­bate my morn­ing wood. No, no, I am a full woman! But the doc­tor when I was born must have been drunk, be­cause he thought I was a boy with anas­pa­dia, since he mis­took the stiff clit for a dick and found no ure­thra. He drilled a ure­thra up to my blad­der so that I would cum a lit­tle urine in or­gasm. 


In the girls board­ing school I was then also the ham­mer, I de­flow­ered many girls and fucked with many. Al­ready my mother, grand­mother, great‐grand­mother etc. had huge clits like my­self and they all loved to fuck women and girls as much as I do now. In the Mid­dle Ages, one of my great‐grand­moth­ers was burned at the stake be­cause the witch had de­flow­ered and fucked all the girls in the vil­lage. I saw my mother’s huge clit only once, when she taught me to mas­tur­bate when I was 6. It was the only time she showed me her huge clit and demon­strated how she mas­tur­bated like a man. I knelt in front of her and watched very closely how my mother mas­tur­bated, one af­ter the other time in a row to or­gasm. She said that she did it very of­ten be­cause it did her good. I had to mas­tur­bate un­til I got it. We mas­tur­bated sit­ting across from each other both smil­ing and or­gas­ming hard all af­ter­noon un­til we ran out of breath, that was the be­gin­ning of it all.


I walk around in my house ev­ery day al­ways to­tally naked, only once ev­ery two weeks I put on clothes to go shop­ping. I live on a large in­her­i­tance and do not need to work. Be­ing naked all day is very im­por­tant to me. I also open fully naked the door to any­one, whether it was a de­liv­ery man, the mail­man — or a man or girl who vis­ited me to mas­tur­bate or to fuck. 


The mail­man had come, he wanted to ass­fuck me once a week, quickly and no com­plain­ing. That was okay for me, I left the door wide open as Flora was al­ready com­ing through the gar­den. I stayed in the en­trance room, bent my up­per body for­ward, fin­ger­tips to my toes. All he had to do was bring it out, spread my ass­cheeks neatly and then ass­fuck me. He knew well, never was a man al­lowed to fuck in my pussy, be­cause I de­fended my vir­gin­ity and only let men ass­fuck me. I love ass­fuck­ing and he did his job well and quickly, be­cause his wife did not let him to ass­fuck, that silly bitch. He was only ir­ri­tated be­cause Flora was al­ready stand­ing bent down un­der the door (like ev­ery time) and watch­ing with wide eyes him ass­fuck me for real. He left with his face red with shame. 


Flora was quite a dear. She was a bit re­tarded and heav­ily preg­nant from her boozy hus­band. She dropped her lit­tle dress and lay back­wards on the bed, spread­ing her legs and hold­ing her roly‐poly belly. “I need it re­ally very badly, dear Sis­ter Edda!” she said in her beg­ging man­ner, as she did ev­ery time. I looked at her sore clit and said she was mas­tur­bat­ing too much. “Yes,” she replied stupidly, “I need it now day and night be­cause I’m hav­ing the baby!” I fucked her quickly, be­cause I knew ex­actly where her G‐Spot was. Flora had a very vi­o­lent or­gasm. She begged with teary eyes, again, please again! I fucked her a sec­ond time as usual and when her or­gasm sub­sided, she said how ex­cit­edly the baby jumped and kicked.


I in­ter­rupted mas­tur­bat­ing when the door­bell in­ter­rupted my reverie. I opened naked and greeted Adi and the new guy, Tobi. I had to laugh, be­cause Tobi could not tear his eyes away from my naked­ness. He stared at my huge, full breasts, which hung down heav­ily to my belly but­ton. He stared at my stiff clit, he had cer­tainly never seen any­thing like it! Then the three of us mas­tur­bated all af­ter­noon un­til we were sick of it. Adi was al­lowed to fuck me in the ass, be­cause he liked that. Tobi did not, he wanted to fuck prop­erly, but I did not al­low that, at least not at the be­gin­ning. 


Tobi re­ally wanted to fuck, though. We agreed some­where in the mid­dle. Tobi was the first to be al­lowed to fuck and cum in­side my pussy. He agreed to pen­e­trate only a lit­tle up to my hy­men and not to tear it. He promised and kept his word, which was also easy be­cause my hy­men was thick and firm like leather. He fucked me very pas­sion­ately ev­ery day for half a year and some­how I was no longer averse to real fuck­ing. 


Once they came, Olivia was with me. We were go­ing to wait for the two boys with her de­flow­er­ing. Olivia was drunk as a skunk and had been mas­tur­bat­ing for hours, I’ve never seen any­thing like it! She was a dirty, filthy brat and we stood next to her and watched. One af­ter the other splashed on her fuck hole, first me, then Adi splashed a neat load on her fuck hole. Fi­nally Tobi squirted into her pussy en­trance and the drunken stupid filthy bitch came screech­ing to or­gasm. 


I knelt be­tween Olivia’s legs and Tobi lay un­der me, he wanted to see the de­flow­er­ing up close. I slowly slid into her fuck hole, bump­ing her hy­men once, twice and twelve times, but it re­sisted! Tobi spread her fuck hole so that the hy­men was stretched like a drum­head, grabbed my stiff clit and pierced the hy­men with a firm, pow­er­ful jerk. Olivia cried with joy and pride and I fucked her. Then it was Tobi’s turn.


Olivia was re­luc­tant and com­plained that it wasn’t a deal and and and. Tobi didn’t bat an eye­lash, pen­e­trated her en­er­get­i­cally and fucked her so hard that she didn’t know which Bus had hit her. She came shriek­ing to a tremen­dous or­gasm. Then it was Adi’s turn. Again she mewled a lot, rub­bing Adi so clum­sily that he squirted in her hand. She had to la­bo­ri­ously lick him with her mouth and tongue stiff again and then he fucked the stupid filthy bitch to a scream­ing or­gasm. She then mas­tur­bated weep­ing and snif­fling un­til all the se­men had oozed out of her pussy. 


Days later I was ready to be de­flow­ered, by Tobi of course. Un­for­tu­nately, he had a hard time tear­ing my leather­like hy­men. I screamed be­cause it hurt a lot, but the good boy man­aged some­how. I cried some more, but then I liked the real fuck­ing very much. Since then I let lit­tle Adi and big Tobi fuck me for all I cared! Mas­tur­bat­ing was gen­er­ally passé, from now on I was fucked hard, come hell or high wa­ter! We did it for an­other 4 years, then Tobi had be­come 18 and no longer had any de­sire for me old woman piece. 


So, that was my story. 






The An­droid


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am Fyy, an an­droid. I was cre­ated over 60 years ago with the body of a girl about 18 years old. It is cer­tainly true that I am the smartest be­ing on the planet Ban­gurel. My cre­ator cre­ated me in the im­age of his de­ceased daugh­ter, had repli­cated her body mil­lime­ter by mil­lime­ter. My cre­ator gave me the ap­pear­ance of a very beau­ti­ful 18 year old with very large, full and firm breasts. My sex, on the other hand, was more like that of a 13 year old with a very tight vagina with­out pu­bic hair, which most men loved. To the clit he gave no hood and she was one and a half to two inches long. It was ex­cel­lent for mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit. Mas­ter Guo cre­ated my brain and the AI. 


My cre­ator — his name shall be for­got­ten for­ever — fucked me with ob­ses­sive mad­ness af­ter his daugh­ter’s death un­til his dick was just bloody mince­meat and his heart stopped. It was not granted to him to fuck his daugh­ter dur­ing her life­time. He also never learned that his best friend, Mas­ter Guo, had se­cretly mas­tur­bated and fucked the co­matose girl a thou­sand times. Her only sign of life was a fine smile when she was mas­tur­bated or fucked. Mas­ter Guo only rec­og­nized her or­gasm be­cause she rolled some­times her eyes wildly.


About this girl Fiona, who lay 5 years in Mas­ter Guo’s only clinic room of his pri­vate lab­o­ra­tory, I can prob­a­bly tell some­thing as the only one. Her mother had died in child­birth and her sin­gle fa­ther, who loved her idol­a­trously, taught her to mas­tur­bate at the age of 6. She was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate as of­ten and as long as she wanted. She mas­tur­bated very of­ten with her girl­friends and gave many guys a nice hand­job. When she was 13 she liked to par­tic­i­pate in joy rides. One stole a glider and raced hap­pily mas­tur­bat­ing through the city. Dur­ing one such ride in a stolen con­vert­ible Fiona or­gasmed so vi­o­lently that she fell out of the speed­ing glider. Since then she was in a coma and died at 18.


I know this so well be­cause I am a per­fect telepath and could trans­late ev­ery­thing from Fiona to Mas­ter Guo. This was a re­ally im­por­tant task and the only dif­fi­cult thing was that Fiona re­mained a cocky, cu­ri­ous and sex­u­ally dirty 13‐year‐old till the end. She mostly just wanted to talk about sex­ual things. So I told the mas­ter that Fiona wanted to be mas­tur­bated ev­ery day. We al­ways had the same po­si­tion, I sat with Fiona ly­ing back­wards on my naked pussy in front of the mas­ter who mas­tur­bated the girl and him­self. I rubbed and ca­ressed Fiona’s breasts and had to tell him when she had an or­gasm, he im­me­di­ately squirted a thick jet on her pussy. When he fell asleep, I mas­tur­bated her all night un­til morn­ing. 


A year later, the girl asked me if she should be afraid of preg­nancy if the mas­ter fucked her? I ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her and she asked me to do it. I cut her fal­lop­ian tubes with men­tal power and that calmed her down. She had me beg­ging the mas­ter for weeks to de­flower her and fuck her, she wanted it so badly! I held her gen­tly in my arms as the mas­ter del­i­cately de­flow­ered her. She whooped be­cause she could feel the fuck­ing. The Mas­ter was a kind man and fucked her as of­ten as he could. I heard Fiona whoop and scream,  silently and sound­less, with plea­sure when she had an or­gasm. Of course I helped vig­or­ously and mas­tur­bated her clit while he was fuck­ing her. Her last wish was to be fucked one more time and the mas­ter fucked her while she was dy­ing and only stopped when he squirted into the dead girl’s pussy. He kept fuck­ing her for hours un­til he could take no more.


Mas­ter Guo stole me be­fore I  — his mas­ter­piece —  was added to the in­her­i­tance and I was his fa­vorite bed­mate for the next 20 years. Ev­ery morn­ing I held his morn­ing wood while he was pee­ing and knelt in front of him to mas­tur­bate his morn­ing wood in my mouth and let him squirt deep down in my throat. I con­stantly re­plen­ished my knowl­edge, which I still do even to­day. To­wards the end of the 20 years, his man­hood waned and he fol­lowed my rec­om­men­da­tion to give me to his 12 year old stu­dent Pan d’Aubonville for his 12th birth­day. I had cho­sen Pan wisely and was Pan’s fa­vorite bed­fel­low. He learned ev­ery­thing sex­ual from me, he fucked me very lov­ingly. Since my cre­ator had given me all hu­man feel­ings, I could nat­u­rally ex­pe­ri­ence sex­ual ex­cite­ment and had real or­gasms. He had given me a very slight or­gas­mic abil­ity with the en­large­ment of my G‐Spot so that I could al­ways have eas­ily an or­gasm. Mas­ter Guo could no longer teach me any­thing and had be­come unim­por­tant. I breathed a sigh of re­lief when Pan mur­dered the mas­ter af­ter fin­ish­ing his train­ing. He filled the old man with arous­ing mul­berry liquor so that the Old Guy fucked him­self to death. I as­sured Pan that he had done right, the mas­ter knew too much about him and my se­crets.


Pan made a nice ca­reer in the mil­i­tary and left the ed­u­ca­tion of his half­sons to me. I taught them all to fuck, squirt in my mouth and mas­tur­bate a girl, they be­came very skilled at it. I of­ten had to fuck all night un­til all his sons had fucked me. That was fine, I could al­ways fuck and or­gasm no mat­ter how many times with­out get­ting tired. Then when the sons had flown out, I was more in Pan’s fo­cus again. 


When his daugh­ter Conara turned 12, he de­flow­ered her ac­cord­ing to the cus­toms and fucked her ever since. Conara had been in bed with Pan and me since child­hood, she learned to mas­tur­bate very quickly and watched us both to learn to fuck. I liked Conara very much, we of­ten mas­tur­bated to­gether and I taught her quite soon how we girls could fuck clit‐to‐clit, we both did it with a lot of horny plea­sure. When Conara went out of the house to be­come a healer, his daugh­ter Bi­nara lay with us. She was wait­ing im­pa­tiently to be­come 12 and to be de­flow­ered. But un­til then she was only al­lowed to cud­dle with Pan and me, mas­tur­bate and play­fully ex­plore our bod­ies sex­u­ally. She also loved fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit from the be­gin­ning, which she had learned as a lit­tle girl. At 12, he de­flow­ered Bi­nara and they con­tin­ued to fuck for many years.


I charged my en­ergy ev­ery night —  stand­ing in the load­ing mod­ule of the li­brary — al­though it was enough for at least 14 days. Recharg­ing al­ways trig­gered a fine horni­ness in me and I mas­tur­bated all the time un­til I was charged. It was clear to me, of course, that I only charged my­self ev­ery night be­cause I loved mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gas­ming a lot.


The pa­pal acad­emy had de­vel­oped ra­tio­nal an­droids, the in­tel­li­gent Odos. In ad­di­tion the Hal­grims, lit­tle in­tel­li­gent fuck­bots for the nar­row purse. With Pan’s con­sent I ma­nip­u­lated the de­vel­op­ment of the Odos, be­cause they would have be­come a threat­en­ing com­pe­ti­tion for me and a dan­ger­ous tool in the hands of the clergy. I tele­ported to the Acad­emy ev­ery night to “test” the Odos, as Pan said with a grin. The Odos and Hal­grims could re­ally fuck ex­cel­lently, and I got a hand­ful of won­der­ful or­gasms ev­ery night. 


Com­man­der Pan had many loves. There was the dom­i­na­trix Ileana, who was in love with him and also pro­vided her maids for fuck­ing. The horny old bitch Gen­eral Ire­nea, who fucked him all day long dur­ing the trips to Half­gard, his fos­ter daugh­ter Jana and many more. Very spe­cial were his re­la­tions with the Queens Bu­dicca, Lea, Dara and Rhia. At 40 he was pro­moted to gen­eral — against his will — but he re­mained an ac­tive fighter and never be­came an arm­chair farter. Just six months later my hero was back in the sad­dle, lead­ing an ex­pe­di­tion to­gether with the Val­uri­ans to Eliana, a dis­tant planet of great in­ter­est to Val­uria and Ban­gurel. Pan took me as his ad­ju­tant be­cause I’m a smart thing and he didn’t want to give up fuck­ing on the half‐year ex­pe­di­tion. We had a very nice and horny time on this ex­pe­di­tion. Life with Pan was full of ad­ven­tures and it was never bor­ing! 


My mas­ter, Pan, is ap­proach­ing 60. He will prob­a­bly re­tire soon and then spend half a year at a time in Half­gard, we have al­ready talked about that. I sus­pect he will live to be at least 95, like many of his an­ces­tors. 


Who will be my mas­ter af­ter that? There is still time….






Cora the Dutch Girl


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am Cora from Hol­land. I re­mem­ber one guy in par­tic­u­lar with great plea­sure.


I wanted to go home by car stop. Shim­mer­ing sum­mer heat, I had only a light sum­mer dress on, bra and panties I left out im­me­di­ately, be­cause at the car stop you had to pay and the guys should not tear my un­der­wear to pieces. 


A white moped stopped. The sym­pa­thetic boy spoke only Ger­man, I dutch only. He waved, Am­s­ter­dam. A lit­tle de­tour, I tried to make him un­der­stand. He nod­ded, okay, Am­s­ter­dam! I got on the back and grinned, be­cause the boy did so se­cretly and de­voured my beau­ti­ful breasts and my pussy cu­ri­ously with his looks.


He drove very fast, much faster than our mopeds. With a lit­tle luck I was home in the evening. But I wasn’t lucky, thank God. A heavy down­pour sur­prised us. A friendly old farmer let us spend the night in his shed. 


I took off my wet dress and hung it over a beam. The boy stared at my naked body like an ox. Oh‐Je­sus‐Christ! I thought, he has never seen a naked girl be­fore! I ges­tured for him to take off his wet clothes and hang them up. He un­der­stood and we faced each other naked. His beau­ti­ful cock swelled, I was very pleased! We lay down in the straw and had to move very close to­gether be­cause the blan­ket was too small. I em­braced my fu­ture lover with my whole body and we made our­selves known. Jack was from Aus­tria and was 18, des­ti­na­tion Am­s­ter­dam. I was Cora, 17 and on my way home, I lied cheek­ily. I was not even 14 at the time.


He is cer­tainly still a vir­gin, I thought, he re­ally had no clue. I was al­ready pretty nippy on the road, I had started to mas­tur­bate at age 5, in the clique of our vil­lage we girls mas­tur­bated quite openly and gave all the guys hand‐ and blowjobs. We big­ger ones fucked un­abashedly in front of the oth­ers and I had a com­pe­ti­tion with my best girl­friend who of us had the most fucks this year. I slowly worked my way down Jack’s body un­til I grabbed his boner. 


He didn’t un­der­stand my ques­tions, un­for­tu­nately. I rubbed his cock very slowly and gen­tly and he re­laxed. I let him squirt onto my breasts. Jack groped me, for a re­match, I as­sumed. But far from it, he didn’t know where, what and how. I gave him an­other hand­job af­ter half an hour of his un­sure fondling and let him doze for half an hour. Of course I was not idle and mas­tur­bated very qui­etly so as not to wake him. 





The or­gasm tore me away, I needed it very badly! I had not been able to mas­tur­bate for the last four days, be­cause of “de­cency”. I had vis­ited Un­cle Piet and Aunt Anni and Anni re­ally had a devil in her pussy! She wore of course no panties and when she thought I do not see it, she lifted the skirt and fucked her­self with a fin­ger for a sec­ond in the pussy to make Piet rat‐hot. She talked very vul­gar and very pig­gish so that Piet mut­tered, stop it, the child gets your damn smut! Dur­ing the day, when Piet some­times took care of the an­i­mals in the barn, Anni scur­ried into the bed­room and mas­tur­bated very quickly be­fore he came back, five or six times a day. Thus, she made Piet rat‐hot un­til the evening! The cot­tage was tiny and all three of us had to sleep in one bed in a nearly dark room. Un­cle Piet lay down upon the aunt and felt me be­tween my legs, he played horny with my cunt to ex­plore it. Anni put her hand on my cunt and whis­pered with a smile in her voice that he was a lit­tle piglet! But he quickly pushed his fin­ger in and out. Anni mas­tur­bated my clit won­der­fully and fine, but un­for­tu­nately not quite to or­gasm. He first worked up an ap­petite with me and then quickly and hastily fucked Anni. He rested a mo­ment on Anni and grabbed my cunt with­out try­ing to mas­tur­bate me. Anni’s hand on my cunt mas­tur­bated my clit again al­most to or­gasm and she whis­pered with­out rep­ri­mand­ing him to leave me alone. I felt on Anni’s ass cheeks that she mas­tur­bated firmly and quickly. He gave back, the lit­tle one is fast asleep and pushed his fin­ger very quickly in and out of my pussy un­til Anni came loudly pant­ing to or­gasm. He then fucked Anni the sec­ond time, it took much longer un­til he squirted in her pussy. She mas­tur­bated my clit won­der­fully, but un­for­tu­nately again not to or­gasm, rub­bing his cock while squirt­ing and squeez­ing it to the last drop while mut­ter­ing that he must not make me a child! He let his cock stick in her again, play­ing with my cunt and slid­ing a fin­ger in and out of my fuck hole. Anni mas­tur­bated loud and fast. Min­utes later she was shak­ing in her or­gasm and he stopped fuck­ing me with his fin­ger. He fucked Anni again, this time much, much longer. I heard and felt on her ass­cheeks that Anni was mas­tur­bat­ing in­sanely horny and fast. He rested stick­ing in her pussy again, play­ing with my cunt and push­ing a fin­ger in and out of my pussy for a while. Min­utes later he stopped fuck­ing me with his fin­ger and fucked Anni again, this time much, much longer. I heard and felt Anni’s body mas­tur­bat­ing in­sanely horny and fast. He waited un­til her or­gasm stopped and started fuck­ing again. Anni mas­tur­bated again, very loud and long and I was pushed back and forth by her ass­cheeks. She or­gasmed af­ter a long time and he whis­pered, “Now one more time?” She replied in a whis­per, “I’ve had it three or four times al­ready, that’s enough for me. You fin­ish now, cum al­ready!” She mas­tur­bated my clit again only with­out or­gasm while he fucked her for a while more and then squirted into her pussy, I could feel it clearly on Anni’s ass­cheeks. Early in the morn­ing I woke up be­cause Aunt Anni was mov­ing. I watched her out of the cor­ner of my eye. She un­cov­ered her­self naked and mas­tur­bated three times in a row and mas­tur­bated very qui­etly while or­gas­ming. She cov­ered her­self again and we both fell asleep again. Piet and Anni were sure that I was still an in­no­cent lit­tle girlie, so I was not al­lowed to mas­tur­bate. They re­peated this all three nights in the same way and I could hardly stand it with­out hav­ing an or­gasm!


The last night ev­ery­thing was dif­fer­ent, I could see more in the dark­ness. Piet put his cock in Anni’s pussy and thought for a while. He pulled it out again and lay down on top of me. I was a sleep­ing beauty, but I spread my legs will­ing and dis­creetly. He in­stantly pen­e­trated my pussy, this was my first adult cock! Anni grabbed onto my filled pussy, mas­tur­bated my clit and mut­tered that he must not make me a baby! I felt her mas­tur­bate quickly and vig­or­ously and Piet be­gan to fuck me. Anni’s hand mas­tur­bated my clit, he squirted fully in my pussy and af­ter a short mas­tur­ba­tion came Anni’s or­gasm, loudly pant­ing she clawed her fin­gers in my clit and in his cock. He got stuck in my pussy, Anni mas­tur­bated me again al­most to or­gasm, then she sighed de­voted to God and be­gan to mas­tur­bate again. Piet fucked me a lit­tle longer this time and squirted into my pussy again. He got stuck in my pussy and we both lis­tened to Anni’s mas­tur­bat­ing. She came again loudly pant­ing to or­gasm and calmed down. He fucked me for a long time now, for­ever I guessed, but he didn’t ex­cite me enough to or­gasm. Anni put her hand on my pussy and mas­tur­bated me hard un­til I al­most or­gasmed, but I didn’t. She rubbed his cock in my fuck­hole as he squirted strug­gling and gasp­ing, squeez­ing out the last drops with her fin­gers. “I hope you don’t make her a baby,” she mur­mured as she did so. Anni mas­tur­bated me still very, very long, but not to or­gasm. Piet mur­mured, “you can still rub the lit­tle one as long as you want, she sleeps very deeply and can not come to or­gasm.” Anni mas­tur­bated me an­other half hour won­der­fully and very en­er­get­i­cally, but he was right. We all went to sleep. I was very an­noyed that I did not have an or­gasm. In the morn­ing I woke up again when Anni started mov­ing. She un­cov­ered her­self again and mas­tur­bated naked four times in a row. I had been watch­ing her, she no­ticed it af­ter her fourth or­gasm. But she only cov­ered her­self and we both fell asleep again. At break­fast there was no re­mark about the night’s  ad­ven­ture.





Jack had wo­ken up at my fid­get­ing. Now I went all out. I pulled him on top of me, rubbed his cock hard and pushed him in­side my fuck hole. He stam­mered some­thing about a baby and I whis­pered to him, no dan­ger, no baby! He was re­lieved and be­gan to fuck me. He ob­vi­ously had lit­tle or no ex­pe­ri­ence yet, but he was do­ing ev­ery­thing right. I didn’t want to over­whelm him and mas­tur­bated only very se­cretly. When he started to cum in my fuck hole, I trig­gered my or­gasm. We re­mained ly­ing em­braced.


We fucked three more times, I trig­gered my or­gasm se­cretly and he was bet­ter at fuck­ing and squirt­ing in ev­ery time. He was tired and fell asleep breath­ing softly. I mas­tur­bated for hours more un­til I was tired and fell asleep. 


The rain had stopped and I did my morn­ing ex­er­cise. On the sec­ond or­gasm Jack woke up and looked at me cu­ri­ously, he had ap­par­ently never seen a fe­male or­gas­ming be­fore! He pulled the blan­ket all the way off and in­di­cated he wanted to see me mas­tur­bat­ing. I smiled and mas­tur­bated hap­pily. I rarely mas­tur­bated three times in a morn­ing, but he wanted to see it. He crouched in front of my fuck hole and watched with glow­ing ears. I showed him my most beau­ti­ful or­gasm, he was happy like a child and hugged me af­ter. Our kiss­ing log­i­cally led to the fact that we fucked again and this time in the sun­shine. He wanted to see the mas­tur­bat­ing again and I gladly did him the fa­vor. We fucked af­ter­wards for a very, very long time and he brought me to or­gasm. 


We then drove for a good hour and then I was home. We said a long good­bye, he wiped his tears and roared off, Am­s­ter­dam! 


Too bad that we had for­got­ten to ex­change ad­dresses. 


I would have loved to write to Jack. 






Traudl and Rémy


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am Edel­traud, called Traudl. I am very God‐fear­ing and live chastely, I have con­se­crated my life to St. Car­men of Toledo, who was pub­licly raped by the evil Moors for days in the mar­ket­place of Toledo and fucked by ev­ery­one un­til she died in supreme rap­ture and exs­tasy. For a long time I still be­lieved the fairy tale that her rap­ture and ec­stasy were of di­vine ori­gin. 


In our small vil­lage near the cap­i­tal, as young girls we mas­tur­bated like crazy in a big round. Some girls also let them­selves be fucked by the boys, but not me, I wanted to re­main a vir­gin for my fa­ther and only watched the fuck­ing se­cretly from a dis­tance. 


My fa­ther, whom I loved idol­a­trously, used to come to my bed­room ev­ery night, then to put a fin­ger through the hole in my hy­men and nod­ded in sat­is­fac­tion, then watch me mas­tur­bate un­til I got tired. His fin­ger in the hole of my hy­men al­ways found my G‐Spot and he rubbed me there dili­gently in my or­gasm. He mas­tur­bated kneel­ing be­tween my thighs and lay on top of me for squirt­ing, to fuck quite wildly with­out tear­ing my hy­men, he grabbed my lit­tle baby ass with his paws and squirted con­tent­edly hum­ming deep into my pussy. The mother was not al­lowed to know that, of course! Af­ter all, she mas­tur­bated day‐in and day‐out and only re­luc­tantly let him fuck her some­times, mas­tur­bat­ing was much much bet­ter, she said! He came ev­ery night un­til I was 18 and moved into the rec­tory. Of­ten the mother caught us, then she hit him on the head and scolded wildly, what he was do­ing with that fuckin’ dirty slut, in­ces­tu­ously fuck­ing and squirt­ing into that baby hole, but of course he did not give it up. I al­ways wanted to give him my vir­gin­ity, but he shook his head firmly, I must re­main a vir­gin un­til my wed­ding! For his sake, I mas­tur­bated ev­ery night wildly and let him fuck me, al­though I had the new priest vowed in high and holy words to be chaste and not to mas­tur­bate any­more.


The new priest was against all sex, that was for sure. He made a “Wall of Shame” that was hung in the hall­way of the school un­til the Lord Bishop had it re­moved. To make the wall of shame, the new young priest ac­com­pa­nied the pho­tog­ra­pher and hung our pic­tures, one board for girls, one for boys. This is the sin of the flesh, it said above it in big let­ters, on the left were us girls, on the right the boys. The girls were pho­tographed mas­tur­bat­ing, the boys while jerk­ing off. There were 4 pic­tures of me, one af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing, just my pussy and clit, which the pho­tog­ra­pher had ar­ti­fi­cially en­larged. The other three in the mid­dle of or­gasm, the priest and the pho­tog­ra­pher had both crawled be­tween my legs to get good close‐ups. They made me mas­tur­bate five times in a row un­til they got enough good shots. You could see all in close‐ups, my blurred fin­ger rac­ing over the clit, of course my cunt with the hy­men, my big proud breasts and my face con­torted with lust and ef­fort. It was much the same with the other girls. At the board ta­ble with the boys, a large clus­ter of cu­ri­ous girls al­ways formed, the boys only oc­ca­sion­ally dared to look at the girls’ wall of shame. I cheated my­self in be­tween to se­cretly see the squirt­ing cocks. Some squirted re­ally high into the air, with some the sauce only tiredly poured out of the glans. The priest kept com­ing by and giv­ing speeches about the car­nal sin, the worst of all sins that we chil­dren could ever com­mit. The priest made us all take the great pledge of honor that we would not mas­tur­bate any­more, and I kept to it, iron­clad. Of course, I mas­tur­bated very wild in the evening to make my fa­ther happy be­fore our fuck­ing, but that doesn’t count.


With 18 I got the freed apart­ment up­stairs in the rec­tory and could sub­let the sec­ond bed­room to other girls. I work half days in the bak­ery as a sales­woman, what bet­ter I did not find. But I was god­fear­ing, chaste and went to morn­ing mass with the priest ev­ery morn­ing. There was only a thin wall be­tween my bed­room and the sub­let room, full of framed pic­tures of saints in both rooms. Some­one had drilled a hole in the wall to peek over. I en­larged the hole un­til it fit me and hung an al­most trans­par­ent pic­ture in the other room, so I could watch the girl mas­tur­bate ev­ery evening from half a me­ter away. Thank God the hole was never dis­cov­ered. My vow of no‐more‐mas­tur­bat­ing wob­bled pre­car­i­ously be­cause watch­ing the girl mas­tur­bate be­hind the wall made me ter­ri­bly horny. She was up for grabs, her bed was right un­der the hole and I could see ev­ery lit­tle hair, she was that close. I could hear her gasp­ing and pant­ing as she strained to work up one or­gasm af­ter an­other. I asked St. Car­men’s for­give­ness when I again had to mas­tur­bate quite a bit ev­ery night af­ter spy­ing. 


The new strict priest called me to him. I was a good, chaste girl the priest said, and there­fore he en­trusted me with a spe­cial lit­tle sheep of his herd, a young Ne­gro from Africa. He in­tro­duced me to Rémy as his new land­lady, but the priest didn’t have to stut­ter along in Eng­lish, the Ne­gro Rémy spoke flu­ently Ger­man. He was a hand­some man around 18, but un­for­tu­nately he had very dark black skin. He stud­ied in the cap­i­tal and he was re­lated to the priest in some con­fused way. Of course I agreed, al­though I had never had a man as a lodger be­fore and I was afraid of his black skin. That’s how I met Rémy.


Rémy called me ev­ery morn­ing in the shower, I should wash his back. Af­ter a few min­utes I was no longer afraid of his black skin, and when he turned around and I saw his thick, long snake dan­gling down for the first time, I cov­ered my bra and panties with my hand in shock, be­cause the first day I didn’t wash him naked yet. He grinned and let me lather and scrub his front. “My cock too,” the guy said cheek­ily, “it doesn’t bite!” This out­raged me a bit and I re­ally washed him vig­or­ously, mak­ing his snake‐long cock thick and very stiff. “You’re not done with rub­bing my cock,” he said with a very naughty grin, and I was very shy and shame­ful to grip his cock. I blushed and got hot red cheeks when he de­manded to rub his cock. I turned my head away, be­cause I was so shy and full of shame, when I did it, trem­bling in arouse­ment and fear of a devine pun­ish­ing light­ning. I stopped be­fore do­ing it and took my bra away, my heavy breasts im­me­di­ately fall­ing down un­der my belly navel, but spoil­ing the bra, I didn’t want. Think­ing for a sec­ond I took down my slip too, for his fin­gers where touch­ing my cunt al­ready. Now I was ready and grabbed his gi­ant cock. So it came to pass that ev­ery morn­ing af­ter show­er­ing I mas­tur­bated his long cock and let him squirt in the bath­tub. I had never done the mas­tur­ba­tion of cocks be­fore, only watched my fa­ther. But I very soon learned to mas­tur­bate Rémy’s long cock. It was so long that when I clasped it with both hands, it only half cov­ered it. So much for the di­men­sions. It was only a lit­tle strange the first day, af­ter that it was noth­ing spe­cial at all to stand naked next to him and mas­tur­bate his cock. I must also say to his credit that he never touched me in­de­cently or tried to fuck me. He fon­dled my beau­ti­ful, large round breasts with horny plea­sure and fin­gered my pussy with in­creas­ing lust be­fore he cum. It was all chaste and fine.





Rémy’s story





I come from north­ern South Africa, at 8 years old Missy took me to her bed and I stayed with her for 10 years un­til she sent me to Ger­many to study with an un­cle who was a pas­tor.


The Missy, whose real name was Doris, had us 8 year old boys line up, all 14 of us, to pick her next Boy. Her hus­band lived a day’s ride away at the other end of his plan­ta­tion. There we 14 boys stood, naked and hope­ful, in the blaz­ing af­ter­noon sun, be­cause it was an  im­por­tant is­sue. Her Boy was only there for fuck­ing and Missy‐mas­tur­bat­ing, not for the stren­u­ous phys­i­cal field work. I had the big­gest cock of all and was sure she would choose me. She lay down on the bench and one by one, all 14 of us, had to fuck her. I was the last, I tried hard and held back the squirt­ing as long as I could. The Missy straight­ened her skirt, said a friendly thank you to ev­ery­one and from then on I was her boy for the next 10 years. The Missy could not be fucked of­ten enough, in the af­ter­noon, in the morn­ing with my morn­ing wood and at night un­til I got tired. Af­ter fuck­ing she spread her arms and legs apart and I had to mas­tur­bate her with a fin­ger to a twitch­ing, shiv­er­ing or­gasm. She stroke my hair in a thank­ing sense but never kissed me.  Her hus­band came over ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing be­cause they went to church to­gether. He fucked Doris with all the hunger that he had ac­cu­mu­lated in a week and watched grin­ning and benev­o­lent when I fucked the Missy too. That went great for 10 years, then I was sent to Ger­many to study, that’s what my Missy wanted.





So I was busy ev­ery morn­ing mas­tur­bat­ing Rémy’s cock in the shower and he held back a lot be­cause the priest had said I was a chaste girl, which was kind of true. But Rémy got lady vis­i­tors al­most ev­ery af­ter­noon, he liked to fuck young girls as much as mar­ried ones. It had spread like wild­fire that the black boy fucked like a world cham­pion! As of­ten as I could, I pressed my face to the hole in the wall and watched their fuck­ing. It was al­ways so awe­some to watch Rémy’s long, stiff snake slowly div­ing into her pussy. Most of them couldn’t take Rémy’s cock all the way in, but they all groaned, moaned and gasped, be­cause Rémy was ob­vi­ously very good at fuck­ing. All the girls and mar­ried women had shaved pussies, so I asked the gay Rosi shave me three times a week, and she was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate and fuck me as pay­ment, so to speak. She re­ally mas­tur­bated me so ex­cel­lently that I lost my breath. And when she lay on me and fucked my clit with her clit, I had one won­der­ful or­gasm af­ter an­other like Saint Car­men of Toledo. And she fucked, fucked and fucked in a row un­til she had a vi­o­lent or­gasm. Af­ter a few months I shaved my­self, the les­bian fuss of Rosi was just too em­bar­rass­ing for me.


How can I put it? I was get­ting hot­ter ev­ery day to let Rémy fuck me. I watched ev­ery day the happy fuck­ing, be­came horny as hell and mas­tur­bat­ing brought only short re­lax­ation. The holy Car­men of Toledo had al­ready with­drawn long ago from my un­chastity, un­for­tu­nately. One night I gath­ered all my courage and crept naked into Rémy’s room.


He was ly­ing on the bed, rub­bing his long cock very slowly, ab­sorbed in his read­ing. It was a book­let full of nudes and fuck­ers, a fine study, that! He looked up and I sat strad­dled on the foot of his bed. “I want to fuck you, Rémy,” I said in a thin voice, my heart pound­ing. He took an in‐depth look at my cunt. “You’re still a vir­gin, Rosi,” he stated, and I nod­ded. “But I am the Traudi, you know” I re­minded him, “if you like, then you may de­flower me! I’ve wanted it for a very long time, but I never dared to ask!” He nod­ded thought­fully, “dare, Traudi, dare!” he grinned, “come lie down with me and re­lax, it’s an im­por­tant mo­ment for you and it should be as ro­man­tic as pos­si­ble!” I lay down with him, skin to skin and trem­bling with ex­cite­ment. He was very gen­tle as he in­serted his cock. It only made a tiny prick, then I was de­flow­ered. He fucked me and his whole cock went ex­actly fully into my pussy. It was beau­ti­ful, I thanked him with lots of French kisses and cud­dling. I loved his fuck­ing very much and got very vi­o­lent or­gasms af­ter he al­lowed me to mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing. My ass and pussy twitched and pumped wildly like a wasps ass try­ing to lay an egg in vain.


Since then I fuck him ev­ery night and it is al­ways ex­cit­ing, horny and never bor­ing.






The Im­mac­u­late Vir­gin


by Jack Faber © 2023




I have lived on the up­per floor of the parochal rec­tory all my life. From child­hood on I cleaned the whole rec­tory and still do to­day. I don’t need to go to school, said the old priest, he would teach me ev­ery­thing. Some were spite­ful and mur­mured that he was my fa­ther, but I had nei­ther mother nor fa­ther, I was a gift from God, said the old  priest smil­ing. He washed me ev­ery night in the shower, wrapped me in a bath towel and car­ried me to my bed. He of­ten read me beau­ti­ful saint sto­ries and ca­ressed my thighs and Mumu while read­ing to me. 


Then the pointy thing in my Mumu got hot and hard and peeked out de­mand­ingly. I nod­ded sat­is­fied and said, now we could do it al­ready and spread my legs will­ingly. He rubbed the pointy thing very finely un­til it twitched heav­ily and I gasped and wrig­gled quite vi­o­lently. He con­tin­ued for so long and I had to wrig­gle gasp­ing un­til the tip be­came soft and dis­ap­peared again in my mumu. I had to learn it too and at 6 I could do it all by my­self. If he had gone and had ex­tin­guished the light, I made it still quite long, be­cause it went bet­ter from day to day and be­cause I fan­ta­sized so beau­ti­fully about the saints and their bizarre sto­ries.


When some­one spent the night in the guest room, he would say af­ter the read­ing that I had to do it alone to­day be­cause he had to calm the woman in the guest room in the same way as he usu­ally calmed me down. I was still a very young child and said, that’s okay with me. As he had said it, you could hear them rum­bling, sigh­ing and moan­ing in the guest room, then it be­came quiet. When I cu­ri­ously crept to the door and peeked in through a crack, he was usu­ally sit­ting on the bed with the sheet wrapped around his hips, watch­ing the woman all naked and rub­bing her Mumu. I looked at them very closely, be­cause most of them were nuns, who looked very dif­fer­ent in the robe than they did naked. Some­times they were other women, the mayor’s wife, the doc­tor’s wife, or Mrs. Schmitt. 


Mostly he would lie be­tween the thighs of the nuns and do push‐ups, his naked ass pump­ing up and down. I found that quite bor­ing and went again, I had never heard of fuck­ing at that time. It was only ex­cit­ing when the young count­ess spent the night with us. She was the only one who had no pu­bic hair and had to calm her smooth Mumu very of­ten and he watched her smil­ing.


Nor­mally, how­ever, the count­ess would lie on top of him and pump her ass cheeks up and down. I didn’t know then that men had cocks and that it was his cock be­tween her ass cheeks. I nearly burst with ex­cite­ment when the young count­ess pumped slower and slower and — like the saint vir­gins in my fan­tasies — whis­pered aloud   “please‐please make me a baby now!” I would not have un­der­stood at that time that the Count was a very old man and the Count­ess had to let her­self be im­preg­nated by the priest. She pumped slower and slower and lay on top of him. Her ass cheeks trem­bled now and drove very slowly back and forth, de­vour­ing his cock each time. I ran there al­ways quite ec­static in my room and had to calm my Mumu im­me­di­ately down. 


Of course I asked him why he was do­ing push‐ups be­tween the nuns’ thighs or why the count­ess was pump­ing her ass up and down, but he was al­ways an­gry about it and scolded me for spy­ing. And he said that peo­ple had dif­fer­ent ways of calm­ing their rap­tures in the Mumu down. Some needed it like me and rubbed their mumu with a fin­ger, with oth­ers he just did  push‐ups. He al­ways left the count­ess ques­tions unan­swered. He didn’t like to talk about these things, so I kept quiet and stopped ask­ing when I spied. Of course, I kept spy­ing ev­ery time, he only did push‐ups with all the nuns and the many other hon­or­able wives from the vil­lage, only the count­ess was al­lowed to pump him with her ass cheeks. Maybe it had some­thing to do with the fact that she was the only one who al­ways begged him to please make her a baby? Why could the priest make her a baby? I watched this very closely. She lay upon him for a long time and then she pumped him again, like be­fore.


He taught me to pray, a lot, some­times in Ger­man, some­times in Latin. Read­ing or writ­ing was not nec­es­sary for clean­ing, that was true. Some­times guests stayed overnight in the sec­ond room, usu­ally they were spir­i­tual sis­ters, rarely priests. The old priest had told them that I did it to my­self ev­ery night. They came into my room at night, un­cov­ered me and looked at my naked Mumu, but they did not touch me. I knew what they ex­pected, and I did it right away. When I was al­ready big­ger, I think 9 or 10, and al­ready get­ting the first rap­tures at night, they un­cov­ered me naked and watched very cu­ri­ously as I soothed my naked Mumu, even if I had to do it two‐ or three times in a row. Most of the nuns sat on the edge of the bed, flipped up their robes, and I saw that they were rub­bing the pointy thing in their Mumu just as I was. Most of the time I had done it three times be­fore they fin­ished with loud sighs and shud­der­ing breaths and they then qui­etly left again and of course for­got to tuck me in again. 


When I had turned 16 and all my pu­bic hair had fallen out, the nuns showed me how to make each other hot with French kiss­ing, which I loved from the first kiss on and loved to kiss the nuns all the years. From then on the nuns came al­most ev­ery night to French kiss and rub their thing in the Mumu, un­til it grad­u­ally stopped from 40 on. Af­ter I was about 40, no more guests came, al­though night af­ter night I woke up sweat­ing in rap­tures and then had to do it at least three times in a row.


I lived chastely all my life, was never in­ti­mate with a man, and con­se­crated my­self to St. Car­men of Toledo. St. Car­men had been tor­tured to death by the Moors, she was tied to a pole in the main square of the city of Toledo for 4 days and all the men were hav­ing their way with her. I had no idea what the “way with her” meant, but Sis­ter Rosi sug­gested it was what the dogs do to the bitches, jump­ing on them. From then on I dreamed of Car­men, how the men jumped on her from be­hind and wig­gled their asses. I hadn’t seen a man’s cock all my life and nei­ther had Rosi, but she knew they had cocks, but not hairy like the dogs, but quite smooth and in front be­tween their legs. The Moors in my dreams jumped on Car­men from be­hind and stabbed her with slick cocks. I found that very bru­tal, what I saw there in the dream, and I could not imag­ine al­most, how Car­men was so rap­tured thereby for 4 days that she died with “great joy and holy rap­ture”. I only learned much later what “rap­tured” ac­tu­ally means, how could Car­men be rap­tured when the Moors were stab­bing her? But she was so much en­rap­tured that her heart stopped. I dreamed about these things all my life, and when I woke up in the night, drenched in sweat, I felt the rap­ture be­tween my legs. Then I would rub there un­til the rap­ture ex­ploded and then I would be calm again. Al­most ev­ery night I woke up and had to calm me down. It was as easy as eat­ing or drink­ing, I had to do that “calm­ing down” ev­ery night. 


The new pas­tor as­signed me a lodger, his name was John and he was a 17‐year‐old stu­dent. He would stay for maybe two years, the pas­tor said. We got along very well from the be­gin­ning, even though I was a good 45 years older than he was. Jo, so he was called, called me ev­ery evening, I should soap and scrub his back af­ter the shower. I was happy to do that, he had a very nice back and butt, af­ter a few weeks I also soaped and washed the butt, while he ap­par­ently soaped and rubbed quite firmly in the front be­tween his legs. He had said, af­ter the wash­ing of the ass­cheeks I should reach un­der through be­tween the ass­cheeks and to ca­ress the lit­tle bag with the two balls very gen­tly and ten­derly like the hair of a dear child. So long, un­til he was done with rub­bing in the front. I ca­ressed the bag as gen­tly and as sweetly as I could, while he ap­par­ently soaped and rubbed him­self quite firmly be­tween the legs. I first looked only at his back and but­tocks, and then at the vi­o­lently shak­ing lit­tle sack­let, which I ca­ressed so long ten­derly and del­i­cately, un­til he was also fin­ished with the scrub­bing on the front. Then I went to my room and was ev­ery time so en­rap­tured by the sack­let‐ca­ress­ing that I calmed down com­fort­ably the Mumu be­tween my legs. 


To pre­vent my dress from get­ting wet all the time, Jo said I could come into the bath­room with­out a dress, no one would see us, and be­sides, I had panties and bra on, so that was enough. I thought about it all day long, ly­ing on the bed, and I had so many rap­tures that I stripped naked al­ready at noon and had to calm me down con­tin­u­ously un­til din­ner. But af­ter din­ner I went to Jo’s bath­room in just panties and bra and was madly ec­static while do­ing all the back‐ and ass­cheeks wash­ing and pow­er­ful scrub­bing. I looked at the lit­tle sack­let, which I held in one hand and ca­ressed it with the other hand very ten­derly and gen­tly for a quar­ter of an hour. I felt as if I were sooth­ing Jo with the gen­tle stroking of the lit­tle sack­let the same as I was rub­bing my Mumu, and I im­me­di­ately heard his sat­is­fied moans as I stroked the lit­tle sack­let as I was rub­bing my Mumu, only much more gen­tly. This ex­cited me so much that my pointy thing in my Mumu came out for­ward horny and de­mand­ing. I asked Jo, who rubbed quite firmly be­tween his legs, if he was now also very en­rap­tured, but he just gasped and moaned and said noth­ing. I later handed him the bath towel so he could cover him­self and turn around. He chided him­self that my bra was soak­ing wet and reached around me and un­did the clasp. My large, heavy breasts sank down to  my belly but­ton. Jo looked at them closely and said I had nice breasts, and I blushed with pride.


Jo said my panties were soak­ing wet too and pulled them down. I got out and hung them on the string next to the bra. Jo looked at my Mumu for a long time and asked if my clit al­ways peeked out like that? I didn’t know what he meant with “clit” and he pointed to it. Yes, I nod­ded ea­gerly, al­ways when I’m very rap­tured, but when I’ve calmed down, it doesn’t. I saw that Jo was think­ing for a while. He asked, as he had be­fore, if I had never been with a man in­ti­mate, and I nod­ded that I hadn’t. But he shook his head and smiled, “you’re al­ready 60,” and I nod­ded, 61. “And you don’t have pu­bic hair,” he said with a grin, and I ex­plained that af­ter a few years it had fallen out on its own just like the armpit hair. He nod­ded se­ri­ously, that some­times hap­pens.


From that day on, I took off my panties and bra even be­fore I washed him so they wouldn’t get wet. I was very ec­static when I had to strike his lit­tle sack­let very gen­tly for quite a long time un­til he was fin­ished in rub­bing his frontside. It was very horny in it­self that we were both com­pletely naked. But then to reach down be­tween his ass cheeks and gen­tly touch the sack­let was just in­sanely horny. I was more and more con­vinced from day to day that Jo rubbed him­self on his front side sim­i­larly to how I rubbed the stiff thing in my Mumu and I sup­ported him well with the gen­tle rub­bing of his sack­let. I didn’t have a lit­tle sack like Jo’s and I al­ways re­solved to ask him about his rub­bing, but I just didn’t dare. We did it the same way for weeks and I was re­ally con­vinced that we were sooth­ing his Mumu some­how to­gether. It was so arous­ing and ex­cit­ing that I had to do it right away. 


I mum­bled, I have to calm down now and went to my room. Mo­ments later Jo stuck his head through the door, ask­ing if he could watch it? I nod­ded, yes of course, be­cause no one has ever wanted to watch me when I made me “calm­ing” down, only in early years. He sat down at the edge of the bed and watched me soothe my Mumu. It was all over soon and I was still prop­erly rap­tured so I did it again un­til I calmed down and the pointy thing in my Mumu soft­ened and dis­ap­peared. He nod­ded very kindly and left, we did that for the next two or three months, it was okay for both of us. He never stayed when I picked up the rosary and started pray­ing. He had once said, smil­ing, that he him­self never prayed and that he ad­mired me be­cause I prayed so much and so dili­gently. The praise made me proud. — I rarely woke up in the night with a rap­ture any­more.


One night the bath towel slipped around Jo’s hips. I stopped in mid‐sooth­ing and stared at the thing. Af­ter all, he al­ways turned his back on me when he scrubbed so pow­er­fully his front side; I had never seen him from the front. I stared at his thing and wanted to ask him, but he flipped the bath towel back over and mut­tered for me to just keep go­ing. I was en­rap­tured as I had rarely been be­fore and kept go­ing. I was too cow­ardly to ask him for two weeks. I dreamed of his thing, the slip­pery thing with which now the Moors in my dreams pricked poor Car­men be­tween her but­tocks, her won­der­ful snowwhite ass­cheeks. I al­ways woke up at night in great rap­ture and had to calm down, the Moors and their things and poor Car­men, in whose butt crease the bad blacks were pok­ing their things.


Jo was not at all em­bar­rassed when I asked him two weeks later. He pushed the bath towel aside and ex­plained the cock to me. Shaft, fore­skin, glans and the tes­ti­cles. I was learn­ing all these new words and I had to grab each part with my hand and say the cor­rect name. The dick was for pee­ing and fuck­ing with women or girls, he said. That’s where the kids come from, I heard in amaze­ment him say. I never thought about where the kids come from. The cock al­ways hangs down softly, only when the horni­ness comes, then it be­comes stiff, so that you can put it in the hole. I looked un­cer­tain, horny? Horni­ness? “That’s the rap­ture, as you call it!” said Jo, the horni­ness makes you want to mas­tur­bate. Mas­tur­bate?  “That’s called mas­tur­bat­ing, when you rub your clit with your fin­ger and soothe it.”” Lots of new words, but I re­mem­bered them well. I asked him if he was less glad now and when does he mas­tur­bate? He smiled, “ev­ery evening when you ca­ress my lit­tle sack­let!” I mused, when he jig­gled his front? “Yes,” he said, “to­mor­row you can watch me do­ing it if you like!” I was al­lowed to touch his cock again, which was half soft and he showed me how I was al­lowed to rub up and down. I let his glans dis­ap­pear again and again in the fore­skin and then pulled the fore­skin back com­pletely, then the glans came out again. “That’s kind of how mas­tur­ba­tion goes,” he said, “but I can only cum once a night.” I was al­lowed to do it for quite a long time and he went to sleep, I had quite strong rap­tures and had to do it three times un­til I fell asleep.



Jo showed me the other day mas­tur­bat­ing, which he did him­self. I watched very ex­cited be­cause it made me very horny. Jo had asked  and I had let him ca­ress my breasts, he liked it very much. He let me try it the next day and it ac­tu­ally worked out quite well, I was now al­lowed to mas­tur­bate him ev­ery day and I was very ex­cited ev­ery time be­cause I had such nice feel­ings about it. He wanted, while I was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate his cock, to play with my beau­ti­ful, big breasts and the teats and it was huge fun for him when he was al­lowed to squirt on my breasts. He fin­ished squirt­ing and said “Amen!” and bit a lit­tle bit in my teats play­fully, he was amused to hear me pray­ing. I al­ways prayed only half aloud be­cause he didn’t want to hear it, but it was im­por­tant to me to pray dur­ing the mas­tur­ba­tion. 


Jo had in­cited me a lit­tle bit to spy into the re­fec­tory, al­though this was strictly for­bid­den. Only af­ter a few times I told Jo about it, I had had quite red ears. I had seen that the woman who had come for a pri­vate con­fes­sion was kneel­ing in front of the priest, rub­bing his cock in her mouth and let­ting him squirt in. All 8 women I had ob­served swal­lowed “it”! I was clutch­ing my rosary when I no­ticed that Jo was laugh­ing heartily. I lay with my back against his chest and he held me gen­tly. He con­tin­ued to laugh for quite a while be­cause the con­fes­sion­als rubbed his cock and swal­lowed his seed, even though the priest ranted about the sins of the flesh in the pul­pit ev­ery Sun­day. Jo said I could try it my­self to­mor­row. It tasted a lit­tle strange the first time, but he liked it very much to squirt in my mouth and I was also quite happy. I now mas­tur­bated him daily in my mouth and swal­lowed his se­men, that was much more prefer­able to him than to squirt upon my breasts. 


I mas­tur­bated ev­ery time af­ter­wards and I prayed, be­cause I al­ways pray half aloud while mas­tur­bat­ing, not only when Jo was watch­ing. He asked some­thing once, I don’t re­mem­ber what, and I stopped mas­tur­bat­ing and pray­ing. He then ex­plained the many parts of my Mumu. They called it namely pussy, cunt and many other names that I im­me­di­ately for­got. I spread my legs and he showed me labia, clit and pussy hole. “You still have a hy­men!” he ex­claimed sur­prised, “you re­ally have never fucked be­fore!” Fuck­ing, also new. The man thrusts his cock in and out of the pussy­hole very finely, they both get horny and have an or­gasm at the end. He squirts into the pussy­hole when or­gas­ming and some­times the woman also gets an or­gasm, that was the ex­plod­ing at the end of mas­tur­bat­ing, I had paid good at­ten­tion.


Jo replied my ques­tion im­me­di­ately. He had fucked for the first time when he was over 10, un­til a few months ago when he came to my shared apart­ment. No, it wasn’t a girl, it was his sanc­ti­mo­nious aunt. She was fat and very ugly, she had never found a man and was still a vir­gin at 25. And she pre­tended to ev­ery­one how God‐fear­ing and pi­ous she was. In truth, she se­duced the 10‐year‐old on the sec­ond day, it was the first time for both of them. Jo said she shone like a pol­ished gold coin when he de­flow­ered her, and she shone ev­ery af­ter­noon when they fucked. Oth­er­wise she was grumpy be­cause she hated all the pray­ing. They fucked ev­ery af­ter­noon, once or twice, for 7 years and he was glad he didn’t have to mas­tur­bate with his hand. 


I told him the saint’s story of Car­men. He had never heard of her, but he un­der­stood ev­ery­thing im­me­di­ately. The Moors fucked  Car­men for 4 days in the main square and that was def­i­nitely very shame­ful and hu­mil­i­at­ing for the vir­gin. Apart from the phys­i­cal strains, she had so many or­gasms that her heart couldn’t take it any­more. She had “died in the most beau­ti­ful rap­tures”, the leg­end said, she had died from far too many or­gasms, Jo said with cer­tainty. I thought for a long time. I had al­ready had enough af­ter two, at the lat­est three or­gasms. But if I had or­gasm af­ter or­gasm for 4 days, I would prob­a­bly die, I un­der­stood that now. How stupid of the priests or Sis­ter Rosi to talk about her rap­tures as if she had glimpsed God? She had been fucked un­til she was dead, Jo had re­al­ized that cor­rectly. I mas­tur­bated again right away, fan­ta­siz­ing about Car­men hav­ing beau­ti­ful or­gasms and the Moors’ cocks driv­ing in and out of her fuck­hole. When I was done, Jo got up and left. He turned around one more time and asked if I re­ally didn’t want to fuck? I was very self‐ori­ented, poor Car­men had been fucked to death, I didn’t want that. Jo smiled when I said that and went to sleep. I mas­tur­bated more than I ever had, I was very very horny with my fan­tasies about Car­men and her fuck­ing. 


He said his fat ugly aunt had only very small shriv­eled breasts on which she tore quite firmly when she came to or­gasm while mas­tur­bat­ing. She did not or­gasm very of­ten while fuck­ing and mas­tur­bated like a fury ev­ery time af­ter fuck­ing, even when she al­ready had or­gasmed. He felt al­ways very sad af­ter fuck­ing and hated him­self be­cause he had to watch her mas­tur­bat­ing and her face al­ways dis­torted into a dev­il­ish gri­mace while mas­tur­bat­ing. She al­ways mas­tur­bated two or three times and he could not avert his eyes. 


He was re­ally happy that I had such nice full breasts, he licked my teats af­ter cum­ing and bit play­fully on them, that was very horny. I quickly ran to my room to mas­tur­bate and Jo came right af­ter to watch me mas­tur­bate, he still liked that. He had lis­tened to me open‐mouthed when I told him that back when I was a kid, the nuns and priests had watched me mas­tur­bate naked at night un­til I was 40. Jo asked a gazil­lion ques­tions, but I had to tell him that they had never touched me on the Mumu. The nuns reached un­der their robes with one hand and wig­gled like the priests too, and I de­scribed to Jo in great de­tail how the nuns sat on the edge of the bed, watched me mas­tur­bate and mas­tur­bated them­selves. The priest has prob­a­bly fucked all the re­spectable and hon­or­able wives of the vil­lage over the years, I said, be­cause I had spied on ev­ery vis­i­tor for all those years, watched him do­ing push‐ups and also when they mas­tur­bated them­selves or let him mas­tur­bate them. The count­ess had given birth to a girl and for many years she came to ride and fuck the priest and she had an­other boy and two girls. Jo asked a thou­sand things and I an­swered ev­ery­thing hon­estly. It made him very horny.


When I had mas­tur­bated of­ten enough, he would take me in his arms and we would talk for many pleas­ant hours. Of­ten it was about fuck­ing and he al­ways de­scribed in clear words how the fuck­ing with the aunt was. He re­as­sured me that it al­most never hap­pened that a woman was fucked to death. That was pre­cisely why they told the leg­end of Car­men, be­cause it was some­thing spe­cial. I be­lieved him, be­cause I had also never heard that a woman had been fucked to death ex­cept Car­men. We talked about fuck­ing for months, it be­came more and more fa­mil­iar to me and I found my­self fan­ta­siz­ing more of­ten about let­ting Jo fuck me. 


As ev­ery evening, I was ly­ing with my back against his chest and he had hugged me and mas­tur­bated me very gen­tly, which I re­ally liked that way. But in­stead of pray­ing as usual, I told him about the bad things I had ob­served spy­ing in the last few weeks. Yes, the women mas­tur­bat­ing the priest’s cock in their mouths and swal­low­ing it down was not all, I had left way too early so far. The women sat on his thigh and whis­pered some­thing in his ear all the time. They seemed to tell him some­thing very funny or horny, be­cause they laughed in be­tween like whores. Sooner or later they grabbed his cock and rubbed it, slowly or quickly, un­til it was stiff. They would trade places, she would lie down with her chest on the padded chair and flip up her skirt, some­times he would flip up her skirt. He pat­ted her ass cheeks with plea­sure and spread them. — I had to take a break be­cause Jo had brought me to or­gasm. Af­ter I calmed down I kept talk­ing and put Jo’s hand on my clit. 


The priest pen­e­trated the cunt from be­hind and fucked the con­fes­sion child for a very long time. I could see quite clearly when he squirted in. Some­times he fucked her in the ass­hole, which was very strange. The worst thing I found was that they were all re­spectable wives, Mrs. Schmitt, Mrs. Müller and all. They pre­tended to the out­side world how pi­ous and chaste they were and then they let them­selves be fucked by the young priest dur­ing con­fes­sion! Jo laughed that he was not sur­prised at all, he knew from the ex­am­ple of his aunt how men­da­cious they all were. I kept silent, be­cause he brought me to or­gasm again and I leaned back re­laxed as a sign that I had now had enough or­gasms. 


For weeks he asked me if I wanted to fuck and I al­ways shook my head, I was way too scared to be fucked to death like my poor Car­men. I told him that I would never fuck, I was way too scared. He hugged me sweetly from be­hind when I prayed my rosary with my back against his chest and mas­tur­bated me so finely that I just breath­lessly reeled off the Hail Marys with deep emo­tion and or­gasmed with a loud “in mulieribus, Amen!”. He then kissed my neck and mur­mured how much nicer fuck­ing would be, but I shook my head. No, no, never! At one point he said he was go­ing to de­flower and fuck me next week. I shook my head and feared ev­ery day that he would de­flower me, that he would fuck me, I feared ev­ery day, re­ally! For weeks he asked me if I wanted to fuck and I al­ways shook my head. I told him that I would never fuck, I was way too scared. He hugged me sweetly from be­hind when I prayed my rosary with my back against his chest and mas­tur­bated me so finely that I just breath­lessly or­gasmed. He then kissed my neck and mur­mured how much nicer fuck­ing would be, but I shook my head. No, no, never! At one point he re­peated he was go­ing to de­flower me and fuck me next week. I shook my head and feared ev­ery day that he would de­flower me, fuck me, I feared ev­ery day, re­ally!


I had turned 62, Jo had been with me for 10 months now. To­day he did not want to be mas­tur­bated af­ter show­er­ing and led me to my room. I al­most couldn’t breathe for fear, I was so scared. He silently laid me on the bed and I whis­pered that I was as afraid of be­ing fucked to death like poor Car­men. I begged him to “please‐please don’t de­flower me”, I was so scared. He gen­tly stroked my hair and whis­pered that my clit wanted it though! I looked down, the clit be­trayed me shame­lessly, it stood out perky and bold, I felt the horni­ness blaze in it  like fire. “No, please don’t de­flower me, please don’t fuck me!” I shouted as qui­etly as I could. He knelt be­tween my thighs and moist­ened his glans with lots of saliva and lay on top of me. I even begged him not to de­flower me as he was al­ready gen­tly pen­e­trat­ing my fuck­hole. 


I felt noth­ing of the de­flow­er­ing, al­though he had pre­pared me for the prick. He fucked fast and hard and I be­came in­sanely horny. He squirted in solid jets into my fuck­hole and af­ter a dozen times of jet­ting in, he sank down breath­lessly next to me. “And, are you still alive?” he asked smil­ing out of breath and I nod­ded, Yes, I had be­come quite won­der­fully horny while fuck­ing! “Un­for­tu­nately you didn’t get an or­gasm, sorry!” he said, still out of breath. I should mas­tur­bate, he whis­pered. I mas­tur­bated to or­gasm with three rapid strokes only, be­cause I had al­ready been close. He was too tired and couldn’t fuck a sec­ond time, his cock was no longer stiff­en­ing. I was in­sanely glad and grate­ful that he had not fucked me to death, I said, but by then he had al­ready fallen asleep.


We have been fuck­ing for a year now, he can only do it once at a time and I can’t get an or­gasm dur­ing our fuck­ing. I am al­ways very close to it and mas­tur­bat­ing im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards takes only sec­onds to make a few strokes. He falls asleep in­stantly and I then al­ways mas­tur­bate quite of­ten as long as I have horny fan­tasies. I am very glad that I do now ex­pe­ri­ence fuck­ing af­ter all, al­though I had been too stupid all my life. 


One day I de­cided to let the un­faith­ful priest fuck me and it was re­ally quite sim­ple. I scrubbed the floor on all fours and my short clean­ing dress slipped up of course. I pre­tended not to no­tice that I had for­got­ten to put my panties on
and the Priest stared at my bare ass cheeks, my bare pussy and my stiff  clit. I couldn’t even have counted to 3 when the High Lord knelt be­hind me and his cock pen­e­trated me im­me­di­ately. We fucked word­lessly, only our pant­ing and loud breath­ing re­vealed that the floor was not scrubbed here. I got a won­der­ful or­gasm just be­fore he squirted in­side. Since then I let my­self be fucked as of­ten as pos­si­ble by the priest, be­cause I love these fuck­ing or­gasms very much. We fuck silently al­ways in the same man­ner, the priest doesn’t talk to a clean­ing woman af­ter all. I im­me­di­ately slink away with low­ered eyes, I would die of shame to look him in the eyes af­ter this sin. Of course I’m smart enough to get fucked be­fore the lady comes for con­fes­sion, oth­er­wise I might go empty‐handed. Jo had moved out two months ago and I have been able to get the pas­tor to fuck me ev­ery day be­fore lunch so far, but it has be­come clear to me that I need to look for a new man on longer term. I have never done this be­fore and still have a good feel­ing that it will work out. 


I have missed a lot and am slowly catch­ing up.






The Les­bian Vir­gin


by Jack Faber © 2023




I have been a house­keeper in the rec­tory for 35 years. Un­for­tu­nately, the old vicar re­tired and the new one is a scum­bag.


I clean and cook. I have been a les­bian since birth, I have never been in­ti­mate with a man and I mas­tur­bate ev­ery night be­fore I go to sleep, rarely twice or more of­ten if I had be­come very horny by the evening. I have a mis­tress in this tiny vil­lage where ev­ery­one knows ev­ery­thing about ev­ery­one. Erna is the young wife of the baker and prob­a­bly bi­sex­ual.


The story be­gins with the new guy creep­ing around my calves for the first few weeks. Then, one morn­ing, he asked me into the bath­room. I thought maybe I hadn’t cleaned care­fully enough, but he just word­lessly mo­tioned for me to sit on the stool. He stripped naked and I wanted to leave im­me­di­ately, but he blocked my way and showed me his cell phone. 


I wanted to sink into the floor. Erna, the bak­ers wife and me. Mak­ing out on the sofa for min­utes. Grab­bing each other’s blouses. Ca­ress­ing the breast. Push­ing up our skirts. Mas­tur­bat­ing each other un­der the hem of the panties. Wait­ing un­til the other had also come to or­gasm. Kiss­ing, kiss­ing, kiss­ing.


I col­lapsed on the stool and slapped my hands in front of my face. Cry­ing didn’t help. What did he want, I asked pressed af­ter a while. “Just sit and watch me!” the new guy said. He be­gan to mas­tur­bate in front of me. I calmed down, this was noth­ing new for me, I had seen the old priest mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery day with­out him know­ing it. He was a de­cent man who ad­hered to celibacy, he had never had any­thing with a woman. 


The new guy took my hand and squirted in­side. That was all. He was sat­is­fied and let me go. But ev­ery morn­ing be­fore break­fast I had to fol­low him to the bath­room, he mas­tur­bated ev­ery morn­ing and squirted into my hand. 


It was not enough for him. I had to mas­tur­bate him and let him squirt into my hand. It caused me no prob­lem, I have cer­tainly mas­tur­bated the young fel­lows hun­dreds of times in my youth, so that was noth­ing out of the or­di­nary. Even that was only enough for him for a few months, then he in­creased again. He wanted me to strip naked. Of course I re­fused, but for the first time he openly threat­ened to spread the video. That would be the end of me, but Erna would also have to give up her present life. Bak­ery, hus­band, ev­ery­thing! I gave in. I was crim­son with shame when I took off the house dress. 


I stood in­de­ci­sive in panties and bra for a long time. I was deeply ashamed of my huge breasts, to be hon­est. I took off the panties first and his gaze sucked on my pu­bic hair. He didn’t give me any more time, the bra had to come off too. I loos­ened it and held my breasts up with my fore­arm, then low­ered them. My breasts reached like huge mel­ons to be­low my belly but­ton, the teats hard­ened and pointed to the floor. 


He made me sit on the stool and I was to mas­tur­bate him. My breasts jig­gled in­de­cently like pud­ding, but he seemed to get ex­cited by just that. The other day he parted my pussy with his fin­gers and looked at ev­ery­thing very closely. He teased my clit with his fin­ger­tip un­til it stiff­ened. He grinned like an id­iot and nod­ded, I was now al­lowed to start mas­tur­bat­ing him. I wanted to put my legs to­gether deco­rously, but he protested im­me­di­ately, I had to spread them very wide. He mas­tur­bated my clit very skill­fully, and whether it was Erna or him, I stopped mas­tur­bat­ing his cock and let my or­gasm rise won­der­fully. He vis­i­bly en­joyed my or­gasm and con­tin­ued to rub the clit, mak­ing me twitch and wrig­gle end­lessly. Then I with­drew from him and con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate him. He no longer wanted to squirt into my hand, he squirted upon me from top to bot­tom. He was re­ally very good at mas­tur­bat­ing me, but even that only lasted for some months, un­til the end of that year. The in­crease came, he wanted to fuck me! 


I shook my head, that was out of the ques­tion! I backed out of the way, he pushed me fur­ther and fur­ther back­wards un­til I was stand­ing in his room. He grinned and reached for me. I dodged, he chased me across the room to the bed. I fled on all fours over the bed to the wall, he be­hind me. I felt his hard cock in the crease of my ass. I screamed, I didn’t want this, I would still be a vir­gin! He laughed. “Fifty‐eight and a vir­gin? That’s a laugh!” I felt his hands grip­ping my ass cheeks tightly like a vice. I low­ered my head, the mare sur­ren­der­ing on all fours, the stal­lion snort­ing with greed be­hind her. I cried, cried and cried. No es­cape! 


I felt the bru­tal jolt with which he pierced my hy­men and pen­e­trated deeply. “Uh‐huh!” he ex­claimed, “re­ally still a vir­gin!” But there was no sym­pa­thy there, but con­tempt for me and stupid pride. I have done some­thing in­cred­i­bly for­bid­den, kick‐a‐ree‐kee! cried the stupid rooster.


He fucked me for a very long time, my head slumped be­tween my fore­arms. I must be crazy, I thought in amaze­ment, I felt my or­gasm com­ing! The or­gasm jerked and shut­tered me, he slipped out of my vagina and I twitched and wrig­gled for what seemed like an eter­nity. He grabbed my ass cheeks tightly again and fucked me wildly. I felt his cock rear­ing up and then he squirted, squirted and squirted with­out stop­ping. Then he let me go.


I stayed in bed all day. There was no break­fast, no lunch, and no din­ner. No one cleaned up. I didn’t care at all. He had started it! I ca­ressed my bat­tered body, my poor pussy, my clit. I cried un­til I had no tears left. I felt re­sis­tance in­side me. I was clear that he was go­ing to fuck me ev­ery day from now on. I won’t fight it, I de­cided, I will not al­low him such a spec­ta­cle, the spec­ta­cle of the van­quished vir­gin. I was not con­quered, I was raped. I laughed wickedly to my­self, I would chal­lenge him, make him grovel at his knees. I was sud­denly so joy­ful that I felt like mas­tur­bat­ing. I didn’t stop un­til I was al­ready dead tired. 

 
He fucked me in the dog­gie po­si­tion ev­ery morn­ing since then. It was fine with me, I didn’t want to look him in the eye when my body was hap­pily rac­ing to or­gasm. I let the or­gasm come as it wanted and of course his cock slipped out. Af­ter he squirted, I stayed down. He might have left, but I grabbed his cock with a dev­il­ish smile. I took him in my mouth with plea­sure, as a young girl I had done many blowjobs. I sucked and licked him un­til he was re­ally stiff again. Then I got down on all fours and let him fuck me for the sec­ond time. I grinned, he was al­ready hav­ing a hard time. I let my sec­ond or­gasm come just as nicely as the first, he slipped right out and had to start over. I don’t know how long he fucked me, but I was well on my way to the third or­gasm when he squirted in­side. I didn’t care, I would make up for that three‐quar­ter‐or­gasm af­ter break­fast and mas­tur­bate it fully out, which I had never done on duty be­fore. Work would suf­fer a lit­tle bit, but I didn’t care. He had started it, not me!


Af­ter two or three months, he had got­ten used to my lick­ing him stiff and hav­ing him fuck me for a sec­ond time. He was even happy at break­fast, so I kept turn­ing the screw a lit­tle more. I licked his cock af­ter the first squirt­ing and let him — which I had not done be­fore with him — squirt deep in my throat. I had loved this as a young girl and now I felt deep sat­is­fac­tion again do­ing it. He was com­pletely con­fused. I con­tin­ued to lick him af­ter a few mo­ments, he now took con­sid­er­ably longer to get hard again. Then I went de­mand­ing on all fours. He had to, his ridicu­lous ego wouldn’t al­low any­thing else. He took an in­cred­i­bly long time, I had a very nice or­gasm and pinched his cock so that it did not slip out. He con­tin­ued doggedly and squirted min­i­mally at the end. I was very sat­is­fied. 


It took him sev­eral months to come to terms with the in­creased de­mands. I hadn’t even fig­ured out what my next move was when he ap­proached me, and not awk­wardly! He copied “the video” to my phone and I puz­zled why. He looked at me with cal­cu­lat­ing eyes. He wanted to fuck Erna, my baker girl whom I had left  a year ago. I had one day to get Erna here, the video would con­vince her. I was frozen with shock, then I spoke to Erna. She swal­lowed hard see­ing the video, then she un­der­stood why I had left her. She dragged me into her bed­room and we made love like drown­ing women. She shrugged her shoul­ders, she re­ally didn’t care about fuck­ing with the new guy, I shouldn’t worry about that. Whether she fucked him or her hus­band, it didn’t mat­ter. 


Erna came punc­tu­ally in the morn­ing. I word­lessly led her to the new guy, who was still asleep. I went to my room, where I could look into his room through the hid­den lit­tle win­dow, as I had watched the old priest mas­tur­bat­ing ear­lier. Erna quickly un­dressed and lay down with him. She woke him by suck­ing and lick­ing his morn­ing wood. He was im­me­di­ately in the know and threw the bed­spread to the floor. I watched them fuck­ing very cu­ri­ously, Erna could fuck in­sanely well and faked him an or­gasm. She took his cock in her mouth and licked it stiff again. The sec­ond fuck­ing she got a real or­gasm, I could see that. I stopped mas­tur­bat­ing when Erna got dressed again, went down­stairs and pre­pared break­fast. “Well, there we go!” was his only com­ment. Erna and I took turns ev­ery day, he was very com­pla­cent and it went quite well for al­most half a year. I couldn’t com­plain and nei­ther could Erna, be­cause her hus­band fucked her only once a week on Sat­ur­day night, he squirted very fast and didn’t care if she still mas­tur­bated to or­gasm or not. She said all the fuck­ing and or­gasms with the new guy was do­ing her quite good. I never told her that I watched them se­cretly ev­ery time.


Now the new guy was get­ting cocky and cheeky. He de­manded from both of us that we got him a dif­fer­ent woman ev­ery day, it may be gladly our for­mer les­bian lovers. Apart from the fact that I was the only les­bian woman in the vil­lage, our lovers were all re­spectable, chaste mar­ried wives who did not whore around. Erna and I con­sulted as to whom we could per­suade. We man­aged, the doc­tor’s wife came first. She had been my 14‐year‐old lover ages ago, since then she had be­come a grown woman. I looked at her clean‐shaven pussy al­most nos­tal­gi­cally as she lay down with him. She rather im­pas­sively al­lowed her­self to be fucked twice in quick suc­ces­sion and had no or­gasm. Ev­ery other day Erna or I fucked him, I liked the or­gasms while fuck­ing quite a bit, Erna as well, al­though she had a harder time and only came to or­gasm the sec­ond time they fucked, but her real or­gasms were much more in­tense than mine. We swarmed out and looked for the next one. 


The wives of the school prin­ci­pal, the el­e­men­tary school teacher and the com­poser who played the or­gan on Sun­day came. The wife of the en­gi­neer, the car dealer and the wid­ows Schmitt and Müller. I watched them all se­cretly, they were all very ex­cited be­cause they were usu­ally faith­ful and did not cheat on their hus­bands, ex­cept for the two wid­ows who whored around the vil­lage quite a bit. They had al­ready fucked all the men in the vil­lage and now the last one, the young priest. I went to Erna again quite of­ten and we mas­tur­bated each other through whole af­ter­noons. So a whole year passed, Erna and I took turns fuck­ing the new guy and mas­tur­bat­ing a lot to­gether. Ev­ery other day he got to fuck a re­spectable, blame­less wife of a good man. Our small vil­lage doesn’t have that many in­hab­i­tants, all the women kept get­ting their turn, not a sin­gle one re­sisted. I filmed ev­ery­thing with my cell phone from the be­gin­ning and care­fully col­lected the mem­ory cards. I would let Erna copy them one day, but I put it off for a very long time. We trans­ferred ev­ery­thing to Erna’s lap­top. She laughed at my con­trite face, say­ing there was noth­ing wrong with that, my spy­ing! Now she al­ways came along to spy and we had to be very quiet so as not to give our­selves away. In the af­ter­noon we watched the movies to­gether, it was horny and very ex­cit­ing to watch all the pi­ous, chaste and shy women fuck­ing or mas­tur­bat­ing. 


One morn­ing the new guy’s cof­fee cup fell out of his hand. His head hit the table­top heav­ily. I waited an­other two hours be­fore call­ing the doc­tor. He could only di­ag­nose his car­diac death. The doc­tor’s wife ar­ranged very in­con­spic­u­ously for the new guy to be cre­mated the very next day. The whole vil­lage was at the fu­neral and beau­ti­ful speeches were made. 


I called the Lord Bishop and asked to be re­leased, I wanted to en­ter the con­vent. The abbess was very kind when she took me in. She did not bat an eye when I meekly said that I was a les­bian. She smiled finely and re­marked that in the con­vent ev­ery sec­ond one was les­bian and the rest bi­sex­ual. The old woman laughed as bright as a sun­shine when she saw my be­fud­dled face. 


I’m fine at the con­vent, sleep­ing with one for a while be­fore mov­ing on to the next. The sis­ters have shown me fuck­ing clit to clit and I love it. It does not mat­ter if the sis­ter is les­bian or bi­sex­ual, fuck­ing clit to clit they all like. Most wanted to be fucked sub­mis­sively and I was damn good at that. They called me smil­ing the best man who had ever fucked them. I am also counted among the bi­sex­u­als be­cause I also let the men fuck me will­ingly when my bed­mate had a gen­tle­man vis­i­tor. Some very few were still vir­gins and asked me if I would ac­com­pany them through the de­flow­er­ing act. I sat at the head of the bed and held them lov­ingly em­braced and ca­ressed their breasts while I paid close at­ten­tion that the lad pen­e­trated her very gen­tly and de­flow­ered them softly. The sub­se­quent fuck­ing made me so hot that I could hardly wait un­til he had gone to mas­tur­bate im­me­di­ately.


I never went back to the vil­lage. 






The Les­bian Rosi


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am the les­bian Rosi. I am the only les­bian in our vil­lage, al­though of course I also fuck with men.


I have been mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night since I can re­mem­ber, un­til I get tired. I must say up front that I was very pre­co­cious and my breasts, for ex­am­ple, were al­ready big enough to be adored at 11. Our un­mar­ried teacher, who lives one floor above us, de­flow­ered me be­fore my 12th birth­day and has been sneak­ing up to me ev­ery morn­ing since then, to fuck me with his morn­ing wood. It’s fine with me be­cause I don’t mind, but it doesn’t ex­cite me much. 


My mother died a long time ago. When the teacher leaves again in the morn­ing, I lie down in bed with Daddy and sleep an­other round. He likes it very much when I later strike his morn­ing wood very finely un­til he wakes up. He doesn’t need an­other woman, he has me. He is one of the best at fuck­ing. Usu­ally he fucks me twice be­fore get­ting up and I get at least one or­gasm with him. We love each other very much, we cud­dle and smooch for a long time be­fore we get up. 


When my teacher de­flow­ered me, I lay down the first time in a provoca­tive way to Daddy, be­cause I was look­ing for his close­ness and love­ly­ness. I didn’t tell him about the de­flow­er­ing and se­duced him for the first time. He didn’t say a word and de­flow­ered me for the sec­ond time. He has a much big­ger cock than the teacher and I bled a lit­tle when Daddy fucked me. Since then he has been rock solidly con­vinced that he had de­flow­ered me. I have never con­tra­dicted him. We’ve been fuck­ing in the morn­ing for 20 years now, and he’s the best at it of all. When I tell him about my les­bian af­fairs, he wants to know ev­ery­thing in pig­gish de­tail and I de­scribe ev­ery­thing to him in de­tail and with­out reser­va­tion. He likes to look at nude pho­tos or videos of my les­bian love af­fairs and al­ways shakes his head in amuse­ment and in horni­ness. He does not be­lieve, even af­ter 20 years, that I am re­ally a les­bian, since I fuck so many men!? He also does not be­lieve the ru­mors that I am a whore, be­cause I fuck so many girls for free!? I don’t hide any­thing from my Daddy, never ever, but he only hears what pleases him or makes him horny. 


Of course I fuck with all men who pay me, be­cause ex­cept me there are no whores in our vil­lage. At least none who let them­selves be fucked for money. My teacher gave the im­pulse and I some­times give him some lit­tle money, but he is not a real pimp, I don’t have one and I don’t need one. There are of course a lot of women in our vil­lage who have ants in their asses and are in­sanely ea­ger to be fucked, but they are not whores.


I love women more than any­thing. I fall in love with one, I have to se­duce her first and then we fuck our brains out un­til we get tired of each other and then I look for an­other one. I have fucked and had a long last­ing ro­man­tic af­fair with all the pretty ones in the vil­lage for the past 20 years. I’m not in­ter­ested in the old ones and the ones un­der 12. But it’s a breath­tak­ing chase to get a mar­ried girl se­duced who has never had any­thing with a woman and fuck her brains out. 


My fa­vorite thing to fuck is clit‐on‐clit. The one on top has the ac­tive part and is the one who fucks the one on the bot­tom like a man and brings her to or­gasm. I have al­ready met some women who had not un­der­stood this. They lie un­pro­duc­tively on top of each other and both mas­tur­bate them­selves so that the slow train even­tu­ally comes into a small ru­ral sta­tion. I take a very prac­ti­cal ap­proach to the mat­ter. I al­ways fuck the other first, so that she knows ex­actly how the re­gional train be­comes an ex­press train and stops only in large sta­tions! Most un­der­stand it right away and some man­age to fuck me in the right way. These af­fairs last longer, thank God.


I find so many men to fuck that I can live very well on the money. I re­cently bought a con­vert­ible, a fire‐red Mus­tang, which fits well with my red mane in terms of color. 


I’m al­ready think­ing about go­ing on a man­hunt with my Mus­tang to catch men. 






Janet
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Come here, my boy, sit next to me on my bed. I don’t know how much longer time I have, but I have a lot to tell you. Come, put your hand un­der the cov­ers and put it on my pussy. Ohh, yes, that’s fine. Yes, rub my clit, I can’t do it my­self since a long time and the Fil­ipino blood young nurse does it to me only once se­cretly ev­ery night. She is very good, but very shy and bash­ful, the lit­tle one, and she her­self never mas­tur­bates, she says. Oh well. Thank God you come three times a week and do it to me. Good boy! You re­mem­ber that I need it a few times in a row, well?


Where should I start? I learned to mas­tur­bate from my de­mented great‐grand­mother when I was 5. I’ve been ob­sessed with it ever since. At board­ing school for girls, I was in a twin room with Phyl­lis. She was a real her­maph­ro­dite, with a vagina and a huge cock, get it? She got to fuck me all those years, through the big hole in my hy­men, and she never tore it. She al­ways brought other girls to de­flower and fuck them. I liked to help her be­cause watch­ing them de­flower and fuck made me so horny, I mas­tur­bated while they fucked.


I got mar­ried very early, my hy­men broke for good and it was heav­ily bleed­ing. Ev­ery­one was so proud of my vir­gin­ity and no one sus­pected that I had al­ready been fucked ev­ery night for the last 6 years. My hus­band was a fail­ure, even in bed. Even be­fore I put my head on the pil­low, he was done and squirt­ing into my pussy grin­ning stupidly. Af­ter two mis­car­riages I was in­fer­tile. He al­ways fucked me very quickly with his morn­ing wood, af­ter 10 sec­onds he squirted in­side and that was it. I was down af­ter that and mas­tur­bated con­tin­u­ously un­til noon. He never knew that I mas­tur­bated at all.


Janet fell silent and writhed in or­gasm and un­cov­ered her­self, then he was al­lowed to con­tinue. 


Our “beau­ti­ful” mar­riage lasted only 10 years. I knew, of course, that he was cheat­ing and fuck­ing his blood young cousin from day one, but I looked the other way. The cousin was only 12 at that time. Then he moved back to his par­ents’ house for months, where the cousin also lived. But he came ev­ery morn­ing and fucked me briefly. I think it was for a le­gal rea­son. He came with­out a greet­ing, came in, fucked me for a few min­utes and left im­me­di­ately af­ter he had cum in my pussy. I don’t par­tic­u­larly like the word pussy, but vagina sounds so clin­i­cal. I kept mas­tur­bat­ing un­til noon, sure enough! 


One morn­ing he fucked me for the first time to my or­gasm and only later squirted into my pussy. He wanted to show me his new car and we drove to the park­ing lot near the light­house. We sat down on the back seats and he fucked me again so long that I got an or­gasm and he squirted only af­ter­wards. He didn’t care that peo­ple were watch­ing through the car win­dows and tak­ing pic­tures. He wanted a di­vorce, the cousin was preg­nant. Just like that. I was thun­der­struck and he flipped my skirt up, over my face. He mas­tur­bated me for an hour, peo­ple were watch­ing, pho­tograph­ing and film­ing. With each or­gasm I screamed “eeech, it had not worked again” and he mas­tur­bated me fur­ther, over and over an hour long.
.

Janet fell silent again, wrig­gling in or­gasm, and he kept go­ing. 


Then we walked along the coast. Not the wide path, but the dan­ger­ous path high up in the cliffs. I yelled at him that he was a mis­er­able pig and I didn’t care if the cousin was preg­nant. At the top we screamed at each other for a long time. I kicked a boul­der an­grily and saw him fly­ing to­wards me, mur­der­ous­ness in his eyes and with con­torted face. I swerved and he bal­anced on the edge of the precipice, no more mur­der­ous­ness in his eyes, only ter­ri­ble panic. I screamed and pushed him in front of his chest. He tried to hold on, but I screamed and shrieked and pushed him over back­wards. He screamed in agony as he plum­meted in the abyss. To this day, his death scream still rings in my ears.


Janet fell silent and wrig­gled in or­gasm, gasp­ing for him to pro­long her or­gasm and keep rub­bing. He obeyed and then she con­tin­ued. 


Three wit­nesses swore un­der oath that he had jumped him­self, that I had even tried to hold him back. I breathed a sigh of re­lief, the per­juries saved me from the gal­lows. The very preg­nant cousin wanted to com­fort me and spent the night with me. We mas­tur­bated to­gether, made les­bian love and fucked clit‐to‐clit like back in board­ing school days. She pre­ferred to be fucked with a big and thick rub­ber dildo when she mas­tur­bated. I later bought one too, it was bet­ter than any man. 


As al­ways, Janet was now or­gas­ming more and more eas­ily, she fell silent for a mo­ment and then let her­self con­tinue be mas­tur­bated. The young nurse stuck her head in for a mo­ment and blushed like a tomato. She looked ev­ery time when the young man vis­ited and mas­tur­bated the Old Woman. She dis­ap­peared again. 


I fucked the cousin un­til the birth, then she stayed away. I had in­her­ited from my hus­band not only the large city apart­ment, but also a huge For­tune. I was a mul­ti­mil­lion­aire and soon it would all be yours, my son! (He shook his head and mut­tered that it was too soon!) Well, it didn’t change much for me. He didn’t come to fuck me ev­ery morn­ing now, I hardly missed that. I let hun­dreds fuck me in my year of mourn­ing, and even­tu­ally I got bored with chas­ing the next fuck. Then I de­cided to adopt you and live a chaste life. That I failed thor­oughly.


Janet opened her eyes for a mo­ment and looked into his eyes, smil­ing hap­pily un­til the or­gasm ended. 


What hap­pened next, you know. I mas­tur­bated you ev­ery day in the shower and mas­tur­bated naked on my bed with the lights on. I left the in­ter­me­di­ate door open on pur­pose so you could look at my mas­tur­bat­ing. Only af­ter some time you dared to come to me. You wanted to see mas­tur­bat­ing up close, you were al­lowed to sit on me. When I was ready, I mas­tur­bated you prop­erly. At that time I only let you en­ter my pussy to squirt in­side, I wanted to wait with the real fuck­ing un­til you be­came 12, 13 and 14. 


The or­gasm now came fast and hard. Janet con­tin­ued talk­ing af­ter a mo­ment. 


When you were 12, you ran away be­cause of a lit­tle scuf­fle in the school­yard. I didn’t see you un­til 8 weeks later. I went to the Baron day in and day out and begged him to stop the APB on you. He fucked me twice each time, from the front and from be­hind. From the sec­ond week on I stayed at his place overnight and let him fuck me quite of­ten or even mas­tur­bated his cock in my mouth and swal­lowed it, un­til the last day. He was never al­lowed to fuck his long dead wife, they mas­tur­bated ev­ery night sit­ting across from each other watch­ing the other mas­tur­bate. She mas­tur­bated very of­ten and dressed like the Saint Car­men of Toledo. She went daily to her con­fes­sor, with whom she reen­acted the rape of Car­men ev­ery day. She then al­lowed her­self to be fucked not only by the con­fes­sor, but also by the two spir­i­tual ad­vi­sors who as­sisted her in the flesh. Only on her deathbed did she con­fess to her baron that her son had been fa­thered by the con­fes­sor.


Janet shud­dered in or­gasm, then sighed and con­tin­ued. 


When the man­hunt was lifted, you came back. Quite proudly you told me that your cur­rent wife had taught you how to fuck. You weren’t even 13 then, you were so proud of it, you got up at the kitchen ta­ble and mas­tur­bated in front of my face. I didn’t want to get cum in my mouth, I never liked that and only let the baron squirt in my mouth be­cause I was so des­per­ate. I pressed my lips to­gether, but you pressed your cock in­side and you squirted through my lips into my mouth, the only time. From then on we fucked ev­ery day ex­cept on week­ends, when you al­ways went to your fu­ture wife. The last time we fucked, you were al­ready 26, my boy.


He con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing her for a long time un­til she fell asleep in the mid­dle of an or­gasm. He left qui­etly and stood in the nurses’ sta­tion be­hind the young Asian girl sit­ting at the desk. As al­ways, he em­braced her and put his hands on her breasts. He kissed her on the crown and whis­pered, as he did ev­ery time, that he would love to fuck her so badly. She would — as al­ways — shake her head, smil­ing. But this time she leaned her head back and whis­pered, “I’m on duty un­til 9pm, I’ll wait for you then!”







Liane
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I’m Liane, the daugh­ter of Mélanie and Pierre. I don’t have much to tell, but I’ll try. 


My brother René some­times spent the sum­mer va­ca­tions with us. We did all the games to­gether, of course, es­pe­cially the se­cret sex­ual ones. When I was 12, I was al­lowed to ex­am­ine his cock again in de­tail and he ex­plained ev­ery­thing to me with hair pre­ci­sion. Shaft, fore­skin and glans. The bag and the 2 balls, he said brashly, was good for noth­ing. Okay, I said, the hole in the glans was for piss­ing, right? He nod­ded, yes sure, but it can also squirt, when fuck­ing. I can make ba­bies with squirt­ing. I stum­bled. Ba­bies grow in mother’s belly, don’t they? Yes, he said gig­gling, she gets fucked by daddy, he squirts in her pussy and only then does the baby grow! I un­der­stood and he ex­plained the fuck­ing and child­mak­ing very pre­cisely.


But only the adult women have ba­bies when fuck­ing, my smart brother lec­tured. When we kids fuck — here the lit­tle se­ducer’s eyes glit­tered — so when we chil­dren fuck, for ex­am­ple, there’s no baby, be­cause you’re too young. He had to deny that he had al­ready fucked, there he was hon­est. So he had to wait to fuck for squirt­ing? He laughed out loud, of course not, I can do it with my hand! I was cu­ri­ous. He was ready to demon­strate. We sat down op­po­site each other with our legs spread. He told me to spread my pussy with my hands, then he would look at it and squirt, maybe into my pussy. Okay, that was fine with me. He stared into my fuck hole and rubbed his cock, af­ter a while he squirted in front of my fuck hole and then squirted sev­eral times into my pussy  un­til it was over. I was ex­cited and he let me learn it.


Over the next few days I was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate him as many times as he got stiff. He showed me that it was even more beau­ti­ful for him when I pressed his cock on my pussy  while mas­tur­bat­ing him and he squirted on my pussy. It was an in­cred­i­bly in­tense feel­ing and that night I pressed my fin­gers on my pussy  as if it was the thrust­ing of his cock. Sud­denly it ex­ploded, that was my first or­gasm! I con­tin­ued un­til break­fast, learn­ing to rub my­self to or­gasm. I wanted to show him the next day, but he just wanted to play fuck­ing and I had to  mas­tur­bate him and squirt his cum on my pussy the whole time with­out the chance to say a sin­gle word about my or­gas­ming. 


My pussy was soak­ing wet and he fucked wilder and wilder in my wet pussy  un­til all of a sud­den he pen­e­trated deep. He asked me if it hurt, but no, I said, not at all! He whis­pered, now we fuck for real and I nod­ded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally. He fucked for a while and squirted into my pussy, I felt it very clearly. We fucked now ev­ery day as of­ten as he got a hard‐on. It was great fun for him and I had my fun at night mas­tur­bat­ing. Mélanie was hor­ri­fied when I told her af­ter the sum­mer that he had de­flow­ered and fucked me a hun­dred times when I was 12.


Since then, I mas­tur­bate ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep un­til I get tired. Of course I did it also in board­ing school, there the girls of­ten mas­tur­bated in pairs in bed, many mas­tur­bated each other. The 8 years at board­ing school were marked by a lot of mas­tur­ba­tion. Af­ter that I came home, fa­ther Pierre had lost our small brew­ery and mother Mélanie had an af­fair with the in­sanely rich count. Of course it was clear to me that she wanted to marry me to the count, so I gladly went along with it. Mélanie made les­bian love to me very of­ten so that her dear­est Pierre could watch us se­cretly. She wanted to make him hot in this way and I had noth­ing against it. Af­ter all, I had al­ways made les­bian love at board­ing school and Mélanie liked fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit as much as I did. So Mélanie got Pierre back in her bed and Mélanie al­lowed me with a grin to se­cretly watch them fuck­ing and mas­tur­bate at my watch­post. I mas­tur­bated like hell be­cause Pierre had the largest cock in the World and I was very much in love to him.


The Count wanted to fuck me only un­til I gave birth to him a pro­gen­i­tor, oth­er­wise he wanted to fuck with Mélanie, that was fine. I gave birth to lit­tle Luis a year and a half later. He had a big cock, the Luis. I was the only one who knew that his fa­ther was Pierre, with whom I al­ways fucked when Mélanie lay with the Count. Pierre, who was not my bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther (Mélanie will ex­plain this to you), fucked like a Cham­pion. He was the only one who could fuck me so hard and so long that I had an or­gasm be­fore he squirted into. But we kept that a se­cret from Mélanie and my hus­band, the Count. Pierre con­tin­ued to fuck me for many years.


I took ad­van­tage of what I had learned and had the Count give me the run‐down vine­yard. Within two years it had be­come a model farm and my wines won many awards. My count gave me a free hand and I had many lovers. I of­ten lay on my bed and mas­tur­bated with rel­ish while watch­ing through the con­nect­ing door Mélanie rid­ing my count and mas­tur­bat­ing sit­ting on his chest in front of his face. 


Quite a mess, I’ll ad­mit. But I en­joy ev­ery minute of it!









Mélanie
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I am Mélanie, my hus­band is Pierre, my daugh­ter Liane. — “Love, joy, peace, pa­tience, kind­ness, good­ness, faith­ful­ness,
gen­tle­ness and self­con­trol,” my mother used to say. “And a hell of a lot of mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing,” she added on that mem­o­rable af­ter­noon when she told me abot sex and showed me how pas­sion­ately she mas­tur­bated, and we spent the en­tire af­ter­noon sit­ting across from each other mas­tur­bat­ing in front of us un­til we were ex­hausted.


I learned to mas­tur­bate from my mother when I was 5 years old. I had to find out what my mother was ac­tu­ally do­ing in the af­ter­noons, I crept to the bed­room and opened the door a tiny crack. Mother was ly­ing naked on the bed with her legs spread and rub­bing her pussy. I had to look very closely to see what she was do­ing and how ex­actly. I saw her big fuck­hole and the small, dark red clit she was rub­bing like crazy. Ev­ery 15 min­utes her ab­domen would ex­plode and she would take a one‐two minute break, then she started all over again. She mas­tur­bated 8 to 10 times ev­ery af­ter­noon, fi­nally tak­ing longer and longer un­til she ex­ploded. I tried it my­self at night and af­ter a short while I could mas­tur­bate just fine. I be­came more and more tired and slowed down af­ter the 10th or­gasm un­til I fell asleep. I would say to­day that my mother and I were ob­ses­sively ad­dicted to mas­tur­ba­tion and the or­gas­ming. I spied on her un­til her un­timely death. 


Of course, at the same time, I dis­cov­ered that my par­ents only fucked on Sun­day morn­ings. Fa­ther was still asleep and mother was mas­tur­bat­ing qui­etly since morn­ing, I don’t know how many times she had done it. Fa­ther woke up and went to pee with his bob­bing stiff cock. He came back and sat be­tween mother’s spread legs. He watched her mas­tur­bate and waited pa­tiently for one, two or three or­gasms un­til she nod­ded smil­ingly at him. He knelt be­tween her legs and she grabbed his cock and guided it to her pussy. She laughed and seemed to re­ally like him thrust­ing hard and bru­tally into her fuck­hole. He fucked her re­ally hard and bru­tally, she clung to him and I no­ticed that her whole body was stretch­ing to­wards him in or­gasm. She stroked his neck, now he thrust in once re­ally fast and squirted into the fuck hole, press­ing his ass­cheeks to­gether in this hard ef­fort. She im­me­di­ately or­gasmed and clasped him with a bliss­ful smile. He pulled his cock out sev­eral times and thrust into very hard, his ass­cheeks con­tract­ing tightly as he squirted a jet in­side. Af­ter six or seven squirts in, he was done and she wrig­gled and shook in her long or­gasm un­til her or­gasm had sub­sided. He then sat back down be­tween her legs. She mas­tur­bated again, usu­ally three times in a row, then she nod­ded smil­ing to him. They fucked one more time the same way and that was it. 


I spied on my mother and my par­ents ev­ery day un­til my mother died in a stupid traf­fic ac­ci­dent. I was 11 and a half and cried with dad non­stop for days. I slept in his bed and we clung to each other in mis­ery for weeks. One Sun­day morn­ing I woke up to Fa­ther rub­bing his cock re­ally hard and squirt­ing into the air. I sat up as he did it the sec­ond time, it was very horny and in­ter­est­ing to watch. When he was done I took off my night­gown and mas­tur­bated, al­low­ing him to watch me. It was my first time mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter her death. I did it 8 times, then I snug­gled up to him and it was great to feel his naked body and stiff cock. He wanted to squirt again and I lay wide spread in front of him. When he squirted, I care­fully bent his cock down with my fin­gers and let him squirt on my lit­tle­girl’s pussy. We did that ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing for weeks and I mas­tur­bated with him at the same time and he squirted broad smil­ing upon my pussy.


One Sun­day morn­ing I was awake be­fore him. He had got­ten a very stiff cock in his dreams and I laid on top of him and rubbed his cock with my pussy. He woke up when I had made him squirt with the pussy rub­bing. He was com­pletely con­fused, I was not. I was 11 now and surely old enough to re­place him a wife to fuck! I wanted it now, right now! He didn’t want it at first, but I rubbed his cock with my pussy again un­til he was ready. “I want to fuck you like Mommy did,” I said de­fi­antly. “But you’re too young and still a vir­gin” he tried to es­cape. “Then you have to de­flower me ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing,” I  silly said smartly and he ex­plained the de­flow­er­ing to me in great de­tail. I didn’t let up, I wanted to be fucked by him ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing like Mommy, maybe not quite as bru­tally. I then fi­nally won! I lay on my back and let him pen­e­trate my lit­tle pussy. He was very care­ful and lovely as he de­flow­ered me. I took a deep breath, eu­reka! From now on he fucked me ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing two or three times un­til I was 24 and went to war, but I didn’t want to be fucked bru­tally. I loved be­ing fucked by his big fat cock be­cause I had an end­less or­gasm ev­ery time he bru­tally cum, just like he did in Mommy’s fuck hole. I clung to him the same way Mommy did be­fore me while I or­gasmed when he bru­tally pushed into my fuck hole. I don’t know how he did it, but that thrust­ing  trig­gered an ul­tra­long or­gasm that lasted un­til he stopped thrust­ing in force­fully and squirted once. I tore open my mouth and clung to him un­til he stopped and my wrig­gling and twitch­ing or­gasm sub­sided. He was the only man who did it this way to me.


Ev­ery night dur­ing the week he stroked his cock be­fore go­ing to sleep, he wanted to fuck only on Sun­day morn­ings. He pulled the fore­skin in­fin­itely slowly back over the glans again and again and stopped when it squirted and let the se­men ooze out by it­self. I had learned to do it af­ter a few days and was al­lowed to slowly rub his cock ev­ery evening and finely rub out the se­men. It didn’t bother him at all that I mas­tur­bated next to him ev­ery night un­til I dropped.





My fa­ther’s story

 

One day, we were tak­ing a break from fuck­ing on a Sun­day morn­ing, he sat me down on his thighs, leaned my face against his chest, and I held his cock while he nar­rated. He only fal­tered briefly when­ever I made his cock squirt. 


He be­gan: dur­ing the week, I lit­tle boy slept naked at Mommy’s, naked like her. The first time I squirted, Mommy warned me, “not so fast, my dar­ling!” and she showed me how to do it slowly. To squirt, she put my lit­tle cock deep in her fuck­hole, which was in­sanely fine! She mas­tur­bated me for a few weeks un­til I was al­lowed to do it my­self. She stroked my in­ner thighs, my balls, my ass cheeks and my ass­hole very fine and horny, while I was al­lowed to rub the fore­skin very very slowly. We let my se­men two or three times in a row squirt into her fuck­hole, then she hugged me and kissed me on the mouth. “Good night, my dar­ling!” she whis­pered and got ready to mas­tur­bate. She mas­tur­bated for prob­a­bly hours more, but I fell asleep quite soon. I loved this very much!


Sun­day morn­ings I had to go to bed with my sis­ter when Daddy came home to fuck with Mommy. Only on Sun­day morn­ing, when Daddy came home from a week tour to fuck her, I had to lie down in bed with my big sis­ter. My sis­ter mas­tur­bated all Sun­day morn­ing un­til the par­ents were done fuck­ing. She of course let me watch, proudly and hornily grin­ning, and in time I slowly rubbed my fore­skin and squirted on her pussy. When she was 13 — I was 4 years younger — she re­ally wanted to fuck for real, af­ter we had spied a few times on the par­ents fuck­ing. She ex­plained ev­ery­thing to me ex­actly and then we did it. I couldn’t pierce her hy­men at first and she spread her pussy with both hands so wide that her hy­men was stretched like a drum­head, then I could fi­nally de­flower her and we fucked for real. This went quite well for a few years un­til one morn­ing Mommy caught us. She re­mained — naked as al­ways on Sun­day morn­ing — thun­der­struck in the door­way, I had just pen­e­trated the sis­ter’s pussy. She cu­ri­ously let us fin­ish fuck­ing and only tore me down from the sis­ter when I was about to cum. The first half jet still splashed into my sis­ter’s fuck hole. Mom pressed me tightly against her­self and my des­per­ate poor cock found its proper en­trance, there I squirted the whole rest in­side. Mommy took my cock out of her pussy and stroked my cock, an­noyed but grin­ning, and let the heavy drops slap to the floor. My sis­ter pointed her fin­ger and laughed like crazy as my juice slowly dripped out of Mommy’s shaved slit. From then on I was no longer al­lowed to fuck with my sis­ter, al­though we both liked it and did it any­way se­cretly. 


Now I had to lie at the foot of the bed on Sun­day morn­ing and pre­tend to be asleep, Mommy had said. “The lit­tle one sleeps deeply like a sack!” she re­as­sured Daddy. So I was al­lowed to se­cretly watch them both fuck­ing. She first mas­tur­bated ter­ri­bly horny to make him re­ally hot. Then she di­rected his thick cock into her fuck­ole with a wide dev­il­ish grin. They fucked for a long time and very wildly. When he thrust chop­pily and had to cum, she ripped his cock out of the pussy and let him squirt only on the out­side to pre­vent a preg­nancy. It was to­tally ex­cit­ing and very very horny. My cock stood up­right and Daddy gig­gled. Mom grabbed my cock and slowly rubbed the fore­skin un­til I squirted in a high arc. They usu­ally fucked two or three times and Mommy let her sleep­ing boy cum and squirt dur­ing their breaks. Usu­ally my sis­ter stood naked in the door­way and waited un­til they had fin­ished fuck­ing and Mommy had made me cum and squirt af­ter their fuck­ing, the sis­ter mewl­ing de­fi­antly about when there would fi­nally be break­fast? 


Mommy liked to mas­tur­bate me very much on week­days be­cause I was too tired, I rarely did it to my­self. She usu­ally mas­tur­bated me three times in a row, then she mas­tur­bated her­self for hours. Mommy was one of the best paid dress­mak­ers in town, she sewed dur­ing the day and when she got aroused, she would sim­ply flip up her skirt and mas­tur­bated hastily. Af­ter the or­gasm she was re­freshed and cheer­ful and con­tin­ued sewing, hum­ming a melody. She needed it at least 5 times a day and she didn’t care if my sis­ter or I were there. Then my Daddy was killed. We were all cry­ing and mom was wail­ing how bad it was for us. I lay on top of her, wig­gling my hard‐on in the front of her pussy, try­ing to calm her down. Weeks later she had calmed down enough to un­der­stand at how I wanted to re­place Daddy. Of course that was not pos­si­ble, for heaven’s sake! But soon she didn’t re­sist any­more and let me fuck her. I tried to fuck just like Daddy and she fi­nally pulled out my cock to cum and squirt. Mostly, how­ever, she was in the mid­dle of her or­gasm and then I squirted into un­til I dropped. I fucked her ev­ery night un­til I got mar­ried and your mother tol­er­ated me fuck­ing Mommy once a week with my morn­ing wood un­til she died. I fucked se­cretly with my sis­ter who soon be­came fa­mous as the best whore in school. We stopped never, though, even not af­ter she mar­ried a rich dick. We still fucked quite a bit dur­ing her first preg­nancy and only stopped af­ter she gave birth. That’s when I met mom. 





Mélanie con­tin­ued: Un­til the war Daddy fucked me ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing two or three times, but he un­for­tu­nately died dur­ing the war. Pierre agreed that I went to fuck Daddy on Sun­day morn­ings and at the same time I al­lowed him to go ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing to fuck his sis­ter’s vir­gin pussy, whom he fucked since she was 11 or 12. Dur­ing the week I tried to mas­tur­bate my fa­ther ev­ery night if pos­si­ble and I didn’t care that Pierre took the op­por­tu­nity to fuck his lit­tle sis­ter. 


Since I fucked with Daddy, I gave the boys hand‐ and blowjobs, hun­dreds of times. Then I met Pierre, a brewer’s son with the most enor­mous cock I’ve ever seen. We got mar­ried af­ter a few months and Pierre could fuck me won­der­fully and bring me to or­gasm, even though his cock didn’t fit in en­tire length in my pussy. He noted with amaze­ment that I mas­tur­bated ev­ery night un­til I dropped. He watched with great in­ter­est and horni­ness. Then came the war. 


Pierre im­me­di­ately en­listed in the Ré­sis­tance and I with him. We had many ad­ven­tures, mostly we had to hide for fuck­ing. We got into sit­u­a­tions where I was the only woman in the room. Pierre fucked me un­abashedly, I sat half‐naked on his cock with my back to him and let him fuck me with great plea­sure. This was the only po­si­tion where his cock fit en­tirely in my pussy and I mas­tur­bated dur­ing be­ing fucked with great de­vo­tion and pas­sion­ately. The bud­dies came closer, grin­ning as they watched us and mas­tur­bated them­selves. I took off my blouse (lin­gerie and clothes were scarce!), I got or­gasm af­ter or­gasm and the bud­dies squirted on my big beau­ti­ful breasts, ev­ery one af­ter the other. This went on for many weeks.


A year and months later we were back in a hide­out, 30 lads and two girls, the les­bian Va­lerie and me. I was fuck­ing Pierre in the dark room and heard Va­lerie mas­tur­bat­ing loudly next to me. She had sev­eral or­gasms and so did I, Pierre was in top form. I heard the bud­dies mas­tur­bat­ing all around. It lasted a few days, then Va­lerie stopped mas­tur­bat­ing and mas­tur­bated my clit to huge or­gasms while I sat fuck­ing on Pierre’s cock. I told him the next day, but he didn’t be­lieve a sin­gle word. Day af­ter day Va­lerie mas­tur­bated me and af­ter that I heard her mas­tur­bate end­lessly. Pierre let me get off, grabbed Va­lerie and fucked her through and through. I was hurt and now let 7 or 10 bud­dies fuck me from be­hind, ev­ery night, be­cause Pierre fucked Va­lerie. 


Va­lerie was our sniper and she was good at it. I was as­signed to her as a scout be­cause two women lug­ging a heavy pack­age didn’t at­tract at­ten­tion. When Va­lerie picked off the Nazis, we’d take off. We mas­tur­bated to­gether in hid­den cor­ners be­cause the killing had made us both ter­ri­bly horny. 


Once she had to shoot an im­por­tant Nazi while he was fuck­ing his Nazi as­sis­tant girl. We couldn’t do that from out­side, we snuck into the love nest where the fat Nazi was fuck­ing his huge Valkyrie. She mas­tur­bated dur­ing the fuck with a to­tally ab­sent look in her eyes, high with some drugs. We both waited un­til the Valkyrie’s wild or­gasm dis­tracted them both. Va­lerie stepped for­ward and shot him in the head. Then she held the gun to the Valkyrie’s head. Ir­ri­tated, she fol­lowed the gaze of the in­ces­santly mas­tur­bat­ing Valkyrie: the dead man’s cock be­gan to squirt upon her pussy, squirt­ing and squirt­ing in one go un­til he was done. We watched the girl mas­tur­bate for 20 min­utes, as the Valkyrie with the huge clit could not stop mas­tur­bat­ing and in­creased her arous­ing from or­gasm to or­gasm. She mas­tur­bated with a stupid grin quite vi­o­lently un­til she ex­ploded in a very long last­ing or­gasm and the dead man fell to the floor. Va­lerie be­came horny as hell while watch­ing her, af­ter the x‐th or­gasm in this hour the Valkyrie looked at us in amaze­ment for the first time and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing fu­ri­ously. Out­side, it was get­ting dark. I let her come to or­gasm once more, took the gun from Va­lerie who was trem­bling with horni­ness and put the bar­rel into the Valkyrie’s pussy. I pulled the trig­ger three times and shot her in the head. Then we ran away. In a se­cluded cor­ner, we mas­tur­bated sev­eral times in a row, talk­ing only about the dead man’s strange squirt­ing, but Va­lerie said most men cum at the mo­ment of death. We also talked about that Valkyrie, her un­abil­ity to stop mas­tur­bat­ing be­cause high of drugs, and her gi­ant clit.




Once only, things were re­ally dicey. Va­lerie had taken out four Nazi‐of­fi­cers at an op­po­site cof­fee house ta­ble from a base­ment win­dow. Sud­denly we heard 4 Ger­man sol­diers en­ter the cel­lar to req­ui­si­tion wine or co­gnac. Va­lerie had only one bul­let left in the mag­a­zine, there was no time to reload. She fired im­me­di­ately and I pulled my heavy army pis­tol out of my pocket. As if in ec­stasy, I fired blindly all 9 bul­lets and then it con­tin­ued to click blankly un­til Va­lerie took the pis­tol from my hand. “We got them all,” she said softly, “you got them all!” We took off run­ning, stop­ping only when I couldn’t go any fur­ther. I had killed at least 3 men and my clit was rag­ing so much that I couldn’t go a sin­gle step fur­ther. Va­lerie also stopped and waited be­cause I mas­tur­bated stand­ing in the mid­dle of the road and got the or­gasm. She was look­ing for a hid­ing place. There was still time and the hid­ing place was good, we un­dressed and fucked sev­eral times clit‐to‐clit, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm, for a good hour. Va­lerie was a true mas­ter at it and she fucked me so well with her clit that I flew from or­gasm to or­gasm! We mas­tur­bated wildly, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. We were so turned on by the dan­ger that we mas­tur­bated like mad­men, snug­gled up to each other. In the dark­ness we ran home.


Fuck­ing fell like a plague on our lit­tle group. For months we all re­mained naked, in the end­less wait­ing we had only the sex as en­ter­tain­ment un­til the end of the war. Va­lerie usu­ally sat back­wards on Pierre’s cock fac­ing us and mas­tur­bated when she felt like it or she let Pierre fuck her sev­eral times a day. Very rarely, when she wasn’t sit­ting on Pierre’s cock, one or the other had the courage to fuck her from be­hind in the dog­gie po­si­tion. I loved watch­ing Va­lerie mas­tur­bate, but when she was fucked by Pierre, I felt a sting in my heart.


I now let my­self be fucked in the doggy po­si­tion dur­ing the day. It was the most com­fort­able po­si­tion, with my head rest­ing on my fore­arm, my up­per body on the floor and my ass spread back­wards. I could mas­tur­bate well in the dog­gie po­si­tion and the cocks ex­cited me the most that way. I had found that all 30 of my bud­dies fucked me ev­ery 24 hours, and these long months of end­less fuck­ing were re­ally truly and won­der­fully horny. Thank God there was a shower, freez­ing cold but I could al­ways keep my­self clean. Va­lerie looked at me lov­ingly while I was fuck­ing with all the bud­dies and mas­tur­bat­ing, she sent me a lov­ing air‐kiss ev­ery time I had an or­gasm! Pierre was watch­ing jeal­ously and looked re­ally stupid.


At some point the war came to an end. We went home and had be­come some­how sex­ual strangers. Pierre du­ti­fully fucked me ev­ery morn­ing with his morn­ing wood to a fine or­gasm, but af­ter­wards he went to fuck his lit­tle sis­ter. He once told me how the lit­tle sis­ter let her­self be fucked. He had started fuck­ing the great‐grand­mother when he was 8. She had de­men­tia since the birth of her daugh­ter and let him fuck her ob­ses­sively with his morn­ing wood each morn­ing. Broth­ers, un­cles and cousins came to her and she fucked them all with a silly smil­ing grin. He went up­stairs al­most daily and fucked the now 98‐year‐old. She died in the mid­dle of fuck­ing when she was 101, but he con­tin­ued to fuck her thought­fully and squirt juicily into the dead woman’s pussy. His youngest sis­ter, who was men­tally stag­nant at age 9, ran her house­hold. The two women watched porn movies all day long and mas­tur­bated in com­pe­ti­tion. The lit­tle girl al­ways watched with great in­ter­est when he fucked the old woman. She begged and begged for fuck­ing un­til he de­flow­ered her at age 11 and a half. She was im­pressed by the Ja­pa­nese porn stars who whim­pered and whined like lit­tle kit­tens when they were fucked. The Lit­tle sis­ter copied the Ja­pa­nese porn­girls and al­ways pre­tended to be afraid of get­ting fucked, which of course she was not. She howled, cried and whined when his gi­ant cock en­tered her lit­tle vir­gin pussy and fucked her re­ally hard. She mewed, whined and whim­pered like a lit­tle kit­ten when he fucked her and screamed shrilly with a stupid grin on her face when she had an or­gasm. It was just a silly, stupid game, but it turned him on in­sanely. He had to laugh ter­ri­bly when he told me and played it for me. 


I mas­tur­bated again like a mad­woman be­fore sleep­ing and cried my­self to sleep. 


The aged Pres­i­dent Charles de Gaulle awarded many Ré­sis­tance fight­ers, in­clud­ing Pierre, Va­lerie and me. I was very moved when the wor­thy old war­rior pinned the Mé­daille d’Or to my chest. Va­lerie had brought her daugh­ter with her, she was the spit­ting im­age of Pierre. I se­cretly asked Va­lerie and she blush­ingly con­firmed it. Then the com­pany com­man­der cel­e­brated us and read out who had killed how many Nazis, a very long list. Va­lerie the sniper 118, Pierre the scout and se­cret courier 57, and I as a scout 26. We talked about it only in low whis­pers, be­cause we didn’t re­ally care about the num­bers but the lives we took. Most of the other com­rades were loud and boast­ful. Pierre and I said good­bye to Va­lerie with heart­felt, long French kisses and drove home. We talked openly and hon­estly about Va­lerie for the first time. Pierre said that in ret­ro­spect he was sorry that he had hurt me when he had fucked Va­lerie and not me in the last few months. I said that was over and it didn’t hurt me any­more and Va­lerie had got­ten her baby, fi­nally. Af­ter all, I had fucked day af­ter day with all 30 of my com­rades dur­ing those months, which I’m sure had also hurt him. We kissed and felt that we for­gave each other. In the last hours of the train ride I told Pierre how Va­lerie in­tro­duced me to les­bian love­mak­ing and how great she could fuck me clit‐to‐clit. Pierre had never seen this be­fore and I promised him I would let him watch one day when I made les­bian love to a woman. 


Only days later I brought a young Ja­pa­nese tourist with me, she was an iron les­bian with a beau­ti­fully shaved pussy that smelled won­der­ful. She first ob­jected to Pierre watch­ing us and said he must not fuck her in any case, she was still a vir­gin! I fucked her clit‐to‐clit un­til I was tired from our many or­gasms. Pierre had put his head be­tween our thighs and watched our clits in ac­tion. He mounted the cry­ing and whin­ing Ja­pa­nese girl, de­flow­ered her with a firm jerk. She was me­ow­ing like a kit­ten, fainted and he fucked the fainted girl hard and bru­tally, then squirted her pussy full. He was very sat­is­fied and we both fucked the des­o­late poor girl for a week.


I went to clean the rec­tory, at least a paid job. I fell in love at the first mo­ment with the new young Abbé Fa­bien. He was a bré­tone, slim and mas­sive at the same time, had a shock of black hair and very bright shin­ing blue eyes. I was de­ter­mined to get this sweet tid­bit in my pussy and plunged into this ad­ven­ture head first. The first thing I did was to leave off my bra and panties and wear only a light, frivolously short dress in the rec­tory. But the Abbé no­ticed noth­ing of it, I had to bring up heavy ar­tillery. Di­rectly in front of the Abbé, I knelt on all fours ass show­ing, and dili­gently scrubbed the clean stone floor. Quite by chance my lit­tle dress slipped up over my ass­cheeks, I pre­sented the holy man frivolously my bare ass­cheeks, my pussy and the clit, all of which I was very proud. He stared at my jew­els for a week, fight­ing with the dev­ils. Then fi­nally he grabbed me  de­ter­mined and fucked me from be­hind. I had an or­gasm like I hadn’t had in a long time.


For four months we fucked like mad­men in a row. I had told him I wanted a child from him, be­cause with my Pierre it just did not work. His mouth said there was no way he could do that, but his cock squirted into my pussy a dozen times a day, that was fine. I had con­fessed ev­ery­thing to Pierre, of course, but he just shrugged his shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently or nod­ded in agree­ment and went to fuck his lit­tle sis­ter’s vir­gin pussy even more of­ten. Fa­bien could re­ally fuck mas­ter­fully and did not save his se­men. I had begged him ev­ery time to make me a child and he fucked me as of­ten as he could. One day he took me to the church and care­fully locked the doors. I had to lie naked on the main al­tar and he fucked me in­sanely for two hours, squirt­ing four times in my pussy. I looked up at all the saints of stone, the an­gels and the saints smiled broadly at me. One of the saints blessed me with a hand­sign and whis­pered softly, “Have hope my daugh­ter, let your will be done!” I thanked the saint with my most lov­ing, filthy smile and now, to the as­ton­ish­ment of my Abbé, I screamed so loudly dur­ing all my 6 or­gasms that it echoed shrilly in the holy hall. A mis­guided holy man fucked a mad lu­natic woman on holy grounds! Here, in this holy night I con­ceived my child, Liane.


Where hap­pi­ness lies in the light, the wretched en­vi­ous is not far. The Abbé was or­dered to the bishop. With a pet­ri­fied ex­pres­sion, the bishop read the anony­mous let­ter. Abbé Fa­bien blanched. But he was an hon­est man, he ad­mit­ted ev­ery­thing. With fiery, amorous words he told of the won­der­ful love, of the beau­ti­ful Mélanie, and of the won­der­ful car­nal plea­sures, that the pen trem­bled in the hand of the pro­to­col­ist. The bishop abruptly in­ter­rupted the Abbé’s pornolalia. Whether he has taken leave of his senses, thun­dered the High Lord! The house­keep­ers were there to fuck, if it had to be, in God’s name! But the con­fes­sion­als, the faith­ful, they are taboo! and the Abbé shyly in­ter­jected that Mélanie had never con­fessed to him and was not a be­liever, but the bishop an­grily swept away his ar­gu­ment. He for­bade the Abbé to have any con­tact with Mélanie and im­me­di­ately trans­ferred him to the small­est vil­lage in the Pyre­nees. There was an old and ugly house­keeper who was not at all averse to the car­nal sins. He smiled for the first time, she had been his own house­keeper for many a year, and ….  but the High Lord kept silent as a pre­cau­tion, this did not have to be in the pro­to­col. 


Abbé Fa­bien re­turned heart­bro­ken. In three days he had to leave, he said to me. I was still in shock and called Pierre that I would stay away for three days. Fa­bien and I spent 75 hours in bed, fuck­ing our brains out. We laughed with ev­ery or­gasm and cried when we had to rest. He left and we talked on the phone for some time. I felt so sorry for him, he had noth­ing to do in the parish and the old hag forced him into her bed at least 4 times a day. Be­sides her ug­li­ness she was very very good in fuck­ing and brought him at least a dozen times a day to squirt. Some­times she fucked him like a wild dragon and some­times like a gen­tle kit­ten. — At least my exlover had no prob­lems get­ting rid of his se­men and I soon for­got about him, the preg­nancy took all my time. 


I was hon­estly shocked when Liane con­fessed to me at 12 that her half‐brother had de­flow­ered her in the sum­mer and that they had screwed like ma­ni­acs on the beach day in and day out un­til the end of the va­ca­tions. Liane was im­me­di­ately sent to a board­ing school for girls, where there were no cocks far and wide. 


I was in­cred­i­bly lucky. My child­hood sweet­heart, Count Ar­mand, needed a new man­ager, (say­ing house­keeper was not fine enough for him). Ar­mand was 51 at the time and I was about to turn 50. Al­though Pierre fucked me won­der­fully ev­ery morn­ing with his morn­ing wood and then went to his lit­tle sis­ter to fuck the vir­gin’s pussy, I had the wid­owed Count in my sights. No, he had not for­got­ten that we had some­times fucked each other at schooltime, but he was still in mourn­ing the count­ess. Fid­dle‐dee‐dee! I quickly brought the count’s house­hold up to scratch, went to the hair­dresser and lost ten ki­los. I shaved my pu­bic hair and wore nei­ther bra nor panties. Yes, I pro­voked ev­ery­one with my over­flow­ing cleav­age and my short lit­tle dresses. The look of some good man sucked on my frivolously pre­sented fuck­ingslit and I did not let go of the good man so eas­ily. This had al­ready worked won­ders with the Abbé, why not with my Count? Yes, Pierre was my hus­band and we loved each other with all our hearts, but sex­u­ally we had be­come some­how strangers. Yes, he fucked me du­ti­fully ev­ery morn­ing be­fore I got up. — not to men­tion my morn­ing mas­tur­ba­tion, af­ter Pierre’s won­der­ful fuck. — I had break­fast and went to the Count’s cas­tle, Pierre went to his lit­tle sis­ter’s  to fuck the vir­gin’s pussy, as usual, ev­ery day. I was very sat­is­fied, I put the Count’s house­hold in or­der and had enough time to de­vote to Count Ar­mand. 


For weeks Ar­mand re­garded me with benev­o­lence and let his gaze glide over my ad­mit­tedly pretty body. I rubbed my teats stiffly be­fore join­ing him. He loved my big, full breasts and my stiff teats, that was ob­vi­ous. As of­ten as pos­si­ble, I sat down so he could see and stare at my nice fuck slit. He pat­ted my body when­ever pos­si­ble and I felt him get­ting more and more turned on each day. Mourn­ing year? Phaw! I needed ex­actly one month to get him to fuck me. Pierre knew it, but he was caught with all his senses in the tight vir­gin pussy of his lit­tle sis­ter, and I hon­estly didn’t be­grudge him from the bot­tom of my heart. 


Ar­mand, my count, was quite sweet when fuck­ing, but no com­pe­ti­tion for Pierre’s fuck­ing! Ar­mand loved very much when I sat on his chest and mas­tur­bated in front of him. It was fine with me, I’d rather have sev­eral or­gasms while mas­tur­bat­ing than none while fuck­ing. Ar­mand re­ally loved me, but I be­longed to Pierre, with skin and hair. 


Liane was 18 and came home from board­ing school. Pierre had a 15 year old to fuck in the brew­ery in ad­di­tion to me and his sis­ter. That was too much for him, 5 months later the 15 year old took him to the hos­pi­tal, heart at­tack. He re­cov­ered well, but lost the brew­ery to a Dan­ish‐Dutch con­glom­er­ate. We lived on my salary and what I could steal from Ar­mand, and it was not lit­tle! 


Pierre’s sis­ter wanted to go easy on him — or she had had enough of him — and we grad­u­ally re­sumed the morn­ing fuck­ing. Pierre con­fessed that he missed the thrill of the sis­ter’s tight, vir­gin pussy and her fear­ful vir­gin’s scream­ing be­fore get­ting an or­gasm, and he was also down­hearted be­cause she had found a new, po­tent stal­lion. I con­sulted with Liane and was amazed at how smart and ma­ture she had be­come. The first thing we did was to have a Vene­tian mir­ror in­stalled in the bed­room, so that one could se­cretly look into the bed­room from the next room. The first step in our strat­egy. 


The sec­ond step was del­i­cate. Liane had gained a lot of les­bian ex­pe­ri­ence at board­ing school, and we sent Pierre to the next room ev­ery morn­ing. Liane made les­bian love­mak­ing at its best with me, we mas­tur­bated each other and fucked clit‐to‐clit with pas­sion and fe­roc­ity. When we were done, I called Pierre. He came in with the big­gest boner ever and in­stantly fucked me from be­hind be­cause from be­hind his cock fit in and I was hav­ing an or­gasm. Liane didn’t want to dis­turb us and left af­ter my or­gasm to watch us and mas­tur­bate in the next room. This was a won­der­ful new morn­ing fuck­ing pro­ce­dure and I must ad­mit that Liane could fuck clit‐to‐clit like no other and I hap­pily let her fuck me in­sanely. 


The next step of my in­ge­nious plan was to set Liane up with Ar­mand. I had talked to her and hon­estly ex­plained my thoughts and in­ten­tions. She thought for a few min­utes and asked some ques­tions, and in the end she agreed hap­pily to be­come a count­ess. She con­trib­uted a lot be­cause she had thought quite con­cretely about her fu­ture and wanted to as­sure her­self with me, so to speak, that she got ev­ery­thing she wanted. I sug­gested to her to use my sneaky fem­i­nine‐cun­ning tac­tics. Light­weight short dress, no bra and no panties. Show­ing off the cleav­age and the fuck­ingslit so many times to the count as pos­si­ble. Liane clapped her hands, she was so ex­cited to grab a rich and very pleas­ant hus­band! 


Our plan worked, it worked like a charm! Ar­mand got to see so much of Liane’s jew­els that he al­most mar­ried her on the spot. I held off for a while to give Ar­mand and Liane time. And yes, af­ter a lit­tle over a year, she gave birth to lit­tle Luis, Ar­mand was in sev­enth heaven, and I dis­cov­ered the truth that was no­body’s busi­ness.


I saw the lit­tle one’s huge willy‐boner and knew im­me­di­ately that he was Pierre’s child. I sternly took Liane into prayer un­til she ad­mit­ted ev­ery­thing. Since the in­stal­la­tion of the Vene­tian mir­ror, she fucked Pierre when­ever the op­por­tu­nity pre­sented it­self. She knew that he was not her bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther and there­fore fucked him with­out hes­i­ta­tion. Pierre never knew that Liane was not and Luis was his child. This had been go­ing on for a year and a half. I thought quite a bit and weighed the facts. No one was served by a scan­dal. I ad­mon­ished Liane not to take Pierre away from me. He was the love of my life and the only one who fucked me re­ally good. Liane promised, and we con­tin­ued our sloppy re­la­tions as be­fore. Ar­mand had his heir and gave Liane a free hand sex­u­ally. She took many strong stal­lions when she found one. I had Pierre pas­sion­ate again for my morn­ing fuck and made some­times les­bian love to Liane be­fore the morn­ing fuck and made Ar­mand happy af­ter­wards. Some­times Liane would watch us from her bed­room and mas­tur­bated, as she was very voyeuris­tic. I of­ten watched Pierre and Liane through the Vene­tian mir­ror. They were made for each other. Pierre with his mas­sive, hairy body and enor­mous cock. The wil­lowy Liane with her large Bre­ton breasts and her full pu­bic mound, hair­less from birth, and the al­ways vir­ginal look­ing pussy that eas­ily ac­com­mo­dated Pierre’s en­tire cock. I had watched Liane and Ar­mand very of­ten dur­ing their first year and Liane never got an or­gasm and mas­tur­bated tan­ta­liz­ingly and horny af­ter­wards in front of Ar­mand. But with Pierre, she didn’t just or­gasm once, but or­gasmed con­tin­u­ously un­til he cum. 


I have since watched very of­ten through the con­nect­ing door when Liane had a stal­lion to fuck her. She de­tested cud­dling and kiss­ing be­cause she only did that with those she had a re­la­tion­ship with, Pierre and Ar­mand of course. The stal­lions were there for a dif­fer­ent pur­pose. She lay on the bed smil­ing like the God­dess Di­ana and spread­ing her legs. She had a beau­ti­ful lit­tle pussy and a free­stand­ing clit that was not cov­ered by a fore­skin. She had a nicely rounded mons veneris with a  won­der­fully smooth skin. She had never had any pu­bic hair and so her lit­tle fuck hole looked like a vir­ginal, child­like one. She drew in her breath sharply when he pen­e­trated and his cock widened her pussy, then rushed him to ever sharper speeds. She had learned to press her clit on his cock and there­fore she would or­gasm, some­times de­lay­ing it long enough for him to cum and squirt into her or­gas­ming still. In or­gasm she clung to him and con­tin­ued to ac­tively fuck him. I found her way of fuck­ing very nice and horny, and more than once I mas­tur­bated when they were done. It didn’t bother me at all that the stud was watch­ing me with in­creas­ing horni­ness. It was only good for Liane, who then didn’t have to suck his cock for so long to get him fit again. She makes an ef­fort to in­vite only stal­wart, well‐fuck­ing stal­lions, then she beck­ons me to her af­ter her fuck, so that I can also be re­ally good and vi­o­lently fucked through by her stal­lion. I then usu­ally lie on her Venus mound and let her ex­cite my breasts and teats. These nice sit­u­a­tions we have lately more and more of­ten.


So we all have a very ex­cit­ing and sat­is­fy­ing love life. 






Va­lerie


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am Va­lerie and I have a daugh­ter Sybille from Pierre dur­ing the war.


Even as a small child I learned to mas­tur­bate from my play­mates and mas­tur­bate since then as of­ten as I have time. My Mommy didn’t like it, but she never spoke out against it. She sadly passed away when I was 8 and Daddy and I would hold each other all night and cry be­cause we loved her so much. My fa­vorite thing to do was lay on top of Daddy and we would chafe and cud­dle to­gether in wild child­like sex un­til his cock squirted on my pussy. “I want to re­place Mommy for you,” I whis­pered with great se­ri­ous­ness, “she’s gone and you have no woman to fuck but me!” I’ve al­ways been very smart. Daddy stam­mered around that I was 8 and much too young to fuck. But then he ex­plained de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing to me in great de­tail. I had watched them do it so many times, that I  knew ex­actly how it went. Mommy clung to him in or­gasm like a Baby‐Ape on her Mommy and let him force­fully squirt in. I was ter­ri­bly ex­cited as I lay down to fuck as I had seen Mommy do. Daddy de­flow­ered me very lov­ingly so that I only felt a lit­tle prick. I clung to him in­ti­mately like a baby mon­key and let him squirt into me. We fucked ev­ery night one time af­ter an­other, be­cause he had a great man­hood and of course needed it sev­eral times in a row, un­til I went to war at 26 and left my sick Daddy be­hind.


The Ré­sis­tance took me im­me­di­ately, I was taken as a sniper. I brought my own hunt­ing ri­fle, a rare mas­ter­piece from Fer­lach, Aus­tria. I had a high‐pre­ci­sion‐monoc­u­lar mounted and changed the mag­a­zine to 5 car­tridges, so I had 6 rounds. I was quiet and re­served and my com­rades thought I was a les­bian, which I never re­ally was. To­ward the end of the war, I op­er­ated out of a small base with my scout, Mélanie. She was a con­sum­mate scout and was not afraid to kill when nec­es­sary.


Mélanie fucked with her hus­band Pierre ev­ery night in the dim light, I watched her with greed and horni­ness and mas­tur­bated un­til I dropped. Fuck­ing the other com­pan­ions did not oc­cur to me in my dreams. I care­fully be­gan to mas­tur­bate Mélanie’s clit while she was fucked by Pierre and she en­joyed this se­cret act very very much. Af­ter­wards I mas­tur­bated my brains out ev­ery night, that much was cer­tain. At some point Pierre pushed Mélanie away, grabbed me and fucked me so I didn’t know which train hit me. From then on, Pierre fucked me with his gi­ant cock day and night un­til the end of the war.


Mélanie was bit­ter and let all her com­rades fuck her in the doggy po­si­tion day and night. There were only us two women for more than 30 men. Many of them fucked me too from be­hind, but I tossed them mostly out to squirt. I knew it had to hurt her and Pierre, but it was not my de­ci­sion. Our squad was busy fuck­ing day and night, we waited in vain for a new mis­sion. When Pierre re­turned from a night mis­sion and sharp­ened his long hunt­ing knife for hours with a pinched mouth, I took his head del­i­cately in my hands and let him cry se­cretly. He didn’t like killing, but he wouldn’t let any­thing or any­one stop him. Most of the time he would bring a job for me and I would go off with Mélanie.


Of the many Nazis we took out, one in par­tic­u­lar stuck in my mind. We were sup­posed to take out a high‐rank­ing Nazi and the best op­por­tu­nity to do so was to kill him in his love nest. We snuck un­no­ticed into his love nest where he was fuck­ing a huge Valkyrie. She must have been pop­ping pervitin and co­caine, be­cause she was mas­tur­bat­ing non­stop, spi­ral­ing higher and higher from or­gasm to or­gasm with an ab­sent look and couldn’t stop mas­tur­bat­ing. Dur­ing one of her vi­o­lent or­gasms, I silently stepped next to him and shot him in the head. The Valkyrie con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing and didn’t seem to no­tice any­thing. Mélanie and I stared at the dy­ing man’s cock, which squirted jet af­ter jet upon the Valkyrie’s cunt be­fore he fell to the floor.


Mélanie and I stared at the Valkyrie for a good two hours, as she wrested the or­gas­mings from her­self time af­ter time. I got so horny that I was shak­ing all over my body. Mélanie kept a cool head, took the re­volver from my hand and pushed the bar­rel of the re­volver into the Valkyrie’s fuck­hole. She waited un­til the Valkyrie had an or­gasm and shot her sev­eral times in the cunt and then in the head. We ran away. We found a good hid­ing place and im­me­di­ately stripped naked. We were horny as hell and I fucked Mélanie clit‐to‐clit, she loved that more than any­thing and we did that ev­ery time af­ter a killing.


The war was over. I said good­bye to Mélanie and Pierre with a thou­sand French kisses. I did not tell them that I was preg­nant. I went home, just in time to bury my fa­ther. My daugh­ter Sybille grew splen­didly and I no longer fucked men, Pierre’s daugh­ter was unique.  I only get in­volved with women and girls now and then. I fuck the shit out of them,  mer­ci­lessly fuck­ing them clit‐to‐clit, I like it that way.


Pierre and Mélanie I met only once more, when our Pres­i­dent de Gaulle awarded the Ré­sis­tance‐fight­ers. De Gaulle kissed me three times left‐right on the cheek as cus­tomery and said to me how proud he was of me, the best sniper of the Ré­sis­tance. I blushed as he first groped my small pointy breasts per­plexed, where was he go­ing to at­tach the award? “Bravo, my daugh­ter,” mur­mured the old war­rior, “more than 180 bas­tards picked off!”. I don’t know what got into me when I whis­pered, “it cer­tainly wasn’t all bas­tards!” He nod­ded gravely and fas­tened the Mé­daille d’Or to my lapel. Mélanie, Pierre and I whis­pered qui­etly to each other next to our loud, roar­ing com­rades. I an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive when Mélanie qui­etly asked if Sybille was Pierre’s. I was some­how in­hib­ited from telling him my­self. When we said good­bye, I re­turned Mélanie’s and Pierre’s fiery French kisses, know­ing it was for­ever.






Bu­dicca


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am the spirit of Bu­dicca, the for­mer Queen of the hid­den king­dom of Half­gard. Half­gard was the refuge of the Half peo­ple and was kept away from the Ban­gure­lians.


Prob­a­bly you want to know what and where I am. I was amazed my­self, be­cause there is def­i­nitely no par­adise. We are in­vis­i­ble dis­em­bod­ied spir­its who — like me — choose our own where­abouts. We don’t travel, we only think of any place and we are there. I am mostly in the forests of Half­gard and with my peo­ple. Also, I have to cor­rect an­other fact. Ghosts are not sex­less, on the con­trary. We fuck much more of­ten than in pre­vi­ous lives, ami­able and sexy spir­its like me get fucked day in and day out. We have much eas­ier and more or­gasms than in pre­vi­ous lives. Enough.





I want to talk about my peo­ple, the Halfs. We are con­ceived by the males of Ban­gurel with the fe­males of the Gonnies. Un­for­tu­nately, we can’t re­pro­duce, all Halfs are in­fer­tile. We are just a lit­tle smaller than our hu­man fa­thers, of slen­der build and white like our fa­thers. I have never seen an over­weight or fat Half. Un­for­tu­nately, the life of a Half al­most al­ways ends at the age of 50.


Purely phys­i­cally, we are most com­pa­ra­ble to hu­mans. Both fe­male and male Halfs have beau­ti­ful, full hair growth that reaches down along the ridge of the spine in a thick horse‐like mane to the butt cheeks. Most Halfs leave the mane down to cover the butt cheeks. We in­herit the color of our hair, eye­brows and the mane from our fa­thers. Oth­er­wise we are hair­less, we have nei­ther armpits‐ nor pu­bic hair. Our gen­i­tals are very sim­i­lar to those of hu­mans, but there are dif­fer­ences. 


The pussies of our girls are very sim­i­lar to those of hu­man women. Only the clit is a lit­tle big­ger and firmer and has a glans at the end like men’s cocks. The clit has no fore­skin like the hu­man clits and even at rest it sticks out a bit be­tween the full labia. It be­comes stiff when aroused and usu­ally grows to twice its size or less. This is im­por­tant when mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit, which most half­women love. Half­women mas­tur­bate much dif­fer­ently than hu­man women. They press them­selves against some­one’s body while mas­tur­bat­ing with a fin­ger and when they reach or­gasm, they fuck the hip bone of the per­son with their clit un­til and dur­ing the whole or­gasm, which usu­ally lasts 3 to 6 min­utes with us. Half­girls are very pop­u­lar among peo­ple be­cause of their long or­gasm and pas­sion­ate fuck­ing. Half­girls are de­flow­ered on their 12th birth­day and are not al­lowed to fuck be­fore that. Usu­ally, fa­thers keep them to have them to fuck and like to of­fer them to their guests to fuck. Many good fa­thers let their halfchil­dren learn in their li­braries.


Half­boys’ cocks are very much like hu­man ones, but there are no tes­ti­cles or scro­tum. They are usu­ally longer and be­come thicker when aroused. The erect cock has a strongly up­turned firm glans with­out a fore­skin, which stim­u­lates the women’s G‐Spot very well. Half­boys may only mas­tur­bate un­til their 10th birth­day — or, as it is al­most al­ways the case, be mas­tur­bated by the mas­ter’s wives and daugh­ters. Many hu­man wives and daugh­ters mas­tur­bate the Half­boys em­bed­ded in their own mas­tur­ba­tion act and teach them to mas­tur­bate them or lick them to or­gasm. It is tol­er­ated that most young daugh­ters let the un­der­age half­boys de­flower them and then fuck them dili­gently for years in plea­sure. Even the youngest daugh­ters have a lit­tle half­boy in their bed. At 10, the half­boys are al­lowed to fuck, and most of them are very steady and nat­u­rally gifted fuck­ers. Fa­thers like to keep them for their wives, daugh­ters and fe­male em­ploy­ees to fuck. Many good fa­thers train their half­sons well, and they are pop­u­lar in the plan­ta­tions and farms as good, hard‐work­ing stew­ards. 


Only wicked or very poor fa­thers sold their halfchil­dren to the broth­els. As­tro­nom­i­cal prices were paid for vir­gins un­touched. The Halfs did not know male ho­mo­sex­u­al­ity and many Half­boys were abused by men in the broth­els. In the up­ris­ing of the Halfs, all the broth­els were set on fire, of which later. 





Now to me, to my life. My fa­ther was a Thierry d’Aubonville, a very good and sen­si­tive man, com­ing from an old French fam­ily on Earth. He treated his halfchil­dren ex­cel­lently. From the age of 6, I was al­lowed to sleep in his bed. The wid­ower loved me idol­a­trously. He taught me to mas­tur­bate like a half­girl, which I did with great plea­sure. We cud­dled and kissed lov­ingly and play­fully. He took it very se­ri­ously that I was not al­lowed to be de­flow­ered un­til I was 12. But I got to know his body, I was al­lowed to play­fully mas­tur­bate him from the be­gin­ning and let him squirt in my mouth, he es­pe­cially liked that. I gave him great plea­sure be­cause I loved to mas­tur­bate and fuck his hips with my stiff clit dur­ing or­gasm. He was hon­estly pleased that I mas­tur­bated for hours be­fore sleep and had many beau­ti­ful or­gasms. That was very im­por­tant for my sex­u­al­ity, he said.


Dur­ing the day I stud­ied in his li­brary and learned quickly and a lot. Only grad­u­ally I was able to con­vince him that I was a nat­u­ral telepath. I was very proud of that. By my 20th birth­day I had learned ev­ery­thing about law and had cer­tainly be­come an ex­cel­lent lawyer. He of­ten ac­com­pa­nied me to court pro­ceed­ings and put me in con­tact with many good lawyers. As a Half, of course, I could not en­ter a le­gal pro­fes­sion, but I soon be­came one of the sought‐af­ter in­ter­locu­tors of lawyers.


Ex­actly on my 12th birth­day he or­dered a won­der­ful din­ner in his kitchen, we ate by can­dle­light, danced and lis­tened to beau­ti­ful mu­sic. “To­day is your big day,” he said ten­derly and gave me a beau­ti­ful ring. Then we went to bed.


I was ter­ri­bly ex­cited, of course. I had bathed for an hour and sprayed my­self with fine per­fume. I had mas­tur­bated all af­ter­noon next to a very lovely Gonnie girl and fucked her clit‐to‐clit for hours. I was there­fore well pre­pared and had made my­self — as it should be — horny and aroused for the im­por­tant evening as horny as only pos­si­ble. 


We cud­dled and kissed un­til we had both be­come quite horny. I lay on my back and spread my legs wide. He was very ten­der and ro­man­tic when he de­flow­ered me. I felt no sting and we fucked so many times un­til he could not squirt any­more.


We lived like man and wife for the next 10 years, fuck­ing ev­ery night un­til we were tired and he sup­ported me in my law stud­ies. He was the most fa­mous and by far the most pop­u­lar man for de­flow­er­ing. We were brought the 12 year olds and I got to pre­pare the girls for it and get them very aroused and horny for their great mo­ment.


I in­sert here a let­ter from my friend Elli, who pro­vides in it a good de­scrip­tion of those times:




Elli’s let­ter




Dear Mommy,


I’m fine, I fol­low your ad­vice con­sci­en­tiously and mas­tur­bate ev­ery night un­til I get tired. In the last months also in the morn­ing be­fore get­ting up, but of that later. 


The new one, the step­mother, is a real creep. She or­dered Pip to sleep in my bed. She wanted him to de­flower me and fuck me be­fore my 12th birth­day, that way she wanted to make Daddy sad and hurt him. But Pip just lay with me and whis­pered that he would not do it for the mean witch. He was very trau­ma­tized be­cause she had al­ready forced him to de­flower her daugh­ter and fuck her for some time. Pip is a real gen­tle­man and we mas­tur­bate to­gether ev­ery night un­til we are tired. I al­low him to cum on my hy­men. We also mas­tur­bate ev­ery morn­ing since we slept at Dad’s. Pip has also shown me a se­cret place from where we can peek into the mas­ter bed­room. We watch Daddy fuck the new wife and when he’s gone the filthy bitch let Pap and Pep fuck her un­til she’s dead tired of the or­gas­ming. 


She went on va­ca­tion with Pap and Pep, Daddy was very down and sad and Pip and I were al­lowed to sleep in his bed. We both took care of Daddy’s’ morn­ing wood ev­ery morn­ing and mas­tur­bated him to squirt twice  in a row. Daddy loves to squirt on my hy­men and al­lowed Pip and I to mas­tur­bate as of­ten as we wanted af­ter­wards in front of him. “You’ll soon be 12 and a big girl,” Daddy said to me, “I’m go­ing to take you to the fa­mous Lord Dobon­will for your de­flow­er­ing.” I was very pleased with that; I had seen the Lord sev­eral times be­fore and he was a kind, sweet man. 


Yes­ter­day was my 12th birth­day and Daddy took me to see Lord Dobon­will. His daugh­ter is a very sweet Half‐girl and very skilled to bring a vir­gin to great horni­ness. She bathed me and rubbed my body with fra­grant oil and ex­pen­sive per­fumes. Af­ter that she mas­tur­bated me won­der­fully and we lay in bed all af­ter­noon where she teased me with clit‐to‐clit‐fuck­ing for hours!!! I was hornier than I had ever been! In the evening the men came in and waited un­til the daugh­ter fucked me twice more with her clit to great or­gasms. I was al­most blind with horni­ness when the Lord lay down with me. He was as ten­der and sen­si­tive as the movie stars in the love movies. He pen­e­trated my pussy eas­ily like a feather, I felt only a tiny prick. Then he fucked me so won­der­fully that I had to cling to him in my heavy or­gasm as if I were his wife. Then he kissed me on the lips and then Papa, Pap, Pep and Pip were al­lowed to fuck me deep into the night. I must ad­mit that Lord Dobon­will fucked the best of all. It was won­der­ful to be fucked two dozen times this night! I shiv­ered tiredly and Daddy kissed me very sweetly and said that now I was a big one and that I could fuck Pip ev­ery night if I wanted to.


I’m still ter­ri­bly sore from the de­flow­er­ing, but I’m a real woman now, Mommy! 


a thou­sand dear kisses
your Elli!


P.S. The new one doesn’t re­ally love Daddy, says Pep, she is only keen on his money. And that with the va­ca­tion was also a lie, they have not once gone swim­ming in the sea, but he and Pap had to fuck the new bitch day and night un­til they all were deadly tired! 
 E.





Pap (15), Pep (14) and Pip (11) were the only Half‐sons of El­lis’s fa­ther, who was very fond of fuck­ing with his gonnie‐wives. 


Thierry and I lived as a happy cou­ple in sex­ual una­nim­ity and at night, since I was still horny, I mas­tur­bated and fucked his hips with my clit un­til I was ex­hausted. I spent a lot of time with the le­gal schol­ars and dis­cussed a lot about my idea to write a just and prac­ti­cal work for the rights of the Halfs. I had it all ready in my head and had al­ready dic­tated a draft into my com­puter. Then, the mis­for­tune came af­ter my 22nd birth­day.


Thierry had im­preg­nated a young girl from a good fam­ily. Her fa­ther, a hot­head and feared du­elist, chal­lenged him to a duel to the death if he did not marry her in­stantly. But Thierry wanted to live and mar­ried the girl with all pomp.


His new wife could not stand me from the first mo­ment and for­bade us to fuck. But not enough, she in­vited guests ev­ery day and of­fered me to them to fuck. She and Thierry watched as I was fucked by the guests. She was an ob­ses­sively mas­tur­bat­ing onanist, he watched me sadly. The fact that she mas­tur­bated con­tin­u­ously was of no more in­ter­est to him than it was to me. I kept tele­pathic con­tact with my hus­band Thierry while fuck­ing, that was more im­por­tant to us than the fuck­ing. She let me fuck hun­dreds of guests and was sure that Thierry could for­get about me. Af­ter a year she got bored and sold me to a posh brothel. I could only say good­bye to Thierry tele­path­i­cally and grimly swore to him to kill his wife. She had given birth to a son, Pan d’Aubonville, and I did not know then that this brother would one day be­come my lover and the love of my life. 


For al­most a whole year I stayed in the brothel, fucked hun­dreds and thou­sands of men and pierced my ears. Hate fer­mented among the en­slaved Halfs, at the end of the year the riot broke out. We Halfs set fire to all the broth­els and killed a few hun­dred Ban­gure­lians. Their army killed thou­sands of Halfs, but we held out. Some­one came up with the idea that we Halfs needed a Queen and sug­gested me, know­ing how ed­u­cated I was and how skill­fully I led our troops and swung my bloody com­bat knife. At first I frowned and thought for hours be­fore I ac­cepted.


I was pro­claimed Queen and took the name Bu­dicca. At that time I was read­ing about the his­tory of an­cient Eng­land. Queen Bu­dicca led the Celts vic­to­ri­ously against the su­pe­rior forces of the Ro­mans. When the Ro­mans kid­napped her two un­der­age daugh­ters, de­flow­ered them and fucked them force­fully a whole night, throw­ing the dis­traught chil­dren out­side her tent, Bu­dicca saw red. She at­tacked the Ro­mans with two of the best war­riors and slaugh­tered them all mer­ci­lessly. She was later cap­tured with her daugh­ters and tied to stakes. The Ro­man troops fucked them force­fully one by one all three at the stake. Af­ter the last one had mer­ci­lessly fucked her and her two daugh­ters, they cut their throats. I felt re­spect for this woman who fear­lessly took bloody re­venge. 


I had be­come Bu­dicca that day, the first War­rior Queen of the Halfs. 


I led the Halfs for months in the bat­tles and my hand was dipped in blood up to the el­bows. I did not lead them from a safe dis­tance in the rear like their gen­er­als. No, I charged ahead naked but armed only with the com­bat knife, stop­ping only to talk on the phone with the other lead­ers. At night, the guns were silent. The slaugh­ter and killing had aroused us all and I fucked the best fight­ers un­til we dropped, this re­ward of course in­cited the oth­ers to even more courage. 


I charged for­ward shrilly roar­ing fully naked and sud­denly found my­self in front of Thierry’s palace. I rushed up and found Thierry and his wife. She was sprawled on the state bed, mas­tur­bat­ing, com­pletely ab­sent and no longer aware of any­thing. Be­fore we rec­og­nized each other, my beloved Thierry leapt to­ward me to pro­tect his wife. He threw him­self into my com­bat knife. My world col­lapsed, we sank to the ground and I held the dy­ing man’s head in my lap.


Cold as steel for what seemed like an eter­nity, I watched his wife spi­ral higher and higher from or­gasm to or­gasm, even­tu­ally com­ing to the fi­nal or­gasm in a tremen­dous ex­plo­sion of vi­o­lent wrig­gling and twitch­ing. She re­mained ly­ing there smil­ing hap­pily, her pink fuck­hole wide open and her bat­tle‐hard­ened clit thrust out stiffly and fur­ther de­mand­ing. I stepped up to her. She had be­gun to mas­tur­bate again with her eyes closed. I slowly in­serted my com­bat knife into her fuck­hole. She stopped af­ter min­utes and looked at me con­fused. I screamed and slashed her body from the fuck­ole to the throat. I cut out her numb heart and threw it out of the win­dow into the blaz­ing flames. A war­rior helped me carry Thierry through the flam­ing hell to the gar­den where I buried him. I sat by his grave and vowed to stop the killing and mur­der­ing im­me­di­ately and lead my Halfs out of Ban­gurel. Far too much blood had been spilled, now I was go­ing to free­dom and to build some­thing new for my peo­ple. Half­gard. 


We built a hid­den city be­hind the south­ern forests. Ban­gurel never learned of its ex­is­tence and its lo­ca­tion re­mained se­cret to this day. Halfs flocked to Half­gard from all di­rec­tions, run­away slaves, sex work­ers and many, many chil­dren! When I died 25 years later, Half­gard had a good 40,000 in­hab­i­tants and 5,000 lived in set­tle­ments scat­tered all around. I was their Queen and the First Judge. I wrote a sim­ple, clearly un­der­stand­able set of laws, now called the Codex Bu­dicca. Dur­ing the day I set about train­ing 3 to 4 clever girls in law. Af­ter 5 years they be­came judges and that was well reg­u­lated.


I kept a habit, I con­fess blush­ing. Af­ter all, we Halfs have much more fire in the ass than the Ban­gure­lians. My peo­ple were very dili­gent at work and even more dili­gent at fuck­ing. I had the best laid to me ev­ery night, usu­ally there were three or four who fucked me un­til I was ex­hausted. I made sure that all my maids were also warmed ev­ery night. Once a week I in­vited four or five young boys who had not yet fucked. I let them fuck me un­til dawn, which was soon con­sid­ered a knight­hood among the boys.


My peo­ple lived mainly by gath­er­ing and hunt­ing. Of course, there were lock­smiths, plumbers and all crafts. Some en­gi­neers founded a small re­search and work­shop and made more mod­ern weapons than Ban­gurel for our hunters. 


There was a cen­turies‐old law on Ban­gurel still from the time when the Halfs were con­sid­ered sex­ual fair game. The Halfs were only al­lowed to cover their up­per body down to the navel, they had to wear cock and pussy naked in pub­lic. The Ban­gure­lians quite liked to look at their pri­vate parts, the Half­boys’ dicks were usu­ally semi‐stiff and the Boys pre­sented their huge cocks proudly and self­con­fi­dently. As Queen Bu­dicca I struck down the law and each Half could dress up or re­main naked. Most Halfs went com­pletely naked in ev­ery­day life, be­cause in the three sea­sons — early spring, sum­mer and late spring — it was al­ways warm or hot. On the an­niver­sary of the found­ing of the city, there was a huge party, beer was flow­ing, the Halfs grouped around their Queen and ev­ery­one fucked ev­ery­one! I min­gled with the peo­ple and fucked dozens all day long, deep into the night. 


The news of the heroic Pan d’Aubonville came to my ears and also that he was an ex­cel­lent fucker. My pussy didn’t re­ally have to be bored, but I was still cu­ri­ous to meet my brother. I was 45 and didn’t have many years ahead of me. I in­structed our best scouts to lay a trail that Pan would be sure to fol­low. One day my scouts led him, grin­ning broadly, to my palace hut.


The first sec­ond I fell in love with my brother, who was half my age. He came al­most monthly for two or three nights and lay with me. We both loved fuck­ing un­til dawn and my folks ac­cepted him and our spe­cial con­nec­tion. He loved me as well and I be­came very aware of that when I con­fessed to him that I had mur­dered his par­ents. I was tele­pathic as was he and let him “see” the events. We of­ten sat on the lit­tle stone bench at the pond and talked about ev­ery­thing, trivia and mun­dane, per­sonal and royal. To my amaze­ment, he was a Dom­i­na­trix’s fa­vorite and had a deep view of pol­i­tics. He de­tested the clergy and did not shy away from fight­ing with the pow­er­ful car­di­nals. He had fought sev­eral com­bat mis­sions against the pi­rates and was one of the undis­puted lead­ers of the mil­i­tary. 


He was the fa­ther of 5 half­boys whom he had trained ex­cel­lently and who had good stew­ard po­si­tions in the plan­ta­tions. He also had two half­girls whom he had de­flow­ered at 12 ac­cord­ing to cus­tom and who fucked him pas­sion­ately. One of his other sweet­hearts had her pussy re­pro­duced life­like in gold and he al­ways car­ried this golden pussy with him. When we talked, one of us played with the golden pussy in the fin­gers, it was so pleas­ant and horny to touch. And it re­minded us not to waste a sin­gle night. 


I al­ways had to laugh heartily when Pan told me about the trip here in a flow­ery way. Ev­ery time he brought re­tired Gen­eral Ire­nea, she vis­ited my chief en­gi­neer Wen­gin, her child­hood sweet­heart. The old boozer drank mul­berry liquor all day, which made hu­mans ter­ri­bly horny. She mas­tur­bated non­stop for the 7 hour trip and Pan had to fuck her hard and bru­tally when she or­gasmed. He was good na­tured and went along with it even though he liked young and very young girls. Pan acted out her mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing so droll that I laughed un­til it hurt. 


I was get­ting older ev­ery year. I knew how much he liked de­flow­er­ing vir­gins, he was Thierry’s son af­ter all. I put vir­gins in his bed more and more of­ten, but he al­ways in­sisted the first se­men be­longed to the Queen! I watched him de­flower and fuck the girl. It was also very horny for me to watch my loin‐strong brother and in the process I mas­tur­bated con­tin­u­ously. We had a nice, won­der­ful time to­gether. 


I turned 50, my af­fairs and the royal suc­ces­sion were set­tled. My brother, friend, lover and the love of my life came just in time to join me in dy­ing. We kept in tele­pathic con­tact un­til the last mo­ment, then I be­came — to my great­est amaze­ment — a ghost.






Jana


by Jack Faber © 2023




I’m Jana, one of Ban­gurel’s high­est paid whores.


Daddy was an of­fi­cer in the mil­i­tary. From child­hood I slept naked with them in the big bed. Mommy mas­tur­bated ev­ery night un­til she was dead tired. I, of course, im­i­tated her and also mas­tur­bated un­til I dropped. They didn’t fuck very of­ten, about once a week. Mommy mas­tur­bated un­til she was all hot and asked him in a whis­per if he wanted to fuck? He lay down on top of the scorch­ing hot Mommy and she clung to him from un­der­neath like  in drown­ing. He waited to squirt un­til she was done or­gas­ming and squirted in a lit­tle bit, but he didn’t squirt into her ev­ery­thing. I was al­lowed to play with his cock from an early age on when he didn’t want to fuck be­cause he loved to squirt in my mouth. 


At about 8 years old, he fucked me in the front part of my pussy and squirted on my hy­men. Whether he did not pre­fer to de­flower me prop­erly, Mommy asked, then he could fuck me nat­u­rally? But he had the opin­ion that I would be able to sell the vir­gin­ity later at a high price. Even I un­der­stood that, we never had enough money. He fucked me un­til I was 15. Then he was killed in an  ac­tion. The mil­i­tary paid Mommy a large pen­sion, but she died 7 weeks later of a bro­ken heart. The mil­i­tary now had to marry me off. But the Lord Com­man­der Pan d’Aubonville did not want to marry such a young girl and took me as a fos­ter daugh­ter in­stead.


So I came into his palace and could con­tinue my train­ing as a gold­smith seam­lessly. I was al­lowed to sleep with his daugh­ter Bi­nara from the be­gin­ning, we were both strong onanists, which met well. Bi­nara was a Half daugh­ter and had a beau­ti­ful thick mane down to her ass cheeks. She showed me clit‐to‐clit‐fuck­ing and we both found that I pre­ferred to fuck in the men’s‐role. I fucked her daily un­til I dropped and later I was al­lowed to sleep in the Lord’s bed like her. Bi­nara was al­ready de­flow­ered and fucked pas­sion­ately with him when he was home. I was too in­tim­i­dated and so Bi­nara asked him if I could let his cock squirt in my mouth? He brusquely re­fused, he didn’t like that mouth squirt­ing at all. He said I was old enough to fuck and I would be de­flow­ered when I was ready for it. So I watched Bi­nara and him fuck for weeks and mas­tur­bated my brains out. It was all nat­u­ral for me to mas­tur­bate in front of them. The Lord liked to watch us when I fucked Bi­nara like hell.


One day I was ready and whis­pered it in the Lord’s ear. I knew him a lit­tle bet­ter now and was no longer shy. He had a feast served the next evening, I was al­ready get­ting tipsy with ex­cite­ment. Pan, my Lord, gave me a beau­ti­ful ring with a di­a­mond. We went to bed and Bi­nara fucked me for an hour un­til I was horny as a tiger. He de­flow­ered me very ten­derly and ro­man­ti­cally and from then on he fucked Bi­nara and me al­ter­nately. It was beau­ti­ful and I fin­ished my ed­u­ca­tion. The son of the jew­eler where I had learned mar­ried me at 21 right af­ter my diploma. 


Un­for­tu­nately, my hus­band could not fuck well, al­ready af­ter the first few days he did not get even an erec­tion. We threw our­selves into work. We took over the busi­ness from his fa­ther and quickly whipped it into shape. I was the first and for a long time the only gold­smith who made life­like pussies in gold. Women went crazy for it, lay down in my work­shop and I took casts in clay and plas­ter. Many wanted to have a nice stiff clit and I let them mas­tur­bate and made the cast in midst of their or­gasm. This was also the only ex­cite­ment I could give my poor hus­band, be­cause was a voyeur. Of course I made all the changes that the clients wanted. Big­ger clits and pu­bic mounds, re­duced labia or opened vagi­nal en­trance so their lover could fuck in­side. The cred­its rushed into our cash reg­is­ter and we built a beau­ti­ful new house next to the old one.


Af­ter months I had con­vinced my hus­band that I had to have my chil­dren. He had only one con­di­tion: watch­ing it! (He was a hope­less voyeur). I sought out Lord Pan, who agreed at once with­out hes­i­ta­tion. He came ev­ery day in the af­ter­noon af­ter duty and fucked me. My hus­band would sit on the couch, I would stand be­hind the couch, sup­port my­self with my arms on the back­rest, and Pan would flip up my skirt. He fucked me ev­ery day from be­hind and by the sec­ond year I was preg­nant. Dur­ing the preg­nancy he came three times a day and I whooped from or­gasm to or­gasm. I had triplets, three girls. I wanted an­other son and Pan came to fuck me ev­ery day.


Ten years he fucked me, my hus­band played with our daugh­ters and we kept fuck­ing like hell. My daugh­ters de­vel­oped into pretty but nasty lit­tle witches. The 10 year olds man­aged to alien­ate me from my hus­band and drive me out of the house. Pan came less and less of­ten, I had a large num­ber of lovers who paid me a lot of money. Many gold­smiths were mak­ing the golden pussies now and it was no longer a busi­ness. I found tem­po­rary ac­com­mo­da­tion with a friend.


Tea was a mu­si­cian, she prac­ticed al­most all day on the con­cert harp. Af­ter a few days she asked me if I minded if she prac­ticed naked? Of course not! I watched her, she sat wil­lowy with small, pointed breasts at the in­stru­ment, she played di­vinely beau­ti­ful and the game ex­cited her very much. I saw her clit come largely out and stiffen. She fin­ished the piece and mas­tur­bated hastily, then con­tin­ued play­ing. She played a dozen pieces and mas­tur­bated dur­ing each break. I snuck up to her that night and fucked her brains out force­fully, clit‐to‐clit. She did not know it yet and soon loved it. Af­ter all, she hardly got to know men when she prac­ticed so much. Soon she liked it very much when I fucked her like a man and came reg­u­larly to or­gasm. 


I could help her, I said, I would bring my pay­ing clien­tele here in­stead of some­where else. Con­cert, mas­tur­ba­tion and fuck­ing as a to­tal pack­age! She just thought for a mo­ment. Then we did it like this. The cus­tomers lis­tened to a con­cert while they fucked me. They watched greedy and horny Tea mas­tur­bat­ing and then she came to bed and let  fuck her­self by the man  won­der­fully. For ex­tra money, I fucked Tea clit‐to‐clit to fill up the devil’s meal. The cred­its rushed into our cash reg­is­ter that it was a joy! We are both the best paid whores in town, that’s for sure! 


I felt a twinge when I learned how my daugh­ters were do­ing. The 10‐year‐olds had man­aged to give my ex‐hus­band his erec­tion back. They didn’t in­dulge in small change of course, they forced him to de­flower them one by one. Ev­ery night they fucked on a grand scale and mas­tur­bated to ex­haus­tion. Even my for­mer friend Pan par­tic­i­pated in these kinky or­gies for a while.


Prob­a­bly my daugh­ters will be­come whores just like me. 






Ire­nea


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am Ire­nea, re­tired gen­eral of the Ban­gure­lian armed forces.


Who my mother was, I never knew. From child­hood, I grew up with my fa­ther. We al­ways slept naked in our big bed, be­cause even the nights are warm in Ban­gurel. My fa­ther used to rub his cock three times ev­ery night and cum, I only know him like that. He taught me to mas­tur­bate him when I was 5, I think. I was ter­ri­bly proud that I could rub it so well that I was al­lowed to do it by my­self from start to fin­ish and let him squirt in a high arc. Around the same time, he showed me how we girls have to mas­tur­bate. He made it clear to me that it was some­thing pri­vate that you didn’t do in front of other peo­ple. But I was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate as of­ten as I en­joyed it. I was very quickly ad­dicted to the sweet vice and, when I made my fa­ther squirt three times, I mas­tur­bated un­til late at night, un­til I was too tired.


My fa­ther was a sci­en­tist and tech­ni­cian and al­most al­ways worked at home. A com­puter screen, a notepad, and an old‐fash­ioned caliper were all he needed to work. (The caliper was just a me­mento of his great‐grand­fa­ther.) I had my own screen for play­ing and study­ing. I al­ways en­joyed play­ing with the neigh­bor kids, I showed the girls how to mas­tur­bate, and I mas­tur­bated the boys with gusto. Un­for­tu­nately, we were all still much too young and the boys could not yet squirt. I asked fa­ther very care­fully and he looked up ab­sent‐mind­edly from his note­book and mum­bled in­dis­tinctly, from 8 or 9 they squirt and delved back into his scrib­bling. So it was and you had to wait it out. The kids knew where to find porn movies and we watched, pluck­ing our clits.


At 8 I asked my fa­ther thor­oughly. Why didn’t he have a woman to fuck? Was rub­bing and squirt­ing enough for him? I pestered him re­lent­lessly, be­cause I was a very clever child. I cor­nered him re­lent­lessly. Why didn’t he fuck me while I was there? A pretty lit­tle woman, as he said it of­ten him­self? Huh? He was caught in my trap. I wouldn’t let go of the prey. He stam­mered and stam­mered. “You’re only 6,” he said lamely. 8 and two and a half months, I cor­rected him sternly. “Oh, is that so?” he asked in ex­as­per­a­tion, “oh, is that so?” He mum­bled, where have the years gone? I didn’t let up, I had to fire from all guns. “I’ve seen this fuck­ing a thou­sand times,” I ex­ag­ger­ated. He raised his head ques­tion­ingly. “On screen, of course,” I lec­tured the un­worldly fa­ther. “I’ve seen the fuck­ing, for real!” I drummed on, “Men fuck­ing women, men fuck­ing men, women fuck­ing women, dogs fuck­ing women…” 


He hastily in­ter­rupted me. “You’re still a vir­gin, you don’t know in the re­al­ity what fuck­ing re­ally is” he tried to weasel out. “I’ve seen the de­flow­er­ing too, of course, Pro­fes­sor!” I said in­sult­ingly, of course he was one, but I wasn’t al­lowed to ad­dress him that way. He sat there for a while think­ing, pre­sum­ably about Heisen­berg’s un­cer­tainty prin­ci­ple. He looked at me in con­fu­sion. “So, what do I do now?” he asked, like a child fac­ing an un­solv­able prob­lem. “Sim­ple,” I said boldly, “first you de­flower me and then we fuck each other, ev­ery night!” I set apart the mas­ter­ful plan. He nod­ded, the topic was done for him, there was noth­ing more to think about.


Till it was evening, he had of course for­got­ten ev­ery­thing again. I took his cock as usual and made it stiff, then stopped. “What?” he asked, and I grinned. “You for­got! De­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing!” He nod­ded ab­sent­mind­edly. “Oh, right!” he mut­tered, and laid me on my back. The prob­lem had been an­a­lyzed, the facts were clear, and now the proof must be given. He de­flow­ered me so gen­tly and con­sid­er­ately that I al­most didn’t no­tice the prick.


I was kind of proud of my­self. Only 8 years and 2 months old, and I was al­ready al­lowed to fuck! I did not think for a sec­ond about the le­gal age lim­its, be­cause firstly I knew noth­ing about it and sec­ondly be­cause I would not have cared about these lim­its at all. I wanted to be de­flow­ered and fucked, I had been de­flow­ered and fucked now! That alone counted, I had achieved some­thing in a fair dis­cus­sion and that with my fa­ther, who was cer­tainly the smartest man on the planet!


Now I felt his stiff, warm cock in my lit­tle cunt, which he filled to the full. I felt the sweet sen­sa­tion in my pussy af­ter a short time, which pre­ceded the or­gasm. Clutch­ing him, I hooked my heels into his ass cheeks and pulled my­self up against him. When I pressed my pussy tightly against him, I felt his thrust­ing with my clit! I clamped even tighter to him and the or­gasm rose like my shin­ing hero Cap­tain Pow­ers from my comic books. The or­gasm shook me vi­o­lently, but I did not let go of him! 


He con­tin­ued to thrust hard, Cap­tain Pow­ers ap­proached over the hill again and I had stopped count­ing his firm thrusts long ago. This or­gasm was a lit­tle more vi­o­lent and I twitched and wrig­gled like a lit­tle mouse in a trap. In the midst of my wrig­gling, I felt him squirt his se­men into my pussy in firm, steady jets. He paused and I let him go as the twitch­ing sub­sided. He was far away in thoughts and asked me how it was for me? I kissed his hairy chest and whis­pered in my thinnest voice so as not to ruin the mo­ment, “Won­der­ful, Daddy, just won­der­ful!” He dozed for a few min­utes and his fine fin­gers ca­ressed my body. “An­other fuck or a  rub?” he asked with his eyes closed. I nudged him in the side, what a ques­tion! “Again!” his new lit­tle wife com­manded, “fuck­ing again of course!” He fucked me twice more that night and al­most in­stantly fell asleep with a smile, he had cum three times like he did ev­ery night. I mas­tur­bated some time longer  un­til I was dead tired. 


We fucked for the next 34 years, ten times a day — un­til the end only once a day. I mourned him as my fa­ther and my hus­band. No one knew of my dou­ble pain, but it didn’t mat­ter. I will for­ever have him in my heart and per­haps in my van­ish­ing mem­ory. How of­ten he in­ter­rupted his re­search be­cause he had an un­ex­pected erec­tion! We sat daily in front of his pro­gram, which al­lowed us to fuck or ad­vised to squirt in my mouth! How many times I went home from my job in the mil­i­tary to work on dad’s erec­tion!


I had stud­ied tech­nol­ogy and en­gi­neer­ing with my fa­ther, he was a smart and de­mand­ing teacher. Al­though I had no of­fi­cial de­gree, a sim­ple en­trance test was enough to con­vince the mil­i­tary. The fact that I was a stu­dent of my fa­mous fa­ther helped im­mensely. I slid up the ca­reer lad­der, ran a large in­sti­tute, and had no love af­fairs, which was im­por­tant. The mil­i­tary was very back­ward in that re­spect. I was alone for the two years af­ter my fa­ther died. I con­tin­ued to have no love af­fairs and the long  mas­tur­bat­ing at night re­lieved any stress. Of­ten a young neigh­bor girl came over in the evening and we fucked each other clit‐on‐clit, be­cause we both liked to fuck girls and needed the fuck­ing and or­gasms very badly! Then Wen­gin came as my new as­sis­tant. He blew me away in the first sec­ond. I was in love for the first time, at 44!


Wen­gin was a Half of beau­ti­ful stature. A very smart and beau­ti­ful face, framed by thick well‐groomed hair that merged into a thick mane. He let the mane hang down over his ass cheeks, it seemed right to him. But he was also the most bril­liant en­gi­neer who ever worked for me. He had to wear his cock vis­i­bly like all Halfs, but what a mag­nif­i­cent cock! It was very large and al­ways semi‐stiff. The glans was not raised when he was not erect. I trem­bled with ex­cite­ment, when he worked next to me I could not tear my gaze away from his thing. When he sat next to me with his flag­pole, I had to pull my acts to­gether to keep from grab­bing it. It was those first days that were a ter­ri­ble sex­ual or­deal for me. I lay awake all night mas­tur­bat­ing, not count­ing the or­gasms. In the morn­ing, I drank three times the amount of wake‐up‐juice to even make it into work.


Wen­gin was nei­ther blind nor stupid. “Let me an­a­lyze the prob­lem in peace,” he said softly when we were alone. “You’re in love with my cock, I can tell. We’re work­mates and we’re not al­lowed to fuck each other. You’re a se­nior of­fi­cer, I’m just a lab as­sis­tant. You’re a hu­man and I’m just a Half.” He fell silent for a mo­ment. “Halfs serve hu­mans, they’ve only ever been your slaves. So if you want to use my cock, go ahead, I won’t be­tray you!” His gaze was clear and open and I was fu­ri­ous. “I have never dealt with a Half­man be­fore,” I said an­grily,  “yet you do me an in­jus­tice! I don’t con­sider any­one a slave and never will. If I’m drawn to your cock, it’s be­cause of my car­nal de­sire. And not be­cause I have some ab­struse right to sub­ject a hu­man be­ing to me!” I was trem­bling with rage. Our con­ver­sa­tion went on for a while and Wen­gin be­came more and more silent. In the end, I looked at him, per­plexed. “What now?”


He took me by the hand and led me into the small ad­join­ing room and locked the door. He took off his jacket and em­braced me naked, his French kiss sweep­ing me off my feet. He took off my panties and pushed up my skirt af­ter lay­ing me on the floor. We didn’t speak a word, I watched ex­cit­edly as he rubbed his mas­sive cock all stiff. I saw his glans bend up­ward for the first time. I was so ner­vous with ex­cite­ment and de­sire that I had a vagi­nal spasm. He must have had to thrust a dozen times be­fore he could pen­e­trate me. The up­turned glans pounded on my G‐Spot and con­tin­u­ally brought me to or­gasm. I had never been fucked so ef­fec­tively be­fore! I let Wen­gin be­lieve that I had been de­flow­ered. I did not tell him the truth and my love af­fair with Daddy un­til decades later. 


We car­ried on our re­la­tion­ship for less than a full year. We fucked dozens of times dur­ing the day at work and at night un­til I was ex­hausted to death. We be­gan to love each other be­yond the sex­ual and got caught once. Three fat gen­er­als yanked open the door, I was ly­ing or­gas­ming un­der him and he was just squirt­ing into my pussy. The gen­er­als stared at my wet and drip­ping pussy and then one asked where the fuck­ing half‐man was? Wen­gin had run off and was nowhere to be found. I was fast‐tracked to 30 days soli­tary con­fine­ment and ev­ery day the of­fi­cers came to fuck me. It was very hu­mil­i­at­ing, al­though I kept my job. There were sev­eral hun­dred men who fucked me then and in the years that fol­lowed. None could fuck as well as Wen­gin. He was dead for sure, I was as­sured. I mourned our brief hap­pi­ness and the sec­ond man who meant more to me than just fuck­ing. When an op­por­tu­nity pre­sented it­self, I re­tired with the rank of gen­eral. I lived alone, fuck­ing the neigh­bor girl on a case‐by‐case ba­sis or or­der­ing a Half‐boy from the near­est brothel. 


I was ad­dicted to the mul­berry liquor that made me in­sanely horny. I had a mod­est life, filled with a lot of mas­tur­ba­tion and or­gasms. Then, af­ter 20 years, Com­man­der d’Aubonville called me and changed my life. He needed to see me in per­son ur­gently, it was ur­gent and im­por­tant. And then the code word “honey blos­som” came up! Wen­gin’s code word!!! I wanted to know ev­ery­thing, but he said, not on the phone! I in­vited him for to­mor­row at noon and he came. I was emo­tion­ally ag­i­tated and mas­tur­bat­ing all night and the next day and was pulled out of my fan­ta­siz­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing in the mid­dle of it by the house bell. I quickly put on a pair of flimsy breeches and opened for him. The young of­fi­cer and I sat down in the gar­den be­hind the house, we drank mul­berry liquor and ice wa­ter in the mon­key heat; he did not drink mul­berry liquor. He told me that he had met Wen­gin in his ex­ile, he was alive, he was ALIVE! He could not tell me much about him, only that Wen­gin wanted to see me again in his house by the lake. The Com­man­der went to the area once a month and could take me to Wen­gin’s and pick me up 3 or four days later. 


I was sweat­ing in the mon­key heat, the pants rubbed against my stiff clit. I asked him if I could take off my pants here in pri­vate seclu­sion, and he nod­ded. “Your house, your rules, Gen­eral!” he said po­litely, and I stripped naked. The sight of me was cer­tainly not very se­duc­tive, my full, large breasts hang­ing sadly to my belly but­ton, my clit stick­ing out inches from my pu­bic hair. We con­tin­ued to talk mag­nif­i­cently and I had to take the clit in my hand be­cause it was al­most driv­ing me crazy. Pan, the com­man­der, had taken off his uni­form jacket and was star­ing quite openly at my pussy and at my hand clutch­ing the stiff clit. He was vis­i­bly aroused, his cock vis­i­bly stiff­en­ing in his pants.


I slowly be­gan to mas­tur­bate the clit. I won­dered if it wasn’t both­er­ing him. He laughed, “Your flag­pole, your hairy bush!” he said smil­ing. He asked me cu­ri­ously why I mas­tur­bated like a man? I laughed, my fa­ther had cut my cli­toris loose from his fore­skin when I was a tod­dler so it wouldn’t grow bent and crooked. I said it was now per­fectly straight, a good 12 cen­time­ters long, grow­ing un­til I was 16. Af­ter­wards that was the only way to mas­tur­bate with it. I con­tin­ued to lis­ten to him and mas­tur­bated silently. It took some time un­til he took off his pants, we were sur­rounded by man‐high quak­ing‐grass. He mas­tur­bated very slowly and squirted from time to time a jet upon my pussy. We mas­tur­bated in si­lence.


My horni­ness in­creased from or­gasm to or­gasm. I shouted fi­nally with a low voice, “Come, sailor, come and fuck me!” He re­luc­tantly bent over and laid me on the grass. His eyes glis­tened and he fucked me very du­ti­fully, squirt­ing in the mid­dle of my or­gasm. He had enough af­ter squirt­ing three times.


He picked me up weeks later. He had brought a de­pila­tory glove, be­cause Wen­gin would not ap­pre­ci­ate my pu­bic jun­gle. I was very im­pa­tient, but had to wait un­til we left town. I tore off my sweaty clothes and Pan deftly de­pilated me. I im­me­di­ately mas­tur­bated on it, be­cause the au­ton­o­mous flight with the glider lasted 7 hours. I mas­tur­bated all the time and Pan some­times fucked me in my or­gasm. I was re­ally primly horny at the end when we ar­rived at Wen­gin’s. We fell tear­fully into each other’s arms and moved to the bed­room while Pan con­tin­ued his flight. 


The three days with Wen­gin flew by like in a flash. We fucked our brains out, he was aged like me, but the fuck­ing was great as then. Pan picked me up af­ter three days, the 7 hours I mas­tur­bated non­stop and he fucked me off and then. These emo­tional vis­its to Wen­gin filled the next few years. 


Wen­gin died in my arms at the age of 76. I still had a good time with my friend Pozze­bon, a re­tired in­tel­li­gence of­fi­cer. Pan gave us vast amounts of gold pieces that he re­ceived from the mil­i­tary for his valu­able pro­cure­ments. I be­came more and more silent and el­derly and asked Pozz and Pan to give me a dig­ni­fied burial one day. They promised it highly and sa­credly.






SOKO Fuck­ing


by Jack Faber © 2023




SOKO had its lat­est sen­sa­tion,  Elli and Tom were the main ac­tors. Elli was chief con­sta­ble, but she still liked to pa­trol, with a dif­fer­ent col­league ev­ery week. She had a cozy spot where she fucked the col­league in the pa­trol car dur­ing the lunch break. One had equipped the hide­out with sev­eral sur­veil­lance cam­eras and the pa­trol car in­side as well.


She fucked a col­league three or four times a week, her col­leagues paid 50,— each into her cash reg­is­ter for watch­ing over the cam­eras. The new guy, Tom, wasn’t the fastest men­tally, but he had a cock like a stal­lion and fucked ex­cel­lently. They fucked ev­ery lunch break, Tom lasted a long time and was able to fuck Elli two times in a row. The num­ber of spec­ta­tors sky­rock­eted to three times. Elli pre­sented her big, full breasts and care­fully shaved pussy  ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally grin­ning to the cam­eras, Tom slowly pen­e­trated her cunt and fucked her slowly and de­lib­er­ately. She knew that there were spec­ta­tors, but she never said it Tom and she sus­pected, that he didn’t know. He didn’t act for the cam­eras, he fucked the pretty girl with nat­u­ral de­sire and gen­uine pas­sion. He squirted firmly and deeply in­side, his ass cheeks tight­en­ing with ef­fort as he squirted jet af­ter jet in­side.


Elli took the pill of course, a child she could not use at the mo­ment. The 24 year old with the horny body and the in­sa­tiable fire in the ass earned with the fuck­ing still dou­ble her salary in ad­di­tion, at the same time she was sat­is­fied ev­ery noon and could live out her ex­hi­bi­tion­ism. Be­fore fuck­ing she mas­tur­bated horny and ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally in front of the cam­eras and made not only Tom very horny. He was by far the best fucker and Elli had so many or­gasms as sel­dom when fuck­ing in the lunch break. Of course she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep un­til her wrist hurt.


One day, they were do­ing their nor­mal pa­trol, an emer­gency call, bank rob­bery! Tom and Elli were clos­est, Tom drove to the scene with tires screech­ing. Eerie si­lence, they crept into the bank with guns drawn. The sur­prised bank rob­ber took them hostage, he had al­ready hand­cuffed two women. He re­acted with light­ning speed, Elli had to ex­change her uni­form for the clothes of an em­ployee. The bank rob­ber greed­ily licked his lips, Elli wore no panties and he looked at her swelling pussy and horny clit with greedy eyes. He ex­changed his clothes for Tom’s uni­form, hand­cuffed Tom’s hands — far too care­lessly — and dragged him and the two hand­cuffed hostages out. He got into the pa­trol car with Elli and sped off with the loot and Elli. Tom quickly un­cuffed him­self and asked the hostages if they had a car. The older one nod­ded, the key was in her jacket pocket, and he got into the car with the two hand­cuffed hostages to give chase.


Elli was smart and guided the bank rob­ber to their se­cret fuck­ing spot. Here they were safe from pur­suit, she con­vinced him, he had to wait maybe an hour be­fore the man­hunt be­came por­ous. He grinned all over his face and stripped Elli com­pletely naked in the back seat, then hand­cuffed her again. The col­leagues on the screens got their ex­tra! Elli let the bank rob­ber fuck her hand­cuffed in front of the cam­eras for over an hour. The fel­low did not have a par­tic­u­larly big cock, but fucked her for a whole hour in a row and squirted so fine in Elli’s cunt that it was a joy.


Tom had not been able to fol­low the two. At the edge of the for­est, he stopped and thought. The older hostage was moan­ing, usu­ally the bank rob­bers raped the hostages and she had al­ready ex­pe­ri­enced it three times in the last two years. She had no one else to fuck, she whined, so she was happy ev­ery time she was taken hostage and let her­self be bru­tally fucked with a bliss­ful grin. Tom lis­tened with his mouth open and only grad­u­ally un­der­stood what the good woman was talk­ing about. Damn, he would be sorry that she could not be fucked through by the bank rob­ber now. The 45‐year‐old nod­ded sourly, pro­vok­ing him. She was a hostage and des­per­ately wanted to be fucked, im­me­di­ately and now! Tom said com­pletely log­i­cally, he was not a bank rob­ber, but a po­lice­of­fi­cer. But he could hap­pily fuck her if that was what she wanted? So it went back and forth for a while and in the end Tom stripped the hand­cuffed woman naked in the back seat. He couldn’t un­lock her hand­cuffs, the key was in his uni­form.


When the woman saw his pow­er­ful cock, she whooped with de­light. “Like a real stal­lions cock,” she said, lick­ing her lips. Tom won­dered how she knew what a real stal­lions cock looked like, but he could guess. She owned a rid­ing horse, she said with an ob­scene grin, that was re­ally primly trained to fuck women! Tom had seen videos like that be­fore and licked his lips, be­cause even though she hadn’t said it de­ci­sively, he was sure she let her stal­lion fuck her!  The other hostage, a blood young girl, had to sit for­ward, but she turned to watch them fuck with her eyes low­ered in shame, but cu­ri­ous. Tom asked the naked woman if she wanted to be mas­tur­bated be­fore fuck­ing, but she shook her head, first fuck and then mas­tur­bate! Tom pen­e­trated her. The old woman had a sur­pris­ingly tight vagina and was pant­ing, gasp­ing and whoop­ing as she fucked. Tom had lis­tened well, she had said “get fucked good”, about the for­mer bank rob­bers. He wanted to please her, gripped her tightly and fucked her rather bru­tally. The young girl in the front seat held her breath, the 15 year old ap­pren­tice had never fucked her­self and was see­ing it in the flesh for the first time, oth­er­wise she had only seen it on screen in the porn movies when she was mas­tur­bat­ing for hours. She did this ev­ery day, she loved mas­tur­bat­ing more than any­thing, since her ear­li­est youth. So Tom, our hero, bru­tally thrust into the old woman, who fi­nally or­gasmed with in­creas­ing horni­ness. He con­tin­ued to fuck her bru­tally and didn’t squirt un­til she was writhing and twitch­ing in her sec­ond or­gasm. He squirted ev­ery­thing into her and then let go. She nod­ded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally when he said, now comes the mas­tur­bat­ing, he knew no dif­fer­ent. He mas­tur­bated the woman very skill­fully and she screamed at this or­gasm, which lasted a very long time be­cause he just con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate her in or­gasm un­per­turbed. Then they made a short break and now the woman said that now Tom could fuck the girl.


Tom nod­ded and the girl hes­i­tantly sat down with them in the rear. If she was go­ing to be de­flow­ered now, Tom was cer­tainly the one. Tom un­dressed the sweet 15 year old, who now lay naked on the old woman’s vulva. He re­al­ized that the girl was still a vir­gin and asked if she re­ally wanted it now? She nod­ded very un­cer­tainly, but watch­ing had made her in­sanely hot and horny. Her clit had be­come rock hard and stood out de­mand­ing in her cunt. Tom de­flow­ered the girl very nicely and fucked her for a very long time. Since she was just pant­ing and whim­per­ing with horni­ness, he did not fuck the girl bru­tally. She had no or­gasm and he squirted in. He didn’t need a break, he left his cock in her pussy and fucked her for the sec­ond and im­me­di­ately for the third time, then he was ex­hausted. He mas­tur­bated the girl sev­eral times be­cause she couldn’t do it her­self be­cause of the hand­cuffs. She begged him to do it again and again. She was so much used to it, she whis­pered, she al­ways mas­tur­bated for hours af­ter work un­til din­ner watch­ing porn and then mas­tur­bated con­tin­u­ously un­til she fell asleep. The old woman nod­ded her un­der­stand­ing and watched greed­ily as he mas­tur­bated the girl over and over again. She fucked the girl’s back with her clit and Tom, who was con­cen­trat­ing on the girl’s mas­tur­ba­tion, did not be­lieve that the old woman had come to or­gasm on the back of the girl when she trem­bled and shud­dered. At some point, Tom de­cided to take the hostages to the po­lice sta­tion and dressed the woman and the girl again.


Elli had let the bank rob­ber fuck her for over an hour. He didn’t have a very big cock, but he bravely held out and fucked her non­stop. When he got tired, Elli said — for the cam­eras — now that’s enough! 25 po­lice­men stormed the love nest, ar­rested the bank rob­ber with­out a sin­gle shot and freed Elli. She re­mained naked as long as it was de­cent and dressed only af­ter all col­leagues had had their fill of her beau­ti­ful pussy and her beau­ti­ful clit.


The jour­nal­ists in­ves­ti­gated mer­ci­lessly. They found out ev­ery­thing and some col­leagues were pub­licly trans­ferred. Elli had to pause her fuck­ing pro­gram for a few weeks un­til the grass had grown over the mat­ter.


Then she went back on pa­trol with Tom.






Car­men


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am Car­men, Maria’s daugh­ter. I was born in Spain. My mother Maria has a very weird re­la­tion­ship with my Daddy, but hon­estly, the whole fam­ily is weird.


Daddy loved it when I ran around in the house naked and watched me with glit­ter­ing eyes when I mas­tur­bated in front of him. He loved to hold me in his arms while I mas­tur­bated or he mas­tur­bated me. I was a 10 year old id­iot, when I had mas­tur­bated him sit­ting on his lap and started to in­sert his cock into my pussy­hole to make him squirt in­side. He stopped me and ex­plained to me that vir­gin­ity had a high value here in Spain. I stopped im­me­di­ately and didn’t move a fin­ger, so hor­ri­fied I was. He fucked smil­ing in the en­trance of my pussy and squited on my hy­men, that he did there­after of­ten. Then I didn’t know that he was hor­ri­fied to pen­e­trate a pussy­hole and never squirted in­side. I knew the power of these mo­ments and used them shame­lessly when I wanted to gain an ad­van­tage. I of­ten watched Maria and Daddy fuck­ing se­cretly. He would stop be­fore cum­ing and squirt into Maria’s mouth. Never any other way. My half‐sis­ter Sue claims he is not my fa­ther. I’ll have to ex­plain. 


Sue and her lit­tle brother Robert have al­ways slept in the same room. Daddy would of­ten come into the chil­dren’s bed­room at night, un­cover the naked Sue and watch her mas­tur­bate. She was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate his cock as well and let him squirt on her pussy. He stead­fastly re­fused to de­flower and fuck her, even though she was al­ready 14 and begged him ev­ery time. Sue bathed daily with Rob, let­ting him watch her mas­tur­bate in the bath­tub and mas­tur­bat­ing his cock un­til it twitched. At 9, he could fi­nally squirt and was al­lowed to squirt on Sue’s pussy like Daddy.


Daddy, a wid­ower, re­mar­ried, my mother Maria. Maria as well as Sue were a bit of les­bians, they mas­tur­bated in front of each other or each other. Maria taught Sue to fuck clit‐to‐clit and Sue soon loved it hot. She took the ac­tive part and fucked Maria, who loved to be fucked pas­sively. Daddy fucked Maria ev­ery night, but he al­ways just squirted in her mouth.


Sue and Maria trained Rob to be a fuck slave. He quickly learned to fuck Maria while she mas­tur­bated and hold back the squirt­ing un­til her or­gasm. In her or­gasm he was al­lowed to cum and jerk all the se­men in af­ter­wards. Maria and Sue didn’t think about con­tra­cep­tion for a mo­ment, Rob wasn’t even 10 yet! He en­joyed this game very much and fucked Maria as of­ten as pos­si­ble. Maria mas­tur­bated of­ten and gladly, so Rob fucked her 2 or 3 times in the af­ter­noon. Six months later we moved to Spain, Rob stayed with his loved great‐grand­mother. 


Sue as­sured me a thou­sand times that Rob was my real fa­ther. She got Daddy at 16 to de­flower her and fuck her for real, that is, nat­u­rally fuck­ing in her pussy­hole and at the end squirt­ing in­side. She fucks him at least once a week and never lets him cum in her mouth. He got used to it, I think. She has three cute boys that I love a lot. I learned to mas­tur­bate very early and les­bian love­mak­ing with Sue. I es­pe­cially like fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit and Sue and I some­times fuck un­til we are dead tired. I only do hand‐  and blowjobs at school! I keep my vir­gin­ity un­til I am 18. I have known for a long time who will de­flower me.


I only make les­bian love with Sue, never with my mother Maria, some­thing al­ways stops me. I bathe Sue’s three sons to­gether with her. Since they are al­ready over 8 years old, we both mas­tur­bate the boys in the bath wa­ter and they can all squirt al­ready. Since the old­est has turned 12, he is al­lowed to fuck and cum in Sue from be­hind in the bath wa­ter. He loves it very much to fuck her! As long as the cocks of the two lit­tle ones were still very thin, they were al­lowed to pen­e­trate me very care­fully through the hole in my hy­men, fuck me and cum in­side. Since their cocks are now much too thick, they also fuck Sue from be­hind. Sue only lets her­self be fucked from be­hind, that was not real fuck­ing for her. She only fucks with Daddy face to face, now more of­ten than be­fore. Fuck­ing while bathing is very fun for all of us! Hon­estly, we are a very weird fam­ily. 


And we are get­ting weirder and weirder!


I turned 18 two months ago and went to see Rob in Vi­enna. He re­ceived me very lov­ingly and took the days off, also from his mis­tress. I sur­prised him the first night when I came naked in his  bed­room. I laid down with him and with teary eyes asked him to de­flower me. We dis­cussed for a long time un­til he un­der­stood my wish and my ar­gu­ments, that I wanted be de­flow­ered only by my fa­ther! He was very un­der­stand­ing and de­flow­ered me very lov­ingly and play­fully. We fucked ev­ery minute for 3 more days, then I went back to Spain, as a real grown woman! 


I had fi­nally de­cided on the train ride home to fuck reg­u­larly with Daddy like Sue, which I do now.






A Tar­tan woman


by Jack Faber © 2023




I won’t say my name, I won’t say any names at all. 


I am a refugee from Tar­ta­nia. I have been flee­ing with my chil­dren for over a year, a 13 year old son and an 11 year old daugh­ter. My hus­band is fight­ing on the front lines and we can only talk on the phone once ev­ery two weeks, briefly if at all, but I can’t tell him ev­ery­thing. 


I also couldn’t tell him when the war broke out, that our chil­dren were sin­ning, he had other things on his mind. I caught our chil­dren fuck­ing one morn­ing. I was so hor­ri­fied, oh my God! I quizzed my daugh­ter, the son un­abashedly mas­tur­bated in front of her and also taught her how to mas­tur­bate. My hus­band and I have never in our life mas­tur­bated, it is a great sin! The chil­dren have been fuck­ing for 6 months now and that is also a big sin! My ad­mo­ni­tions, scold­ing and plead­ing im­pressed them for 24 hours at most, af­ter that they kept fuck­ing, I saw it my­self ev­ery night. I watched them se­cretly ev­ery night and no­ticed, at how much my daugh­ter loved to be fucked be­fore she mas­tur­bates.


When I de­cided to flee with the chil­dren, I just wanted them to be safe. We paid dearly for it! 


We were on the road from bunker to bunker for 6 weeks at first. The chil­dren crowded me at night, there was shame­less fuck­ing all around us. I don’t know for sure, of course, but I think many were fuck­ing wildly, not just with their le­gal spouses. I prayed qui­etly for the lost souls. If a man made a pass at me, my son dealt out box­ing blows. I was left alone. My son whis­pered in my ear that he could not rub out his seed by hand un­der these cir­cum­stances. I nod­ded, so he wouldn’t make that sin. Ha ha ha! He ap­proached me from be­hind and flipped up my skirt. I was frozen as he moved his cock back and forth be­tween my clenched in­ner thighs and cum. He cried and I com­forted him, say­ing noth­ing had hap­pened, no car­nal sin. Maybe I should have scolded him bet­ter.


The next evening he again hit my skirt up from be­hind and now he was no longer sat­is­fied with my in­ner thighs. He pen­e­trated fix in my pussy­hole and fucked me like a man. I was ter­ri­bly ashamed be­cause I re­ally en­joyed it car­nally. No won­der, I had not fucked for half a year. I got the most beau­ti­ful and holy feel­ings and was a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed when he squirted early in. I pressed the head of my sleep­ing daugh­ter in front on my twitch­ing pussy. He then fucked me ev­ery night un­der cover of the dark­ness and squirted into my pussy, I trem­bled with holy lust. Af­ter 6 weeks the bor­der, the train, the big city. We were treated re­ally well, we got enough to eat and a place to sleep in a gym hall. The light went out in the evening, my son turned me onto my stom­ach and spread my ass cheeks. He fucked me from be­hind in the pussy­hole and I wrig­gled and twitched at the holy shiv­er­ing. We stayed only a week, then they ar­ranged us pri­vately. 


My chil­dren slept on a wide couch in the TV room and I sternly ad­mon­ished them not to fuck! My daugh­ter nod­ded obe­di­ently, the son looked out of the win­dow. I fol­lowed the man — his name I will not say — into the bed­room and he stripped com­pletely naked. I had a queasy feel­ing and kept my bra and panties on. He re­trieved a clean, new pair of panties from the box. I thanked him pro­fusely, al­though nei­ther of us un­der­stood the other. He force­fully re­moved my bra and my dirty panties. Greed glis­tened in his eyes as he spread and ex­am­ined my pussy and fuck­hole with his fin­gers. 


I was mor­ti­fied as he pal­pated my clit. He in­di­cated that it was quite large, but I knew that. The clit grew be­fore fuck­ing in an­tic­i­pa­tion and got all stiff, but that’s how the good Lord made us. He mounted me even though I shook my head. I could only pray silently. He fucked very long in my pussy and it did me very good! I got the holy shiver twice, I wrig­gled and twitched in de­light. Then he had to fuck for a very long time un­til he squirted in my fuck­hole. He gave me a lit­tle kiss and turned out the light. We stayed for sev­eral weeks and he fucked me ev­ery night. My chil­dren de­nied it, of course, but then my daugh­ter con­fessed that they had fucked ev­ery night, of course. We prayed to­gether and asked for­give­ness for our sins of the flesh. 


We were ar­ranged pri­vately again. It was like the first time, the man was very good and gen­er­ous to us, but he fucked me two or three times ev­ery night. He hinted af­ter fuck­ing  that I should do it to my­self. I shook my head vig­or­ously and he did it to me with his fin­gers. I opened my legs will­ingly, twisted my head in great shame, closed my eyes de­voutly and prayed. He made me three times shiver in the holy feel­ings and my body wrig­gled and twitched with great car­nal plea­sure. Then he fucked me again and turned out the light. We also stayed with this good man for sev­eral weeks, he fucked and mas­tur­bated me ev­ery night and in the morn­ing I prayed with my chil­dren as af­ter ev­ery car­nal sin.  


We came to three more men and it al­ways went the same way. We are now al­ready three months with a very nice man who has to fuck three times ev­ery night and mas­tur­bates me won­der­fully in the breaks. I have long given up my re­sis­tance and let me fuck pa­tiently. His mother comes once a week to fuck. He fucked the widow since his child­hood, he said, now she was in a nurs­ing home. She laid wide‐legged on the bed and mum­bled, “let’s go for it!” be­cause she was yakking the whole time. She quickly be­gan to mas­tur­bate and I turned my face shame­fully away and prayed for her car­nal sin. “It’s com­ing slowly, it’s com­ing!” and she rubbed her­self fu­ri­ously. “Come on, come on, come on!” Her or­gasm be­gan. “That’s it, yeah, that’s it, baby!” she cheered her­self on. “It’s mak­ing me come, it’s mak­ing me come hard, now — now! Aaaah!” He pushed his cock into her or­gasm and fucked her pretty bru­tally, as she or­gasmed on and on un­til he cum. “Good fuck­ing, I re­ally needed it badly!” she said with a happy grin. They broke away from each other and she looked to me. “There, now you can fuck the lit­tle bitch!” she said, turn­ing over and im­me­di­ately fall­ing asleep.


He speaks a strangely out­dated Rus­sian, he has acted in the Rus­sian The­ater here, Tur­genev, Chekhov, Gorky and in many movies. But we un­der­stand each other. The The­ater has closed be­cause of the war, but he has made mil­lions and has no money wor­ries. He guards his photo al­bum like the ap­ple of his eye, there are hun­dreds of ac­tresses, most of them with very porno­graphic nude pho­tos, with whom he had fucked then. We of­ten look at the pho­tos to­gether, be­cause many of the beau­ties are de­picted very porno­graph­i­cally. He of­fers the three of us a nice and com­fort­able life and if it were up to me, I would gladly stay with him un­til the end of the war.


For he is fan­tas­tic at fuck­ing, he has long since ceased to have to ask me, I await him ev­ery night in joy­ful an­tic­i­pa­tion of our fuck­ing. He loves my lit­tle hole be­cause it is very tight and I love his hard, pow­er­ful fuck­ing as he brings me to or­gasm ev­ery time. I then hang like a baby mon­key on his body, my ab­domen twitches and wrig­gles in or­gasm un­til he squirts, jet for jet. I never had fucked with so great holy feel­ings and sa­cred shiv­er­ing. When he had fucked enough, he mas­tur­bates me un­til I am dead tired from the many or­gasms. He had grinned when I told him that I had never mas­tur­bated my­self and had only re­cently ex­pe­ri­enced it for the first time with my hosts. “You’re miss­ing out on some­thing re­ally great there, my lit­tle wifey‐wife!” he said in his old‐fash­ioned Rus­sian. 


He has a truly ex­u­ber­ant sem­i­nal flow and de­sire. He stays at the kitchen ta­ble at lunch and in the af­ter­noon and mas­tur­bates. It’s been sur­pris­ing, but we’ve got­ten used to it. My lit­tle daugh­ter al­ways sits next to him and by now she is al­lowed to mas­tur­bate him, she is very proud of that. I don’t give my chil­dren sense­less ser­mons any­more. They fuck their brains out ev­ery night and it does my daugh­ter good, so I don’t say any­thing. She is much calmer than she used to be and has a nice healthy at­ti­tude about her sex­u­al­ity. My kids don’t see any sin in their fuck­ing. I of­ten spy on them while they’re fuck­ing and if it wasn’t a big sin, I would just be happy about it. When the man mas­tur­bates me for a long time in the night, I close my eyes, I see my chil­dren fuck­ing and I fan­ta­size. It makes me in­sanely horny when my son fucks in my daugh­ter’s tiny lit­tle hole.


This man is the best in bed!!! He is the first and only one who brings me to or­gasm while fuck­ing! I clasp him very tightly so that I come to or­gasm. Our mouths, lips and tongues play horny with each other and I ac­knowl­edge with sat­is­fied sounds when he brought me to or­gasm. I still turn my head away and close my eyes in shame and shy­ness when I will­ingly lie there, wide spread and stretch my in­sanely hot clit de­mand­ing to his fin­gers. He al­ways laughs at me be­cause I am so shame­ful and shy to mas­tur­bate my­self. He is also a true mas­ter at this, his fin­gers bring me quickly and di­rectly to or­gasm. He never stops in the mid­dle like the oth­ers who gave me a break. He con­tin­ues un­flinch­ingly, I go out of un­bri­dled lust, I whim­per aloud from or­gasm to or­gasm un­til I am com­pletely ex­hausted and stop his hand. I am al­ways very deeply sad af­ter­wards and cry a lit­tle bit, prob­a­bly be­cause I have to leave him some­day. I do not even want to think about it!


I will dis­cuss  all that with my hus­band af­ter the vic­tory, be­cause mas­tur­bat­ing makes us women very happy and re­laxed. Un­for­tu­nately I have not heard from him for weeks, he must have lost his phone. 






Corinna


by Jack Faber © 2023




I’m Corinna. My life story is very sim­ple, but I’ll tell it any­way.


When my son Ray was 13, he asked me if he could bring his school­mates in the af­ter­noons. Not to study, of course, said my dear ras­cal. I had been mas­tur­bat­ing on the kitchen bench as usual, fan­ta­siz­ing that Ray had stuck his cock in my pussy and squirted in dur­ing my or­gasm. But those were prob­a­bly just dreams. I got up, put my dress back on, and Ray stowed his cock back in his pants. Okay, I said, on two con­di­tions: first, watch the con­ceiv­ing days, a child would change or even de­stroy your life and hers. Sec­ond, make sure the girl wants it on her own, there’s noth­ing worse than do­ing some­thing you don’t re­ally want your­self! Ray promised and said with a grin at the end, you can watch us if you want!


I never un­der­stood that Ray was a hyp­no­tist. My fan­tasies of him stick­ing his cock in my cunt and squirt­ing in­side me dur­ing my or­gasm were of­ten so real that I was very un­sure whether it was real or not. He had once been dragged home by a nun, caught try­ing to be­witch a young girl of the con­vent board­ing school. I protested, my Ray would never do that! He ran the flat of his hand over the nun’s face. She glowed in an­tic­i­pa­tion and rubbed and mas­tur­bated his cock to or­gasm. Fi­nally she stuck the cock in her pussy and let him squirt in­side, grin­ning shab­bily. She left hum­ming hap­pily and I looked at Ray, per­plexed. I can do that, of course, the lad mut­tered slyly.


I al­ways watched Ray and his girls from my hid­ing place, of course. Some girls were al­ready de­flow­ered or let Ray de­flower them with a quick jerk. With these girls he fucked, and only with these. But many other girls were still in­ex­pe­ri­enced or vir­gins. They mas­tur­bated Ray or them­selves, play­fully let­ting Ray mas­tur­bate them. It was only while watch­ing that I learned to mas­tur­bate like these girls, it worked much faster and the or­gas­ming was more vi­o­lent than my old way. Ray said if I wanted to I could ex­pe­ri­ence some­thing com­pletely new, I could come to them and the girls wouldn’t no­tice me. I trusted him and went along.


He told the girl to fuck me clit‐to‐clit. Did I hear right? A girl should fuck me? She mounted me, nib­bled my clit and her clit un­til we both had stiff clits and then she laid on top of me. She searched my clit with her clit and pressed hers very firmly on my clit, then she be­gan to fuck me like a man sen­si­tively. And how good that did! I held on to the girl and let her fuck me smil­ing. She re­ally thrust and fucked me great like a man and my or­gasm rose, broke loose and I trem­bled and wrig­gled in supreme rap­ture. In the mid­dle of this rap­ture I felt Ray’s cock en­ter my pussy­hole and he squirted in­side. Shak­ing and gasp­ing dur­ing his squirt­ing my or­gasm ebbed away. It was won­der­ful! Since then, I let the girls fuck me hun­dreds of times and let Ray squirt good‐na­turedly into my pussy at the end.


I mas­tur­bated usu­ally ev­ery af­ter­noon squat­ting on the kitchen bench, that was my fa­vorite place. Ray had watched with in­ter­est from an early age on, and when he could squirt with 8 or 9, I showed him all my pri­vate parts and ex­plained ev­ery­thing in de­tail. Fuck­ing in­ter­ested him a lot, so I let him fuck x‐times un­til din­ner. He said that this was some­thing very fine! Come to think of it, he did mas­tur­bate re­ally hard when­ever I squat­ted in front of him, but I don’t re­mem­ber him jerk­ing off! Maybe it wasn’t just in my imag­i­na­tion that he stuck his cock in my hole and squirted? It would not have mat­tered to me. I used to fan­ta­size that Ray put his cock in my hole and cum, but those were just fan­tasies, be­cause when I opened my eyes, I was alone. 


It was shortly af­ter his fa­ther died, we were both griev­ing for Daddy. I sat at the kitchen ta­ble with my 14‐year‐old and was de­ter­mined to tell him ev­ery­thing hon­estly from the be­gin­ning, he had a right to know.


I had no idea about sex un­til 17, I be­gan hold­ing Ray’s hand tightly, that’s when I fell in love with your fa­ther and he de­flow­ered me, gen­tly and con­sid­er­ately. I moved in with him and his brother Harry three months be­fore our wed­ding and knew some­how that I drew a blank with your fa­ther. He could only fuck me be­fore I got up when he had a morn­ing wood, never oth­er­wise. He liked to watch me rhyth­mi­cally tap and dot my crooked clit un­til I got my or­gasm. I couldn’t re­ally mas­tur­bate then, and I did the tap­ping and dab­bing from a young age on. He fucked me ev­ery morn­ing with his morn­ing wood and hur­ried off to work. I stayed alone with his brother Harry. Prob­a­bly he watched us in the morn­ing fuck, be­cause when I went to the toi­let I saw him mas­tur­bat­ing on his bed, that I had seen this many times with my school­mates. He waved me in and I had to mas­tur­bate him. I was very ashamed to do so, but Harry forced me. Then he pro­ceeded to lie on top of me and tried to fuck me. I didn’t want to do that to your fa­ther and pressed my legs to­gether. He fucked be­tween my labia with­out be­ing able to pen­e­trate. He squirted wildly and be­came more in­sis­tent ev­ery day, pen­e­trat­ing deeper and deeper. I could not re­sist my horny lust very long and let Harry fi­nally fuck me. I was ter­ri­bly ashamed to cheat on your fa­ther even be­fore the wed­ding. But it was purely phys­i­cally won­der­ful, your fa­ther fucked me with his morn­ing wood, I tapped and dot­ted my crooked, fused clit to or­gasm af­ter­wards and then I let Harry fuck me. Your fa­ther came home again one morn­ing and caught us fuck­ing. Harry had al­ready fucked me twice and wanted to do it a third time. The fa­ther pulled him off me and beat him up ter­ri­bly. He kicked him out im­me­di­ately and I think Harry em­i­grated to Aus­tralia. I lied to your fa­ther that I had fought back like the Vir­gin of Toledo, but Harry would have over­pow­ered me and fucked me against my will. Your fa­ther was so sweet, he felt very sorry for me and con­soled me that Harry had fucked me by force. 


I felt how now in the con­ver­sa­tion with Ray the horni­ness rose in me. I stripped off my dress and played with the ex­cited teats of my breasts, while I wanted to tell Ray fur­ther. But he asked me to show him the pho­tos and videos that Harry had made of me. I copied them to his smart­phone and we watched them to­gether, he be­came very horny. He looked at my 18 year old self and said I was a very very beau­ti­ful girl back then. He looked very closely at my crooked and mis­shapen clit and I said that was cor­rected only af­ter you were born. I played with my breasts hornily and ex­cited and went on. A few days af­ter our wed­ding I vis­ited a vaude­ville‐pro­gram with the hyp­no­tist Mag­nussen. He stood by the en­trance and greeted me with a hand­shake as if we knew each other. My mem­o­ries of that all are pretty vague. I sat in the au­di­ence and took off my bra and panties, not know­ing why. Then the great ma­gi­cian called me on stage as his as­sis­tant Kitty. As you know, I never had pu­bic hair, my pussy has al­ways been bare and child­like to look at. I was on stage do­ing ev­ery­thing the great mas­ter told me to do. I took off my dress over my head and the au­di­ence was al­lowed to ad­mire my beau­ti­ful, large breasts, which did not hang down as far then as they do now. The au­di­ence gave thun­der­ous ap­plause for my naked­ness and the mas­ter es­corted me to a di­van half cov­ered by a trans­par­ent cur­tain. I lay down on the di­van full of an­tic­i­pa­tion and Mag­nussen sent me 5 hyp­no­tized men with erect cocks. One by one they fucked me re­ally hard while Mag­nussen per­formed his other tricks. But the men were not al­lowed to squirt in my pussy, they had to pull out their cock at the first cum and fin­ish squirt­ing on my breasts. My fuck­ing on the di­van was only vis­i­ble to those in the au­di­ence who had solved an ex­pen­sive ex­tra ticket. I was so horny from fuck­ing with 5 men, you can’t imag­ine, my lit­tle Ray!


I hadn’t just been play­ing with my teats for a long time, I had se­cretly reached for my clit. I con­tin­ued to tell ex­cit­edly. With my heart pound­ing and my cunt throb­bing, I fol­lowed Mas­ter Mag­nussen to the ho­tel room where he fucked me un­til dawn. Of course, he did not squirt on my breasts, but in­side, re­ally hard and deep in­side! I sneaked home and fucked with Dad’s morn­ing wood. He never knew that I was fucked back­stage for a whole week by 5 dif­fer­ent men who got me hot to give all of me to the great ma­gi­cian af­ter­wards. Ray in­ter­rupted here. He was prob­a­bly the hyp­no­tist’s kid, he said, and I nod­ded un­cer­tainly. “I don’t know for sure,” I replied, “af­ter all, I fucked the Mas­ter and your Daddy ev­ery day. It could be ei­ther of them, but purely on the sur­face you look more like Mag­nussen than your fa­ther.” Ray nod­ded thought­fully, “I rather didn’t get my spe­cial skills from Dad!” I had had a few small or­gasms, which I hid from Ray, but I con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate se­cretly. 


Af­ter you were born, the doc­tor told me she saw how crooked my cli­toris was. She could cor­rect it very eas­ily, and she cut away the tight fore­skin that was pre­vent­ing my cli­toris from straight­en­ing. In the next while, my clit stood as straight as a flag­pole, even grow­ing to 2 inches. It was won­der­ful and soon I could mas­tur­bate quite prop­erly like other girls. It also helped a lot when your girl­friends fucked me clit‐to‐clit.


I lay down on the bench, my clit burst­ing with de­sire, and I looked down at Ray’s firm cock. Daddy was dead, so what the hell! “Come fuck me, re­ally fuck!” I begged Ray, I couldn’t take it any­more with horni­ness. That’s when we fucked prop­erly for the first time, and ev­ery god­damn day since un­til he was 28. 







Veronika


by Jack Faber © 2023




I’m Veron­ica and I’ve had an in­ter­est­ing life. I don’t like to talk about my sex­u­al­ity that much, but I guess it has to be done now. 


I grew up in a nun­nery. Sis­ter Mathilda was my room­mate and like a big sis­ter. I al­ways watched her mas­tur­bate with her mouth open, back then I couldn’t mas­tur­bate. Fri­day was al­ways bathing day and the other sis­ters looked stupid and con­temp­tu­ous when she mas­tur­bated in the bath wa­ter. Hyp­ocrites, said Mathilda only, be­cause the oth­ers also mas­tur­bated, but se­cretly. We spied out the win­dow when Fa­ther Anselm stood in the stream up to his calves, rub­bing his cock and splash­ing in the wa­ter. I had to de­scribe ev­ery­thing in de­tail to short‐sighted Mathilda. Aha, he mas­tur­bates, he jerks off! Mathilda in­structed me. Af­ter bathing, I was al­lowed to lie on top of her and play fuck­ing. That was the crown­ing of the week, it flashed and twitched in my pussy and Mathilda made her­self beau­ti­ful. Fri­day to Sat­ur­day she went clean and fra­grant over to the men’s monastery, of­fi­cially to clean, but I knew that she let her­self be fucked all night by one lit­tle monk af­ter the other, un­til all had cum of­ten enough.
.

The monastery had to close in the tur­moil of the war. I came to live with Aunt Irene, who was very rich. Her hus­band was a fer­vent Nazi in a smart uni­form with a tiny lit­tle cock and didn’t fuck Irene of­ten. She let her child­hood sweet­heart Her­bert fuck her once a week. Her Nazi‐hus­band sent the Jews to con­cen­tra­tion camps, robbed their money, their jew­elry and their houses, which he sold at a high price. He fucked all the Jew­ish women and all their daugh­ters, pretty or not, plea­sur­ably and aware that they were only pretty 2nd class peo­ple far be­low him, be­fore send­ing them to the camp. One day af­ter the Führer, he also wanted to shoot him­self in the head, but he whined and whim­pered cow­ardly with the pis­tol in his mouth. One of his Jew­ish em­ploy­ees, whom he had raped many times be­fore, fi­nally pulled his fin­ger on the trig­ger. 


Irene didn’t care, she had her Her­bert once a week for fuck­ing when his wife went to town to get fucked by her for­mer hair­dresser. Irene had be­come ter­ri­bly rich and spent the day in bed, smok­ing, mas­tur­bat­ing and drink­ing tea. With her tea she had sharp booze, two to three bot­tles a day. She be­came more and more ill and Her­bert and I lay be­side her help­ing her. Her­bert was there for fuck­ing, I had to serve her and help her mas­tur­bate. When she was al­ready too weak to fuck, Her­bert had to fuck me, through the hole in the hy­men. Irene screeched that he must not pierce my hy­men, I was not that kind of woman! So we did it un­til Irene died.


I had in­her­ited her house and the bank ac­count with the 4 mil­lion and could live care­free, but I got bored and cooked lunch for the or­phan­age ev­ery day. I adopted the child of a British spy the Nazis had ex­e­cuted. Jack moved in with me and helped me with the lunches. He taught me to read and write and I did el­e­men­tary and mid­dle school in ex­teral diplo­mas, for that I will al­ways be grate­ful to him. But Jack also taught me about sex­u­al­ity.


In the be­gin­ning I learned to mas­tur­bate him in the shower and let him cum on my breasts or in my mouth. Then I learned to mas­tur­bate my­self, I knew how to do it but I had never done it be­fore. Then Jack de­flow­ered me and we fucked non­stop for the next few years. I had only ever known fuck­ing with Her­bert. He poked in my hole with his thin old‐man‐cock, it was not erotic or ex­cit­ing at all and we were both ad­mit­tedly scared as hell he might hurt, tear or de­stroy my hy­men. He was scared as hell of Irene, who on the one hand forced him to fuck me, but at the same time vi­ciously for­bade him to fuck me in the nat­u­ral way. Hun­dreds of times the poor guy poked around in my hole un­til he painstak­ingly squirted.


Jack, on the other hand, de­flow­ered me with­out bat­ting an eye­lash, he fucked me with the con­cen­trated power of the 14 year old that I won­dered which train had hit me! I al­most al­ways had or­gasms, cling­ing bliss­fully smil­ing to this beast that fucked me with an­i­mal strength, fucked and fucked and squirted in­side pow­er­fully. Even the cum and squirt­ing in­side was bru­tal and not a light breeze like Her­bert. I was so keen to fuck that we fucked our brains out!


Jack had a sis­ter in Lon­don and they in­her­ited the big fam­ily man­sion and many mil­lions of pounds. He stayed in Lon­don and fucked his hunch­back sis­ter with love, he stud­ied medicine, what he al­ways wanted to. I let a pho­tog­ra­pher take me naked and later be­came the lead­ing ac­tress in his porn films. I let hun­dreds of well‐hung men like stal­lions fuck me in front of the cam­era and I mas­tur­bated to my heart’s lik­ing. I did not de­pend on the fee, but I was proud that I earned money my­self. I also had many girl­friends to fuck pri­vately, al­though I am not les­bian.


I vis­ited Jack and Janet in Lon­don sev­eral times and moved in with him. He sent me an ex­cel­lent man who helped sell my house and prop­erty well, it brought me 24 mil­lion Marks. I thanked this friend with the most beau­ti­ful fuck­ing, al­though he was ac­tu­ally gay. Money he did not ac­cept.


In Lon­don, I cap­tured the heart of a real Lord and we moved into a house next to Jack and Janet. Sir Pe­ter, my Lord, adopted Jack and Janet, they be­came Lord and Lady. My son, an Eng­lish Lord! There was a short cer­e­mony at the royal palace, only the Queen did not come her­self. I learned a hon­or­able pro­fes­sion be­cause Sir Pe­ter didn’t want that I fucked for porn movies any­more. I be­came a kinder­garten teacher and af­ter a few years I ran the Aus­trian and Ger­man kinder­gartens. 


I stayed in Lon­don even af­ter Sir Pe­ter died. 






The Witch


by Jack Faber © 2023




My name is Gen­ovefa and to­mor­row I will be burned at the stake. Yes­ter­day our spir­i­tual leader, Jan Hus, was burned at the stake. We write the year of our Lord 1415, I am the pris­oner of the Coun­cil of Con­stance and my Lord Sigis­mund. A prison keeper, whom I pay with car­nal plea­sures, will give this writ­ing to my dear brother. I wish to swear to you that I am not a witch. Not at all.


I lived in the small vil­lage of Wall­hausen near Con­stance, my fa­ther is a good black­smith and I have four big broth­ers. My mother un­for­tu­nately died with the last baby when I was eleven. Since then I sleep with my fa­ther like his wife, be­cause he does not want to re­marry. My broth­ers de­flow­ered me when I was 8 and like to fuck me on a case by case ba­sis. But I pre­fer to lie with my fa­ther.


Our fam­ily is re­formed and for years se­cret fol­low­ers of Jan Hus. We revered him very much and it is some­how a dis­tinc­tion to loose life one day af­ter him. We vil­lage girls are fair game for the fine Junkers when they rush up on horse­back. They rape us vil­lage girls with the ar­ro­gance of the no­bil­ity. We are owned serfs, in the truest sense of the word. 


I spent a lot of time in the for­est with the Wise Women. They trained me to be a healer, I can do ev­ery­thing like them. I mostly stayed overnight with fa­ther and not very of­ten in the for­est. But even in the for­est I quickly had good friends and ev­ery night some­one to fuck. The ac­cu­sa­tions of be­ing a witch are false. If they had ac­cused me of be­ing an ad­dicted‐ob­sessed onanist and let­ting my­self be fucked by any­one who would treat me kindly, yes, I would be guilty of that. 


I of­ten went for days into the woods by the lake, there live the for­est men. They are mostly men who want to live in the wild and do not like a Kings dom­i­na­tion. They are nei­ther man‐eaters nor wild beasts. I let them fuck me in the woods all day long by dozens of them and I sleep in a group where ev­ery­one fucks me good‐na­turedly in the evening and some of them wake me up in the night or be­fore sun­rise and fuck me qui­etly be­cause they need it a third or fourth time. These men not only like to fuck very much, but they also fuck re­ally good! They fuck me strongly and pow­er­fully to or­gasm and each con­tin­ues to fuck in my or­gasm un­til I am re­laxed again. They can wait pa­tiently fuck­ing along with the squirt­ing un­til my or­gasm is over and I nod and smile hap­pily, then they squirt long and full of plea­sure in my lit­tle hole. With them I have al­ways loved to fuck a lot. 


I mas­tur­bate ev­ery night, and al­ways have. Since we all have a sin­gle room to live and sleep in, I didn’t need to keep any­thing a se­cret. Just like I al­ways got that the fa­ther and my broth­ers were fuck­ing the mother, the same way they got my mas­tur­bat­ing. My mother mas­tur­bated only rarely, be­cause she was fucked by all ex­ten­sively and got so her re­lax­ation and suf­fi­cient car­nal sat­is­fac­tion. I had bum­ble­bees in my ass from a young age on and was quite tense un­til my mother took pity on me and let me watch her mas­tur­bate one day. Since then I am re­laxed and sat­is­fied.


My fa­ther usu­ally fucks me only two nights a week, he doesn’t need it more of­ten. But it is al­ways very in­tense and I usu­ally have an or­gasm with him. My broth­ers pre­fer the doggy po­si­tion, I never get an or­gasm there. When the per­fumed no­bles fucked me, I don’t get an or­gasm ei­ther, I’m far too afraid of their un­pre­dictable whims. Many of them who have fucked me be­fore while rid­ing by were now sit­ting in my judg­ment, not rec­og­niz­ing me in my rags. I looked at them qui­etly, An­other One will judge them. 


I al­ways liked to fuck or mas­tur­bate women and girls. There were many of them. Sur­pris­ingly many could not mas­tur­bate be­fore and learned it from me in bliss­ful mo­ments. But most of all I loved to fuck them, be­cause there is def­i­nitely noth­ing more beau­ti­ful for me than fuck­ing a girl  clit‐to‐clit. The ac­tive ex­pe­ri­ences a cer­tain feel­ing of power over the pas­sive, this in­no­cent feel­ing of power is in­sanely horny and erotic and yet can not hurt any­one. This, fuck­ing the girls, was one of the surest proofs that I had in­ter­course with Sa­tan, that I was a real witch, my judges said. I had fucked the young daugh­ters of some of my judges, that’s where their knowl­edge and en­vi­ous ha­tred must have come from.


In prison, count­less priests, bish­ops or judges vis­ited me, be­cause I was the only witch younger than 60. They pre­tended to visit me for pro­fes­sional rea­sons, but in truth ev­ery­one just wanted to fuck the young witch, it was as sim­ple as that. The spir­i­tual mas­ters fuck hor­ri­bly grotty, Amen! They don’t bring you to or­gasm, they just fuck stupidly with­out ex­cit­ing the girl more than a lit­tle and some­how squirt un­ex­pect­edly at some point. As of­ten as I could, I threw them out of my fuck­hole to squirt and let them jerk off with their own hands onto the floor. If one asked, I told him I didn’t want to take an in­no­cently con­ceived child to the stake. Never did I mas­tur­bate any of them, never did I let them watch me mas­tur­bat­ing, al­though I was usu­ally still re­ally hot de­spite their lust­less fuck­ing. I al­ways waited un­til I was alone with my nice guard, be­cause he al­ways watched me mas­tur­bate in a friendly and en­cour­ag­ing way and was usu­ally so horny af­ter­wards that he fucked me right away. He is very sweet to me and re­ally likes to fuck me, al­though he can’t do it very well. In re­turn I get ev­ery wish ful­filled by him, if it is noth­ing stupid. Of course, he is not al­lowed to re­lease me. 


I am now 22, I have nursed many wounds, col­lected many medic­i­nal herbs and pre­pared heal­ing teas, I have helped many girls and women give birth. I let my dear prison keeper fuck me ev­ery day, as of­ten as he likes, be­cause he has no wife and yet he is an eas­ily arous­able  man. Why should I not give him car­nal plea­sures with my smooth, soft and will­ing body?


The sun rises, I must end. In­clude me in your prayers, I die free and blame­less.


The sun rises for me for the last time. Your Gen­ovefa.






Eve in Par­adise


by Jack Faber © 2023




I gave my­self the name Eve and have lived in par­adise since time im­memo­rial. Leonardo, the Holy Spirit (of which later) cre­ated me so that the spir­its of the peo­ple in Par­adise would have a wife at their dis­posal. He has cre­ated me as a 16‐year‐old girl af­ter the model of an Egyp­tian girl whom Leonardo at that time was in­sanely in love with some 150 thou­sand years ago and al­most ob­ses­sely lay with her in sul­try nights and haunted her like crazy with his sin­ful de­sires. Many, many gen­er­a­tions later, her de­scen­dants would be­come the first pharaohs. — Where was I? Ah yes, Leonardo! 


At some point he de­cided to ex­change my sweet Egyp­tian cunt for an even sweeter Asian cunt, a no‐brainer for him. He is very fickle about this and falls in love with any dif­fer­ent kind of cunts ev­ery few thou­sand years. Some­times it was a Baby­lo­nian, As­syr­ian or Canaan­ite cunt that robbed him of sleep. Not to men­tion the Ice­landic, In­dian and the Es­kimo cunts. I would have be­come for sure com­pletely crazy, had he changed my cunt ev­ery few mil­len­nia. No, thank God he didn’t, I re­mained as crazy as be­fore, be­cause the Asian cunt can re­ally do some­thing. He is one of the three bosses, which are the Old Man, his son J.C. and just Leonardo, called the Holy Spirit. 


First of all, I want to set the record straight about your idea of par­adise, it’s not quite as crazy as you’ve been led to be­lieve. First, there is no such thing as par­adise. Harp strum­ming, cloud home, singing Hal­lelu­jah, see­ing and prais­ing God? Well, the travel agency has sold you a lot of non­sense! There is no such par­adise. They — that is, those who used to live as hu­man be­ings be­fore — are sim­ply spir­its, bod­i­less and in­vis­i­ble. We are nowhere and ev­ery­where, we go when­ever and wher­ever we want, to any place or to any mor­tal at any time, de­pend­ing on what in­ter­ests us. Whether you want to see Venice the beau­ti­ful city in the Re­nais­sance or watch the french Queen Marie‐An­toinette fuck­ing, do just what you want. There is very lit­tle that we spir­its can do with our free time. Af­ter all, we can’t change any­thing in the real world, noth­ing! We know that pre­cious cup is about to fall to the ground and shat­ter, but there is noth­ing we can do about it. We see the sweet child Iosif Vis­sar­i­onovich Dzhugashvili hap­pily bathing in the lit­tle river, but we can’t pre­vent him from grow­ing up and one day be­com­ing a mil­lion‐fold mur­derer as Stalin. — So, that’s how it is. 


Philoso­phers de­bate with other philoso­phers over a hair in the soup, silly as usual. Oth­ers travel day and night be­cause they haven’t trav­eled much in their lives. Still oth­ers fol­low events on Earth be­cause they are cu­ri­ous about pol­i­tics, pub­lic af­fairs or the Sex lives of peo­ple. But they are all sex­ual be­ings, these spir­its. So there­fore the men­tion­ing of Marie‐An­toinette, the spir­its are crazy cu­ri­ous about sex, watch­ing it — be­fore do­ing it. So, now I come back into the game with my Asian pussy.  — Are you still fol­low­ing me? 


So, then on with the tale. Spir­its can watch in the real world, but they can’t touch, not the lan­guish­ing youth boy or the shyly mas­tur­bat­ing vir­gin maiden, as much as you pine for it. Now or­der comes into our con­tem­pla­tion, now Leonardo cre­ates me, so that the spir­its have whom to touch and fuck with. I prob­a­bly do not be­tray too much when I say that all spir­its can and may fuck me, dis­em­bod­ied in­deed, but for them just as real as in the world.


By the way, Leonardo is the only boss who lies down with me (as Leonardo, of course). The Old Man re­tired dis­ap­pointed to his study bil­lions of years ago and no one has seen him since. And J.C., well, he’s the hand­somest of the three, but he’s mar­ried to Mary Mag­da­lene and she won’t let him. I’ve tried it many times, many times he had al­ready taken off his tu­nic and lay down cov­etously with me and al­ready pressed his splen­did cock into my pussy and started to fuck me won­der­fully, but then Maria Mag­dalena came around the cor­ner like a scream­ing fury and beat the poor guy and his splen­did cock home! But there’s some­thing like that only in par­adise. 


Ev­ery morn­ing I am kissed awake by three or four putto’s, that are the cute lit­tle naked‐assed boy‐an­gels you know them. Leonardo liked me very much and wanted to do some­thing good for me. But now he has not only friends. The an­gels — each in a dif­fer­ent guise — are not only good and beau­ti­ful, some are nasty and re­bel­lious. Belze­bub — a small, vi­cious yap­ping rough‐haired dachs­hund — had a score to set­tle with Leonardo and con­jured up my sweet put­tos cocks, real lit­tle man cocks! They wake me up as al­ways, but they fuck me be­fore the morn­ing cof­fee, one af­ter the other and they squirt on my clean body if they do not get their turn im­me­di­ately. I shook my head in de­nial when Leonardo dis­cov­ered this. “Let it be, my dear hus­band, it’s fine like that!” Maybe he didn’t no­tice what fun this was for me with the horny lit­tle ones.


Leonardo, my hus­band or fa­ther or cre­ator, is my fa­vorite man to fuck. He had poached cen­turies ago in the guise of a Baby­lo­nian prince in the beds of the vir­gin Flo­ren­tine Medici‐daugh­ters and showed them that there was also some­thing hornier than mas­tur­bat­ing. He dis­cov­ered a hand­some, clever and pop­u­lar boy with a big, strong cock who gave him se­ri­ous com­pe­ti­tion in poach­ing in­side the pussies of the vir­gins. At first he took the body­form of this Leonardo in or­der to land with all the chaste girls. But the new body gave him so much plea­sure and suc­cess that he kept the body as an avatar ever since. I was just as en­thu­si­as­tic as he, be­cause this Leonardo pre­pared count­less wild nights for me!


The saints from the first Chris­tian mil­len­nium were the most pleas­ant. They had lived quite hon­estly chaste, never lay with a girl and many of them even de­nied them­selves mas­tur­ba­tion. They were praised here in the here­after and were highly re­spected spir­its be­cause of their im­pec­ca­ble lives.  But they had to change com­pletely. Here they were al­lowed. I in­tro­duced them all with ten­der­ness and sex‐ap­peal into the world of love­mak­ing and pre­pared a great start for them. I was amazed at how clumsy celebri­ties like Tomás Ac­quino or Saint Au­gus­tine were. They wrote the most in­ge­nious works, but lay with me trem­bling with fear and didn’t know where front and back were! How many times I had to pull these fools out of my ass­hole and stuff them right in the pussy­hole! Leonardo said laugh­ing, they were so used to that, they had al­ways fucked only in the ass­holes of young boys! Hi­erony­mus was com­pletely dif­fer­ent, he didn’t need any school­ing, not even Fran­cisco de As­sisi, they still knew ex­actly what was the plan.


Quite well I re­mem­ber the long con­ver­sa­tions with a cer­tain Pene­lope, for­merly a Queen of Ithaca in Greece. She was one of the few spir­its who — like my­self — never had pu­bic hair, there were only a few of us. We laugh­ingly com­pared her hair­less Greek pussy and my hair­less Asian pussy and gig­gled like lit­tle girls. She told me about her life, 12 years she was mar­ried to a King, then he went to war, came back for two months and dis­ap­peared for­ever. Fol­low­ing the cus­tom, she had her 11‐year‐old son laid to her, and he be­came her faith­ful lover un­til her death. She gazed for a long time over the sea of clouds that joined the sea on the hori­zon. “There was only one wild time in my life, Eva,” she said dream­ily, “when I re­ally let the wild sow out! Lit­er­ally!” I had be­come cu­ri­ous. 


“There came to me no­ble gen­tle­men,” she told me, “sixty in num­ber, seek­ing to marry me.” She stalled them, say­ing she couldn’t de­cide. The no­ble gen­tle­men, by char­ac­ter all lowly buc­ca­neers, de­cided to fuck her for trial, she should de­cide af­ter­wards. She was ex­cited and horny, so many cocks at once! We two women laughed un­til our sides stung. Many cocks on of­fer, we both knew that, were a se­duc­ing ten­ta­tion. Pene­lope con­tin­ued, she had fucked through ev­ery night with dozens of the men for al­most 4 years, she was greedy as never be­fore and got ev­ery­thing a re­spectable wife never got. Pene­lope laughed sheep­ishly, “I re­ally was a love‐starved wild sow then!” Now, her son was re­turn­ing from an odyssey that had led him in search of his miss­ing fa­ther, and had grown se­ri­ous and ma­ture. 


She had let him go with a heavy heart and wor­ried who would warm her 17 year old’s feet at night, in­ex­pe­ri­enced in mat­ters of love as he was? She needn’t have wor­ried, he was smart and sly like her and lay with the maid­ens and youngest daugh­ters ev­ery night. He spurned the wives of the hosts and the moth­ers of the daugh­ters, wisely ar­gu­ing that he had not come to whore with the wives of no­ble men, but to seek the fa­ther. The girls got ev­ery­thing they wanted from him, he de­flow­ered them of course and gave them or­gasms. He grinned wryly as many of the de­praved, filthy girls begged him for an­other and an­other or­gasm.


Pene­lope paused. “I don’t want to bore you with my ram­bling speeches, Eva,” but I asked her to con­tinue. Pene­lope sighed deeply. She had great fear in her heart, she won­dered how he re­acted to her greedy fuck­ing? But again, she had noth­ing to worry about. Her son took ad­van­tage of the lengthy ban­quets in the evenings to lie un­ob­tru­sively be­side the naked mis­tresses of the no­bles. He in­con­spic­u­ously stuck his cock into the pussies of the beau­ties, chat­ting, jok­ing, and car­ry­ing on a filthy, pig­gish whis­per with them un­til ei­ther the girls’ pig­gish gig­gles made him cum on his own or — in most cases — she se­cretly rubbed his cock in her pussy­hole with pig­gish whis­per­ing and made him squirt in­side. Some neigh­bor­ing mis­tresses watched her se­cretly mas­tur­bat­ing him and touched their clits in arouse­ment. They didn’t  vis­i­bly fuck, it wasn’t no­ticed by no one but me, so Pene­lope smiled horny aroused at him and winked at her rogue se­cret fucker. “Dur­ing these 40 ban­quets my boy squirted sev­eral times in their pussies, and in all of them!” Pene­lope laughed brightly. He was fuck­ing all the beau­ti­ful mis­tresses mul­ti­ple times in re­tal­i­a­tion for the Lords fuck­ing Pene­lope un­law­fully and hu­mil­i­at­ing her. “I couldn’t teach him any­thing new!” ex­claimed Pene­lope laugh­ing.


The trial fuck­ing of the no­bles, but also Pene­lope’s greedy de­sire for it shocked him. The podium of shame was vir­tu­ally in front of ev­ery­one, the no­bles sur­rounded her, loudly judg­ing the per­for­mance of their com­peti­tors and star­ing at her lit­tle hole, in which the com­peti­tor was vi­o­lently fuck­ing. The son was ashamed of her, laid her head on his lap and put a hand pro­tec­tively on her clit. His cock loomed over her face and when he mas­tur­bated her briefly to trig­ger her or­gasm, he squirted a rich jet into her mouth. He told her not to worry, he had been sav­ing his se­men for her on his odyssey. Sure enough, he squirted ev­ery time a rich jet in her mouth un­til sun­rise with each of her or­gasms. 


Pene­lope fell silent and looked over at me. “So, what hap­pened next?” I urged. Thirty days it went on, she con­tin­ued, sens­ing how sad and hurt her son was. “On the thir­ti­eth evening, he smashed the bed of sin with an axe and led me vig­or­ously up­stairs to my bed­room. We stayed in bed un­til noon the next day, it was one of the horni­est nights,” Pene­lope smirked, shak­ing her head with a laugh. “I re­al­ized right away that I didn’t want any of the No­bles, just him!” 


When Pene­lope’s si­lence took me too long, I nudged her in the side with my el­bow. “The God­dess was play­ing a nasty joke on me!” she con­tin­ued in a sad tone. The God­dess had turned her hus­band into a filthy old beg­gar when he en­tered the cas­tle. He chal­lenged the no­bles to a con­test with her hus­band’s bow and won! The son was privy to ev­ery­thing and had de­posited quiv­ers of ar­rows all over the hall and the beg­gar shot all 60 no­bles dead. The beg­gar an­swered a tricky quizzing ques­tion the proper an­swer and now Pene­lope was sure that the raggedy fel­low must be her hus­band. She of­fered him her lips for a kiss and now the God­dess changed him back into his form. The joy of re­union lasted only a short time, af­ter a few weeks the God­dess or­dered him to leave again. He never came back. The son be­came King, but he did not take a Queen but lay with Pene­lope and fucked her du­ty­fully un­til her death. 


Pene­lope bowed her head sadly. I waited pa­tiently, what could I ask her now? She said af­ter her death he had made a pe­tite, shy vir­gin princess of 12 his Queen. Pene­lope shook her head and mut­tered an an­cient pa­gan spell. “I’ve been over­come with a bad feel­ing that it’s go­ing to end badly with these two,” Pene­lope said sadly. She said she was there on the wed­ding night, the girl was def­i­nitely an un­touched vir­gin and she wept bit­terly as he de­flow­ered her. With joy and re­lief, Pene­lope added. The dear child al­ways will­ingly and pa­tiently let him fuck her as of­ten as he wanted, even though she her­self did not have an or­gasm.


Ev­ery­thing seemed fine, Pene­lope said, un­til the day her rich out­fit ar­rived a few months later. Pene­lope crossed her fin­gers in pain. She knew at once where her bad pre­mo­ni­tion had come from. The princess had been brought her puppy. The maiden had trained the wretched mutt from youth to lick her clit to or­gasm! Pene­lope kept silent de­ject­edly and I ex­claimed, like the Hanove­rian count­ess, cry­ing her eyes out in par­adise for her Great Dane dog, with whom she much pre­ferred to fuck than with her gay hus­band! But Pene­lope shook her head, the vir­gin only had her clit licked to or­gasm, she did never fuck the lit­tle dog­gie. Pene­lope was sad, be­cause her son’s  wife never got or­gasm and did not like to mas­tur­bate in his pres­ence, and she never did, def­i­nitely not! The faith­ful ser­vants re­ported to him se­cretly that she could only or­gasm while be­ing licked by the lit­tle dog, and only then she mas­tur­bated long and in­tense. He was hor­ri­fied and as if struck, he did not know what to do for the first time in his life. Pene­lope had be­come a ghost and could not ad­vise him. I asked in her si­lence what she would had ad­vised him to do, be­cause I was al­ready toy­ing with the idea of us­ing Leonardo, as he could ap­pear to peo­ple in dreams or in a vi­sion. Pene­lope thought for a long time. “I would tell him to ac­cept it and ac­tively ex­pe­ri­ence the dog’s lick­ing to­gether with her, as with me!”  I was silent in hor­ror, af­ter all I had only seen dogs in my trav­els, but now Pene­lope? 


The si­lence lasted a very long time, and I looked at Pene­lope sit­ting strad­dled across from me. She had a beau­ti­ful, child­like‐look­ing and hair­less pussy like me, which is how our in­ti­mate con­ver­sa­tion be­gan. Pene­lope ap­peared now at a self‐cho­sen age of mid‐twen­ties. She had very finely curved labia with a large clit with­out a fore­skin, which al­ways seemed to be stiff, as if she were per­ma­nently aroused. When she moved a lit­tle, the labia re­vealed her tiny lit­tle hole. I lifted my gaze and looked at her full, firm breasts. It was quite clear that prob­a­bly all the no­bles of the coun­try were keen on this beau­ti­ful maiden, who ex­uded a lot of sex‐ap­peal.


The si­lence lasted a very long time un­til I fi­nally asked Pene­lope. She laughed up­roar­i­ously and shook her head with plea­sure, “No, never with a dog!”. This cus­tom was es­pe­cially com­mon in the east­ern ar­eas of Greece, where a great many women dressed their pooches to have their clits licked to or­gasm. Many many women, not to say all. This was con­sid­ered quite nor­mal in the east­ern cities, but not in her west­ern home­land, she was not aware of a sin­gle woman who had her clit licked by a dog­gie. The women in her home­land mas­tur­bated with their fin­gers, that was very com­mon. In the West, they didn’t train dogs, but horses, no­ble stal­lions. On my many short trips I have of course seen many an­i­mals, dogs, cats, horses etc… But it had never oc­curred to me to look at their gen­i­tals. I was mainly in­ter­ested in the sex­ual cus­toms and habits of mor­tals, be­cause only in this way I learned new things and what was in fash­ion at the mo­ment. I was able to ob­serve peo­ple within 1,800,000 years and learn the ex­cit­ing evo­lu­tion of their sex­u­al­ity. I looked a lit­tle con­fused at Pene­lope. “And — you too?” She nod­ded af­ter a mo­ment’s thought. I just had to fuck­ing know. “Can you talk about it?” I asked qui­etly, “I’d never heard of it be­fore and I even can’t imag­ine it.” Pene­lope nod­ded, “but let’s keep it be­tween us girls, okay?” I nod­ded and said, only Leonardo would know, be­cause he could read my mind, that’s how it was. 


Pene­lope said she had been given a very young stal­lion in her child­hood, Pro­trak­tes, in her coun­try horses have names like peo­ple. She trained him to be mas­tur­bated ev­ery night when she rode him out, that was very com­mon there. She mas­tur­bated him ev­ery day un­til the end of life, then he got a fu­neral at the stake like a fallen hero war­rior. Pene­lope no­ticed that I had no clue what she was talk­ing about. She smiled kindly and said she would de­scribe it quite ac­cu­rately.


“I rode naked ev­ery evening, sit­ting on Pro­tract’s beau­ti­ful body with­out a sad­dle, to my fa­vorite spot, with only a thin veil blow­ing be­hind me so peo­ple wouldn’t tear­ing their mouth off too much about the naked rider. I lay down on the grass and pre­pared my pussy for the night with the King. Pro­trak­tes sniffed my pussy as I mas­tur­bated, he watched with a know­ing horny look and his cock grew arm long and stiff. When I was done, he sniffed again my hot pussy and trot­ted for­ward, over me, so that his cock was right there for the tak­ing. His cock was about as thick as a man’s, but at least twice as long. I mas­tur­bated him ly­ing down, do­ing the same as mas­tur­bat­ing a man. He squirted in the grass or on my breasts or on my pussy, just as I felt like it. I wiped his se­men  and hugged him lov­ingly, he was my most loyal friend. Only rarely did I have to mas­tur­bate him a sec­ond time and we rode home to my hus­band. My pussy was hot and Pro­trak­tes’ warm fur kept it nicely on blaz­ing flames.” I nod­ded grate­fully, for now I could pic­ture it well. Pene­lope took a mo­ment and con­tin­ued.


“Around the time Odysseus went off to that un­for­tu­nate war my 11 year old lay with me ev­ery night and quickly learned to fuck me. I once went to the horse sta­bles with a girl­friend at noon. There I saw for the first time how she let her­self be fucked by a young stal­lion. It looked very horny and I watched my girl­friend how good it did her, how much she en­joyed it and she prayed pa­gan spells, em­brac­ing the stal­lions neck thank­fully. I had heard since I was a child that those women who fol­lowed the old pa­gan re­li­gion let them­selves be fucked by the “holy stal­lions”, but I just gig­gled stupidly at these leg­ends. Yes, I didn’t even un­der­stand what the old pa­gan re­li­gion was. I couldn’t sleep for days, rolling from side to side and mas­tur­bat­ing with the wildest, horni­est im­ages of the stal­lion‐fuck­ing in my head. Then I went with the girl­friend to the sta­ble at noon. I let her trained stal­lion fuck me for the first time, and it was won­der­ful!”


“The horse’s glans looks a lit­tle dif­fer­ent. It’s flat­ter and rounder, and where the glans joins the cock, there’s a thick ring that gets quite firm when it gets hard. Sup­pos­edly, it serves to seal the mare’s hole so that the se­men doesn’t ooze out too quickly. Any­way, it serves us damn pa­gan women to di­rectly stim­u­late our G‐Spot, which not many men can do. You slide in the Hage­mo­nion, which is a strong wooden frame where the stal­lion can rest his front hooves and a long board for the woman at the right height. You let the stal­lion sniff or lick your pussy, be­cause they are trained to quickly be­come erect at our pussy’s scent. The woman grabs his cock tightly with both hands and in­serts it into her lit­tle pussy­hole. It is about as thick as a man’s, but twice as long or longer. That’s why you have to hold him strong with both hands, so that he doesn’t pen­e­trate too deeply in his horny rage at the end and im­pale the poor woman! I come to or­gasm very well with the stal­lion and hold him well when he fucks faster and squirts. Usu­ally it’s enough for me to get fucked four or five times in a row, that tires me out com­fort­ably, but I al­ways had to mas­tur­bate fu­ri­ously af­ter­wards. My girl­friend says a well trained stud can squirt 25 times or more be­fore he goes lame.”


“So, you only let the stal­lion fuck you once?” I asked cu­ri­ously. Pene­lope laughed and slapped her thighs. “No, what are you think­ing! I snuck into the barn as many times as I could. My son once mis­spoke and con­fessed that he had been sneak­ing af­ter me from the be­gin­ning, watch­ing ev­ery­thing from a dis­tance. He no­ticed it him­self, how good it did me and what beau­ti­ful or­gasms I had af­ter­wards. Since I al­ways bathed be­fore din­ner af­ter I re­turned with Pro­trak­tes, he didn’t mind the stal­lions se­men or scent at all. I hugged and kissed my son, from then on he was of­fi­cially al­lowed to go with me to the stal­lion and sit at my feet to see ev­ery­thing closely. Those were the only times my son saw me mas­tur­bate be­cause I al­ways needed it badly im­me­di­ately af­ter fuck­ing the stal­lion. We went to the stal­lions al­most ev­ery day, even when he was al­ready King. He gave me a beau­ti­ful young trained stal­lion af­ter the 4 hor­ri­ble years with the bride‐seek­ing no­ble­men. The stal­lion was trained to lick my pussy and clit in­tensely be­fore fuck­ing, that’s why my son se­lected him for me. My son loved me all his life with all his heart.”


Pene­lope, while nar­rat­ing with her eyes closed, had been gen­tly stroking her clit. Now she lay back with her cheeks glow­ing, her clit stir­ring stiffly an inch out, stiff to burst­ing and maybe she phan­ta­sized of her stal­lion be­hind her closed eyes. She mas­tur­bated very ef­fec­tively and rou­tinely and I jumped back in time. Pene­lope lay down on the Hage­mo­nion and let the stal­lion fuck her five times in a row. The son sat across from her with glow­ing ears and watched her fuck. She mas­tur­bated with a shame­ful and very shy smil­ing to her son af­ter the fuck­ing, turn­ing her head to the side, be­cause she was very shy and by heart ashamed about her greedy horni­ness. I jumped back even fur­ther in time. Pene­lope mas­tur­bated her 9 year old son very de­vot­edly, let­ting him to the end pen­e­trate her pussy­hole and squirt in­side. I jumped back into my time again, my trip had not even lasted a blink of an eye, be­cause these time trips did not cost any real time, no mat­ter how long you were on the road. I gulped with horni­ness as Pene­lope raced to­wards and trig­gered her or­gasm.


I spent a lot of time with Pene­lope, be­cause she was a re­mark­able woman. I vis­ited her fre­quently in the past and ex­pe­ri­enced her love ad­ven­tures through her eyes. She asked me once and I replied that I some­times mas­tur­bated ten times at a time and then again not at all for months. It de­pended on how of­ten I was fucked, that was my main job af­ter all. 


I had met many many men in the course of my long life. Only rarely did I make love with girls, I had not been cre­ated by Leonardo as a les­bian. But some­times I was se­duced by girls who were gen­uine les­bians and be­cause I am good­will­ing by na­ture, I liked to join in. But I mostly fucked with men or boys, be­cause Leonardo had put great em­pha­sis on the fact that my fine Asian pussy came to or­gasm ev­ery time very eas­ily. 


On Ithaca there was a unique cus­tom be­fore Pene­lope’s time and had been prac­ticed over many many cen­turies. In the af­ter­noons, the 5 to 15 year old boys would walk in large num­bers to the Hall of the Dead and then one by one they  fucked the dead girls and young women. It was fas­ci­nat­ing to see dozens of boys fuck­ing the dead, each one so many times un­til he was com­pletely drained. I jumped back hun­dreds of years to the be­gin­ning of this strange cus­tom. It be­gan with a seem­ingly dead mother be­ing des­per­ately fucked by her sons un­til  — here the mir­a­cle hap­pened — she came back to life! Over the next hun­dred years, the mir­a­cle re­peated it­self again and again, as the wicked and re­source­ful women pre­tended to be dead, let­ting their sons fuck them on their deathbeds for many hours, sup­press­ing their or­gasms un­til they could sup­press it no longer. These mir­a­cles led to them be­ing fucked on their deathbeds by sons, cousins and other rel­a­tives from then on, per­haps to ex­pe­ri­ence the mir­a­cle. This cus­tom lasted for many cen­turies, as the moth­ers of the time for­bade the daugh­ters to be fucked as youths. Since many women died very young, they were per­fectly suited to be avail­able to the younglings for fuck­ing. The cus­tom grad­u­ally stopped when the moth­ers loos­ened their iron grip and daugh­ters were al­lowed to fuck and be fucked from the age of 8 or 9. The boys ended up pre­fer­ring to fuck with liv­ing ones rather than dead flesh, which be­gan to de­com­pose af­ter a week at the lat­est.


I fucked with many dif­fer­ent men over the years, from all cul­tures their spir­its came and fucked with me smil­ing bliss­fully. The Ne­an­derthals, for ex­am­ple, were very sim­ple and down to earth in their think­ing, but they were of pow­er­ful physiques and loved to fuck. The Mon­gols didn’t have such pow­er­ful dicks as the Ne­an­derthals, but they held out tena­ciously and en­joyed cum­ing like a di­vine gift. The clas­si­cal Ro­mans were noth­ing spe­cial, I once trav­eled to see Cleopa­tra to learn more. She wasn’t a bit in love with old Julius Cae­sar, she cared solely about her throne when she fucked the old man. Pos­ter­ity has also dressed up her story, styl­iz­ing her into a sex­pot, which she was not at all. Cather­ine, the Rus­sian Tsa­rina, was said to fuck horses, but that was said only out of pure po­lit­i­cal mal­ice. In truth, she was a re­ally  hot‐blooded woman who picked hand­some, loin‐strong men from her guards to fuck. There were many such men­da­ciously twisted char­ac­ters in hu­man his­tory and that was not some­thing I en­vied.


Au­tumn has come. Many new spir­its came, beau­ti­ful young women and many beau­ti­ful young men. The de­ceased rarely chose older spirit bod­ies than 30, to spend the life af­ter­wards old and frail no­body wanted. An eter­nal life in youth was not a bad thing, and I saw many new­com­ers smil­ing finely when they re­al­ized in the first minute that the earthly ideas of par­adise were pure mumbo jumbo.


So when the mas­ter of cer­e­monies in­tro­duced me as the one who would give them car­nal plea­sures, I saw the new young­sters grin­ning broadly. 


Such a life one could only wish for! 






Brun­hild


by Jack Faber © 2023




Note: some dates are  his­tor­i­cally not ac­cu­rate, but are im­por­tant be­cause of the nar­ra­tive.


My name is Brun­hild, I was the wife and Queen of King Telema­chos of Ithaca. I am his sec­ond wife and we re­ally loved each other very much.


I grew up in the far north, where there is a lot of snow and ice. My fa­ther is one of the rich­est mer­chants in the coun­try, con­nected with King Olaf in broth­erly friend­ship. My fa­ther has 4 sons and 16 daugh­ters by sev­eral wives. He makes far­fetch­ing busi­ness trips, from Troy to Ithaca and to Spain. I was al­lowed to ac­com­pany him twice to Ithaca and I was in love from the first mo­ment with the Is­land King­dom and the warm, beau­ti­ful cli­mate. My fa­ther was a true friend of King Odysseus and they traded with each other well. We brought them the finest weapons, tools and lots of var­i­ous an­i­mal furs. Ithaca traded in gold and sil­ver and rare gems that the mer­chant voy­agers brought from Africa.


I was raised al­most like a princess, learn­ing to read and write. My fa­ther brought a mid­dle‐aged Greek woman who taught me Greek. We, my fam­ily, sac­ri­ficed to the Gods of the north and we prayed to them faith­fully. 


We chil­dren were not al­lowed to have sex, that was fine be­cause we girls had to re­main vir­gins. Some­times we were al­lowed to watch a cou­ple fuck­ing and asked many ques­tions that were an­swered hon­estly and prac­ti­cally, so we knew from a young age how fuck­ing goes and what you just had to know. 


Once we were al­lowed to watch a cou­ple fuck­ing and I 9 year old felt a quite strong fire in my pussy, I asked the woman af­ter her fuck­ing, why it itches and burns with me ev­ery time so ter­ri­bly in my pussy, when­ever we were al­lowed to watch the fuck­ing? The other chil­dren laughed at me be­cause I asked an­other stupid ques­tion, but the nice woman waved me friendly to her and I had to sit on her naked lap. 


She no­ticed my gaze on her lover’s cock and let me touch it. She showed me how to pull the fore­skin back tightly and ex­plained the glans. “That’s a nice man’s cock,” she said with a smile and kissed her lover in the mid­dle of his mouth. She told me to just keep  em­brac­ing the cock with my hand and rub­bing it firmly up and down, al­ways pulling the fore­skin all the way back so the glans came out. She touched me at my most sen­si­tive part and asked if the burn­ing was com­ing from there and I nod­ded. She ex­plained very pre­cisely that this was the cli­toris and that one had to rub it finely un­til or­gasm when it burned or itched. She let me spread my legs and all the chil­dren were al­lowed to watch as she mas­tur­bated me, once and then again for a sec­ond time. I twitched and trem­bled bliss­fully in or­gasm and she said I could al­ways do it my­self from now on, but not in pub­lic, but alone or with my best girl­friend at most. The cock in my hand had be­come quite firm and throbbed. The woman smiled and looked at her lover, who nod­ded. She lay down on her back and told me to re­main sit­ting qui­etly on her lap. The lover put his cock right along my pussy in her pussy­hole and started fuck­ing. He fucked her hard and fast and his cock slid back and forth along my cunt slit, it felt very very good! I bent over to watch the fuck­ing, I saw it much bet­ter in this po­si­tion than the kids stand­ing around. The man said that I had to press my clit harder on his cock! He was right, now I felt his cock rub­bing back and forth along my clit and I was shak­ing like a leaf in my long­est or­gasm or many or­gasms at a time un­til he fin­ished fuck­ing. I felt with my cunt very pre­cisely how the man strained to squirt rhyth­mi­cally into her lit­tle pussy­hole. Then he pulled out his cock, firmly rub­bing it with his fist and squirted the rest, a dozen jets, into my pussy, of course he paid good at­ten­tion to my hy­men! I had got­ten quite hot cheeks while fuck­ing. He pat­ted my face very sweetly. “And, did it do my princess good too?” and I nod­ded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and grate­fully. The beau­ti­ful fuck­ing went on for about two years un­til I was 11 years old and this dear war­rior from Ice­land had fallen in a bat­tle.


From that day I mas­tur­bated ev­ery day at least once and some­times to­gether with a girl­friend. I mas­tur­bated in­sanely happy and the older I got, the more of­ten I mas­tur­bated, at night some­times many a few times. I paid at­ten­tion to my hy­men, al­though some of my peers had al­ready started to fuck. 


My fa­ther and his new­est wife nod­ded sym­pa­thet­i­cally, the fuck­ing could wait a lit­tle longer. He was al­ready look­ing for a good man for me, my fa­ther said, you will soon be 14 and can marry! I was very happy and dreamed ev­ery night of the fuck­ing of the Ice­landic war­rior I had wit­nessed and felt with my pussy. The woman we had fucked with the Ice­land War­rior in­structed him not to squirt in­side her, so he pulled out his cock, rubbed it in his fist and jet­ted all upon my or­gas­ming pussy. That was some­thing to dream of!  Fa­thers new wife was very nice and ex­plained to me in de­tail all about get­ting mar­ried, the de­flow­er­ing on the wed­ding night and ev­ery­thing. She showed me her pussy and let me look at it closely and touch it. She also showed me how she mas­tur­bates, much same like me.


My heart al­most burst when the fa­ther told me, beam­ing with joy, that he had found a good man for me! I have had seen him al­ready, it was Telema­chos, the son of King Odysseus of Ithaca. Fa­ther drew a map on the ground and plot­ted all 14 is­lands of the King­dom of Ithaca. Telema­chos was now the King, he had just dis­owned his cold wife. But Telema­chos was not to blame for the fail­ure of their mar­riage, fa­ther said. I sensed that Fa­ther knew more, but he did not say much more. He was sure that Telema­chos, at 29, was not too old for me at 14, and said that a mar­riage would cer­tainly be good for his busi­ness. But I should de­cide for my­self if I wanted Telema­chos for a hus­band or not, fa­ther had sug­gested to him that I should just stay in his cas­tle for a week and de­cide for my­self if I wanted to be­come his wife or not. He was my fa­ther and no busi­ness con­sid­er­a­tion was more im­por­tant to him than that I my­self de­cide about the yarns of my life.


I kept think­ing about Telema­chos dur­ing the long ride. He was a tall, good look­ing and se­ri­ous boy and was very kind when I asked him in won­der­ment be­cause it was not seemly with us in the north, that he was lay­ing with his mother. He con­firmed it with a friendly smile that he lay with Queen Pene­lope ev­ery night. He had to ex­plain it to me in de­tail be­cause I was very young and un­ex­pe­ri­enced at that time. Since his fa­ther Odysseus was taken away by the God­dess for­ever, it was even his le­gal duty to fuck her ev­ery night and sat­isfy her. She was thank­fully quite fast in or­gasm and very sat­is­fied af­ter the or­gasm. The ser­vant girl Penelopes he fucked only to empty his se­men com­pletely. Fuck­ing the ser­vant girl some­times lasted sev­eral hours un­til his cock had enough. We talked for a very long time about the sex­ual rules in our home coun­tries and I found some things strange at the time, but def­i­nitely in­ter­est­ing.


We were re­ceived quite warmly, I had to take off my filthy trav­el­ing clothes and was led into the bath­room. Two ser­vant­girls bathed me, oiled my body and cut my armpits‐ and pu­bic hair very short. The older one left the room and the girl, who was younger than me, gen­tly searched for my clit with a fin­ger. I held her hand tightly and asked why she was do­ing that? She looked at me with wide opened eyes. “It’s part of bathing, it has to be!” she said firmly and kept search­ing. I turned my head to the side in shame, closed my eyes and spread my knees so she didn’t have any­more to search for the clit. I was ter­ri­bly ashamed, I have never let any­one mas­tur­bate me since the first time, not even my best girl­friend! The girl mas­tur­bated me gen­tly and very rou­tinely. Af­ter the or­gasm she kissed my cunt softly and left. This bathing pro­ce­dure rou­tinely hap­pened ev­ery day and I didn’t just get used to it, I loved it! I put on the bright white veil dress, girded my­self with the belt. The thin tu­nic showed off my firm breasts well and gave a hint of my pu­bic slit.


I didn’t see Telema­chos again un­til din­ner. He sat all day with his guest, the fa­mous singer Homéros, and told him about Odysseus, Pene­lope and him­self. He en­light­ened me that Homéros was the great­est singer in Greece and was writ­ing a long song in which Odysseus, Pene­lope and he were to ap­pear. But the singer would stay only three more days and af­ter that he would have more time for me. 


I knew in the first minute that I wanted to be­come his wife, but I kept the agree­ment to de­cide af­ter a week. Telema­chos no­ticed my belt and knife. I ex­plained to him that the knife was called Leifnirs­gram, which means ‘pains of the sea’. He looked at it in his hand, weighed it back and forth, and clicked his tongue ap­pre­cia­tively. “Best Gothic steel,” I said proudly, “sharp as a but­ter­fly’s wing and never needs re­sharp­en­ing!” Notic­ing his look, I said I would gladly give him one just like it, for it was con­sid­ered a valu­able, royal knife here in the north lands. “My fa­ther paid a for­tune for it, but de­fend­ing my hy­men was worth it to him!” Telema­chos looked at me ques­tion­ingly. “I slashed the cheek of some im­pu­dent fel­lows with Leifnirs­gram,” I said, search­ing for the right words. He nod­ded thought­fully. “In my cas­tle you have noth­ing like that to fear, I have ex­cel­lent body­guards that no scoundrel, no armed man can get past!” He would in­form the guards that I was al­lowed to carry the weapon within the cas­tle walls. “This is in keep­ing with our ideas of a Nordic Valkyrie,” he grinned. We talked for a long time, and at some point I asked him. He thought about it for a long time, then spoke about it very sadly. 


Af­ter Pene­lope died, he had mar­ried a lovely princess from the city‐state of Athens, from Athens, a rot­ten, dirty nest of filth and rot­ten sex­ual per­ver­sions that was a dis­grace to any re­spectable and hon­or­able Greek! But she was not made for a man’s bed. She was will­ing and let her­self be fucked ap­a­thet­i­cally, but he would have had more fun with a wet drift­wood on the beach. I said laugh­ing that we didn’t fuck wet drift­wood, he smiled for the first time and then we both laughed out loud. He be­came se­ri­ous again. She was only hav­ing an arouse­ment when her dog­gie licked her to or­gasm. I kept silent, frozen into a pil­lar of salt. He nod­ded again and said, a dirty dog would never ever come to his bed! He pro­nounced sep­a­ra­tion and sent her — richly gifted — back to her fa­ther. He had been fuck­ing Pene­lope’s ser­vant girls since her death, they ap­pre­ci­ated and en­joyed fuck­ing like a Queen and were ju­bi­lantly happy to let him fuck them for hours, for as long as it took his cock. I took his hand and squeezed it sym­pa­thet­i­cally. Such a woman should not marry at all and make a man un­happy, I mur­mured. Women should en­joy fuck­ing as much as their hus­bands. He squeezed my hand. “Will you prom­ise me?” he asked se­ri­ously. “I am still an un­touched vir­gin,” I said just as se­ri­ously, “I had never fucked a man, be­cause we vir­gins are only al­lowed to mas­tur­bate, and I loved that hot and did a lot. I can only prom­ise you that I will hon­estly try the fuck­ing!” I sud­denly had to gig­gle, and he asked in amaze­ment. I now told him how I was al­lowed to fuck along with a cou­ple when I was 9 years old and got won­der­ful or­gasms ev­ery time as a part of their fuck­ing. He let me tell him ev­ery­thing in de­tail and we laughed heartily about the or­gasms of the lit­tle girl. His cold wife was now gone, far far away and we never talked about her again.


He asked me if I wanted to sleep in his bed or have my own room made up? I didn’t have to think long. Could he re­spect my vir­gin­ity, spare my hy­men? Then yes, that would be fine! He nod­ded and said he was a King and an hon­or­able Greek. We drank and talked for a long time, then we went to bed. I knew that in Greece they slept naked and I was wait­ing naked for him in bed. He was a beau­ti­ful man with a mag­nif­i­cent big cock. He hugged me lov­ingly and in quite a re­spect­ful way, then his ser­vant girl came in and closed the door. She lay down next to him and snug­gled up. Even me young in­ex­pe­ri­enced girl felt how hot she al­ready was in­deed. I whis­pered in Telema­chos’ ear that I would lie down at the foot of the bed and not dis­turb them while they were  fuck­ing. He nod­ded and kissed my head, I lay to the foot end. It turned out to be a re­ally hot night. 


I could see very clearly her beau­ti­ful pussy hole and his mag­nif­i­cent cock that pen­e­trated con­sid­er­ately. I had some­times seen a pair fuck at home, now I ex­pe­ri­enced it at arm’s length. I heard her sat­is­fied moans and horny whis­pers, of which I barely un­der­stood a word. He fucked very pow­er­fully and per­sis­tently and she had one or­gasm af­ter an­other. In his short pauses she mas­tur­bated with a dev­il­ish grin, so strained she rubbed her­self. He looked at me sev­eral times and nod­ded at my mas­tur­bat­ing. They fucked for­ever and I was al­ready ex­hausted from all the mas­tur­bat­ing and the or­gasms. He bid her good­bye with a kiss on her lips and she scur­ried out. I snug­gled into Telema­chos’ arms and we talked about fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing for a long time. We kept kiss­ing each other with long French kisses and I fell asleep. One more week, one more week! 


The week was al­most com­ing to an end and Homéros was still there. He made me ask if I could tell him about my home land. I looked to Telema­chos and he nod­ded, go ahead! I walked up to the fa­mous man very ex­cited. He was short and wiry, but I have never seen such bright and wise eyes. He wore a very el­e­gant tu­nic that only reached down to his cock. We kissed each other on the cheek ac­cord­ing to coun­try cus­tom and kept our dis­tance in this em­brace. I be­cause of his half stiff cock, he be­cause of Leifnirs­gram. We sat down op­po­site each other and my short veil dress re­vealed much more than it should. He bick­ered un­abashedly over the next few hours at my ex­posed pussy and at my pussy hole be­cause I sat down while sto­ry­telling very re­laxed and inat­ten­tive and spread my knees un­seemly.


Most of all I was to tell about our sex­ual cus­toms, mar­riage, wed­ding and cheat­ing. He nod­ded and nod­ded, he ob­vi­ously knew all that. Then I told him as he wished about our world of Gods and the sex­ual con­fu­sion that our world of Gods of­fered. He laughed in be­tween and scrib­bled on the pa­pyrus while lis­ten­ing, oth­er­wise he stroked his lit­tle cock thought­fully and splashed a jet on the floor from time to time. Telema­chos ex­plained to me at din­ner that the poet was a Mace­do­nian and with them it was nor­mal. Homéros was trav­el­ing with four large wooden boxes full of pa­pyri. I told him for three days, then he had to leave.


Telema­chos fucked the young ser­vant girl ev­ery night, for two or three hours, un­til his cock had enough. I watched them and mas­tur­bated so of­ten that my wrist hurt, but they were won­der­ful, hot nights. Then I solemnly told Telema­chos that I wanted to be his wife, his Queen. He im­me­di­ately or­dered the ser­vants to pre­pare ev­ery­thing for to­mor­row for the Coro­na­tion and the girls to pre­pare me for the wed­ding night im­me­di­ately af­ter din­ner. A re­li­gious dig­ni­tary came, mut­tered a bunch of stupid non­sense, and solemnly de­clared us hus­band and wife. Telema­chos and I em­braced and kissed each other and those present clapped their hands, threw flow­ers in the air and shouted Vi­vat!


I was bathed, oiled and per­fumed with the no­blest scents of Per­sia. My pu­bic hair was cut short to the skin, then both girls took turns mas­tur­bat­ing me to or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. “You must get hot, my Lady, hot and ea­ger for the first fuck with your King,” the older one in­structed me with wise words, who was maybe 15 or 16. I went to the bed­cham­ber with soft knees. Telema­chos was wait­ing for me, his mag­nif­i­cent cock was await­ing me. The girls had told me that my Lord would be alone with me and de­flower me, that his ser­vant girl would come later be­cause he had to take care of my cunt af­ter de­flow­er­ing me. I lay down with Telema­chos and snug­gled into his em­brace, of­fer­ing him my lips for French kisses. 


He was a gen­tle­man, through and through. He gave me a lot of time and heated me up prop­erly with French kisses. He al­ways said be­fore­hand in a low whis­per what was com­ing so as not to scare me. He de­flow­ered me with a pow­er­ful and quick jerk, I felt only a short prick, but no pain at all. He fucked me pow­er­fully af­ter that, I raced to or­gasm faster than ever be­fore. The aroused and hot ser­vant­girl lay down next to me and I clasped her wild and horny, be­cause I wanted to se­duce her the most and fuck her ab­so­lutely like a love‐hun­gry les­bian fury, I melted with her in kisses with our tongues and had my­self one or­gasm af­ter an­other, be­cause Telema­chos fucked me so won­der­fully. From now on, as soon as she joined us, the hotly ex­cited ser­vant­girl half lay on top of me, we kissed wildly like mares in heat with juicy les­bian tongue kisses. I stretched out my hand and mas­tur­bated her from or­gasm to or­gasm and she re­turned the fa­vor in equal mea­sure while Telema­chos kept fuck­ing me fur­ther and fur­ther and smil­ing look­ing at us crazy hot chicks. I loved this hot and horny les­bian kiss­ing and mu­tual les­bian mas­tur­ba­tion while the King kept fuck­ing me smirk­ing, and I needed it ev­ery night un­til my end.


Telema­chos had al­ready squirted twice in my vir­gin hole by now and was far from fin­ished, but I was. I whis­pered with him to fuck his ser­vant girl now, it was won­der‐won­der‐won­der­ful but I was com­pletely sat­is­fied and to­tally fin­ished. He nod­ded and kissed me deeply. “My wife, my Queen, my Brun­hild!” he whis­pered, his eyes shin­ing. I crawled to the foot end as be­fore and watched their fuck­ing. It was ex­cit­ing and horny to watch, but I couldn’t mas­tur­bate any­more. It took hours again be­fore he fin­ished and sent the ser­vant to sleep with a kiss. The fol­low­ing nights went ex­actly the same way, Telema­chos fucked me to some or­gasms un­til I was com­pletely fin­ished, then he fucked the ser­vant girl for hours more. When a ser­vant­girl got preg­nant, he would send her back to her par­ents with a rich gift and take a new 12 or 13 year old vir­gin as a ser­vant. He loved to de­flower  and fuck her un­til his cock was done. Once at din­ner he said how happy he was with me and how sat­is­fied he was with my pas­sion­ate  fuck­ing and my wild kiss­ing with the girl. The Greeks spoke freely and with­out taboos about fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing as we spoke about eat­ing.


My fa­ther, with whom I ex­changed let­ters ev­ery 3 or 4 months via the trade route, had sent me a won­der­ful long knife dec­o­rated with gold and sil­ver, and I gave the wor­thy, pre­cious short sword as my gift to Telema­chos, who was out of bounds with joy. The short sword was a lit­tle longer than my Leifnirs­gram and was made for big men’s hands. It bore the name Tyrf­ing, the name of a mag­i­cal sword from our Gods’ Sagas, and was only slightly shorter than his greek sword Xyphos, but only half as heavy and never needed re­sharp­en­ing. Telema­chos wore it proudly all his life, for it looked splen­did and pre­ciously roy­ally and he could never be de­feated with it. 


I rode out daily in the evening and let the wind blow around my hair. Telema­chos had told me that Pene­lope had to mas­tur­bate her stal­lion Pro­trak­tes ev­ery day, mine was not so spoiled, he did not get a stiff cock as of­ten as Pro­trak­tes. But some­times I mas­tur­bated him of course, be­cause it shouldn’t bother him, for that I had to make him cum two or three times in pow­er­ful jets un­til he was done. I very of­ten watched the pa­gan women when they let them­selves be fucked by a stal­lion and of course it looked re­ally ex­cit­ingly horny, but I never let my­self be fucked by a stal­lion, al­though Telema­chos pub­licly ac­cepted the pa­gan faith and fuck­ing with the “holy stal­lions”. There were an in­cred­i­ble num­ber of women who now openly let them­selves be fucked by the stal­lions mostly pub­licly and with­out be­ing dis­par­aged. I could not re­sist the temp­ta­tion af­ter even my King had no more ob­jec­tions and let the stal­lions fuck me ev­ery day in full sight, in pub­lic. It was a spe­cial thrill when so many men watched me. I usu­ally let him squirt in­side only five times and then lay on a bale of straw and mas­tur­bated horny like ten mon­keys in pub­lic, in front of ev­ery­one when I watched the women fuck­ing the stal­lions. I turned my head al­ways to the side and closed my eyes, be­cause in my heart I was re­ally very shy and shame­ful, I felt guilt and shame to mas­tur­bate shame­lessly and un­in­hib­ited in front of the pub­lic. —  The pa­gan Queen, who let her­self be fucked five times by the stal­lion in front of ev­ery­one and then mas­tur­bated like mad in front of ev­ery­one, no one missed this spec­ta­cle! —  I had hu­mil­i­ated my­self and hur­ried home to bathe. I al­ways felt bad about let­ting the stal­lion fuck me in pub­lic and mas­tur­bat­ing in front of ev­ery­one, but some­how I re­ally liked this per­ver­sion more and more. Telema­chos, Her­a­cles and Odysseus grinned good‐na­turedly that there was noth­ing to it, — even Pene­lope had done it her whole life in pub­lic  —  and of­ten they min­gled with the spec­ta­tors. “Brun­hild was not so per­fect af­ter all,” they grinned laugh­ing, “she just has a lit­tle vice ad­dic­tion with four hooves!”


My ser­vants ex­plained to me ex­actly what to ex­pect at car­ni­val. All the folks would fuck in pub­lic, giv­ing many a woman the op­por­tu­nity to be fucked by her fa­vorites. It was nev­er­the­less very ex­cit­ing at my first car­ni­val in the open­ing to fuck in pub­lic a few times with Telema­chos on the podium, then I had to let him go, he had no­ble vir­gins to de­flower! Then fol­lowed my ser­vants and our guards­men, about 45 boys and men, who were al­lowed to fuck me pow­er­fully in full pub­lic un­til the next sun­rise. I had count­less or­gasms and said good­bye to each with a sim­ple kiss. At sun­rise I went home with very soft and trem­bling knees, car­ingly sup­ported by two body­guards. I then slept for 20 hours and had my pussy be cured with heal­ing oint­ments. Telema­chos was very proud of me, his first wife had sim­ply re­fused to join the car­ni­val. Telema­chos had strength­ened the guards, so that from the sec­ond year on a good 60 men claimed to fuck with me legally. I had to take all my strength to­gether, but even the last one had a le­gal right to fuck me pow­er­fully through! I en­joyed the car­ni­val ev­ery year with full en­joy­ment, it has some­thing good and cleans­ing in it­self, once a year to be ex­ten­sively fucked through. Peo­ple be­came more con­nected and, not to be for­got­ten, a love act glued them tighter than any­thing else. Oth­er­wise, how­ever, I had re­mained faith­ful to Telema­chos all these years and never had an af­fair. My old fa­ther will have shaken his head over the car­ni­val, be­cause that was com­pletely un­think­able in the north.


I looked for a task and pur­sued it all these years. I spon­sored ev­ery year the three poor­est fam­i­lies in town, I brought them food, clothes and what­ever was needed. I gave their sons and daugh­ters gifts of money when they got mar­ried and was like the devil be­hind it that they worked and did not be­come im­pov­er­ished like their use­less fa­thers. It was an im­por­tant, de­mand­ing and busy task, which also im­pressed Telema­chos. 


From our 10th year of mar­riage, I gave birth to two boys, Her­a­cles and Odysseus. King Telema­chos was mur­dered cow­ardly when they were 13 and 12 years old and I took over the throne un­til my sons could be­come King. I had them both lay with me, fol­low­ing the tra­di­tions, and they both fucked me du­ty­fully to won­der­ful or­gasms night af­ter night un­til the end of my life. Al­ready at 12 and 13 they fucked me won­der­fully one af­ter the other, switch­ing af­ter squirt­ing in­side, un­til I had to give up. I got them two lovely vir­gins from the be­gin­ning and they fucked the ser­vant girls for hours like my Telema­chos un­til their cocks were com­pletely re­laxed. They swapped girls daily and fucked them bliss­fully in tan­dem, our bed was big enough for all of us. They both fucked me one af­ter the other from or­gasm to or­gasm, I ex­pe­ri­enced so many and won­der­ful or­gasms like no woman be­fore. Odysseus had the most enor­mous cock I have ever seen, he was of iron stead­fast­ness and mostly fucked me to un­con­scious­ness. Her­a­cles was King for a year and had an ac­ci­dent while hunt­ing the wild boar. Odysseus be­came a wise, just and kind‐hearted King. Like Telema­chos and Her­a­cles, he also needed a young ser­vant, whom he fucked for hours af­ter fuck­ing me. He was sad ev­ery time we had to send the high preg­nant ser­vant home. But I got him a new will­ing vir­gin on the same day and he fa­thered two or three chil­dren ev­ery year.


One day my heart stopped af­ter Odysseus fucked me to un­con­scious­ness and then fucked on for a long time. I died in my 54th year hap­pily aware of hav­ing had a good hus­band, two good sons, and a ful­fill­ing love life. I was the wife and had lain with three Kings, Telema­chos, Her­a­cles and Odysseus, and fucked all my hus­bands for in­cred­i­bly long happy years.


Few women do achieve that!






Baal, a De­ity I Am


by Jack Faber © 2023




I am the god of fe­male sex­u­al­ity, of the girls and the women. Annu, our high­est God­dess, has long ago thun­dered the door be­hind her, an­gry about the lit­tle hu­mans who had noth­ing but chaos and war in mind and would in­evitably de­stroy the planet. I could un­der­stand her very well, but I’m just not the type who  thun­ders doors or plays the sore­head pri­madonna with­out hav­ing to laugh out loud over my­self. And when you get right down to it, girls and women are pretty cute sexy crea­tures. 


Long be­fore hu­mans could walk up­right and talk, I taught the first fe­males to mas­tur­bate and or­gasm, and it was well done, I think. From the be­gin­ning, the fe­males tended to put all kinds of things in their pussies to get even more lust with them. If at first it was only phal­lus‐shaped fruits and veg­eta­bles, later they made love sticks and go­demichés, and to­day they have bat­tery‐pow­ered vi­bra­tors or clit stim­u­la­tors, which I don’t think have a great fu­ture.


I slip since the be­gin­ning of mankind into the bod­ies of the girls and women to make them horny, I mas­tur­bate them or fuck them plea­sur­ably with­out tear­ing the hy­men of the vir­gins, that is the task of the males who also have to care for the fer­til­ity. Not a sin­gle one of them has ever made it pub­lic that a De­ity lets them mas­tur­bate and fuck. 


The be­gin­nings of mankind were re­ally ex­cit­ing. On the one hand, many more chil­dren had to be born than is usual for an an­i­mal group. On the other hand, the fe­males had to be much more ac­tive in seek­ing the fuck­ing and the preg­nancy. At that time the fe­males could still see and feel me, which made my task eas­ier. I fucked mil­lions of fe­males, let­ting them ex­pe­ri­ence the plea­sure and or­gasm as of­ten as they could, crav­ing their ex­cite­ment and sat­is­fac­tion. It was no prob­lem to fuck so many fe­males at once, a De­ity can do that eas­ily. It was more dif­fi­cult to get the fe­males to fuck not only the pack leader, but all of the males, and as of­ten as the males could. It took a few mil­len­nia, but sud­denly it clicked! and the new gen­er­a­tion of fe­males pounced on all the males as in­tended. There were hor­rific fights as the pack lead­ers lost power, and who likes to do that? How­ever, even­tu­ally a gen­er­a­tion of males came along who cared more about fuck­ing than play­ing boss and the power stuff. It took a re­ally long time, but the pack grew rapidly. Still mas­tur­bat­ing was only sec­ondary for the fe­males, fuck­ing came first.


The more gen­er­a­tions came, the more in­tel­li­gent they be­came, the more free love was reg­u­lated, with farm­ing and set­tling fences were erected and prop­erty rights came crawl­ing out, all at once came the stupid monogamy. The pop­u­la­tion grew steadily, but now fuck­ing be­came sec­ondary. Women were chained with heavy chains to a sin­gle, com­pletely over­whelmed man, now I could play the mas­tur­ba­tion card. Women mas­tur­bated like never be­fore and sys­tem­at­i­cally ed­u­cated their daugh­ters and the fol­low­ing gen­er­a­tions to mas­tur­bate mas­sively. I re­joiced, the next step was log­i­cal. I fucked the woman or girl in her sleep and she ex­pe­ri­enced it be­liev­ing it was only a dream. She woke up in a cold sweat with her heart pound­ing and clit throb­bing with ex­cite­ment from the nightly or­gasm. Oh my God! She mas­tur­bated im­me­di­ately un­til the arousal sub­sided.


That was the mo­ment a woman in the an­cient Sume­rian Em­pire in­vented ‘cheat­ing the hus­band’. I re­warded the good woman with a hun­dred lovers and struck her hus­band with that spe­cial blind­ness that he saw only plumbers, let­ter car­ri­ers and crafts­men in them. The cheat­ing spread across the em­pire and be­yond. Hal­lelu­jah! 


I could sit back with sat­is­fac­tion and take aim at other cul­tures. There, im­mensely re­source­ful women had fig­ured out how to sub­ju­gate mute ser­vants, namely pet dogs for their plea­sure. The lit­tle dog was the ideal clit stim­u­la­tor, his in­dus­tri­ous tongue was ex­cel­lent for mak­ing or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. Even more re­fined were those Far East­ern women who im­me­di­ately in­vented a new re­li­gion cen­tered on the “Sa­cred Stal­lion”. The stal­lion was easy to train, his cock not much thicker than the man’s cock, but twice as long, the woman had to take that into ac­count. The stal­lions seemed to un­der­stand bet­ter than the bulls how the women wanted to be fucked. And they could. The women kept up these cus­toms for a few thou­sand years un­til the end of the Bronze Age. They clev­erly dis­guised their de­sire to be fucked by trained stal­lions. No shame­ful cheat­ing, but “only” a re­li­gious act! How cun­ning and sly was that!? I was in­fin­itely proud of these de­vi­ous women! The dumb­founded men needed hun­dreds, even thou­sands of years to get rid of the stal­lions and to in­vent the car.


Annu had lim­ited the fer­til­ity of the Deities, we should not flood the planet with demigods. If you think about it care­fully, a wise de­ci­sion. How­ever, we have al­ways had our fa­vorites and pro­moted them. I have worked with many rulers to give them many de­scen­dants. The wise and just King Ham­murabi was also known for the fact that the sub­jects very gladly led their 12 or 13 year old daugh­ters to his bed, be­cause he de­flow­ered so gladly the young girls with his “Di­vine Bat­ter­ing Ram” and they got some­thing from the splen­dor and the wealth of the King. A cu­nei­form tablet re­ports 420 chil­dren of the King, but there were far more.


Ram­ses of Egypt was one of my par­tic­u­lar fa­vorites. He ruled for a very long time, built many beau­ti­ful build­ings and stat­ues and lived to be nearly 100 years old as rarely any­one did. The peo­ple gifted him well over a thou­sand vir­gins, for he too loved to de­flower and im­preg­nate young girls. He loved this rit­ual more than any­thing. He made his fa­vorite wife lie naked on the bed­stead, the vir­gin lay down with her back on the wife’s naked pussy. He de­flow­ered the vir­gin with a strong jerk and fucked her sev­eral times in a row, squirt­ing the royal se­men into the child. The fa­vorite woman, who had be­come very hot from the de­flow­er­ing and the vir­gin’s fuck­ing, pushed the girl aside and stretched her ea­ger lit­tle hole out to him de­mand­ing. It was now easy for him to fuck the wife and put out the fire in her cunt. Both women cud­dled grate­fully and sat­is­fied to their mas­ter, who some­times de­manded an­other round. I was touched by how much his peo­ple loved him and wept for him at the fu­neral. 


One of my fiercest op­po­nents in the world of the Gods was Mar­duk the De­vi­ous, against whom my wife As­tarte rightly warned me. Mar­duk’s fa­vorites of­ten de­vel­oped into cruel mon­sters who wanted to tear the world to pieces, such as Adolf. How well I re­mem­ber lit­tle Adolf and his mother, a post­mas­ter’s widow in the old Aus­trian Em­pire. What would still have been her right and his duty in an­cient Greece was now shame­fully dis­grace­ful. She forced her 9 year old to mount and fuck her through three or four times a day un­til he went out into the world at the age of 21. 


She was a wretched and ugly woman who did not in­spire in her lit­tle boy any real love for the fe­male sex. There­fore, it did not sur­prise any of us ob­servers that he fucked her as­sid­u­ously and ea­gerly, but with­out lov­ing pas­sion for her. He loved the fuck­ing it­self very much, as any youth in his po­si­tion prob­a­bly would have, but his love for his mother was whim­si­cal and twisted. She was very afraid he might in­fect her with syphilis and for­bade him any con­tact with girls. She threat­ened him with the heav­ens most se­vere pun­ish­ments and would curse his cock and make it wither! He never fucked an­other woman out of fear even af­ter her death. 


He evolved into a scopophile, putting his face in front of the girl’s pussy and watch­ing her mas­tur­bate, rub­bing his in­signif­i­cant cock des­per­ately and la­bo­ri­ously squeez­ing out the ooz­ing se­men with his fin­gers. His niece Geli Raubal, who shot her­self in the heart shortly there­after, re­ports that all with dis­gust but also with some sex­ual ex­cite­ment in her di­ary books.


She had to sit naked on the car­pet and Un­cle A. put his face in front of her pussy. It started very arous­ing and ex­cit­ing for her at 14, but at 19 she de­tested A. He made hun­dreds of draw­ings of her pussy and tried to draw her mas­tur­bat­ing too. How amazed she was at first that he gave her rich gifts when she mas­tur­bated in front of him. She liked to mas­tur­bate very much and very of­ten, why not let him watch as she gen­tly stroked her labia and the clit grad­u­ally stiff­ened with horni­ness? How she slowly gy­rated to ex­cite the clit, be­gan to rub faster and then trig­gered her or­gasm with fran­tic rub­bing? How her body jerked and wrig­gled in or­gasm and she con­vulsed in spasms? No, she didn’t mind that Un­cle A. made her mas­tur­bate in front of his face three or four times a day. No, she didn’t find any­thing wrong with it at first, but later it dis­gusted her ev­ery time, be­cause he couldn’t be per­suaded with any­thing in this world to de­flower and fuck her. Dis­ap­pointed, she let the chauf­feur de­flower her, Un­cle A. raged and had the good man mur­dered. 


Af­ter her sui­cide, A. rarely found one who will­ingly mas­tur­bated in front of his face such as Magda, the wife of his mouth­piece Goebbels, whom he se­cretly de­spised be­cause of his de­formed club foot. She had al­ready a hand­ful of chil­dren, but she was an ex­hi­bi­tion­ist who mas­tur­bated as of­ten as she could hap­pily in front of A.‘s greedy face and cheated her hus­band with his boss shame­lessly.


At last he met a kin­dred spirit, Eva, whom he mar­ried the day be­fore they com­mit­ted sui­cide to­gether. Eva was used to the scopo­hil­iac ten­den­cies of some men like her own un­cle, A.‘s per­sonal pho­tog­ra­pher, who took thou­sands of nude pho­tos of her — be­fore, dur­ing and af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing. A. was a mag­nif­i­cent catch for her, the first man in the state, pow­er­ful like no other! She was and re­mained with plea­sure an un­touched vir­gin, A. wanted to ca­ress her only greed­ily, to grope un­seemly her cunt parts and to watch her mas­tur­bat­ing end­lessly. She mostly had to touch A.s cock, play­ing not very en­thu­si­as­ti­cally with it, shov­ing the fore­skin back and forth. More than that she liked to take his cock in her mouth and teas­ingly lick it, that she knew very well from her sis­ter’s lick­ing. He forced her to keep it in her mouth, when he was squirt­ing, no other woman would do that. She spit­ted his se­men to the floor with deep dis­gust. She never rubbed his  cock, be­cause it dis­gusted her with the ooz­ing se­men. Eva loved mas­tur­bat­ing like noth­ing else in the world, she mas­tur­bated as of­ten as she could in re­treat and gave her­self the most beau­ti­ful or­gasms, day and night.


Mar­duk got his great war. Mankind mur­dered pur­pose­fully and in­dis­crim­i­nately. I could only marginally in­ter­fere with Mar­duk and got the sol­diers to fuck or rape the girls and women be­fore the mur­der, a faint glim­mer of sex be­fore the mur­der. As­tarte cursed A. and all the war­lords and they all per­ished mis­er­ably.


I loved to slip into the body and mind of very young girls, over cen­tury mil­len­nia. I loved their in­no­cence, their child­like cu­rios­ity about sex­u­al­ity. They learned to mas­tur­bate with me, they in­creased their de­sire from night to night. The night was my dear ally. The girls mas­tur­bated shyly and rarely at first, I gave them con­fi­dence and more horni­ness. They in­creased the fre­quency and in­ten­sity of mas­tur­ba­tion, get­ting hot­ter by the day. By 13, most were re­ally keen to fuck with real men. To most I sought a loin‐strong youth­ling from their age group, but a few were ea­ger to be de­flow­ered by their own fa­ther, brother, or other rel­a­tive. I ar­ranged as of­ten as pos­si­ble for a nice de­flow­er­ing op­por­tu­nity, since it was an im­por­tant event and a turn­ing point in my girls’ lives. Out of breath and anx­ious, we awaited the event, our hearts beat­ing bid to our throats and our clits throb­bing and de­mand­ing for lust. Fi­nally, fi­nally the mo­ment ar­rived! The young boys had to put their the­o­ret­i­cal knowl­edge into prac­tice and most of them knew about the sanc­tity of the mo­ment. Some pen­e­trated slowly and care­fully, press­ing their cock into the vir­gin’s hole, wait­ing tensely for the hy­men to tear. But many be­haved like wild bulls, pen­e­trat­ing with a firm, pow­er­ful jerk and tear­ing the hy­men with a sin­gle jerk. Most vir­gins were sad and dazed af­ter their de­flow­er­ing, but they had now be­come real women and were grad­u­ally learn­ing to fuck.


For many mil­len­nia, dis­guised as a young girl, I tried to in­clude mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing in small, fes­tive par­ties. How happy I was when I man­aged to se­duce the girls to mas­tur­bate and fuck in small groups. I let my­self be fucked by all the guys one af­ter the other in these mo­ments and also se­duced the girls to ad­mit their feel­ings a lit­tle more who­r­ish and to let them­selves be fucked by many guys one af­ter the other, and al­co­hol  helped a lot. Only rarely did these gang­bangs get out of hand, be­cause the vi­o­lence, the rape by a pack of greedy sav­ages was a mar­tyr­dom and trau­ma­tiz­ing for ev­ery girl. At the be­gin­ning of mankind, these gang­bangs were very com­mon and vir­tu­ally the stan­dard. The more hu­mans evolved into ra­tio­nal be­ings, the rarer gang­bangs be­came. The more in­tel­li­gent peo­ple be­came, the more they de­vel­oped de­viant rules, pro­hi­bi­tions, com­mand­ments and ob­sta­cles to hin­der the happy gang­bang of girls. I had to ad­mit de­feat, Annu had been proven right once again. The lit­tle hu­mans had only chaos and war on their minds and had to get a firm grip on my girls’ sex­u­al­ity. Only the Ama­zons fought back, they just kicked the men out, cul­ti­vated les­bian love­mak­ing as their norm and only once a year they had a lav­ish party where they raped men and robbed them of their seed. 


The Greeks fi­nally in­vented the Car­ni­val. A whole day and night of free love, any­one was al­lowed to fuck any­one and nei­ther age, so­cial stand­ing nor phys­i­cal beauty mat­tered. The Kings tra­di­tion­ally de­flow­ered some very no­ble vir­gins to wel­come the spring sea­son, af­ter that the party was open, ev­ery­one pounced on ev­ery­one with pure sex­ual de­sire and ea­ger lust. All the ser­vants and the royal guards­men  were al­lowed to fuck the Queen through, the Queen went back to the cas­tle at dawn with soft knees and aching pussy, car­ingly sup­ported by two body­guards. The Queen had to fuck so many men that she lost her breath, but each Queen gave her best and held out un­til the last loin‐strong guards­man. The women could fi­nally give them­selves to their se­cret lovers or de­manded it ve­he­mently and loudly from these fa­vorites. The in­tox­i­ca­tion was over af­ter 24 hours, the women re­turned sadly to the con­ju­gal bed, but they still dreamed dur­ing the whole year of the beau­ti­ful fuck­ing and be­ing fucked in the car­ni­val. I saw their fan­tasies while their mas­tur­ba­tion, and in them they re­peated the fuck­ing with their beloved and did not think for a mo­ment about their ev­ery­day gray, tired‐loin hus­band. The Car­ni­val also had re­as­sur­ing con­se­quences for the New Year, the girls and women had let them­selves be fucked ex­ten­sively un­til their pussies ached and they no longer gave a thought to cheat­ing. I par­tic­i­pated in the Car­ni­val of course in the front line with my avatar girls body, I let more men fuck me than any other, the se­men dripped out of my pussy in streams. I was happy for 24 hours, all my girls and women could get fucked by as many men as they wanted. They en­forced it most even that the pub­lic fuck­ing con­tin­ued for three more days, so that they could re­ally fuck all the men of their de­sire as of­ten as they wanted. On those three ex­tra days ev­ery com­mon sub­ject was al­lowed to fuck the Queen, they were shy and a bit scared when they were al­lowed to fuck the High Lady, but it made ev­ery­one proud. I loved the Car­ni­val and made sure it was main­tained for thou­sands of years to come. Un­for­tu­nately, the an­i­mal­is­tic fuck­ing at the Car­ni­val grad­u­ally stopped, maybe it was re­lated to the in­ven­tion of writ­ing? Nev­er­the­less, even up to the new times the Car­ni­val holds it­self in mit­i­gated form, the ear­lier pub­lic fuck­ing was shame­fully pushed away into the se­crecy, how­ever, thank God, it never dis­ap­peared. 


From the east the new New spread, the women dis­cov­ered the “Holy Bull”, for ex­am­ple in the Per­sian Mithras‐Cult. Only a few High Priest­esses were ac­ro­batic enough to fuck the bull. The bulls had penises far too small and were by na­ture the most un­suit­able to fuck the priest­esses. None of the bulls had the slight­est in­cli­na­tion to fuck a priest­ess. Two priest­esses on the left and two on the right snug­gled nakedly up to the un­com­pre­hend­ing bull, and the ac­ro­bat high priest­ess, stim­u­lated by drugs and hours of mas­tur­ba­tion, clung to her vic­tim from be­low and in­serted the bull’s small cock in her pussy­hole. She fucked with­out any ac­tive re­sponse from the bull, who with an­i­mal­is­tic dull­ness jerked off his se­men un­til the lit­tle hu­man fe­male let go of him. Never had the priest­ess other than a faked or­gasm. The new re­li­gion dis­ap­peared faster than any­one would have thought pos­si­ble. 


Far longer lasted the con­nec­tion of women and the “Sa­cred Stal­lions” that poured over south­ern Eu­rope from the dis­tant steppes of Asia. The stal­lion was easy to train and the women kept this habits high for sev­eral thou­sand years. How much plea­sure in per­verse watch­ing did the Greeks get when Queens like Pene­lope or Brun­hild let them­selves be fucked by a stal­lion in plain sight, in pub­lic on the main town square? No­body saw the shy feel­ings and the shame­ful trem­bling hearts of the self­hu­mil­i­at­ing Queens.


The Car­ni­val was ex­tended to four days un­der the Kings Odysseus, Telema­chos and Odysseus the Younger, much to the de­light of the pop­u­lace, who could af­ford a nap to re­cover and con­tinue fuck­ing freshly in­vig­o­rated. The Queens, Pene­lope and Brun­hild, had to fuck all the will­ing men from the sec­ond day on. There were of­ten more than 200 on these 4 days and the Queen stag­gered back to the cas­tle with re­ally soft knees, car­ingly sup­ported by two guards­men. —  Those were the days! 


I have been per­form­ing my task as a De­ity con­sci­en­tiously and faith­fully for mil­lions of years. In the early days, it was very ex­cit­ing to awaken and nur­ture the sex­u­al­ity of crea­tures that were more an­i­mal than hu­man. These first crea­tures, still an­i­mal‐like, dis­cov­ered the plea­sures of daily mat­ing as an evo­lu­tion of fuck­ing, which pre­vi­ously oc­curred only when they were still an­i­mals and ready to con­ceive. Over many mil­len­nia, women evolved mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing into what it is to­day.


Girls and women still love to be guided and se­duced by me to mas­tur­bate and fuck. As­tarte, my dear and wise con­sort, points out more and more of­ten that there are al­ready al­most a bil­lion peo­ple on Earth and you and I must not overdo it with fer­til­ity, be­cause Annu’s gloomy fore­bod­ings would oth­er­wise ar­rive sooner than ex­pected.


“We are grad­u­ally dis­ap­pear­ing, my love,” sighed As­tarte, “we are be­com­ing trans­par­ent, in­vis­i­ble and mean­ing­less with time!”







Pene­lope


by Jack Faber © 2023




I was Pene­lope, Queen of Ithaca more than two thou­sand eight hun­dred years ago. The bril­liant poet Homéros sang about He­roes and Hero­ines, Kings and Queens, Princes and Princesses. But for me, the wife and Queen of the hero King Odysseus, he did not sing a sin­gle line.


I was born a Princess and was pre­pared from day one to be­come Queen one day. I learned to mas­tur­bate from an early age and was al­lowed to play with my girl and boy play­mates. Most of all we loved to play some­thing sex­ual, Daddy and Mommy or Old Man and Young Ser­vant girl. They weren’t princes or princesses and didn’t have to watch their hy­men like I did. When Mama said she would cut off my head if I didn’t take care of my hy­men, it was not an empty threat. She had al­ready cut  the throats of some ser­vants and maid­ens with her own hands. So I paid very close at­ten­tion.


I was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate as of­ten as I wanted. Like all Queens and princesses, I also had a lovely ser­vant girl who lay with me af­ter sun­set and mas­tur­bated me finely un­til I fell asleep. My play­mates were al­lowed to fuck and I lay with them full of envy and felt their cock and their pussy with my hand to feel at least a lit­tle bit of the arous­ing fuck­ing. If I once had a daugh­ter, I would not for­bid her to fuck — how of­ten I cried at night into the pil­lows or on the soft naked pussy of my ser­vant girl, while she was mas­tur­bat­ing her­self hap­pily, be­cause I felt the burn­ing and de­sire in my pussy!


I was mar­ried at 15 to King Odysseus of Ithaca and he had not with­out ul­te­rior mo­tives set our wed­ding day on the car­ni­val. On car­ni­val day, the King tra­di­tion­ally de­flow­ered some vir­gins from no­ble fam­i­lies and all the peo­ple fucked en­thu­si­as­ti­cally un­til sun­rise with them. My new ser­vant­girls bathed me, oiled my body and per­fumed me with the no­blest scents from Per­sia. With ten­der mas­tur­ba­tion they made me hot for my Lord. I lay on the podium trem­bling with ex­cite­ment. The peo­ple held their breath as Odysseus de­flow­ered me with a quick and pow­er­ful jerk. I took a deep breath, it hadn’t hurt and my hus­band fucked me twice more with lov­ing pas­sion. The peo­ple joined in en­thu­si­as­ti­cally, girls got ev­ery­where fucked by man af­ter man and oo­dles of se­men squirted into their lit­tle pussy­holes. Odysseus con­tin­ued with the of­fi­cial pro­gram and de­flow­ered some no­ble daugh­ters. I was tra­di­tion­ally fucked pow­er­fully and vig­or­ously by my ser­vant­men and our body­guards un­til sun­rise. It was won­der­ful and I loved the car­ni­val im­me­di­ately, be­cause there is def­i­nitely noth­ing bet­ter than be­ing fucked by three dozen men so that you went home with trem­bling knees af­ter­wards! Thank God Telema­chos con­tin­ued this tra­di­tion …


I was mar­ried at 15 to King Odysseus of Ithaca and we had a beau­ti­ful son, Telema­chos. He grew up to be a mag­nif­i­cent Prince. He could re­ally squirt at the age of 7 and I of­ten watched him with de­sire as he squirted high into the air af­ter rub­bing him­self. When no one was around, I mas­tur­bated young Telema­chos and made him squirt up high when I pushed my veil aside and he saw my hair­less pussy. Most of the time I mas­tur­bated him again right away and he squirted very high when I widened my lit­tle pussy­hole with my fin­gers and rubbed sooth­ingly over the burst­ing stiff clit. Never did I mas­tur­bate in front of him, but im­me­di­ately went to my room to ex­tin­guish the fire in my clit! He learned pretty soon to fuck his play­mate­girls and he was re­ally good at it! 


I rode naked ev­ery evening, cov­ered only in a thin veil on my stal­lion Pro­trak­tes to my fa­vorite spot on the rock over­look­ing the sea and lay down fac­ing the sun, gen­tly mas­tur­bat­ing to get in the mood for the night with my hus­band. Pro­trak­tes must have watched me cov­etously, be­cause soon he let his cock hang out long. Aloud laugh­ing, I grabbed his cock and re­leased him, let­ting his se­men squirt into the grass as ev­ery day. Pro­trak­tes loved very much to be mas­tur­bated ev­ery day and he also loved me very much, but I could not let him fuck me like very many other women do com­pletely with­out shame. I of­ten watch these shame­less women who let them­selves be fucked day af­ter day by a well trained stal­lion. It looks very horny and ex­cit­ing, but I do not know whether to de­spise or un­der­stand these women. 


I of­ten ques­tioned them. The stal­lion re­ally had to be spe­cially trained and had to squirt his se­men ev­ery day, be­cause it was only through ha­bit­u­a­tion that he fucked long enough to give his mis­tress an or­gasm. And the woman also had to be very care­ful that the stal­lion did not pen­e­trate her too deeply. Some of these women told me that this act was very com­mon in pre­his­toric times, since men did not live as long as they do to­day. With the help of a good‐na­tured woman, I also let a stal­lion fuck me a few times, not very of­ten, maybe 80 or 100 times. The or­gasms were re­ally unique, mind blow­ing and fuck­ing with a stal­lion is by far much bet­ter than with many a loin‐weak man. But I think that nei­ther my hus­band would like it nor that it is proper for a Queen. I only do it se­cretly and have not told my hus­band about it yet. I like to do it when my hus­band is away for days at a time, it’s a de­light­fully ex­cit­ing change of pace. But Pro­trak­tes is al­ready too old to be trained for it any­way. I have grown up lov­ing his won­der­ful char­ac­ter and our lit­tle se­cret since my ear­li­est youth.


When Telema­chos was 11, my hus­band went to war against Troy, not be­cause he hated the Tro­jans or was look­ing for a scuf­fle. No, some dimwit­ted king had had his wife stolen and car­ried off to Troy by a Tro­jan Prince. Odysseus was ashamed with rage, a war be­cause of a stupid love deal! But he had to go, he was bound by oath, pol­i­tics and manly honor. Telema­chos and I cried our eyes out when my Lord left. My first de­ci­sion was that Telema­chos must sleep in my mar­riage bed. Ev­ery widow was en­ti­tled to that, and I could be­come a widow at any mo­ment!


My son al­most passed away with horni­ness and for­got his suf­fer­ing in­stantly when in the evening my ser­vant girl lay down with us and mas­tur­bated me as al­ways ten­derly soft and won­der­fully. I know how much this ex­cites the men, my Odysseus al­most al­ways fucked my ser­vant girl af­ter­wards in a sex­ual rage! I waited un­til she had gone and em­braced Telema­chos and his burst­ing stiff cock, “Come, my dar­ling, from now on you shall lay by me as my hus­band un­til the King re­turns!” Telema­chos had to swal­low three times when he heard my en­tic­ing words. It was not at all proper, but who should deny me? Telema­chos could re­ally fuck very well and he had his fa­ther’s tal­ent in it. He was re­ally strong in the loins for his age. When I closed my eyes, I could feel as aroused and hornily be­ing fucked as I did in Odysseus’ arms. He wanted to sat­isfy me re­ally well ev­ery night and with­held his seed from his play­mates. We fucked ev­ery night un­til he was de­flated and we cried hug­ging, cry­ing at the sad fate of  my Lord. Telema­chos shared my bed for ten years, then came the no­ble can­di­dates.





Telema­chos’ sto­ry­telling (I)





I learned to mas­tur­bate and fuck from my play­mates at a very early age. The ser­vant‐girl who slept in my bed since I was born showed and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to me be­fore I was 7 and pre­pared me to go to my first car­ni­val. She was a not very beau­ti­ful but a very sweet 15 year old who fucked my fa­ther very se­cretly. I was al­ways al­lowed to grope her in­ti­mate body parts at night and fuck her play­fully at 6, I think, but I couldn’t squirt un­til I was 7. My mother of­ten watched me mas­tur­bate and when no one else was around, she mas­tur­bated me with a greedy grin. To make me squirt, she spread her thighs and let me see her tiny lit­tle hole, and I squirted im­me­di­ately! She had never pu­bic hair from youth on and that al­ways made her pussy ap­pear vir­gin­like and child­like. Eaa, my dear­est play­mate, like me 7 years old, was very sad about be­ing de­flow­ered to­mor­row at the car­ni­val by some alien no­body, as she was not a no­ble­woman. She wrapped her arms around my neck and cried bit­terly, she didn’t want a stranger to de­flower her! I calmed her down and when she could laugh again, I de­flow­ered her a day too early, but she was any­way very happy that it was me. We fucked se­ri­ously on but she only got an or­gasm while mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter­wards.


I loved the Car­ni­val, be­cause first the King fucked the Queen ‐ Daddy and Mommy ‐ on stage, I saw them fuck for the first time!!! Then Daddy de­flow­ered and fucked some girls and Mommy had to let all her ser­vants and body­guards fuck her. The cel­e­bra­tion lasted from noon un­til the next sun­rise and all the peo­ple fucked, mas­tur­bated, squirted and cud­dled in pub­lic to wel­come the spring sea­son. I stood on the edge of the stage for a very long time watch­ing at arms length my Mommy be­ing fucked by man af­ter man af­ter man. She was my dream girl in those young years, and I fan­ta­sized about ev­ery cock be­ing mine, fuck­ing her. Of course I lit­tle peck fucked the young girls from the vil­lage and  was al­lowed to fuck also adult women, real big ones, and they laughed aloud when I young­ster gave all and fucked re­lent­lessly in their big pussy­holes. I think I wasn’t very skilled at fuck­ing back then. 


Of course I liked to sneak up be­hind Mommy when she went into the sta­bles with her cheeks glow­ing. It dis­gusted me at the first mo­ment when she let her­self be fucked by a stal­lion. An­other woman pushed the Hage­mo­nion in front of the stal­lion, which was a heavy wooden frame where the stal­lion could rest his front hooves and Mama could lie down un­der his belly at the right height. When the stal­lion was not yet aroused, he sniffed Mama’s child­like pussy and his cock quickly stiff­ened. Mommy grabbed the cock with both hands, in­serted it very care­fully into her lit­tle hole and then the fine stal­lion be­gan to fuck her pow­er­fully. He re­mained al­most mo­tion­less with his rear end and fucked only with his cock. Mommy usu­ally let her­self be fucked four or five times in a row. Then, out of cu­rios­ity, I se­cretly watched many more women when they let the stal­lion fuck them and I soon knew that a well trained stal­lion could fuck about 20 times in a row. I saw this my­self, four naked women let the stal­lion sniff their pussies un­til his cock was as stiff as Her­a­cles’ club. They let the stal­lion fuck them lust­fully, al­ways tak­ing turns af­ter his squirt‐in­side. He sniffed all their cunts be­fore she lay down to be fucked and his cock was in­stantly stiff again. So I wit­nessed that the good stal­lion dili­gently fucked and cum 20 times in a row. I soon re­al­ized how much Mommy loved to fuck the stal­lion and I also found it no longer dis­gust­ing but very arous­ing and ex­cit­ing.


When Daddy went off to war, Mommy or­dered me to sleep with her in the mar­i­tal bed. She ex­plained to me that all wid­ows were al­lowed to have a son sleep with them, and Daddy could make her a widow at any mo­ment. I nod­ded, al­though I didn’t quite un­der­stand, Daddy hadn’t died yet, had he? I watched very ex­cit­edly as her ser­vant girl mas­tur­bated Mommy be­fore she went to sleep. But that was much, much more ex­cit­ing than watch­ing my play­mates mas­tur­bat­ing! Mommy then sent the sweet ser­vant‐girl away, who was usu­ally al­ways al­lowed to mas­tur­bate her­self af­ter hav­ing mas­tur­bated Mommy, but not to­day, shoo‐shoo, mas­tur­bate in your own bed! Mommy hugged and kissed me with her tongue like a whore, she stroked my stiff, drip­ping cock and whis­pered, now I had to fuck her be­cause Daddy was gone. I swal­lowed and swal­lowed in an­tic­i­pa­tion and I fucked her as best I could with my 11 years. I knew ex­actly how she let the stal­lion fuck her and I did it like him. Mommy got her or­gasm like from her stal­lion and she kissed me a thou­sand times with grat­i­tude.


Mommy let the young ser­vant girl watch our fuck­ing from the be­gin­ning be­cause the girl re­ally wanted to watch it. The 13 year old An­dro­machis was a pretty, sim­ple girl and she was very shy and timid. I asked her be­cause she had a very large clit and she thought it came from mas­tur­bat­ing a lot, which she did very, very of­ten from an early age on. She was al­lowed to lie down right in front of Mommy’s pussy and watch our fuck­ing up close. This made her hope­lessly horny and she mas­tur­bated in­ces­santly. Af­ter fuck­ing, she mas­tur­bated Mommy’s clit very skill­fully un­til mom tiredly fell asleep. Watch­ing them do it in my recre­ation pause made me burst­ing stiff and rag­ing horny. We were very quiet so as not to wake Mommy and I de­flow­ered An­dro­machis with a quick jerk. We con­tin­ued fuck­ing for an­other two hours for sure, un­til I was fi­nally com­pletely de­flated af­ter cum­ing many times. I kissed her on the mouth and she learned very quickly to let our tongues play with each other. We did it like this ev­ery night, An­dro­machis was al­ways quiet, shame­ful and very shy, but she loved mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing in­sanely much. Mommy sent her home richly en­dowed when her lit­tle belly had al­ready grown quite big. Mommy al­ways got us pretty vir­gins, be­cause she no­ticed how much I liked to de­flower them and fuck them ev­ery night for a long time. She was proud of me be­cause I had made so many chil­dren. She al­ways got me vir­gins com­pletely un­touched, even in the later years.


When I con­fessed to Mommy that I spied on her ev­ery time she fucked with the stal­lion, she laughed brightly and took me with her ev­ery day to watch her fuck the stal­lion up close. She loved go­ing to the stal­lion at noon, and now that Daddy was gone, we went al­most ev­ery day. She mas­tur­bated in a long fash­ion ev­ery time she fucked the stal­lion and said shame­fully and with a very shy smile that she al­ways needed that mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter fuck­ing. She avoided mostly to mas­tur­bate in front of me, she did it al­ways very shame­fully and turned her head aside, feel­ing very ashamed to show her horni­ness to her in­no­cent son. I didn’t fuck with the play­mates or my ser­vant from then on, only ev­ery night for the next ten years with Mommy, un­til the no­ble gen­tle­men came to marry Mommy and they sent me off to find Daddy. 





Telema­chos shared my bed for ten won­der­ful years, then came the no­ble gen­tle­men. They came like lo­custs, a good sixty in num­ber. Princes and Kings, old and young, wid­owed and youth­ful. They imag­ined Ithaca’s Lord would never come back, and his beau­ti­ful, de­sir­able Queen, not yet 30 years old, needed a new hus­band, the King­dom a new Lord. I was able to en­ter­tain them for a while un­til our sup­plies were ex­hausted. Then I had to ask them to leave or bring in sup­plies. My hope that they would leave was not ful­filled. They had the best sup­plies brought in, and the feasts went on for­ever.


My ser­vant girl was clever and sly. She ad­vised me to weave a cloth and, when it was fin­ished, to de­cide which ca­di­date would be my spouse. I would work dur­ing the day, she would un­ravel it at night. The can­di­dates, who nev­er­the­less rep­re­sented some power, sent Telema­chos off to look for his fa­ther, he came back only af­ter 3 years. Now my bed was or­phaned, the trou­ble­some boy out of the way, how­ever the Kings and Princes did not sus­pect that Telema­chos had fucked me faith­fully ev­ery night. 


They had me poor woman in a quandary. I had set up a fixed bed near the ban­quet hall, suit­able for vig­or­ous and strong fuck­ing with four to five of my bride fuck­ers, so many I liked to fuck at the same time. No can­di­date was ever al­lowed to soil Odysseus’ bed. The horny mates came one by one and lay down to me, but I loved to fuck and be be fucked lust­fully, vig­or­ously and vi­o­lently by four or five at once, and they obeyed my scream­ing or­ders. They fucked me hellishly good all at once and in turn, turn upon turn, un­til they went limp! All night I  let them fuck me un­til sun­rise. I never told any­one if they were good enough at fuck­ing. Now I can ad­mit that many of them were great, some very great and per­sis­tent in fuck­ing and gave me many shiv­er­ing or­gasms. Yes, I ad­mit that I was im­pa­tiently wait­ing for the evening, im­pa­tiently look­ing for­ward to the fuck­ing. I whis­pered to many a good fucker se­cretly that he should not get drunk now and come to me in the evening. All my maids had red cheeks — and some also round bel­lies — be­cause the can­di­dates and their en­tourage also had to fuck some­one, if they could not fuck the Queen her­self. We Greeks are not food eaters, just look at our world of Gods! When Gods and God­desses were bored, they fucked young men and vir­gins of the earth, and not too scarce.


Telema­chos came back af­ter three years. He had not been able to find his fa­ther on or un­der the ground. He at­tended the ban­quet ev­ery evening and never once spoke to any of the can­di­dates. He did, how­ever, lie down at ta­ble with the naked beau­ti­ful mis­tresses of the no­bles. He em­braced them as was proper for a royal host, he kissed them nobly on the lips as a host, while his fin­gers touched breasts, cunts, pussy­holes and clits. How proud I was of my son, who made the beau­ties blush with his com­pli­ments or whis­per­ing pig­gish in­sin­u­a­tions! Many a mis­tress, who had se­men drip­ping from her hole, af­ter she was be­ing fucked by her mas­ter and all of his dirty­minded ser­vants in pub­lic at the ban­quet with­out any shame or de­cency, he cleaned her lit­tle hole with a cloth. It was con­sid­ered very shame­ful and in­de­cent to fuck a mis­tress in pub­lic or dur­ing a ban­quet. To have the ser­vants fuck her too was ter­ri­bly hu­mil­i­at­ing for these beau­ti­ful crea­tures who served only for plea­sure and lust, but the no­bles had lost all their sense of shame and de­cency! If she was hope­lessly horny and left un­sat­is­fied from the fuck­ing, my son mas­tur­bated her to or­gasm, cov­er­ing her pri­vate parts with his body.  How proud I was of my son! Un­ob­tru­sively he pushed his cock un­seen in the pussy of the beauty, arous­ing him­self with pig­gish whis­per­ing or the covert mas­tur­ba­tion and squirt with­out ob­vi­ously fuck­ing in the tight pussy with­out any­one but me no­ticed! I had greeted him only briefly and for­mally, for I sus­pected how he would re­act to my greed to be fucked! 


Telema­chos came back af­ter three years, he had es­caped the as­sas­si­na­tion at­tempt of my ad­mir­ers thanks to the God­dess. He had not been able to find his fa­ther on or un­der the ground, al­though no one had seen him fall in bat­tle and the other he­roes had long since re­turned. He was hor­ri­fied that the ad­mir­ers had been fuck­ing me in turn ev­ery night for three years to re­hearse! He sat by my sin­ful bed for 30 nights, stroking my head as it rested on his thighs and plac­ing a hand chival­rously pro­tec­tive on my bat­tered clit. When my heart raced to­ward or­gasm, his sen­si­tive fin­gers rubbed my clit to won­der­fully trig­ger my or­gasm. 


My son was a man too of course, from the start his stiff cock jut­ted out above my head, my fore­head, my  nose and above my mouth, his se­men some­times drip­ping onto my lips. When he bent over to mas­tur­bate my clit to or­gasm, his se­men squirted in a jet into my mouth and I licked his glans clean. He kept this up un­til dawn, and he was sooth­ing me. He had saved his se­men in the three years of his search and lay with the pretty young daugh­ters in the evening only to de­flower them or give them an or­gasm, or sev­eral, when the most shame­less girls begged him. To the moth­ers he thanked nicely‐but‐No, he had not come to whore around with the wives of no­ble men, but be­cause of the search for the beloved fa­ther!! I had to laugh at my smart son and he lasted 30 nights, squirt­ing into my mouth with each of my or­gasms! But he was hor­ri­fied in­side, how the Kings and Princes hu­mil­i­ated me night af­ter night. I could feel his pain.


When the con­tes­tant went limp, I roared loud and im­pa­tiently for the next one! The can­di­dates stood around with the wine cups in their hands, de­bat­ing crit­i­cally how the can­di­date had per­formed and look­ing en­vi­ously as the cock plowed in and out my lit­tle pussy­hole. Ev­ery night my ser­vants and some body­guards asked early in the morn­ing po­litely, if they could fuck me too and of course they were al­lowed, my braves! It was a car­ni­val that lasted 3 years! I screamed with lust and horni­ness un­til sun­rise, Telema­chos ac­com­pa­nied me silently cry­ing ev­ery morn­ing to my mar­riage bed. He sat sadly with me at the bed of my sins for 30 nights, his eyes glow­ing dan­ger­ously as of­ten as I died in agony and in or­gasm, prob­a­bly a hun­dred times in or­gasm, ev­ery night. One night he smashed the sin‐bed with an axe, demon­stra­tively took me by the hand and led me to the mar­riage bed. How starved he was, the star of my life! He fucked me un­til sun­rise and fur­ther un­til noon, un­til he went limp. My pussy screamed with joy and plea­sure, I can tell you! It didn’t mat­ter to us that our love­mak­ing was heard all the way down to the ban­quet hall.





Telema­chos sto­ry­telling (II)





I rode off quickly, I wanted to find Daddy that week and re­turn to Mommy as soon as pos­si­ble, be­cause I had a very bad feel­ing about leav­ing her in that pack of quirky‐dirty char­ac­ters. She gave me her faith­ful stal­lion Pro­trak­tes and I had to prom­ise her to mas­tur­bate him ev­ery day, as he was so much used to it. I did not find the fa­ther on the first day, nor in the first month, nor in the first year, nor in the sec­ond year, nor in the third year. I had to re­turn home af­ter three years, I had searched ev­ery house, vil­lage and town in Greece in vain. As promised, I had the good Pro­trak­tes mas­tur­bated daily, squirt­ing by the way­side or in the grass. I re­fused to al­low the moth­ers to lie with me, say­ing, that I was not trav­el­ling for whor­ing the wifes of hon­or­able men but to find my dear fa­ther and slept only with their youngest or vir­gin daugh­ters ev­ery night. I did not deny them a de­flow­er­ing and the or­gasm or sev­eral or­gasms that the most de­praved and ob­scene ones  begged me for. I re­turned home.


How ev­ery­thing had changed! The no­ble gen­tle­men were fuck­ing Queen Pene­lope, my mother, ev­ery night purely as a re­hearsal. The Queen had started a weav­ing and never fin­ished it, so the faith­ful ser­vant helped her to stall the gen­tle­men. I lay down at the ban­quet with the mis­tresses of the Lords, I kissed and ca­ressed these naked most beau­ti­fuls of the coun­try with del­i­cacy, feel­ing their jew­els cu­ri­ously. Some of these beau­ti­ful crea­tures, in con­trary to any sense of shame and de­cency, were pub­licly fucked and hu­mil­i­ated at the ban­quet by their mas­ters and then by some of their de­praved ser­vants. Out­ra­geous! The girls were of­ten left cry­ing, hu­mil­i­ated, sex­u­ally aroused and horny to burst­ing. I wiped the se­men from their sweet lit­tle holes and when they could laugh again, I cov­ered their bod­ies shame­fully with my body, pen­e­trated their sweet lit­tle holes with my cock and mas­tur­bated them friendly, so they could be happy again. That hid­den mas­tur­ba­tion sit­u­a­tion aroused me that much, that I squirted se­cretly  in their sweet lit­tle holes with­out mov­ing an inch, and with­out hav­ing to fuck them vis­i­bly. Pene­lope was the only one to no­tice, she smiled and blinked with an eye to me. I would say dur­ing these 40 ban­quets I squirted mul­ti­ple times in ev­ery sweet lit­tle pussy of all these mag­nif­i­cent crea­tures, in all of them and no­ticed by no one. I fucked all of these beau­ties, all of them! 




I felt sorry for Pene­lope from the bot­tom of my heart. She was pow­er­fully fucked ev­ery night on a lot­tery bed by so many no­bles. She screamed her soul out of horni­ness and lust. I no longer rec­og­nized my usu­ally gen­tly, plea­sur­able and de­cently fuck­ing mother. She was like a fury, she of­ten fucked sev­eral men at once and her in­sa­tiable pussy sucked the cocks greed­ily and mer­ci­lessly empty. She roared like a mad­woman for the next stiff cock and the spec­ta­tors loi­ter­ing around her bed ducked at her screams. Was this still my mother, was this vul­gar mon­ster roar­ing for “more!”  still my lovely, gen­tle and de­cently fuck­ing mother? 


I sat down at the head end and put her head on my thighs. My faith­ful cock stood over her head, her fore­head and nose to over her full lips, a lit­tle bit drip­ping on her lips in arouse­ment. I placed one hand pro­tec­tively on her clit and quickly rubbed her to or­gasm as she raced to­ward it. My cock spurted a rich jet into her mouth and she laugh­ingly licked my glans. I re­as­sured her I had saved my se­men on the jour­ney and I was in­deed able to squirt down her throat un­til dawn.


One day it was enough, just enough! I grabbed one of the gi­ant axes and fu­ri­ously smashed the lot­ter bed to pieces! Then I took Pene­lope by the hand and led her up to the mar­riage bed. We fucked for the first time in three years, she scratched, hissed and screamed with lust! It wasn’t un­til noon the next day that I was ex­hausted. That the sounds and noises of our love­mak­ing could be heard all the way down the hall, we both didn’t care, but so what!





A half‐blind old beg­gar came into our royal yard. He was in­sulted, kicked and beaten up, but he would not let to be chased away. Telema­chos was one of those who treated him kindly. The ragged old man said he was Odysseus, his fa­ther. Telema­chos re­mained po­lite, but of course he didn’t be­lieve a sin­gle word. Place here, here, and here three quiv­ers of 20 ar­rows each of Odysseus, the old man said, and hold a con­test like Odysseus to shoot an ar­row through 12 ax‐eyes. Telema­chos was puz­zled, how did the old man know about this? It hadn’t been played for 15 years! He nod­ded and promised to set it up that way. Af­ter all, there was no mor­tal who could stretch Odysseus’ strong bow even an inch.


The con­test be­gan, not one of the con­tes­tants could draw the bow. They gig­gled in em­bar­rass­ment, the bow must be be­witched. I looked at Telema­chos in con­fu­sion, what was my son up to? Why was he wear­ing body ar­mor and a sharp sword at his side? Telema­chos calmly re­turned my gaze. Trust me, mother! said his look. The old beg­gar joined them, he also wanted to do archery. The can­di­dates kicked af­ter him, but Telema­chos thun­dered down from the bal­lustrade, “Let the old man draw the bow!” The no­ble­men re­luc­tantly made way. The beg­gar drew the bow like noth­ing! The ar­row whirred through the 12 axe‐eyes with­out any touch! The Kings and Princes looked at each other in hor­ror. The beg­gar had won the Queen?!


The beg­gar drew the bow, again and again, ar­row af­ter ar­row! Each ar­row struck one of my ad­mir­ers, driv­ing un­err­ingly into head, heart or neck. Only a few mo­ments passed, then all the can­di­dates lay dead or dy­ing on the ground. Telema­chos stepped next to the dy­ing and cut their throats mer­ci­lessly. Then he bent the knee to the beg­gar, “Wel­come home, my fa­ther, King Odysseus!” I stood frozen. Telema­chos must have gone mad! I looked into the beg­gar’s one eye, scan­ning his face. No, im­pos­si­ble! This could never be my hus­band! Telema­chos stroked the beg­gar’s face with his blood‐stained hand. “Ask him some­thing, dear mother, that only your hus­band can know!” I pon­dered. I dis­carded the idea of ask­ing about some pe­cu­liar­ity of my body, far too many men have seen me naked, though they were all dead … The old man smiled. “Your clit is two fin­ger­tips long and has grown slightly to the left from all that heavy mas­tur­bat­ing!” smiled the old man with a friv­o­lous grin. “Phew!” I ex­claimed an­grily, “you’re just imag­in­ing it!” I huffed and blushed be­cause it was true, but only my ser­vant girl could know that. “You hiss and scratch with plea­sure and lust like a wild pan­ther when you get fucked good!” the old man added with a broad ob­scene grin. I didn’t dig­nify him with a glance, the cheeky guy had over­heard me fuck­ing at some point! — “I got it,” I ex­claimed. “How many ser­vants does it take to push my mar­i­tal bed into the cor­ner of the bed­room?” He couldn’t have known that. I pre­tended hyp­o­crit­i­cally to help him, “four, six, or eight?”


The old man laughed up­roar­i­ously, “Four, six or eight, what, oxen maybe?” He laughed and held his side laugh­ing, the wretched fel­low! He looked me in the eye, laugh­ing. “Not a sin­gle one, my Queen,” he said qui­etly, “Not a sin­gle one! I car­pen­tered our mar­riage bed my­self, it is built around the trunk of an an­cient oak, and no mor­tal could move it a thread!” My knees al­most gave way and Telema­chos jumped over to sup­port me. Only I and Odysseus knew of this, not a sin­gle ser­vant or ser­vant girl, not even Telema­chos knew of this. But how could this be my Odysseus? No mat­ter, it had to be him! I gath­ered all my courage, I ap­proached the old beg­gar, I em­braced him in his rags and of­fered him my lips for a kiss. At that mo­ment a golden mist came over him, the God­dess trans­formed him back into Odysseus in his mag­nif­i­cent robes. I kissed him, I hugged him, I held him tight; never would I let him go again! He em­braced me and Telema­chos, and our hap­pi­ness brought tears to our eyes. Odysseus or­dered the ser­vants to take the mis­tresses and dead mas­ters home for a proper burial.


Six weeks later Telema­chos came home sad and bro­ken. The God­dess had re­vealed ev­ery­thing to Odysseus in a dream. My fuck­ing with all Kings and Princes, lan­guish­ing and hornily roar­ing for the next, with­out be­ing phys­i­cally forced. That he, Telema­chos, had lain with me like a man, for years. The fa­ther had em­braced him and kissed him and said that he was the only one who had the right to lie with me, be­cause I had treated you as the only one de­cently and chival­rously, Telema­chos said and burst into tears again. His fa­ther had told him to take good care of me and to lie with me in the fu­ture. The God­dess, he said, had called him to set out at once. The fa­ther em­braced him earnestly and kissed him, turned around and went down the path to the har­bor. A ship had sud­denly ap­peared and Telema­chos had sadly watched the ship un­til it dis­ap­peared on the hori­zon. 


I have given the King­dom over to Telema­chos. He is a wise, just and lov­ing King, but there is no Queen, as Telema­chos has been faith­fully ly­ing in my bed for decades, giv­ing me phys­i­cal plea­sures and un­bri­dled lust. When­ever his du­ties al­low him, he ac­com­pa­nies me to the stal­lions at noon. I do the fuck­ing with the stal­lion and my mas­tur­ba­tion now in plain sight, in pub­lic. The women know that I come daily and give me the most fiery stal­lions. The peo­ple no longer greet me as Queen, but as “Dear Mother!”, which makes me proud and happy. 


In the evening I still ride to my rock above the sea to pre­pare my­self for the night with the young King. Pro­trak­tes al­ready has a lot of gray hair and gen­tly sniffs my pussy while I am mas­tur­bat­ing to get his cock out re­ally long. I think he watches me like one who knows ex­actly what I’m do­ing and when I’m done, he comes to stand over me and brings his lance within easy reach. I re­main seated while I mas­tur­bate him long and very vig­or­ously. I don’t mind if he squirts on my belly or my pussy. I hug him like a dear friend, be­cause he still needs it badly, the good old fel­low! 


I have asked my ser­vant girl to join us ear­lier and she mas­tur­bates shyly and de­voutly watch­ing as I lie in Telema­chos’ arms. I had fig­ured out that the girl likes to watch the fuck­ing. Her face lies in front of my pussy­hole and she holds her breath, when his cock pumps force­fully in my pussy­hole. He then waits pa­tiently un­til she has made me tired by gen­tly mas­tur­bat­ing me. Af­ter­wards, she lets him fuck her two or three times shyly and girl­ishly or as long as it takes him and low­ers her eyes like a vir­gin when he kisses her on the lips as she leaves again. I pray that I may live this won­der­fully full life for a long time to come, un­til one day I will join my an­ces­tors.


Ev­ery year, on this par­tic­u­lar day, I sit on the rock above the sea. I wait and pray im­plor­ingly to the God­dess to let him re­turn home to me. 





My ser­vant Eleni ac­com­pa­nied me ev­ery noon when I went to the main square to be fucked by a stal­lion in front of the leer­ing pop­u­lace. Eleni was the only one who felt how much this daily rit­ual shamed me, how shy I re­ally was in­side and how I de­spised my­self for of­fer­ing this daily show to the voyeuris­tic plebs. I looked her in the eyes with shame and full of shy­ness, when im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards I mas­tur­bated in pub­lic as if driven by an evil de­mon. 


Eleni was my young ser­vant at that time, who was con­stantly seen fuck­ing some­one some­where in our palace. I did not count, of course, but in her youth she fucked dur­ing the day with cer­tainly a dozen boys or young boys. She had no taboos, no reser­va­tions about age, sex, skin color or so­cial stand­ing. I of­ten be­lieved she had a spe­cial soft spot for our black slaves with the mighty cocks. But I was very much mis­taken, be­cause she pre­ferred to fuck the young boys, the very young boys with their slen­der, child­like cocks, she once told me. And she was then the most beau­ti­ful mid­night in­ter­lude at great ban­quets that King Odysseus some­times gave for his guests from far­away places. There she came in to the high so­ci­ety, slim and tall like a God­dess, with an aris­to­cratic look and a won­der­fully straight nose,  fol­lowed by a strong black slave with a huge cock and strong loins. Well vis­i­ble to all the guests, she let the hand­some man fuck her three times with­out in­ter­rup­tion. It was dead silent, only the cou­ple’s ex­cited gasps could be heard, their moans of plea­sure when things were go­ing well up­hill and her gig­gles and whoops when she had an or­gasm, down­hill ex­hal­ing with a long, sat­is­fied moan­ing. Like two fierce moun­tain li­ons, they both fought on to have her as many or­gasms as pos­si­ble. When he had tri­umphantly squirted into her twitch­ing, rap­tur­ous lit­tle fuck­hole for the third time, the king would toss him a bag of money; he had done his job well. When Eleni was still highly aroused, she hid be­hind the slave and mas­tur­bated and ex­ploded twitch­ing and quiv­er­ing. She never let any­one watch her mas­tur­bate. The com­pany thumped their cups on the ta­ble, they had en­joyed the per­for­mance! Mostly the high guests de­manded that Eleni spent the night with them. She will­ingly fucked the for­eign King and his 3 or 4 com­pan­ions un­til the next morn­ing and she sat­is­fied them all. None of the High Lords was able to bring her to or­gasm. Usu­ally af­ter such a night she was hope­lessly horny and went to a room to mas­tur­bate alone, of­ten King Odysseus took his time and fucked his poor horny needy ser­vant to or­gasm un­til her sat­is­fac­tion.


Eleni was from the be­gin­ning of my mar­riage for years the ser­vant girl who mas­tur­bated grace­fully and pas­sion­ately next to us when King Odysseus fucked me. Del­i­cately and rou­tinely as hardly any other she mas­tur­bated me to sleep. The King then fucked her with an­i­mal lust, she let my spouse fuck her ex­ult­ing and cheer­ing and drove him wildly un­til he had emp­tied all his se­men and his cock soft­ened. But when she mar­ried, that was over, she be­longed only to her hus­band and would not let her­self be fucked, not even by the King. 


Eleni had sunk faintly into the arms of the her­ald who an­nounced to her the death of her hus­band be­fore the walls of Troy. Her 13 and 14 year old sons, Heron and Thy­bates sup­ported her and brought her into the house. She slept for two days and awoke dazed. Tragedy struck her again with full force, but she could cry no more. 


Heron awoke next to her. “Oh, you’re awake al­ready, mother!” he ex­claimed. She wanted to scold her 14‐year‐old about what he was do­ing in her bed, in his fa­ther’s place. She had al­ready opened her mouth when the law oc­curred to her mind. She was a widow and he, as the el­dest son, was obliged to take his fa­ther’s place, to pro­tect her from nightly sex­ual raids and to fuck her well and con­sci­en­tiously. She shud­dered, for she had not fucked in over four years and had mas­tur­bated ev­ery night think­ing of her hus­band un­til she fell asleep dead tired.


Heron looked at her ar­ro­gantly and cock­ily. He had fucked her a dozen times, the big guy bragged, a dozen times while she slept like a dead woman. No, he said meekly, she had al­lowed her­self to be fucked com­pletely pas­sively in her sleep and had not wo­ken up even in or­gasm. Her first or­gasm, he said, had come so un­ex­pect­edly and so vi­o­lently, as if her body was mak­ing up for the sense­lessly wasted time. Her body was shak­ing as if a de­mon tried to tear her apart, he had never seen a girl or a grown up woman hav­ing such a heavy or­gasm.


Eleni lis­tened to him with speech­less amaze­ment. Her body has re­acted to the first fuck­ing since so many years with a re­ally big or­gasm, that was fine with her. He had al­ready taken his right, he had not hes­i­tated for a sec­ond to fuck her right­fully. Thy, the younger son, had said to him, shak­ing his head, that he should wait to fuck her un­til she was awake, but Heron didn’t wait a mo­ment. He had waited four years, he heard her sigh and groan and shiv­er­ing in or­gasm af­ter or­gasm ev­ery night. Thy held the sleep­ing Eleni in his strong arms so that she wouldn’t slip away dur­ing Heron’s fuck­ing. Thy mas­tur­bated her clit from or­gasm to or­gasm and cried softly, be­cause Heron fuck­ing the sleep­ing over and over again was cer­tainly not right.


Eleni now let Heron em­brace her ap­a­thet­i­cally, she could see his enor­mous morn­ing wood af­ter all. It was a strange feel­ing to lie down in fuck po­si­tion af­ter so many years in chastity, spread­ing her legs will­ingly and push­ing and smooth­ing her pu­bic hair side­ways with her fin­gers. Oh, when was the last time she had done this, when her beloved hus­band went off to the ill‐fated war 4 years ago! Heron pen­e­trated her im­me­di­ately and fucked not bad at all! She couldn’t even tell now if he wasn’t fuck­ing as well as his fa­ther. Eleni was com­pletely sur­prised at how quickly her pussy heated up and felt her or­gasm ris­ing quickly. She clutched Heron with both arms and pressed her cunt against his cock. The or­gasm burst upon her like a thun­der­storm, she gasped and whim­pered in her plea­sure at his ear. She im­me­di­ately calmed down and pas­sively low­ered her­self. Her horni­ness was com­pletely gone, she looked at Heron’s fuck­ing quite dis­tantly. He in­creased his pace and gasped with bared teeth. He tore his mouth and eyes wide open and spurted wildly, spurt­ing in rhyth­mic jets deep in­side her.


Six months later, Eleni sat on her fa­vorite stone bench in the shade and looked out to sea. Thy sat be­side her and snug­gled up, his head with its black mane rest­ing on her chest. He had slipped his hand un­der her tu­nic and his fin­gers were play­ing with the teat of her breast, mak­ing her in­cred­i­bly horny. He had sat down next to her day af­ter day, lost in thought, play­ing with her teats. She looked at his cock, which was erect as al­ways, but she never touched it be­fore the squirt­ing. She was not one of those moth­ers who mas­tur­bated their sons from the age of 7 and usu­ally fucked them later, some­times it was a sis­ter. This was quite com­mon, but Eleni never did it af­ter she showed the son for the  first time how to mas­tur­bate and let him fuck her for three months on a trial ba­sis, an eter­nity ago. She thought they should de­velop on their own. He stroked his cock and played with her breast and teat, rub­bing his cock harder and putting his face on her breast as soon as he felt the squirt­ing ris­ing. The first time he mas­tur­bated him­self next to her, she looked out of the cor­ner of her eye at his fist, at the thick red glans that kept dis­ap­pear­ing into it and com­ing out again. She was hope­lessly horny from watch­ing, his fin­gers play­ing in­ces­santly with her breast and with the teat. He paused this first time and buried his face on  her breast. “Is some­thing wrong?” she asked softly, and he nod­ded. “You do it, please!” he said hoarsely. “A mother doesn’t mas­tur­bate her son,” she said petu­lantly. “Please, Eleni, just to cum, just to squirt!” She hes­i­tated a few mo­ments, then grabbed his cock and made him cum in a high arc into the grass. Jet af­ter jet in a high arc, and he sighed deeply. She rubbed the last drops from his cock with two fin­gers, stroking firmly, and mur­mured that she didn’t re­ally want to mas­tur­bate him. “If you want me to make you squirt af­ter you have mas­tur­bated, that’s fine by me! Just give me a sign.” He nod­ded af­ter that first time, and that’s how they did it ev­ery day af­ter that. Now, he sighed con­tent­edly as she grabbed his cock in­stantly and pow­er­fully let the twitch­ing jets squirt out in a wide arc, jet af­ter jet af­ter jet and then rubbed the last drops out of his cock with two fin­gers for a very long time, that’s what she did ev­ery day for the last six months.


She came to her fa­vorite bench in the mid­day siesta to mas­tur­bate, she needed that through­out her mar­riage be­cause her hus­band could never give her an or­gasm. She was not par­tic­u­larly dis­ap­pointed, be­cause hardly any man fucked as well as the King. Her hus­band was the King’s swords­man, a feared war­rior, highly re­spected and fa­mous. He fucked her ev­ery night and squirted pow­er­fully into her pussy­hole, some­times she could se­duce him into a sec­ond course. But she never came to or­gasm, as she usu­ally did with the King.  — Thy’s squirt­ing had fi­nally made her very horny, now she turned her back to him, squirt­ing had fi­nally made her very horny, now she turned her back to him, put her soles on the stone bench and her head in his lap, she pulled her tu­nic up to her navel and whis­pered that he was not al­lowed to look! She folded her knees apart and then she mas­tur­bated as long and as of­ten un­til she was sat­is­fied. Thy knew very well that he was not sup­posed to watch her, but he al­ways watched her and lov­ingly stroked her head that was ly­ing in his lap. He saw her clit up close for the first time, it was cer­tainly three fin­ger­tips long and was shaped like a lit­tle boy’s pe­nis. Af­ter her ass cheeks and clit trem­bled ever so slightly in or­gasm, she turned her head to his cock, gen­tly pulled back the fore­skin and let her tongue dance on his glans for a few mo­ments, then gen­tly let the fore­skin slide for­ward and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing. If her clit had soft­ened af­ter mas­tur­ba­tion, Thy’s cock had be­come burst­ingly stiff. Pulling back the fore­skin and ex­pos­ing the glans, she took it into her mouth and let him squirt in her mouth. Thy’s se­men tasted like bit­ter honey.


Eleni sat on her fa­vorite stone bench in the shade and looked out to sea, as ev­ery day she had come to mas­tur­bate. But to­day it was some­how dif­fer­ent than usual. Thy sat be­side her and snug­gled up, his head with its black mane rest­ing on her chest. He had slipped his hand un­der her tu­nic as ev­ery day and his fin­gers were play­ing with the teat of her breast, mak­ing her in­cred­i­bly horny.


“I want to fuck you so badly, Eleni,” he whis­pered softly. His stiff cock was vis­i­ble un­der his tu­nic and looked at her in a  de­mand­ing way. De­sire rose im­me­di­ately in her pussy. She hadn’t mas­tur­bated his cock be­fore in years, the last time be­ing many years ago when she had rubbed his tiny cock stiffly and let it squirt into her palm to show him how to mas­tur­bate.


Eleni never did or al­lowed sex­ual acts with her sons in ear­lier times. Only once, when they squirted the first time and came to her con­fused, she rubbed the lit­tle cock stiff and mas­tur­bated him pa­tiently. She let the lit­tle one squirt in her palm and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him, from now on he had to mas­tur­bate this way him­self, be­cause it was not the mother’s task or re­spon­si­bil­ity. She ex­plained fuck­ing to him in full de­tail and of course he was al­lowed to try it out right away. She let him fuck all af­ter­noon, ev­ery af­ter­noon for three months, then it was enough in her opin­ion. She had told her hus­band right away and he was strictly against it, he had never been al­lowed to fuck his mother, he lied im­pu­dently. 


As a kid he had watched with his thumb in his mouth for years, as first the old­est brother and then both older broth­ers fucked the wid­owed mother al­ter­nately round af­ter round. Only when he could squirt was he al­lowed to fuck her se­cretly ev­ery af­ter­noon with­out the older broth­ers know­ing. In the af­ter­noon she be­longed to him alone, it had sim­ply come about be­cause she mas­tur­bated ab­sent‐mind­edly ev­ery af­ter­noon and he cheek­ily mounted her while she mas­tur­bated, fucked her and jerked off into the far­away with­out her notic­ing the first few times. He had learned se­crecy and dis­sim­u­la­tion so very early. He waited un­til the mother started the fi­nal spurt with loud gasp­ing and he pen­e­trated her with a quick jerk. He thrust with his lance like a war­rior thrust­ing into an evil Spar­tan maid who had robbed him of his fa­ther. He fucked fast and hard as he had seen his broth­ers do. She stared at him with her mouth open and her eyes wide in hor­ror as if he were an evil de­mon. He stared at her with wide open eyes and fucked her hard like in a sex­ual con­test, she raced to­ward her or­gasm, and he squirted and squirted and squirted. Won! With a shrill squeal like a lit­tle piglet her or­gasm came, she twitched and wrig­gled and calmed down im­me­di­ately. She re­ally needed this ev­ery­day af­ter­noon or­gasm, be­cause at night, when the big sons as true broth­ers took turns fuck­ing her one and the other time, she never got an or­gasm. She never mas­tur­bated a sec­ond time, be­cause the huge or­gasm when she was fucked in hor­ror by the evil de­mon was enough for her. She hugged her lit­tle naughty goat boy and kissed him on the crown, smil­ing she let him fuck again so many times un­til his lit­tle cock had be­come soft. —  Afte that Eleni didn’t tell her hus­band that she let the son fuck her and cum ev­ery af­ter­noon for the next three months.


Eleni knew, of course, that Queen Pene­lope smil­ingly sent all im­por­tu­nate men to her for fuck­ing. The Queen knew how much horny Eleni al­ways was from her ob­ses­sively nightly mas­tur­bat­ing and wanted only good things for her when she sent the fuck­ing horny cocks to her. But she re­mained rock solid and made it clear to them that she was not fuck­ing any­one, never. Whether it was first her vir­gin­ity, then her mar­i­tal fi­delity or her chaste wid­ow­hood, she re­buffed them all. As a stop­gap mea­sure, she of­fered them a hand­job, which al­most all of them ac­cepted. She was very good at it, routi­nately with fine and pow­er­ful rub­bing she made them all cum, that was the end of it. That meant she did two or five hand­jobs ev­ery day, some­times more, un­til she mar­ried. 


Now it was the first time that Thy’s cock was star­ing at her, bloody horny and de­mand­ing. For the first time he didn’t mas­tur­bate. Thy pushed her tu­nic from her shoul­ders, ca­ressed her breasts and ex­cited her teats with his fin­gers. She had to over­come her shy­ness, her in­hi­bi­tions and sham­ful­ness and groped for his cock with shiv­er­ing fin­gers. She had pulled his stiff cock half out from un­der his tu­nic and very very slowly pulled back the fore­skin. Thy breathed heav­ily and stopped breath­ing. She slowly drove the ex­posed glans thought­fully with her thumb left and right, slowly ran her thumb thought­fully back and forth on the ex­posed glans, for min­utes. Af­ter all, she had decades of ex­pe­ri­ence with cocks and knew ex­actly where the spe­cial spots were with which she could make any cock squirt in an in­stant. She con­tin­ued to rub the glans with her thumb, which twitched sen­si­tively with each stroke over it. A jet shot forth and as her thumb con­tin­ued to rub it, an­other jet shot forth and an­other and an­other. She stopped her thumb. No, this was no longer the lit­tle boy’s cock she had shown him years ago to mas­tur­bate and had al­lowed to fuck her. This was a siz­able cock, prob­a­bly quite a bit larger than his older brother’s. 


“You know the law, Heron is the older one, he has the right.” Eleni won­dered how flat and un­con­vinc­ing her voice sounded. 


“I’ve been watch­ing both of you fuck­ing for months now, and I can too fuck very well!” Thy whis­pered, but his voice was clear and firm. 


“I don’t even know if you can fuck in re­al­ity yet, my dar­ling!” Eleni ac­tu­ally didn’t know, she had only watched him mas­tur­bate when Thy stood be­side Heron, when he was fuck­ing her at night. She had long ago for­got­ten that Thy was fuck­ing the An­dro­machis bitch so of­ten. 


“I’ve been fuck­ing for a year, now! And I fuck re­ally good, of course!” said Thy, pressed. The smart rub­bing of her hand had al­most made him squirt. His hand im­me­di­ately slipped lower, slipped from her teat to her pussy and his fin­ger searched for her clit. She sighed deeply, spread her legs in pow­er­less sur­ren­der and pressed her clit on his fin­ger, she wanted badly to have it now. It flashed through her mind briefly, maybe she shouldn’t have mas­tur­bated with her head ly­ing in his lap ev­ery day af­ter all, maybe he had been watch­ing her de­spite ev­ery­thing. Shame con­stricted her throat for a mo­ment, then she sur­ren­dered her clit to his fin­ger. May the God­dess for­give her for it!


For min­utes there was si­lence. She gen­tly and very slowly rubbed his cock and he rou­tinely let his fin­ger ro­tate fast and faster and fu­ri­ously. She held his cock mo­tion­less, closed her eyes and sur­ren­dered to his mas­tur­bat­ing fin­ger. From her ear­li­est youth, af­ter her fa­ther had de­flow­ered her and fucked her daily un­til her mar­riage, her skill in ed­u­cat­ing chil­dren sex­u­ally had spread. She led the boy and some­times his lit­tle girl­friend to the stone bench at the back of the house and took him in her arms like a baby. She un­cov­ered one breast and let the boy lick and suck her breast and her teat, while she mas­tur­bated him. She mas­tur­bated him sev­eral times un­til he could no longer squirt. She probed her horny clit with her fin­ger and only had to rub once‐twice to trig­ger a light, only slightly trem­bling or­gasm, which the kids never no­ticed. The taller ones she led to the stone bench and told him to stand be­tween her legs af­ter she had taken off her tu­nic and sat com­pletely naked in front of the chil­dren. He was al­lowed to rub her teats with his fin­gers or ex­plore her body ca­ress­ing while she pa­tiently showed him how to mas­tur­bate. She showed him her sex and ex­plained labia, clit and vagina in great de­tail. He was al­lowed to in­sert his in­dex fin­ger into her vagina and feel it. She didn’t hes­i­tate to stroke her clit two or three times dur­ing his ed­u­ca­tion so she could bring her­self slowly to shiv­er­ing. Some also wanted to try fuck­ing and she pa­tiently let him fuck and cum in­side, that was not real fuck­ing for her. She also showed the girls how to mas­tur­bate, but she her­self never mas­tur­bated in front of the chil­dren. Most of the boys con­tin­ued to come to her for years, of­ten there were as many as twenty of them, fuck­ing the beau­ti­ful woman in the af­ter­noon with child­like zeal. They would stand be­tween her legs, pull the fore­skin all the way back and moisten the glans with saliva. Eleni pressed a fin­ger pro­tec­tively on her clit and her fin­ger vi­brated ever so slightly when the or­gasm made her trem­ble slightly. Her ass cheeks still trem­bled and quiv­ered when the next lit­tle man pen­e­trated her. But she never thought it was real fuck­ing and that were real or­gasms.   She had in­structed the lit­tle girl­friends to suck and lick the cocks of the boys who sat next to her, wait­ing for their turn, to be wet when they po­si­tioned them­selves be­tween Eleni’s spread legs. The girls knew they had to swal­low the se­men and most of the boys squirted into her mouth. Eleni’s ass cheeks trem­bled slightly, as fuck­ing the boys gave her a gen­tle or­gasm, light and only trem­bling in her clit, on which she had placed a vi­brat­ing fin­ger. The first lit­tle or­gasm was fol­lowed by those tiny or­gasms she loved so much with each boy.


When she got mar­ried, all that stopped, she had promised her­self to her hus­band and was iron­cladly faith­ful to him.


Eleni opened her eyes. She pulled back the fore­skin on Thy’s cock very slowly, let­ting the glans emerge slowly. She rubbed his glans with her thumb un­til a jet shot out, then she stopped. Thy breathed heav­ily as her thumb let his jets shot, jet af­ter jet un­til he stopped squirt­ing. She gen­tly wiped the glans with her thumb, wiped away the drops of se­men and let the fore­skin slowly slide over the glans again. She closed her eyes and sur­ren­dered to his fin­ger. 


She saw in her mind the im­ages that had fol­lowed ev­ery night. Af­ter all, she had the task of pre­par­ing the Queen for fuck­ing in the evening and mas­tur­bat­ing her to sleep, only then she be­longed to the im­petu­ous King. Queen Pene­lope loved it when Eleni made her hot with French kisses and hugs and then mas­tur­bated her vig­or­ously. Nei­ther she nor the Queen were les­bians, yet the Queen loved it very much when she em­braced Pene­lope stormily like a lover and made love to her with dom­i­nant, breath­tak­ing French kisses. The King watched the heated women’s kiss­ing and tongue­play­ing hornily and made his cock’s way to Pene­lope’s pussy. Eleni mas­tur­bated while the two fucked once or twice and then gen­tly stroked Pene­lope’s clit slowly un­til she fell asleep. Eleni knew how this ex­cited the King and was very much look­ing for­ward to be­ing fucked by him with an­i­mal­is­tic fe­roc­ity un­til his seed dried up and his cock soft­ened. 


Once again she opened her eyes and very slowly pulled Thy’s fore­skin back, once‐twice. He held his breath and his fin­ger rested mo­tion­less upon her horny clit. She rubbed his glans with her thumb un­til a jet shot out, jet af­ter jet she let shoot out un­til noth­ing more came, then she stopped. She gen­tly wiped the glans with her thumb, wiped away the drops of se­men and let the fore­skin slide slowly over the glans again. Thy again mas­tur­bated her won­der­fully and she closed her eyes in horni­ness. 


A sculp­tor had come to sculpt a nude of Pene­lope. The Queen had sent her to the artist, he was to sculpt her on Eleni’s body and only later sculpt her head. The artist was only into boys and worked ob­ses­sively on the clay model while an as­sis­tant with an erect cock crouched over Eleni, rep­re­sent­ing a buck‐footed faun. The as­sis­tant held out for a long time, but when he couldn’t take it any­more he fucked her wildly. It was dead silent in the stu­dio, only the gasps, moans and groans of the two could be heard as they fucked for re­liev­ing him. The artist formed her or­gasm in clay as if by magic, and she fucked the as­sis­tant non­stop on four af­ter­noons, greedy, wild and with an­i­mal lust. The artist did not care whether she lay mo­tion­less model or fucked with the al­ways stiff as­sis­tant.


When she got mar­ried all that stopped, she had pledged her­self to her hus­band and re­mained iron­cladly faith­ful to him. 


Eleni now felt very clearly that she was about to or­gasm. She opened her eyes and pulled Thy’s fore­skin down very tightly, she stared at the lit­tle hole in his glans and let her or­gasm come. Where her boy had learned to do that so per­fectly, Eleni thought as she jerked more rapidly than usual in or­gasm. She wrenched her knees wide apart as her body wrig­gled and jerked in spasms as if it would tear her apart. She twitched and jerked as Thy con­tin­ued to rub her clit pow­er­fully. With­out pause the next or­gasm made her trem­ble, Thy con­tin­ued un­per­turbed and she got or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. She trem­bled, twitched and writhed in sweet spasms, she needed so much of these or­gasms ev­ery day! She stopped his hand and ex­haled in a long shud­der­ing breath. Her ass cheeks trem­bled for a long time af­ter and she al­most passed out from shame. She had al­ways mas­tur­bated alone, not even in front of her hus­band. And that, now! She con­cen­trated anew on Thy’s cock.


Eleni re­mem­bered how her still young sons, 9 and 10, en­thu­si­as­ti­cally went to the An­dro­machis’ par­ties. The rich pa­tri­cian of­fered the chil­dren a fine buf­fet and let her sons and all the boys fuck her with rel­ish. She des­ig­nated a vir­gin to be de­flow­ered by her sons and fucked by all the boys in turn. Eleni saw the girl cry­ing bit­terly af­ter this or­deal and dis­suaded her sons from con­tin­u­ing to go to An­dro­machis. Fuck­ing the grown up pa­tri­cian woman would be fine, but fuck­ing the poor girl for hours hard and pow­er­fully was re­ally very mean! But the sons never fucked the poor whim­per­ing vir­gin, she knew that, and the boys only fucked the old bitch be­cause it was so ex­cit­ing to fuck a grown up, a big woman. They went on for a while and fucked their brains out, but a year later they had enough. 


“And who’s the lucky one, if I may ask?” Eleni sounded more mock­ing than she meant it. She felt very clearly how his cock stiff­ened and twitched in her mas­tur­bat­ing hand.


“You have to squirt al­ready?” she asked, and he nod­ded. She pulled his fore­skin back re­ally hard, rubbed his cock back and forth re­ally fast and let his se­men splash into the grass. She made him cum in a high arc, she pulled his fore­skin back again and again at the right pace, so that he squirted jet af­ter jet in a high arc. She smiled with sat­is­fac­tion, be­cause mak­ing men cum beau­ti­fully was some­thing she had known how to do all her life. Thy buried his face against her breast and his hand sought her teat. She con­tin­ued to rub him for a while un­til he stopped squirt­ing.


Thy had calmed down. “Inea, she is!” he said in a firm voice. Eleni was star­tled for a mo­ment. “Inea, from next door?” she asked, know­ing at once that it was true. Inea was a neigh­bor, butt‐ugly, but of a very kind and ami­able na­ture. She was much older than her, she al­ready had three grown up daugh­ters and was per­haps al­ready a grand­mother. 


“She calls me qui­etly if I can fuck her when­ever she feels like fuck­ing.” Thy sighed deeply sat­is­fied as Eleni used two fin­gers to rub the last drops out of his cock with very firm strokes.


“Inea is all right,” Eleni said, as mother hav­ing the right to com­ment. “I’m just a lit­tle sur­prised be­cause she’s al­ready such an old woman,” she added un­cer­tainly.


Thy nod­ded and smiled. “Yes, she is al­ready 54. Her huge breasts are very heavy and hang lower than her belly but­ton,” the boy grinned “and her hole is deep as a well dug deep! But she loves to fuck in­sanely and has taught me ev­ery­thing I need to know about fuck­ing a woman to an or­gasm and wait­ing to cum. She taught me how to mas­tur­bate a woman very ef­fec­tively, you know?” Eleni brushed a strand of hair out of his eyes. She felt the bur­geon­ing horni­ness in her cunt rise again de­mand­ingly. 


“You are my love,” Thy whis­pered, “you have been my only God­dess since ever!” Eleni just now re­mem­bered that Heron had rid­den out, he had a lit­tle 14 year old on the out­skirts of the town that he fucked al­most ev­ery day at this time. Eleni had en­cour­aged him, it was good if he had a lover younger than his mother. 


Thy kneaded his cock, which was al­ready stiff again. “I want to fuck you so badly, Eleni, I al­most can’t take it any­more!” She looked at his beau­ti­ful cock and said di­rectly, but smil­ing: “And — what are you wait­ing for?” she asked, gig­gling al­most in­audi­bly. He looked at her in sur­prise. 


“Right now? Fuck­ing?” his voice broke. “Do you have any other plans?” she asked in an oc­cu­pied voice. He shook his head ever so slightly. “Right now? Fuck­ing?” he asked in­cred­u­lously. She nod­ded. “But not un­til we get in­side!” she laughed. They ran into the house gig­gling bois­ter­ously. 


They lay naked next to each other for the first time since he was a child. He has a re­ally big and beau­ti­ful cock, Eleni thought. She felt the tug­ging of horni­ness in her ab­domen and pulled him on top of her. He re­ally fucks as good as his fa­ther and for sure bet­ter than Heron, it went through her mind. He ac­tu­ally let her or­gasm first and only squirted long af­ter she did. Heron was not so pa­tient, al­though she usu­ally came to or­gasm. How­ever, Heron squirted when he felt like it. Eleni and Thy dozed for fif­teen min­utes and then fucked the sec­ond time. She was damn sure she wanted to fuck him ev­ery night, even if the law was on Heron’s side. 


They were in the mid­dle of the third fuck­ing when Heron ap­peared un­der the door. He had come in silently, they had not heard him. “This is my place, dear brother!” and he sounded of­fended and stern. He waited pa­tiently a few mo­ments for Thy to cum pow­er­fully and when he had fin­ished squirt­ing, he left silently as he had come. The next few days the broth­ers avoided each other and Eleni an­grily re­fused to fuck Heron for two days. Then she straight­ened her shoul­ders and or­dered that from now on Thy would also lie with her. If he wanted to protest, she hissed at Heron, then he should go to the city coun­cil. But both broth­ers shook their heads, they agreed, of course, she was the boss af­ter all, it was her bed. 


The two broth­ers pre­pared Eleni from then on won­der­ful hours of fuck­ing. They took turns and hardly let her catch her breath. She still mas­tur­bated a lot be­fore fall­ing asleep, even when they had fucked her non­stop and she was al­ready dead tired from her many or­gasms. She had al­ways mas­tur­bated a lot be­fore sleep­ing all her life and had the most beau­ti­ful fan­tasies that she never had while fuck­ing. This was a very im­por­tant el­e­ment that spoke in fa­vor of mas­tur­bat­ing, there­fore she did it all her life. She was preg­nant three times, but the fe­tuses came off way too early. 


Dur­ing her mar­riage un­til her hus­band’s death, Eleni had been iron­cladly faith­ful to her hus­band, as she had sworn. She left Pene­lope and Odysseus on good terms, she did never fuck any­one, and she also stopped the af­ter­noons with the young boys com­pletely. Now that she was a young widow and the two sons fucked her sat­is­fac­to­rily at night, she re­sumed the af­ter­noons, the fuck­ing with young boys in the siesta. The boys be­tween 8 and 13 flocked again to her stone bench be­hind the house, the young girls swal­lowed the boys’ se­men and the boys fucked her as be­fore. Her ass cheeks trem­bled in or­gasm, her clit quiv­ered un­der her vi­brat­ing fin­ger, and she sighed hap­pily. Two girls, 15 and 16, who like her es­pe­cially loved the young boys, evolved into her “as­sis­tants”. They ea­gerly licked the sweet lit­tle cocks and swal­lowed the se­men like honey. When it oc­curred, they too let them­selves be fucked by the boys. But they had much stronger or­gasms than Eleni, they twitched and wrig­gled while the next one was al­ready en­ter­ing their cunts. 


The new Queen sent her al­most ev­ery week in the af­ter­noon a man who was quite in sex­ual need and did not want to go to the whores out­side the city. The girls and boys sur­rounded the stone bench on which old Eleni lay down naked. She will­ingly let the man fuck her and the chil­dren watched very closely as the pow­er­ful cock plowed into her old fuck­hole. Mostly they were sol­diers or trav­el­ing war­riors who liked to fuck a sec­ond time right away and some of them gave her a real, vi­o­lent or­gasm at the sec­ond time. The chil­dren asked her in amaze­ment if a woman al­ways got such a vi­o­lent or­gasm? She smiled wisely and an­swered that it only de­pended on the fact that the good man gave the woman enough time to come to or­gasm.


Eleni was rapidly get­ting older, her breasts be­came huge at 56 and since they were full and heavy, they hung down to her belly but­ton. She pulled the tu­nic over her head, she was wil­lowy and her naked body a real feast for the eyes. Her pu­bic hair had fallen out be­fore she was mar­ried and if you just looked at her vir­ginal look­ing pussy, you would have thought she was much younger. The tip of her clit usu­ally peeked out ex­cit­edly and cheek­ily be­tween her labia. She looked smil­ing at the taller girls ly­ing in the grass and let­ting the guys fuck their brains out. She got a lit­tle whim­si­cal af­ter her sons mar­ried and had fam­i­lies of their own. She had no prob­lem to en­gage big­ger boys to spend the night with her and get fucked pow­er­fully by two or three of the boys. They al­ways liked to come to her be­cause she could fuck heav­enly well. She be­came a bit care­less and mas­tur­bated at night af­ter fuck­ing in front of the jacks with­out be­ing ashamed like be­fore. And she now played the Madonna more and more of­ten. She took lit­tle boys in her arms, gave them a breast, on whose teats they licked and sucked. She mas­tur­bated her ba­bies with plea­sure un­til they were be­fore squirt­ing. She took the lit­tle cocks in her mouth and her tongue searched for the magic spots to make the lit­tle ones squirt into her mouth. She swal­lowed the bit­ter honey and sucked the cocks un­til she had sucked them com­pletely dry. Of course, she also licked the clits of the young girls, who held her ton of breast with both hands, sucked her teats and al­most choked in or­gasm. The older the girls got, the more they liked to play the baby, in­tensely suck­ing Eleni’s breasts and teats. Eleni held her lit­tle ass in one hand and guided the open fruity chal­ice to her mouth, she licked the clit to the first or­gasm and con­tin­ued to lick it from or­gasm to or­gasm. When a big­ger boy found him­self fuck­ing her at the same time, she let her fin­gers move to the clit af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing the “baby” and pro­longed her soft, trem­bling or­gasm or trig­gered it first. She was no longer em­bar­rassed or ashamed to let her fin­ger vi­brate on her clit and trig­ger her light or­gasms with trem­bling ass cheeks and a quiv­er­ing clit.


Fuck­ing with the young boys lasted un­til her old age. They pulled her tu­nic over her head, be­cause even as an old woman she was a beau­ti­ful naked woman. Even then, when her breasts hung full and heavy lower than her belly but­ton and rested on her thighs while she was sit­ting, she trem­bled in the lit­tle or­gasms and her teats trem­bled on her thighs hornily. She loved these light trem­bling or­gasms more than any­thing, her ass cheeks and clit trem­bled con­tin­u­ously and she pressed a vi­brat­ing fin­ger on the trem­bling clit. The other hand had grabbed a teat and was squeez­ing and squeez­ing it to keep the horni­ness go­ing. Some boys also un­der­stood that and took on the sec­ond teat, the whole mag­nif­i­cent breast and in­ten­si­fied her horni­ness.


She was very proud of the fact that the 13 to 16 year old boys stayed overnight at her place af­ter her sons had their own fam­ily. She loved to be fucked pow­er­fully at night by two or three of the boys un­til the end of her life. Heron and Thy­bates teased her af­fec­tion­ately that she was the only grand­mother far and wide who let such young lovers fuck her. But they were very proud of her.


Eleni knew what a lucky woman she was.





Irene could not cry when she re­ceived the news of her hus­band’s death at the gates of Troy. He had al­ready left her a year be­fore he had fol­lowed his king into the ill‐fated war. She had been very an­gry that he had left her for a 14 year old slut. She had im­me­di­ately re­acted de­fi­antly, for she had never fucked any­one but him. She took all four chil­dren, Cas­tor and Pol­lux, Dion and Hebe into her bed. The 14 year old Cas­tor had gone silent the day his fa­ther had moved in with the slut. He fucked Irene silently ev­ery night, and Pol­lux, who was 10 months younger, also fucked her just one day later. She fucked both sons ev­ery night, but she didn’t get an or­gasm while do­ing it. Dion and Hebe, who were much younger, lay to her right and left, hold­ing her hand or putting their hand on her small breasts and play­ing with the big, stiff teats. She was sad that she couldn’t get an or­gasm, even though the boys had quite re­spectable cocks and tried hard to fuck her well. It was like a knot in her head, she mas­tur­bated al­ways af­ter fuck­ing un­til she fell asleep. Her hus­band de­spised her be­cause she took the right to fuck like a widow with her sons. Now when the news came, Cas­tor broke down com­pletely. He didn’t fuck her any­more, al­though from now on he would have been per­fectly jus­ti­fied in do­ing so. He went to work at the stone­ma­son ev­ery day in the morn­ing, af­ter Irene had mas­tur­bated his morn­ing wood in her mouth, and came home in the early af­ter­noon. He sat down on the big mar­i­tal bed with his back against the wall and stayed there un­til morn­ing, he even slept sit­ting up, his arms rest­ing on his knees and his head on his arms. 


Dion, whom her hus­band had named Diony­s­ios, was ac­tu­ally too young to fuck at 10, but Irene did not deny it to him. She held her boy with a hand and di­rected his cock into her pussy with her hand and held it un­til he fucked prop­erly. Pol­lux, who was not as sul­try as Cas­tor, fucked her hap­pily ev­ery night, tak­ing turns with lit­tle Dion. Hebe, a quiet and smart girl of 9, usu­ally sat snug­gled up to the silent Cas­tor and watched her broth­ers fuck with Irene. Hebe mas­tur­bated Cas­tor when­ever he got hard, be­cause she loved this brother idol­a­trously. He shook his head when he didn’t want to be mas­tur­bated any­more, he put an arm around Hebe’s shoul­ders and hugged her to him. She had told him she wanted to wait for him to de­flower her, but he shook his head. She asked him al­most ev­ery night if he could fi­nally de­flower her, she wanted to fuck so badly al­ready. She al­ways waited un­til the broth­ers were done fuck­ing and only mas­tur­bated when Irene mas­tur­bated. 


Pol­lux went to the An­dro­machis orgy at least twice a week and of­ten talked for hours about how great it was to fuck a huge and very fa­mous adult woman. He left early ev­ery time be­cause he didn’t want to par­tic­i­pate in the de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing of the cry­ing vir­gin, he thought it was dis­gust­ing. But the An­dro­machis bitch, she was so great to fuck, he could rave about her for hours. Irene did not stop him, be­cause he was al­ready over 13 and had to know for him­self what he liked with the rich old bitch. 


Irene mas­tur­bated Cas­tor’s morn­ing wood ev­ery morn­ing and al­ways made him squirt in her mouth. He was not very en­thu­si­as­tic about it, but she loved it very much. From child­hood on she had let the boys squirt in her mouth, she en­joyed the power over their cocks. She knew how to lick to make him squirt quickly or later. She was a mas­ter at it and she de­ter­mined when he could squirt, not him. She had sucked the cocks all her life, so it was no sur­prise that she went into mar­riage a vir­gin and never fucked any­one but her hus­band. He was in­dif­fer­ent from the be­gin­ning that she kept her ad­mir­ers at a dis­tance and only sucked their cocks. He had al­lowed her to be fucked by oth­ers, be­cause he him­self picked ev­ery flower along the way. But she didn’t want to fuck any­one else, that was her choice. She sat down on the stone bench in front of her door and took the ad­mirer’s cock in her mouth. If he didn’t want it like that, in pub­lic, it was his prob­lem, not hers. She will­ingly pushed the tu­nic aside when the ad­mirer wanted to see her pussy dur­ing lick­ing, but that was al­ready the max­i­mum of lib­er­ties she took for his sake.


Hebe wanted so much to be de­flow­ered by Cas­tor and fuck him, but he shook his head, he wasn’t ready yet. He hugged his lit­tle sis­ter very af­fec­tion­ately and kissed her on the top of her head. He was sorry, he hinted, she should not wait for him. When Irene mas­tur­bated, she looked at the stiff cock of the sleep­ing Cas­tor. He was al­ways semi‐stiff and when he dreamed, the cock stiff­ened and some­times he spurted a bright jet. Irene won­dered, be­cause she found this un­usual and ex­cit­ing. She mas­tur­bated at the same time with Hebe when the boys fell asleep and it some­times took a very long time be­fore she trem­bled in or­gasm and then quickly fell asleep.


Six months af­ter the death news, Cas­tor’s somber si­lence loos­ened. He some­times whis­pered to Hebe, who was snug­gled up to him, about her de­flow­er­ing and promised to do it be­fore win­ter if Irene agreed. The right to de­flower the daugh­ter prob­a­bly passed from fa­ther to son, Hebe whis­pered, but she didn’t know that for sure. One night he fucked Irene, the first time in more than half a year. He fucked long and thought­fully, he gave Irene time to be­come aroused and she had an or­gasm while fuck­ing for the first time. She clung to him grate­fully and let him fin­ish fuck­ing. She kissed him with tears of joy in her eyes and whis­pered that she had ex­pe­ri­enced an or­gasm at fuck­ing for the first time. He nod­ded and lay down to sleep be­side her for the first time in months.


Ev­ery night the sons fucked her, Pol­lux and Dion strug­gling in vain to bring her to or­gasm like Cas­tor. Af­ter the fuck­ing Irene put her arm around Hebe when they both mas­tur­bated un­til they fell asleep. 


Cas­tor asked Irene very qui­etly if he could de­flower Hebe, she had now turned 10 and needed it quite badly. Irene put a hand on his and sighed deeply. “An­other child who doesn’t want to be a child any­more!” She nod­ded and ev­ery­one gath­ered around Hebe, who lay down in the right po­si­tion like an ex­pe­ri­enced woman. Irene held her hand as Cas­tor gen­tly and softly de­flow­ered her. She bled a lit­tle but im­me­di­ately said it didn’t hurt at all and let Cas­tor fuck her. The next week she fucked only with Cas­tor, but she only learned to or­gasm at the end of the week. Now Pol­lux and Dion were al­lowed to fuck their lit­tle sis­ter and Cas­tor held her in his strong arms and tried in vain to ex­plain to the younger ones how they could make Hebe or­gasm, be­cause with him she had an or­gasm like Irene ev­ery time. The broth­ers shared Irene and Hebe, they all hugged and cud­dled, which they rarely did be­fore. 


Hebe reg­u­larly ac­com­pa­nied Pol­lux and Dion to the or­gies of An­dro­machis. While the broth­ers fucked their brains out with the old count­ess, Hebe let her­self be fucked by one boy af­ter an­other. She found it very nice, she told Cas­tor, all the boys had dif­fer­ent cocks and each fucked dif­fer­ently. Irene kept re­mind­ing her that she would have to stop fuck­ing when she got her pe­riod. Hebe didn’t get her pe­riod un­til she was 19 and she kept Irene’s ad­vice.


Irene ex­pe­ri­enced many won­der­ful years with her chil­dren be­fore they grad­u­ally grew up and started their own fam­i­lies.






Kirke, the Sor­cer­ess


by Jack Faber © 2024




Kirke leaned on her el­bows out of the win­dow, which had been her fa­vorite spot for cen­turies. When she pulled the light sum­mer tu­nic up over her ass, she felt the light sum­mer breeze com­ing from the sea, cool­ing her ass, pussy and whole body from be­hind. It was mid­sum­mer and at mid­day the heat could only be en­dured in the shal­low wa­ter on the sandy beach.  Kirke saw a con­stantly chang­ing view of the ships pass­ing by on the sea. The purely hu­man cap­tains could not see Kirke’s en­chanted is­land, they sailed very close to it, so close that Kirke could see the sailors and make her choice when she wanted to have one to fuck. The sailor dis­ap­peared for a split sec­ond and was im­me­di­ately back again, as if he had not spent hours fuck­ing the beau­ti­ful young woman. There was only one cap­tain who mag­i­cally found his way to the is­land and brought fresh food and other things ev­ery month.


Up, on the hill above her beach, lay the large vil­lage, which of­fered a very tran­quil life. The in­hab­i­tants could of course see nei­ther the sandy beach nor Kirke’s beau­ti­ful house, only the chil­dren. Kirke loved chil­dren, they were so in­no­cent and trust­ing and had a com­pletely un­in­hib­ited sex­u­al­ity. Kirke looked at the sea and at the sailors on the ship, but she found no plea­sure in them. Their hearts were black, their souls stunted and their thoughts in­signif­i­cant.  That’s how most of them were, and she never tele­ported a guy like that to fuck. 


Kirke’s thoughts wan­dered. As a lit­tle girl, she was al­lowed to go to the royal palace with her fa­ther; he worked as a chief of the palace guard. She would stroll around for hours, go­ing from guard to guard. They wore a tu­nic that cov­ered half of their thighs, but as a lit­tle girl she could see their cocks and scro­tums from be­low. She loved look­ing at the cocks, be­cause they all looked dif­fer­ent. Some of the older girls flirted with the grim guards, who weren’t ac­tu­ally al­lowed to talk. But the girls touched their cocks unashamedly, they all did. They gig­gled like silly geese when they teased a cock un­til it be­came stiff. The lit­tle girl mar­veled at the mir­a­cle of the erec­tion and how the tip of the pe­nis fought its way through the fore­skin. The guard chased the cack­ling geese away; they couldn’t use an erec­tion right now.  But lit­tle Kirke had of­ten ob­served that a girl was al­lowed to rub the cock and the guard, his face bright red, squirted on the stone slabs.


At sun­set they went to sleep, Kirke snug­gled up naked to her tired fa­ther and rubbed sex­u­ally aroused her pussy and clit on his hip. He had be­come early a very rich man, he owned his own great es­tate, which the Greeks called Oikos, and in which he had ab­so­lute power over ev­ery­one there. He had mar­ried quite early three girls in a row, who bore him a son and died af­ter giv­ing birth. He let his sons marry, but he was the only one to fuck their young wives and fa­thered many grand­chil­dren with them. He had a good, re­li­able cock and fucked one, two, or all three of his sons’ wives ev­ery night un­til the sons were 30. His sons watched him fuck and ejac­u­lated only from the out­side onto their wives’ pussies in thick jets. Only if the woman was al­ready vis­i­bly preg­nant was the son al­lowed to fuck his wife, af­ter his fa­ther had fucked the wife con­tent­edly. In this re­spect, he was ruth­less and strict. Only when the son was 30 was he al­lowed to leave and found his own Oikos. When the last son had left, he mar­ried a very young demigod, Cliteis, whom he had won at dice from the fa­ther of the gods, Zeus, be­cause he was more clever at cheat­ing than Zeus. He fucked Zeus’ 13 years old daugh­ter day and night tire­lessly, un­til she gave birth to a daugh­ter, Kirke.  Zeus now heard how he had been cheated out of his daugh­ter, the daugh­ter whom Zeus loved to bits and who he had fucked her since she could let him fuck her. Trem­bling with rage, Zeus kid­napped his daugh­ter to his moun­tains, fucked her with great­est plea­sure and made her a bunch of chil­dren. Cliteis loved Kirke’s fa­ther Demetrios with all her heart, she de­sired him sex­u­ally and se­cretly tele­ported him dur­ing her many preg­nan­cies to fuck him for hours. But in the real world he was only gone for a split sec­ond, for the blink of an eye.


Demetrios’ mother was ex­tremely rich, she was con­sid­ered the best het­aera in the coun­try, or at least the most ex­pen­sive. Lit­tle Demetrios, fa­thered by the King of At­tica, some­times sneaked into his mother’s bed­room to watch the fuck­ing. He watched very care­fully as his mother’s long, white fin­gers guided the guest’s cock to the en­trance of her cun­t­hole and let the cock pen­e­trate. The lit­tle one got an erec­tion and ex­cit­edly tugged at it while the big cock pushed into the cun­t­hole tire­lessly. His eyes widened when his mother clung to the man dur­ing her or­gasm and he squirted in­side. When he had left, she smiled con­tent­edly. But if he didn’t do a good job, she was left aroused and un­sat­is­fied. Her fin­gers played with her clit un­til they trig­gered an or­gasm. Demetrios knew all of this very well and once asked her if he could fuck her too? She took him in her arms, smil­ing, and he was al­lowed to pen­e­trate her.  He had never ex­pe­ri­enced any­thing more beau­ti­ful and he fucked her ex­cit­edly. He was still far too young to ejac­u­late, but he had an or­gasm. She ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him in a friendly way and he was al­lowed to fuck her again and again. He learned to ejac­u­late and soon slept with her ev­ery night be­cause he had to ejac­u­late very of­ten.


His mother or­ga­nized an ‘evening of love’ two or three times a year, which brought the house­hold to­gether. Ev­ery­one was al­lowed to fuck ev­ery­one else, they were only a man and a woman. Demetrios was al­lowed to go first and fucked his mother, then ev­ery­one started to mate in pairs. Ev­ery­one could fi­nally grab the one who was oth­er­wise unattain­able. Ev­ery­one was al­lowed to fuck the mis­tress and ev­ery­one else too, un­til ev­ery­one was ex­hausted. Demetrios’ mother al­ways let a girl with the stiffest clit fuck her clit at the end, she loved that very much and ev­ery­one formed a semi­cir­cle to watch this rare, very horny spec­ta­cle. 


Kirke’s fa­ther told his lit­tle girl the whole story truth­fully and hon­estly, of how he fucked and im­preg­nated his sons’ wives, how he had swin­dled Kirke’s mother Cliteis away from Zeus and how Kirke was born. Also that Zeus had kid­napped Cliteis again and had many, many chil­dren with her and she cheated on Zeus, fuck­ing him in  se­crecy and reg­u­larly. Kirke of­ten cried be­cause of this, be­cause she would then be a grand­daugh­ter of Zeus, but she never felt any di­vine blood in her veins. She loved her fa­ther very much, be­cause he at least had a di­vine great cock that she was al­lowed to ca­ress and cud­dle from ear­li­est child­hood on. He didn’t want a new wife, a new mother for Kirke. It was enough for him that his lit­tle daugh­ter rubbed his cock ev­ery night with child­like en­thu­si­asm and made him squirt. Then the lit­tle girl mas­tur­bated her­self to a fine or­gasm and then they fell asleep. It was a quiet, peace­ful life. 


Fi­nally, thought Kirke, fi­nally her fa­ther no­ticed that she was grow­ing small breasts and that a del­i­cate fluffy down was sprout­ing above her slit. He hugged her again and again, his lit­tle wife, and he ca­ressed, kissed and licked her lit­tle pussy to or­gasm.  He and his rough fin­gers were too clumsy to rub her clit prop­erly, so she al­ways did it her­self when he gave up. She kept hear­ing the stupid geese chat­ter­ing about los­ing their vir­gin­ity and fuck­ing, half of it was lies and the other half was pure non­sense. She only spoke to her fa­ther about these things, he knew al­most ev­ery­thing and if not, he was hon­est, he would never lie to his lit­tle daugh­ter, his ev­ery­thing.


Kirke saw an­other ship with an un­in­ter­est­ing crew. Her thoughts flew back to the evening she be­came Daddy’s wife. It was not his de­ci­sion and took him a lit­tle by sur­prise when she told him that she now wanted to lose her vir­gin­ity and be fucked like an adult. So he nod­ded kindly and asked, how old she was. 12, she said, most 12‐year‐old girls have al­ready lost their vir­gin­ity and do fuck in se­cret.  “We don’t need any se­crets, my lovely girl,” he said, “if you want to be de­flow­ered now, that’s fine with me. And if you want to be fucked now, that’s fine with me too. Just re­mem­ber that I’m al­ready 65 and a bit lame. But you’re smart enough to un­der­stand that.” Kirke nod­ded, be­cause it was true that she was al­ready very smart, much smarter than her teach­ers.


They did the de­flow­er­ing to­gether and very care­fully. She guided his cock to the en­trance of her pussy­hole and whis­pered the magic words in a low voice, “Look, revered God­dess, it is my free and own will that he may tear the cur­tain and his cock may en­ter my sanc­tu­ary! We honor and love you, we ask for your fa­vor and your bless­ing!” These words all hon­or­able vir­gins said. Now he was al­lowed to pen­e­trate, the hy­men stretched and tore with­out much pain. He pen­e­trated very deeply, his big cock stretch­ing her lit­tle pussy hole wide un­til his cock reached the end. He also said the tra­di­tional words, “Be my wife, lit­tle Kirke!” and she nod­ded hap­pily and kissed him on the mouth. From now on she was al­lowed to get him hot with French kisses be­fore fuck­ing. She was amazed at how well and ef­fec­tively her fa­ther could fuck. But she was far too ex­cited now to have an or­gasm be­fore he squirted. 


They fucked ev­ery night un­til he was ex­hausted.  She be­came more and more wom­anly, but she didn’t have her pe­riod and there­fore no child. Ev­ery evening af­ter fuck­ing, Kirke went to the sandy beach, mas­tur­bated grace­fully and pas­sion­ately and went into the wa­ter to wash her­self. The God­dess was very pleased with how de­cently and chastely the 22‐year‐old Kirke lived and faith­fully fucked her old fa­ther, whose only joy in old age was some sex. She had never fucked any­one else, al­though all the men who had eyes in their heads be­sieged her day af­ter day. She let the most in­tru­sive men show her their cocks and took each one in her hand to ex­am­ine it. She kept pulling back the fore­skin and let­ting the glans pop out. She re­ally en­joyed that very much and only stopped when the men came to ejac­u­late. With a smile she let the men mas­tur­bate  and squirt on the floor. She took the cocks in her hand again if they were not yet re­laxed and squeezed and rubbed them un­til they were stiff again and con­tin­ued, un­til he was ready to ejac­u­late again. Then the guy was al­lowed to con­tinue mas­tur­bat­ing! She laughed heartily be­cause he had to mas­tur­bate in pub­lic in front of on­look­ers and that was em­bar­rass­ing and hu­mil­i­at­ing for most of them.


The God­dess had great re­spect for Kirke’s fa­ther, who was one of the few mor­tals who had ever tricked Zeus. So the God­dess had de­cided to take him into her ‘for­est of plea­sures’ af­ter his death. And he had fa­thered Kirke as a quar­ter god­dess, the clever fel­low!


Kirke was unswerv­ingly faith­ful and the God­dess de­cided to per­form a mir­a­cle. She sent one of her sea chil­dren to the beach, where Kirke dried her­self af­ter her bath.


Kirke pressed her thighs tightly to­gether chastely as the young man rose from the sea and walked straight to­wards her. This was her way of sig­nal­ing to the stranger that she was not to be fucked. She froze in amaze­ment, she had never seen such a beau­ti­ful and large cock be­fore, and she had al­ready seen all the cocks in the area.  The youth sat down next to her. “Greet­ings, lovely Kirke, I am Mooai, a son of the God­dess who wants to do you a fa­vor. We will fuck to­day!” Kirke shook her head firmly. “As invit­ing as your beau­ti­ful and big cock is, young Mooai, I only fuck with Daddy, I have sworn loy­alty to him!” She nod­ded to con­firm, “that’s right how it is!” 


Mooai low­ered his head. “Your fa­ther died an hour ago and is now in the lap of the God­dess!” Kirke cried out, you don’t joke about that! she cried, prove it! Mooai made a ges­ture and opened her eyes. There lay her fa­ther, smil­ing even in death. She low­ered her head, “may you rest in peace!”


Kirke saw her fa­ther wan­der­ing through a for­est, his body young and full of elas­tic­ity again, his cock hang­ing down might­ily. There were hun­dreds of young women in the for­est who smiled at him. When his cock slowly got erect, the girl smiled, turned her back to him and bent for­ward un­til her fin­ger­tips touched her toes. Her but­tocks smiled at him, her lit­tle cun­t­hole winked invit­ingly. This was one of his fa­vorite po­si­tions and he fucked the girl from be­hind with a happy smile, hold­ing her at her wom­anly hips and squirted into her plea­sure­hole with a proud roar. He walked on, re­laxed, un­til he met the next will­ing crea­ture. Kirke wanted to call out to him how much she loved him and how happy it made her, that he had thou­sands and thou­sands of girls to fuck, but Mooai made a ges­ture and the im­age dis­ap­peared. 


Mooai ex­plained the mir­a­cle to her. He would come to her ev­ery year on the same full moon night and fuck her three times.  She could wish for some­thing af­ter each fuck­ing and if it was noth­ing bad, he would grant the wish, three wishes ev­ery year. She lis­tened to her­self and heard the God­dess whis­per­ing as if she were sit­ting next to her. So it came about that ev­ery year, Kirke fucked the son of the God­dess, Mooai, three times in one night, was re­ally fucked three times won­der­fully and he had been grant­ing her wishes for over 400 years now.


She got her magic is­land that no one else could see. She was sup­plied with food and ev­ery­thing ev­ery month, she could tele­port sailors with pure hearts to her for sex. She re­mained 22 for all times, her beauty re­mained too for­ever. She fucked drowned lovers and gave them a new life in her en­chanted vil­lage. She asked to love and be loved by chil­dren, sex­u­ally. Her wishes were clever, she had a year to think about them. Fuck­ing Mooai was a high­light of the year, he fucked her so well as no­body else and she en­joyed his love­mak­ing ex­cited like a bride. 


The mid­day heat was over, Kirke ate a bunch of grapes and drank a cup of cooled wine.  A noisy crowd of chil­dren ap­proached her win­dow. “An­dro­mache will do it to her brother Demetrios for the first time, she has never done it be­fore!” the chil­dren shouted in con­fu­sion. The chil­dren knew Kirke and knew how they could please her. Demetrios stepped for­ward and stuck his lit­tle boy’s cock in through the win­dow. Kirke looked at the cute thing and touched it ca­ress­ing. Then An­dro­mache, a shy lit­tle girl with blonde braids, stepped next to her brother and grabbed his cock. She pursed her lips with the ef­fort and mas­tur­bated him quite well. An­dro­mache pushed his cock for­ward so that Demetrios squirted onto Kirke’s full breasts. Kirke clapped her hands and ap­plauded, “bravo, An­dro­mache, you did well! And now, chil­dren, come in, be­cause Demetrios is fuck­ing me now!”  


With loud screams and screeches the chil­dren streamed into the house and formed a semi­cir­cle around Kirke, who had let her short tu­nic fall to the floor. She looked stun­ningly good, like 22. Slim and slen­der, with wom­anly hips and large breasts. Her breasts were large, full and firm, suc­cess­fully re­sist­ing grav­ity. Her nip­ples were large and pointed and she let the lit­tle ones suck and lick them. On the first day of her de­vel­op­ment as a ma­gi­cian, the God­dess had given her a col­ored tat­too, spread over her en­tire back. It was a friendly‐look­ing, horny sea mon­ster, whose oc­to­pus arms ca­ressed her shoul­ders, her breasts and her in­ner thighs from be­hind. His large, hu­man‐shaped gi­ant cock fucked her from be­hind, horny and greedy and very re­al­is­ti­cally por­trayed. The chil­dren walk­ing be­hind her screamed with de­light, as the laugh­ing mon­ster fucked Kirke with ev­ery step, smil­ing.


She leaned back on the win­dowsill and stuck her ass out to­wards the crowd of chil­dren. Two girls spread her ass cheeks so that her pussy­hole was clearly vis­i­ble. Lit­tle Demetrios stood on his toes and pen­e­trated her hole, it was his first time. Of course he knew what he had to do, be­cause he had watched Kirke ev­ery day when she was fucked by the boys. He was fin­ished pretty quickly and squirted in­side. Now Kirke clapped her hands and said, “There are grapes and chilled lemon­ade, my chil­dren, then go out­side and play!” 


The chil­dren had gone, Kirke had washed her­self in the sea and was ly­ing un­der the three palm trees that pro­vided shade to dry off. The chil­dren were play­ing on the sandy beach, glee­fully, the older boys dragged their gig­gling girls to Kirke in the shade and started fuck­ing them. She ad­mired these chil­dren, they were in their sex­ual prime. Kirke didn’t count, of course, as some of the boys fucked four or five girls in a row. Kirke smiled good‐na­turedly, be­cause she loved watch­ing the child­ish fuck­ing. She would laugh out loud when a young boy made a mis­take while play­ing mu­si­cal chairs and fucked her, the dear fel­low! Kirke was some­times sad that later gen­er­a­tions ac­cused her of turn­ing her lovers into pigs! What a shame­ful non­sense!!!  She would never do some­thing so evil! She was loved and sex­u­ally de­sired by all chil­dren! In her long life she had let all boys fuck her as soon as they could stand on their tip­toes and their lit­tle cocks reached her plea­sure hole. She had fucked thou­sands of boys, even many girls, al­though that was not her pri­mary thing. All chil­dren loved her and de­sired to fuck her. She had also fucked thou­sands of men, kings and peas­ants, mer­chants and wa­ter car­ri­ers. Even Gods lay down with her, her love­mak­ing was leg­endary.


One boy only came in the morn­ing, and he al­ways came alone. He was a loner and a sin­gle, this Home­ros. His par­ents, who had drowned be­tween the Greek is­lands, had called him ‘Man of Love’. Kirke liked the boy, he was still a child, but al­ready wise as a man. He had a very con­spic­u­ous cock, Kirke called it ‘Her­a­cles’ club’.  It had a thin base and the cock got thicker to­wards the tip, the tip was thick and round, the gi­ant glans well cov­ered by the fore­skin. That was Her­cules’ Club. The lust­ful wives in the vil­lage, who some­times se­cretly let a boy fuck them, saw his mon­ster and chased him away. The un­e­d­u­cated women thought he had a sick, in­fected cock. 


Kirke was ed­u­cated and knew that it was just a harm­less freak of na­ture, or per­haps a joke from a God, who could tell the dif­fer­ence? She let Homer fuck her as of­ten as he wanted in the morn­ing un­til noon. He wanted to fuck of­ten. She grinned when he crept up from be­hind and lifted her tu­nic. She im­me­di­ately loos­ened her but­tocks so that he could pen­e­trate more eas­ily. He was the only boy who lay his up­per body on her back and grabbed her breasts. He seemed to know how del­i­cate it was to stim­u­late the nip­ples. He fucked long and hard, he ejac­u­lated long and hard. “That’s well all right!”  said Kirke ap­prov­ingly.


Homer was wor­ried about his health, wasn’t it bad for him to fuck ev­ery hour? Kirke laughed out loud. “Don’t talk such non­sense, my dear friend! It doesn’t mat­ter whether you fuck five times in an hour or once in five hours! The only im­por­tant thing is that you don’t hurt, scratch or rub your cock un­til it bleeds.” Homer lay down in front of Kirke and she had to ex­am­ine his cock mil­lime­ter by mil­lime­ter. “Not a sin­gle scratch, not a sin­gle bruise, not a sin­gle bloody spot!” was her ver­dict. “Keep fuck­ing, Home­ros, as your in­stincts tell you!” She smiled. “You fuck me in the morn­ing, when there aren’t any an­noy­ing chil­dren mak­ing noise. But how do you do it in the af­ter­noon?” Now Homer, the sly one, smiled.  “On the edge of the vil­lage lives old Au­re­lia, who is blind and must be 100 years old. But she has lots of pa­pyrus, ink and quills be­cause she used to live as a poet on the is­land of Mi­tilini, where she lived as a to­tal les­bian. But I can fuck her ev­ery hour, even though she ap­par­ently doesn’t feel any­thing sex­u­ally. But she lets me fuck her as of­ten as I want, be­cause she likes me be­cause I want to be a poet too. And in the evening I go to the beach to bathe, and there are al­ways a few girls there who are happy to be fucked. So I’m well looked af­ter from morn­ing to evening, and at night I can fuck my Mom too, when my Dad is al­ready asleep. She needs it at night just as badly as I do, it’s a mat­ter of hered­ity, she says, al­though she knows much less about hered­ity than about fuck­ing.” 


Kirke was as­ton­ished that this young boy wanted to be a poet, like only old men or unattrac­tive girls sadly in love. Homer promised to let her read some­thing one day.  


One morn­ing, Mooai laid a drowned cou­ple on the beach for her. Kirke un­dressed them; they were still chil­dren, not even 18 years old, and a beau­ti­ful cou­ple. The boy had a nice, hard cock, as Kirke noted with sat­is­fac­tion. The girl had a pussy that still seemed vir­ginal; she had prob­a­bly only re­cently started fuck­ing. Kirke knew what Mooai and the God­dess ex­pected of her. She ex­posed the girl’s clit and fucked her with her own clit very hard. The girl woke up in or­gasm and looked at her in con­fu­sion. “I went un­der in the big waves,” she mur­mured, “and — did you just fuck me, beau­ti­ful woman?” Kirke con­firmed it; it was a spell that she could use to do good. “Now I must fuck your lover and bring him back to life!” The girl whis­pered that he was her hus­band. Kirke fucked the young man and his cock grew con­sid­er­ably.  He was con­fused, but he had to keep fuck­ing, he moaned and his cock grew a bit more. Kirke fucked him again, but he was only ex­hausted af­ter the fifth time. Now he opened his eyes and only now saw how beau­ti­ful Kirke was, with whom he had fucked so well. “Oh, revered God­dess, you have brought me back to life! How can I thank you, be­cause my wife is also well and alive!” Kirke smiled. “You get an­other chance! Go up to the vil­lage, Alkemias the head­man is al­ready wait­ing for you and will as­sign you a lit­tle house. How can you thank me? Make lots of chil­dren, girls and boys, and when they are no longer hang­ing on your skirt strings, send them to me, with me they learn to fuck very early! And now go and be happy!”


Homer had watched ev­ery­thing from a dis­tance. He squirted into the bushes as Kirke fucked the girl like a fury. He con­tin­ued to squirt into the bushes as Kirke fucked the boy and let him fuck her again and again.  When the two had left, he ap­proached Kirke. “So far I’ve only been al­lowed to fuck you from be­hind, can I now fuck you from the front like the man just did?” Kirke nod­ded, some­what sur­prised. “Yes, of course, I’ll just wash my pussy quickly, out of habit.”


While Kirke washed her pussy thor­oughly, Homer asked a thou­sand ques­tions. How could she bring the dead back to life? Was she a witch or a God­dess? Was he al­lowed to write about all of this? Kirke smiled kindly and ca­ressed her clean clit very slowly.  “Rais­ing the dead is a di­vine gift, you have to know how to fuck a woman and how to fuck a man, be­cause you must know that they are very dif­fer­ent to fuck. Watch up in the vil­lage how two girls or women fuck each other with their cli­torises! And am I a witch? No, I never do any­thing bad. And of course a poet can write any­thing, even if an in­sulted king has his head chopped off. That is some­times the price, so think be­fore­hand whether the thing is worth it! And now come on, fuck me!” Homer did not need a sec­ond in­vi­ta­tion, now or never, as they said. 


Homer read her a story, a sec­ond, a fifth. He fell silent when he saw Kirke’s face. He waited, fid­get­ing, un­til she spoke.  “First, you must cap­ti­vate your lis­tener. Sim­ply recit­ing the facts is sim­ply bor­ing. As like a drama in the the­ater, it must be ex­cit­ing, un­ex­pected, full of twists and turns and evoke feel­ings in the spec­ta­tors. Sec­ond, and this is dif­fi­cult to ex­plain, you must sing, not talk. Sing! If you read the fa­mous po­ets, you will rarely find a work that only rhymes. It is not with­out rea­son that they are called ‘The Can­ti­cles of Aphri­los’ and ‘The Can­ti­cles of Al­cib­i­ades’. You must write a song, not a poem. ‘The Can­ti­cles of Homer’, so they must one day re­port on it.”


Homer nod­ded very thought­fully.  “I’ve been work­ing on a draft for a while to write about the Tro­jan War. It only ended re­cently and I wanted to be one of the first to write about it, maybe get some beau­ti­ful women to fuck, fool me! But ev­ery­thing I’ve writ­ten is non­sense. You can sum it up in one sen­tence. ‘They beat each other’s heads to pieces and in the end there are only losers.’ That’s all there is to it. What do you think?”


Kirke had to think for a long time; the back and forth of the Tro­jan War was known to ev­ery­one.  “War re­port­ing is not an easy busi­ness if you don’t want it to end up as wrap­ping pa­per on the fish­mar­ket. Firstly, you have to re­port on the war it­self in true de­tails, your lis­ten­ers will not be de­ceived. 


Sec­ondly, the gods have to have their say, their good­will or their envy ma­nip­u­lates events, the he­roes and guides their des­tinies clev­erly or ex­tremely stupidly, maybe the gods are even wrong or have a fight with each other?


Thirdly, where are the women? Men wage war, but there are women too. Sex, loy­alty and in­fi­delity, cuck­olded hus­bands and poi­son­ings. ‘Who is the pret­tier, her or me?’, you can de­stroy king­doms with that sen­tence. Jeal­ousy, envy, in­trigues — you can cause un­rest and kill with that. 


And fourthly, in war, there is fuck­ing, an in­cred­i­ble amount of fuck­ing. With pris­on­ers, queens, war­riors, cit­i­zens’ wives, maids and slaves; in short, with ev­ery­one. But you, ca­pa­ble poet and singer, must not use the word ‘fuck’ even once, if your work is to stand up to the eyes of the strict coun­cil­men.  So ‘he spent the night with her’ or ‘she gave her­self up vol­un­tar­ily’ or ‘he bru­tally robbed her of her hon­our’, things like that can get around the is­sue it­self.”


Kirke had given a long lec­ture, Homer lay with his up­per body on her back and stim­u­lated her breasts and es­pe­cially her sen­si­tive nip­ples, which made Kirke sigh trem­blingly again and again. Our bud­ding singer’s strong club was in her plea­sure hole the whole time, and when­ever it was nec­es­sary, he grabbed her hips,  fucked her wildly and squirted. Kirke could sing in­di­vid­ual pas­sages, ad­ven­tures or fuck scenes, with a clear, beau­ti­ful melodic voice, and Homer lis­tened in stunned awe. He un­der­stood more and more what she meant and he hap­pily grabbed her hips and fucked her very quickly from be­hind, only to lis­ten to her again af­ter squirt­ing.


Sud­denly he re­alised how he had to pro­ceed. The war events are only added at the end, be­cause he did not need to in­vent the facts. He had to in­vent an onion, but from the in­side out. A core with a ba­sic out­line. One shell picks up a part, the next shell starts at a dif­fer­ent point. And when all the shells were wo­ven, in­sert the war events be­tween the shells as a fill­ing, as a cream. It was al­ready mid­day, he had to stop fuck­ing Kirke, who was fuck­ing him  in a fan­tasy, and squirt­ing into her. He straight­ened up and pulled out Her­a­cles’ club. 


Kirke had more or­gasms that morn­ing than she had in a long time. She was im­mersed in her fan­tasies, God­desses ar­gu­ing about who was the most beau­ti­ful. A prince who had to fuck one of the God­desses ev­ery night, in or­der to make his de­ci­sion af­ter 9 nights. A mishap, or­ches­trated by a fourth, jeal­ous God­dess, so that the prize of vic­tory rolled to the feet of the last one in line. The other two vowed to de­stroy the stupid prince.  


The prince had only one weak point, fuck­ing. He picked the wrong woman and fucked the wife of the fiercest king. Kid­nap­ping, es­cape, the whole pro­gram. Troy, naive and pre­sump­tu­ous, of­fered asy­lum to the fugi­tives. So the war be­gan. It ended with the city burn­ing and the pyres on which the best of the Greeks burned. That had to be the end, all the no­ble Greeks were gone, a boat rower be­came king of Mykonos and fucked the most beau­ti­ful daugh­ter of the fierce king, who was mur­dered by his un­faith­ful queen. Un­der the rule of row­ers, shin­ing Greece sank into dark­ness. Kirke had sung that, car­ried by the fuck­ing of her poet and her or­gasms. Homer ran off to Au­re­lia, the blind woman, to write and fuck with­out in­ter­rup­tion.  He only found peace when he fucked girls on the beach in the evening and lay down with his mother at night.


Kirke couldn’t sleep ei­ther, the story rat­tled around in her mind. Un­usu­ally for her, be­cause she nor­mally only let her­self be fucked by lit­tle boys, she sum­moned two young girls to her. She fucked the fright­ened, shy chil­dren one af­ter the other un­til dawn. She pressed her clit onto the girl’s clit like a pointed bat­tle spur and fucked her ag­gres­sively un­til she had an or­gasm and con­tin­ued un­til the poor girl passed out. She con­tin­ued to de­velop the story. The grim king had set sail, trem­bling with anger, so hastily that he did not of­fer the God of the winds, Ae­o­lus. The God was in­sulted and let the winds rest.  He de­manded that the grim king let his 12‐year‐old grand­daugh­ter be fucked on the sac­ri­fi­cial al­tar by the strong­est men in his army for 40 days, then he promised fa­vor­able winds. The king grit­ted his teeth and had Iphi­ge­nia fucked like mad for 40 days. On the for­ti­eth day, a good wind came up, the wind God kid­napped the vi­o­lated child and took her as his con­cu­bine. He also kid­napped her twin brother, be­cause only then could he take on his hu­man form and fuck Iphi­ge­nia. In 40 days, the lit­tle girl had learned to fuck as well as the most ex­pen­sive port whore on Mykonos. Iphi­ge­nia had fucked her twin brother Orestes from early child­hood, they had learned it from the adults and fucked day af­ter day in their youth. Now she fucked her brother and the wind god at the same time and passed away in Orestes’ arms in a pow­er­ful or­gasm, she had learned to fuck so well in those 40 days.  Kirke gave the girls lots of sweets and sent them home at dawn.


Homer ar­rived early enough to watch Kirke bru­tally fuck the poor girls for a few more rounds. He didn’t miss the op­por­tu­nity to fuck the other girl in the mean­time. When they had gone, he lay upon Kirke’s back, who was doz­ing a lit­tle and only woke up when the singer reared up and squirted into her. She lis­tened to his sketch and sang him the story of Iphi­ge­nia and Orestes. He was very en­thu­si­as­tic, her part went well with his. It wasn’t un­til mid­day that he went to old Au­re­lia, who pa­tiently like an ox let her­self be fucked. She was an­cient and her pussy was dry and wrin­kled, but Homer fucked her hour af­ter hour any­way. Nei­ther her wrin­kles nor her with­ered body both­ered him, he was only in­ter­ested in hav­ing a pussy in which he could fuck and squirt.  Au­re­lia was happy, though, be­cause she could re­mem­ber the ear­lier, long‐past or­gasms in the arms of her fa­vorite maid or the men who made pil­grim­ages to the sanc­tu­ary and had fucked her for a sil­ver coin.


Homer’s mother was amazed at how ex­cited and en­er­getic Homer fucked her at night, so hefty that even his fa­ther woke up. He watched for a while and pulled the fore­skin back and forth on his cock, but he quickly fell asleep again. What his wife did with her son was dirty, per­verted women’s stuff and was none of his busi­ness. None. 


Kirke and Homer each worked on two ends of the story. Kirke had cen­turies of sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence and de­scribed the fuck scenes to him so clearly and pre­cisely that he couldn’t stop fuck­ing and squirt­ing. He sang the half‐fin­ished parts to her; to Au­re­lia’s amaze­ment, he had been singing and writ­ing and fuck­ing all af­ter­noon.  She didn’t yet know the whole pic­ture, but when he sang and wrote down Kirke’s fuck­ing scenes, she smiled bliss­fully, be­cause she too had once writ­ten and sung love songs.


Mooai had come on that full moon night, and like ev­ery year he fucked Kirke three times on the light‐flooded sandy beach and lis­tened to her wishes. As al­ways, she wished for beau­ti­ful, clever and pleas­ant things. Her wish for in­tel­lec­tual fer­til­iza­tion while writ­ing po­etry only sounded un­usual at first, but when she told him about writ­ing po­etry to­gether with a boy, he im­me­di­ately un­der­stood and granted it. He fucked her for the third time at dawn and con­tin­ued to fuck her af­ter her or­gasm un­til she passed out. Kirke loved that very much, that made fuck­ing with Mooai so spe­cial. When she came to her senses, he had long since dis­ap­peared into the waves. He was the only one who fucked her in such an in­tense way. 


Kirke knew that Homer lay with Kly­mene, his mother, at night.  She was still a young, naive thing, had given birth to Homer at the age of 13 and loved him not only madly, but above all sex­u­ally. His fa­ther was now an old man, to whom Kly­mene oc­ca­sion­ally gave a blowjob. He watched his wife’s sex­ual ac­tiv­i­ties with Homer in­dif­fer­ently, only rarely did he get an erec­tion. He was a com­pletely fair man, his wife was the same age as his grand­daugh­ters, she had fucked him de­vot­edly for years un­til he could no longer fuck. It was only fair that she needed some­one to fuck. Homer was a good son, he gave Kly­mene so many or­gasms ev­ery night that she was to­tally sat­is­fied sex­u­ally, it was never nec­es­sary for Kly­mene to have to fuck an­other man, al­though she  fucked many lovers too. It was not at all un­usual for her to let her son fuck her un­til he was ex­hausted. In an­cient Greece, most moth­ers taught their sons to fuck from the age of 12 be­fore they sent them out into the world.  Cly­mene was per­haps a lit­tle too much in love with Homer, but that would prob­a­bly pass. His fa­ther was wrong in this, and he would soon die. Homer stayed in Cly­mene’s bed, who would die 15 years later.


Kirke also knew, of course, that Homer would go blind af­ter Kly­mene’s death. But he knew the songs and hymns to the gods that he had com­posed alone by heart and went from court to court singing them in an inim­itably mov­ing way. Homer lived to a ripe old age and Kirke was un­rec­og­nized among the many girls who mourned at the fu­neral of the old singer and lover of hun­dreds of vir­gins. Kirke’s magic kept his loins youth­fully pow­er­ful un­til the end, so that de­spite his blind­ness he was able to fuck many vir­gins and young girls. The blind old man felt the breasts of the young girls and chose the youngest to lead him.  The young girl, usu­ally still a child, led the blind man and lie down with him at night and will­ingly let the old singer fuck her. It was also Kirke who paid dozens of scribes to copy the Il­iad and the Odyssey on pa­pyrus.


Mooai woke Kirke long be­fore sun­rise. She ran to the sandy beach where Mooai had laid 22 drowned war­riors. She im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized who the leader was and had to fuck him very long and in­tensely un­til he came back to life. Kirke fucked all of them un­til late af­ter­noon, un­til all 22 woke up dazed. Kirke, to­tally ex­hausted from hours of fuck­ing, told the war­riors “that they were wel­come in the vil­lage up above, but they had to be peace­ful and friendly, the is­land was a place of love. The girls and women will hap­pily give them­selves to you, they are al­ready wait­ing long­ingly for new, strong men’s thighs.”


 She took the leader by the hand and led him to her bed­cham­ber. She let the sex­u­ally starved hero fuck un­til he had had enough. “You are on Kirke’s is­land, great hero Odysseus,” she said, for she had im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized the mighty war­rior. He had never heard of the is­land and Kirke smiled, “no or­di­nary mor­tal has ever seen it, that’s how it is.” Odysseus was con­fused, for he was on his way home to his beloved wife and queen Pene­lope when Po­sei­don’s wrath over­turned his ship and they all drowned. “The God­dess must love you very much that she brought you here so that I could give you a sec­ond life.” Odysseus bowed grate­fully. “You are a great ma­gi­cian, Kirke! And thank you for the sec­ond life!”


He asked Kirke if she had any news of Pene­lope.  She nod­ded, “I ac­tu­ally have two of them, but only one could be true. The first was that Pene­lope had been get­ting fucked by one of the 60 brideseek­ers ev­ery night since he left for Troy be­cause she couldn’t de­cide to chose one of them. The other was that his son Telemachus had been ly­ing with Pene­lope since his fa­ther’s de­par­ture and de­fended her honor with a sword in his hand. Pene­lope’s cries of plea­sure echoed through the palace at night, for Telemachus was as strong in the loins as his fa­ther. Odysseus wept heart­break­ingly. “And which one is true, oh Kirke?” he moaned. “Both, I fear,” Kirke replied, “I know peo­ple and the fiery pussies of women, and Pene­lope was known to be blessed with an in­sa­tiable sex­ual urge.  But I have known Pene­lope since she was a child and I know how loy­ally her heart loves you de­spite ev­ery­thing!” Odysseus could not re­mem­ber ever hav­ing seen Kirke with Pene­lope, but all the things Kirke knew about Pene­lope’s se­cret mas­tur­ba­tion were true. Odysseus cried a lot, but Kirke asked him if he hadn’t any af­fairs other than Pene­lope and if he had the right to judge Pene­lope!?


Odysseus was not only a good fucker, he was also a real gos­sip. Kirke and Homer hung on his ev­ery word when he told of the 10 years of fuck­ing in the Tro­jan War. Troy’s girls and women streamed out of the city at sun­set to fuck the Greek war­riors. Odysseus sang of Penthe­sileia, the Ama­zon queen and her 40 fe­male war­riors who pounced on the Greek war­riors in the evenings and fucked them to ex­haus­tion.  He him­self had of­ten shared Penthe­sileia with the fierce Achilles;  the queen was in­sa­tiable and greedy, so the two he­roes ran out of steam.  Even the in­vin­ci­ble Achilles, the Greek demigod, who had the big­gest and strong­est cock of all the war­riors!  Queen Penthe­sileia fucked man af­ter man, one af­ter the other, for half the night, and when she cli­maxed she roared like a wild bull, so that it echoed through­out the camp and the other women tried very hard to have such or­gasms too. 


There were also un­pleas­ant things, such as Achilles, who de­flow­ered King Priam’s 11‐year‐old vir­gin grand­daugh­ter Bri­seis on the al­tar of Athena and ab­ducted her to his tent, fuck­ing the fright­ened girl a dozen times a night. Or Prince Paris, who not only caused the war when he fucked and ab­ducted Menelaus’ wife He­lena. No, the sex of­fender Paris also as­saulted his brother Hec­tor’s wife, he raped the chaste and shy young woman  for weeks and made her a child, where­upon Hec­tor lost his mind and sought death in bat­tle. Or Ajax, who raped the holy vir­gin Cas­san­dra in the tem­ple of her God­dess Athena and then raped her ev­ery night like a whore.  


Kirke and Homer hung on Odysseus’ ev­ery word, his sto­ries flowed into the story, which had now grown enor­mously. Kirke de­manded that Homer write two ver­sions, a shorter one that was cleaned of all sex­ual de­tails and a longer one that still con­tained all the af­fairs, fuck­ing and rapes that Odysseus had nar­rated. Odysseus fucked Kirke while he lis­tened to Homer’s songs. Then Homer lay with his up­per body on Kirke’s back and Her­a­cles’ club was stuck in Kirke’s plea­sure hole for hours, where he fucked her again and again and squirted pow­er­fully into her. Kirke was fucked by both of them in turn and had or­gasms like she hadn’t had in a long time. 


Odysseus’ men had built a new ship and were urg­ing him to leave.  Kirke said to Odysseus, “Later gen­er­a­tions will say that I put a spell on you and didn’t let you go, but those were the lies you told ev­ery­one, treach­er­ous one! You can leave at any time, de­vi­ous king, for it is only your lust­ful loins that can­not sep­a­rate from my body! Go!”


One day many months later Odysseus set sail, he could no longer stop his men, al­though he would have loved to fuck the ever‐horny Kirke un­til the end of time. But his men wanted to see the king­dom of Ithaca again and re­minded Odysseus that Pene­lope was wait­ing for him long­ingly. He set sail for Ithaca and when he looked back, the is­land had dis­ap­peared. He sailed on de­ter­minedly, but Po­sei­don stopped him again and again, as we know. 


Her­cules’ club was now stuck in Kirke’s plea­sure hole for the whole morn­ing, he fucked her quite nat­u­rally and squirted in with­out pulling his cock out af­ter­wards. She looked out to sea with a smile and they took turns singing the songs. The work grad­u­ally took shape, both ver­sions. But Kirke did not ne­glect the chil­dren in the af­ter­noon, she let the lit­tle girls mas­tur­bate the cocks to squirt, then the chil­dren sur­rounded her while she stuck her ass out to the boys and laughed as they fucked her.


Homer had fucked Kly­mene night af­ter night for over 20 years, she only had af­fairs dur­ing the day and had al­ready fucked all the men on the is­land. She re­mained naive and sim­ple‐minded all her life, she got in­volved with any man who wanted her. She had a beau­ti­ful fu­neral and Homer lured ev­ery evening a young girl to his bed, there were so many!  Au­re­lia had long since dis­ap­peared, Homer reached into the pool of young girls with both hands when Kirke was let­ting the lit­tle boys fuck her in the af­ter­noon. He was not in­ter­ested in that at all, boys were not his thing. The works had long been fin­ished, he sang the two ver­sions of the Il­iad in front of the vil­lagers. This is how he per­fected his per­for­mance. 


Kirke let him go with a heavy heart, gifted him at good­bye the love of vir­gins and young girls for­ever. He went from court to court, the au­di­ence pre­ferred to hear the longer ver­sion be­cause they loved the filthy songs. He grad­u­ally lost his sight, he took a young girl into his bed ev­ery night. It was some­thing spe­cial to have a shy vir­gin in bed and to de­flower her, that was when he blos­somed. But the girls loved him very much and fought for a place in his bed. When Odysseus re­turned home and was once again ab­ducted by the god­dess into the myth­i­cal mists, Homer wrote the Odyssey. When he could no longer write him­self, he dic­tated his hymns to the Gods to the scribes.  He was ly­ing in the arms of a de­flow­ered vir­gin when he closed his eyes. Homer had a happy life.


Kirke missed Homer’s hard‐work­ing Her­cules blud­geon very much. She sat sadly on the sandy beach in the evenings and com­plained to Mooai about her suf­fer­ing. One morn­ing she found a drowned man on the beach. It was Yan­nis, a sim­ple, kind‐hearted farm boy who had jumped af­ter a lamb that was about to drown in the mael­strom. Kirke was hor­ri­fied at first; in all her 480 years she had never fucked such a huge, pow­er­ful cock as an ele­phant’s trunk. She strug­gled so hard that tears rolled down her cheeks, but she fucked Yan­nis for over an hour un­til he opened his eyes in amaze­ment. The 20 years old im­me­di­ately fell in love with the God­dess who had brought him back to life and fol­lowed her ev­ery­where. When at rest, his cock hung down half­way down his thigh, and when erect, down to his knees.


Kirke smiled grate­fully be­cause Mooai had given her a young man with such a big cock. De­spite his youth, he was a great fucker; he had fucked his mother and big sis­ter since he was 12, be­cause they both liked to be fucked by his big cock. The two never ar­gued about who he could fuck to­day, be­cause he held out and fucked both of them. He laughed and was happy about their good sex­ual feel­ings, be­cause he was the only man in the house. His cock didn’t even go half­way in ei­ther of them, so the other could mas­tur­bate the other half with her fist. At the end she held his cock tightly to feel the se­men shoot through. Mother and sis­ter were both heav­ily preg­nant when he jumped into the mael­strom.


Kirke al­ways let Yan­nis fuck her when she felt like it. Yan­nis soon learned to fuck like Homer. She leaned on the win­dow sill and looked out to sea, he leaned his up­per body on her back and pushed his cock in from be­hind. His cock went well at full lenght into her cun­t­hole, af­ter some train­ing. He fucked her as of­ten as his cock got hard and squirted huge amounts into her plea­sure hole.


In the af­ter­noons he rested and lazily watched the lit­tle boys fuck­ing his God­dess from be­hind. The young girls played en­thu­si­as­ti­cally with his ele­phant trunk and the older girls some­times dared to put the ele­phant trunk in their lit­tle holes, but it only went in a quar­ter of the lenght and then he pushed the end.  He smiled good‐na­turedly when one of the girls rode his ele­phant cock in horni­ness and let him squirt in­side. The girls were very proud of that. 


Kirke’s is­land grad­u­ally dis­ap­peared for­ever. 



● ● ●







The In­no­cence of Lisa


by Jack Faber © 2024




Sis­ter An­to­nia was born Lisa. Her par­ents were dirt poor, her fa­ther was un­em­ployed. Mom cud­dled with her lit­tle one end­lessly be­cause she loved her very much. She took the child in her arms and let her suck and lick her nip­ples to dis­tract the child when Daddy fucked her, and he fucked her day and night be­cause he had noth­ing else to do. As far back as Lisa could re­mem­ber, she had been ly­ing on her mother’s big breasts when Daddy ap­proached with his big cock to fuck Mom. Her mother had been a les­bian, at least when she was young, and later she of­ten fucked men. That’s how Lisa came about and they were a very lov­ing fam­ily. As a child, Lisa stared at her Daddy’s big cock, the tip of his glans pro­trud­ing thick and red from un­der the fore­skin, which he rubbed slowly with a grin. Her mother grabbed Lisa and put her to her breast.  On the one hand she wanted to dis­tract the child, on the other hand she loved it when Lisa licked and sucked her nip­ples, that was very hot. Lisa watched, of course, how Daddy’s cock dis­ap­peared into Mom’s big cun­t­hole, and then Daddy pushed in and out of the cun­t­hole re­ally hard and Lisa ex­cit­edly sucked and sucked on Mom’s teats, be­cause the fuck­ing was very ex­cit­ing, Mom found it very ex­cit­ing too and she hugged and kissed the lit­tle one in her in­ner tur­moil. Daddy al­ways thrust for a long time in and out, and then very slowly, that was the mo­ment when he squirted in­side. Mom gasped a lit­tle be­cause she had be­come horny. She never had an or­gasm when he fucked her, but af­ter he had squirted she pressed Lisa tightly to her breasts be­cause she had to mas­tur­bate straight af­ter the fuck­ing. Lisa had seen her mas­tur­bate many times, Mom’s fin­gers rubbed her big, stiff clit re­ally quickly and Mom pressed her against her breasts when she was soon hit by an or­gasm.  


Daddy lay happy and re­laxed next to them, Mom tick­led and cud­dled Lisa, be­cause now it was Lisa’s turn. She cud­dled with Mom be­cause she knew what was com­ing next. Mom kissed and licked Lisa’s pussy and it was won­der­ful. Lisa felt it ris­ing in her ab­domen, she pressed her pussy­hole firmly against Mom’s lips. Of course, she knew how nice that was for the lit­tle one, her tongue licked the lit­tle pussy like a lit­tle snake. Her lips wrapped around the whole pussy and the tongue snake licked wildly be­tween them. “Now, Mom, now!” gasped Lisa be­cause she couldn’t take it any­more. She leaned back be­cause Mom’s tongue had fi­nally found her lit­tle clit. Lisa opened her thighs wide, she of­fered her pussy to Mom like an open flower blos­som. Mom now licked her clit tire­lessly. It was as if a gi­ant was grow­ing in Lisa’s body, it got big­ger and big­ger and burst.  Lisa loved it very much, be­cause the or­gasm made her trem­ble and shake for a few mo­ments. Then it was over. Mom licked her clit a lit­tle longer un­til it was com­pletely soft again. Lisa sank into her Mom’s arms, she felt soft and safe there. That’s why Lisa loved fuck­ing from a young age on.


Her mother was se­ri­ously ill with tu­ber­cu­lo­sis and fucked less and less. Lit­tle Lisa took over, she learned to clamp Daddy’s cock be­tween her labia and slide back and forth un­til Daddy squirted. To start with, Mom showed her how to press her labia left and right onto Daddy’s stiff cock and slide back and forth firmly. When she leaned for­ward a lit­tle, Mom said, she slid on her clit. She fucked Daddy’s cock like that for a long time un­til he squirted.  Some­times Lisa shud­dered and sank for­ward onto his chest, then Daddy ca­ressed her but­tocks, which trem­bled and shook in a small or­gasm. Then Lisa started to fuck Dad’s cock again. Mom was very grate­ful to the lit­tle girl for this and licked her clit to or­gasm ev­ery time the lit­tle girl made Daddy squirt. Mom and Dad fucked less and less of­ten, Lisa fucked Daddy of­ten and con­sci­en­tiously and Mom vis­i­bly de­te­ri­o­rated. She made Lisa prom­ise not to re­ally fuck men, to be­come a spir­i­tual sis­ter and to pray for her poor soul. 


Af­ter the fu­neral, Lisa asked Papa if he wanted to fuck her the same way as Mom, now that Mom was gone. At 13, she was much too young to fuck, Papa said, she was much too young and it was enough for him if she clamped his cock be­tween her labia and fucked him to squirt. He would de­flower her and fuck her when she was old enough, he had promised. Lisa nod­ded be­cause she un­der­stood and fucked him three or four times a day be­cause Papa was get­ting sicker and sicker too. Lisa some­times met Jerome in the gar­den, he was much older than her and when he came he took out his cock, but it was much smaller than Dad’s. She was al­lowed to grab the cock and pull the fore­skin back un­til the tip of the glans came out com­pletely. He al­ways rubbed his cock him­self and squirted on the el­der bush. Mrs. We­ber, who had watched the whole thing from the win­dow, scolded him and called him into the house to fuck her. She was the only one in the house who fucked the men­tally re­tarded boy day in, day out, ev­ery­one knew that and found it out­ra­geous. Jerome’s mother didn’t come home un­til late in the evening, af­ter din­ner she went to bed and let Jerome fuck her in­dif­fer­ently, he had to do it again and again and she was too tired to feel any­thing. 


Lisa never went to school, she cared for Papa lov­ingly and fucked him more and more of­ten be­cause she missed Mom’s clit lick­ing and or­gasms so much. She woke up once or twice a night cov­ered in sweat, her clit throb­bing like mad and only calmed down when Lisa rubbed her clit quickly to or­gasm like Mom had done it daily.


She earned a few coins when she went down to old Odin’s bar late at night and fucked the men in her fash­ion for a few coins. It filled her with a strange pride that all the men ad­mired her beau­ti­ful white ass and wet pussy when she fucked a man in the bar. She fucked in such a way that ev­ery­one could see it very clearly when her labia slid over the cock. Once a month she had to fuck old one‐eyed Odin, that was the deal, and in re­turn he told her won­drous tall tales. His real name was Odysseus and he was look­ing for his wife Pene­lope. For a very long time, said the old man, who looked like he was 100 years old. Lisa liked to hear his sto­ries, even though they were prob­a­bly all lies. But he could de­scribe ev­ery­thing he had ex­pe­ri­enced so well, as if he had been there him­self. Gods, sor­cer­esses, gi­ants and the im­mense ex­panse of the oceans.  He also in­tro­duced Lisa to Madame Veronique, in whose house she could fuck lots of men in her own fash­ion and get paid for it. Madame and the men no­ticed that Lisa didn’t want to fuck for real and only wanted to fuck the men in her own fash­ion, like she did with her Dad. She could do it per­fectly and the men liked her fash­ion and kept com­ing back. She went to Madame ev­ery day and brought the money home. She was 26 when her Daddy died. She was alone. 


The monastery wel­comed her with open arms. She was only a novice and af­ter tak­ing her vows she was given a new name, Sis­ter An­to­nia. She was 30 when the war broke out. It was only in the last days of the war that the Rus­sian sol­diers dis­cov­ered the monastery full of women. Noth­ing and no one could stop them from fuck­ing the women. Only two dared to refuse. Sis­ter Her­mengild and Sis­ter Juda fought back with all their might, the Rus­sians sim­ply slit their throats and fucked their still warm pussies.  Af­ter that, no one re­sisted. Sis­ter An­to­nia hid for two days, then she was dis­cov­ered. 


It was a group of 8 men who looked more like Chi­nese. They called her ‘saikhan emegtei’. The leader was a tall man, he took off her habit. She was full naked and to­day, at the age of 34, she lost her vir­gin­ity. He had her lean against the wall with her hands, he spread her but­tocks and pen­e­trated her from be­hind. They were Mon­go­lians and they all had very small dicks like Jerome, maybe even smaller. An­to­nia flinched when her hy­men broke, but he didn’t wait a mo­ment and con­tin­ued to fuck her while she was stand­ing. She didn’t get sex­u­ally aroused in the slight­est, the fuck­ing didn’t turn her on for a mo­ment. She let her­self be fucked com­pletely in­dif­fer­ently, one af­ter the other man fucked her. The men stayed for three days, they fucked Sis­ter An­to­nia again and again, which she took com­pletely coldly. The em­peror had given up and fled into ex­ile in Hol­land.  The war ended, the Rus­sians left. Sis­ter An­to­nia lived in an­other monastery, she was a very good and pop­u­lar nurse and the war had left enough in­jured men. She cared for the in­jured and watched them mas­tur­bate when she had to. She didn’t mas­tur­bate any of them, she just showed them her pussy to get them ex­cited when they started to mas­tur­bate. Most of the time she would make the guys squirt when she mas­tur­bated her clit to or­gasm in front of their eyes, she en­joyed do­ing that and it made her feel good. At 65, she lost her faith and re­spect for the church­men. She went to the bishop and left the church and the monastery. 


She wan­dered around aim­lessly. Fi­nally, af­ter weeks, she found work as a nurse, which wasn’t easy at 65. She went from job to job, and the year went by pretty quickly. Then she was ex­tremely lucky. She was given a per­ma­nent job as a nurse for Baron von Wolken­stein, with full board and lodg­ing and a gen­er­ous pay. The Baron was still a young man, maybe 23 or 24 years old and bedrid­den. He had been in­jured in the war and could no longer use his legs. He was a very friendly, se­ri­ous boy who spent most of his time in bed read­ing all the news­pa­pers and books.


Lisa had to wash him from head to toe in bed ev­ery morn­ing, which she did with plea­sure and thor­oughly. He looked good, his body was beau­ti­ful and flaw­less. She only paused briefly be­fore wash­ing his cock for the first time. “What a beau­ti­ful and mag­nif­i­cent cock, sir,” she ex­claimed in sur­prise, as she grabbed his cock. “I have seen a thou­sand cocks in my life, but never a beau­ti­ful, strong and a big one as yours! If I wash it, it will def­i­nitely get hard and start drip­ping or squirt­ing, I know that!”  He nod­ded and said that she could rub it too and, as Lisa shook her head firmly that she had never done that be­fore, that she re­ally had to wash the cock prop­erly! Lisa nod­ded and washed the cock with the foam­ing sponge. Of course it got even stiffer and she pulled the fore­skin back firmly, sev­eral times back and forth, with the foam­ing sponge. She pulled the fore­skin back firmly when the young man squirted in rich, fat jets. They didn’t ac­tu­ally talk about it di­rectly, but she washed his cock four or five times a day with the foam­ing sponge so that the boy could squirt a lot.


He wanted to write down her life story and she stayed sit­ting on his bed and ca­ressed the mag­nif­i­cent, large cock ab­sent­mind­edly, while she told him ev­ery­thing and an­swered his ques­tions openly and hon­estly as he wrote. How she licked and sucked ex­cit­edly on her mother’s nip­ples, her stiff teats, when Dad fucked Mom. How Mom cud­dled with her, wres­tled with her for fun, mak­ing the child hot and hot­ter    and fi­nally licked the clit of her child to or­gasm.  Her mother was very good at it and she licked her at least once a day. No, she had never mas­tur­bated as a lit­tle girl, Lisa an­swered. 


The Baron wrote ev­ery­thing down. How, when she was 8, Mom showed her how to pinch Dad’s cock be­tween her lit­tle labia and slide up and down un­til Dad squirted. She called it ‘fuck­ing Dad’, even though she had never re­ally fucked Dad, never! The Baron nod­ded, he be­lieved her. She had fucked Dad like that at least once a day un­til she was 26, when Dad died.


Lisa found it dif­fi­cult to talk about the other men, but the Baron was very un­der­stand­ing. She had to earn a lit­tle money some­how so that they could af­ford meat, rice pud­ding was not a good long‐term diet. But they were dirt poor. The Baron nod­ded, he knew about it, be­cause he paid for the food of an or­phan­age. Lisa let her­self out a lit­tle, talk­ing about the pub­lic fuck­ing in Odin’s bar. How it turned her on to show the guests her pussy­hole fuck­ing shame­lessly and ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally. She didn’t know the word, but the Baron ex­plained it to her, laugh­ing friendly.  She also told him about the agree­ment to fuck Old Odin once a month and lis­ten to his tall tales. The Baron smiled af­ter lis­ten­ing to one of the tall tales. “Odysseus and his quest ac­tu­ally ex­isted 3,000 years ago, I have a book about it, the Odyssey. I can read it to you some­time, dear Lisa!” he said, know­ing that she couldn’t read. 


Lisa breathed a sigh of re­lief, the gen­tle­man was very un­der­stand­ing. She also told him about the years when she was al­lowed to fuck in Madame Veronique’s house for good money. She wasn’t sure whether she hadn’t ac­tu­ally been a whore, but the gen­tle­man waved her off, say­ing that it wasn’t im­por­tant. She then told him about the 30 years in the monastery and in the monastery hos­pi­tal, where she had learned all that, the nurs­ing job. No, those were 30 years of real chastity, no fuck­ing, noth­ing at all.  She spread her legs when she watched some­one start­ing to mas­tur­bate, but she didn’t touch a sin­gle cock and didn’t let any­one touch her pussy ei­ther. She cleaned the cocks af­ter they had ejac­u­lated and made him con­tinue ejac­u­lat­ing with her fist if he hadn’t fin­ished. And she only mas­tur­bated her­self when she woke up at night with a stiff clit. That hap­pened again and again, night for night and she had got­ten used to it. The Baron wanted to know ex­actly how this nightly mas­tur­ba­tion went in de­tail, he was ex­tremely in­ter­ested. She un­der­stood why he was in­ter­ested and de­scribed in great de­tail how she woke up from a filthy dream and mas­tur­bated her stiff, hard clit un­til she fell asleep again af­ter the or­gasm. His pen­cil raced across the writ­ing pad and his cock be­came rock hard in her hand. 


Lisa mas­saged him ev­ery morn­ing and af­ter­noon, all over his body with a scented oil. Af­ter mas­sag­ing, she got the sponge and foamed him with the fist un­til he ejac­u­lated.  She also told him how the Rus­sians at­tacked the monastery and fucked all the novices and sis­ters for days. How she was de­flow­ered and pow­er­fully fucked by all the men for three days, the first and only time, be­cause she never fucked again in the fol­low­ing 30 years. She was very sad when she told him this and she cried a lit­tle, but she bravely told him in great de­tail how she was de­flow­ered and how the men fucked her for three days. She had only been able to sleep for a short time be­tween sex ses­sions be­fore the next man came along with his small, stiff cock. The Baron asked his ques­tions care­fully be­cause he wanted to de­scribe ev­ery­thing as re­al­is­ti­cally as pos­si­ble.


He asked her di­rectly if she would fuck him the way the Rus­sians had fucked her, but Lisa shook her head firmly, No, never! He let a few days pass be­fore he asked her again, fuck the other way, like her Dad? She shook her head again, but she was un­sure. She had been with the Baron for a year, she had let him squirt in the sponge with her fist sev­eral times a day and she had told him ev­ery­thing about her sex life. He pestered her ev­ery day, he didn’t give up, in fact she gave up. But she was an old, wrin­kled woman of 70, not a pretty young thing. But he just laughed, he wasn’t ath­letic enough for the pretty young things, was he!? So one day she gave in. 


She took off her clothes and he looked at her cu­ri­ously. She was small and re­ally very fat. She had a bright, friendly face, but oth­er­wise she was unattrac­tive.  Her large breasts hung down heav­ily and softly to her thick hips, her armpits‐ and pu­bic hair had fallen out. He spread her red­dened labia with his fin­gers and ex­claimed, “Oh God, your clit is so sore!” Lisa nod­ded, a bit ashamed. “I keep dream­ing about your cock, sir,” she ad­mit­ted qui­etly, “I have re­ally horny dreams about you squirt­ing! And then I wake up two or three times a night and have to mas­tur­bate, usu­ally twice in a row. That’s why!”


The young Baron smiled. “It’s nice that your clit is so horny and in­sists on its rights!” She didn’t re­ally un­der­stand it, so she climbed into his bed for the first time. For the first time in years, she mas­tur­bated his cock with her naked fist to make it stiff.  For the first time in 40 or 45 years, her labia wrapped around the long shaft, she sup­ported her­self with both hands on his chest and slid back and forth. A shiver ran down her spine, the old feel­ing awoke again. She slid back and forth for half an hour and re­li­ably made him squirt. 


She stayed ly­ing next to him, they had be­come in­ti­mate. He said he hadn’t fucked since he was wounded. Be­fore that he had only fucked one woman. His mother, the old baroness, had taken him to her bed when he was 11 be­cause his fa­ther had never re­turned from Africa. The boy watched  mas­tur­bate the 65 years old Mom ev­ery morn­ing, she let him watch, dirty smil­ing. When he could squirt, she fucked him, ev­ery day and ev­ery night, he usu­ally had to fuck five times a day, his drive was very strong at the time. She showed him how she liked it best. She started to mas­tur­bate and his cock grew just by watch­ing her. When she or­gasmed, he was al­lowed to fuck her hard and bru­tally dur­ing her or­gasm and squirt quickly in­side her when her or­gasm sub­sided. He was very sad when he re­turned home from the war badly in­jured and found his dear mother dy­ing.  He lay next to her, sad and des­per­ate, un­til she died in his arms days later.


From then on, Lisa lay down next to him and fucked him two or three times a day. He was very happy, it was much nicer than squirt­ing in the bath sponge. She fucked him for a whole year and one day she de­cided to fuck him “like the Rus­sians,” she said to him. “Like the Rus­sians?” he asked doubt­fully. Smil­ing, she rubbed his cock with her fist un­til it was stiff and stuffed his cock de­cid­edly into her plea­sure hole. It was the first time in 40 years. She rode him, but again she felt sex­u­ally noth­ing. Af­ter squirt­ing, she lay down next to him and opened her heart to him. He laughed dryly. “Dear Lisa, think of some­thing hot while you fuck me and mas­tur­bate your clit while you do it. That will turn you on!” She smiled, but she did it the next time. It worked. From then on, she fucked him and made her­self an or­gasm, when she wanted it. The Baron must also have liked watch­ing her clitrub­bing, she could feel that very clearly on his cock. She took her time to rub her clit, as the old woman had to fight for a long time, un­til the or­gasm made her fall and col­lapse over his loins, long af­ter the young man had al­ready squirted.  


The Baron was dis­mayed when Hitler be­came Chan­cel­lor. He be­came more and more des­per­ate as the Re­ich was head­ing to­wards the next war at the speed of an ex­press train. There was noth­ing any­one could do about it, that was just the way it was. The only way to stop the dis­as­ter was with a bul­let. He laughed hys­ter­i­cally, he couldn’t even leave his room. A bul­let! He laughed un­til he cried. 


On Sep­tem­ber 1st, Hitler in­vaded Poland.



● ● ●







The In­no­cent Maid of Toledo


by Jack Faber © 2024




Ria, ac­tu­ally Ri­nalda, was the 14‐year‐old daugh­ter of Don Ro­drigo, the Lord of Toledo. He had been away with his small army for 6 weeks now, fight­ing along­side the roy­als against the Moors who were at­tack­ing Catholic Spain from the south. Ria’s mother Is­abella had died of ph­thi­sis 4 years ago, Ria lived alone in the large cas­tle on the banks of the Tajo.  Ria loved to sit on the river bank and look out over the Tajo, which flowed ma­jes­ti­cally through the small town. This lit­tle spot be­longed to her alone. Only Ale­jan­dro came here, he loved Ria pas­sion­ately. He cared lit­tle about the fact that Ria was al­ready promised to a no­ble­man in Madrid, en­gaged since she was 7 years old.


Ale­jan­dro ap­peared qui­etly, ap­proach­ing like a preda­tor. She looked up as he sat down next to her on the grass. She loved his face, his body and ev­ery­thing. He was the man of her heart, and since they made love, he had never touched any­one else. He had al­ready fucked a whole lot of ma­ture, chaste wives, he was like poi­son to these chaste, faith­ful wives who be­gan to trem­ble with de­sire as soon as they saw him. He fucked them all with­out con­science, even though he knew full well that the men were fight­ing against the Moors.  He had an un­mis­tak­able sense of what would hap­pen if the woman’s pussy got wet at his fiery glances and she started to trem­ble when he un­dressed and fucked her. But now he be­longed to Ria, body and soul, and love for the Duke’s daugh­ter was not stupid ei­ther.


They kissed for a long time and rolled on the grass un­til Ria asked, “Shall I? You’re al­ready very hard again!” She had learned to mas­tur­bate his cock a few days ago and did it ev­ery af­ter­noon when his cock got hard while kiss­ing. Ria had grown up very shel­tered, she had no idea about sex­u­al­ity un­til a few days ago and Ale­jan­dro’s cock was the first one she could take in her hand and ex­plore. She had learned to mas­tur­bate him in a few min­utes, she screamed with plea­sure when she let him ejac­u­late on the grass. Ale­jan­dro knew that with a vir­gin, one of high birth, he had to take it slowly. But to­day it was time for the next step.  He took out his cock and let her mas­tur­bate him.


Ria wiped the se­men from his cock with a hand­ker­chief and lay down next to him. They hugged each other end­lessly. Ale­jan­dro’s hand ven­tured to the hem of her skirt for the first time, touched her an­kles and ca­ressed her lower legs. Ria put her hand on his and stopped him. “No, Ale­jan­dro, my love!” She held his hand very lightly. “I am still a vir­gin, un­touched and chaste!” He nod­ded kindly. “I know, beloved Ria, I would never rob you of your vir­gin­ity, never! I know how to wait un­til you want to be my wife and give me your vir­gin­ity of your own ac­cord. I just want to ca­ress your body be­cause my heart is over­flow­ing with love and I just want to touch and ca­ress your naked flesh, your naked skin, your pre­cious body!” His in­sin­u­at­ing words flowed like the wa­ters of the Tajo. Her hand loos­ened and his hand con­tin­ued to wan­der un­der her skirt. She sighed with her eyes closed as he touched her bare skin un­der her skirt, ca­ress­ing it un­til he reached her knees. She sighed and sighed as his hand ca­ressed the bare skin of her in­ner thighs. His hand would in­stantly turn around if he hap­pened to touch her pussy for a sec­ond. He in­stinc­tively felt that he must not go any fur­ther now. She re­laxed when he did not go any higher. She let him ca­ress the bare, sen­si­tive skin of her in­ner thighs for an hour, a hot, un­known de­sire rag­ing in her wet pussy. Ale­jan­dro left when the church­bell rang. Ria lay awake late in the evening, ca­ress­ing her in­ner thighs as he had done, but it was not the same. 


She waited for him im­pa­tiently, she wanted to feel his hand on her in­ner thighs. She was dy­ing of de­sire, she felt his hand slip an inch higher than yes­ter­day and touch­ing her pussy ev­ery time. This couldn’t be a co­in­ci­dence! The bell rang much too early. 


He did not come the next day, a lit­tle girl slipped into her gar­den and told Ria that Don Ale­jan­dro was sick and would come to­mor­row. The girl came three times, Ria was be­side her­self with de­sire and long­ing.  Ale­jan­dro came, pale around the nose and with a slight fever, but he was no longer sick. His ill­ness was called Donna Elvira, who had held him sick for three days. He was hu­mil­i­ated, he had cheated on Ria, he was a vile scoundrel. But Ria was ex­cited, she pulled his cock out of his pants, some­thing she had never done be­fore, she mas­tur­bated his cock and dabbed the se­men off it with a tis­sue. She put his hand on the curve of her butt. “I was dy­ing for you, Ale­jan­dro! I missed you so much, I missed the ca­ress of your hand so much, I would have pre­ferred to die when you didn’t come!” Ale­jan­dro low­ered his head. What a  love, what a nat­u­ral­ness! He cursed Elvira, who had fucked him non­stop but felt no more af­fec­tion for him than for her lap­dog. Damn her, damn her!  But he had to ad­mit to him­self that it takes two to fuck, two sin­ners, not just one!


“For­give me, Ria, I’m such a fail­ure, I made you wait three days! It will never hap­pen again!” he swore and bit his tongue, be­cause there were still so many Elvi­ras in the city, he wouldn’t be able to re­sist, not him! “Can I ca­ress you again?” he asked and she gave him a lit­tle slap on the hand with a smile. “You seem to have com­pletely for­got­ten where we left off!” she said with mock an­noy­ance. She pulled her skirt up to just above her knees. Ale­jan­dro saw his chance. He let his hand slide up her leg, past her knees, to the mid­dle of her in­ner thighs and let his hand rest on the fluff of her pu­bic hair. Her eyes widened. “No, no, I’m un­touched!” But Ale­jan­dro’s hand was close to the tar­get and he didn’t give an inch.  


“Your fluff is so soft!” he whis­pered, “it feels di­vine.” Sud­denly he lifted her skirt so that she was com­pletely naked and knelt down in front of her. “How beau­ti­ful your pussy is,” he said as he parted her labia gen­tly with his fin­gers. “And a clit, damn it, it’s as big and stiff as a lit­tle fin­ger!” He kissed her pussy, her clit, gen­tly and rev­er­ently. They were silent, Ria was com­pletely taken aback. Only one man had ever touched her like that, her fa­ther. When he came in at night to kiss her good­night. Since Mama had died, he had pushed her night­gown up to her chin and gen­tly ca­ressed her naked body, all over. It was he who no­ticed that her breasts were slowly blos­som­ing. It was his gen­tle, lov­ing hand that ten­derly ca­ressed and parted her slit and labia to ca­ress her sanc­tu­ary and who dis­cov­ered the first fluff above her slit. She had in­stinc­tively spread her legs and sighed hap­pily as he gen­tly ca­ressed her pussy and clit a while. Then he had pulled her night­gown down again, kissed her good­night and walked with heavy steps. That was her fa­ther, her dear­est fa­ther.


And now Ale­jan­dro’s hand rested on her pussy, his fin­gers play­ing with the soft fluff. She held her breath as a fin­ger slid into her slit. “I’m still a vir­gin, my love,” she breathed softly and re­proach­fully. The hot flood rose up to her throat. Ale­jan­dro asked, “don’t you ever do it?” and she asked what he meant. His fin­ger touched her clit. “There, that’s where the girls do it!” Ria shook her head, no, she didn’t know what he meant. 


He be­gan to ca­ress her clit very gen­tly. Her breath­ing was short, it was so fine, so beau­ti­ful and — what word was there for it? Ex­cit­ing, arous­ing? Her thighs re­laxed as he whis­pered that it was ba­si­cally the same as when she mas­tur­bated him.  Her clit was stiff and firm, just like it was at night when she ca­ressed her pussy lightly and in­no­cently. She re­laxed and slowly let her thighs slide apart. A fiery gi­ant grew in­side her, it grew big­ger and big­ger and burst. She jumped and slammed her thighs to­gether. It was her first or­gasm. 


Ale­jan­dro held her in his arms and ex­plained it to her as best he could. Ria sud­denly felt that she was no longer a child. She was grow­ing up. They whis­pered for a long time that they would mas­tur­bate each other in the fu­ture, that was right and okay. Since that af­ter­noon, Ria mas­tur­bated ev­ery night, sighed and was able to fall asleep im­me­di­ately. She felt the de­sire and long­ing com­pletely dif­fer­ently than be­fore, it just told her that she needed an or­gasm now. Now. 


Ale­jan­dro spread her thighs wide and he dove deep. She felt the young man’s lips upon her pussy. “Ale­jan­dro, what are you do­ing?” she ex­claimed in sur­prise, “No! what are you do­ing?” His tongue licked her clit and it was so won­der­ful that Ria al­most jumped out of her skin, squirm­ing and twitch­ing. She grabbed his head by the hair and pressed his lips firmly to her pussy. He licked her clit un­til she pressed her thighs against his ears in or­gasm. Lick­ing her clit was the best in­ven­tion and she let him lick her ev­ery af­ter­noon. Ale­jan­dro knelt in front of her pussy, he had pushed her skirt up to her chest. His cock ap­proached and touched her labia. “No, Ale­jan­dro, don’t!” Ria cried anx­iously, but he smiled. “I will never rob you of your vir­gin­ity,” he said, “trust me!”  His glans pen­e­trated be­tween her labia un­til he touched the hy­men. He took her hand and let her mas­tur­bate him. She did it, anx­iously try­ing not to let his cock through her hy­men. He squirted in her vestibule and was very happy. She hadn’t felt any­thing sex­u­ally, but she un­der­stood how much he en­joyed it. They did it ev­ery day, he squirted in her vestibule and licked her to a ju­bi­lant or­gasm. 


Ria did not hear Ro­drigo’s foot­steps, not even when he came in qui­etly as al­ways.  He stopped un­der the door, the light be­hind him il­lu­mi­nat­ing the naked Ria, who was mas­tur­bat­ing, com­pletely ab­sorbed in her­self. For fa­ther Ro­drigo was just only new that Ria was mas­tur­bat­ing. He had seen it a thou­sand times, his wife Is­abella mas­tur­bated ev­ery night and left the can­dle burn­ing so he could see her do­ing it. But Is­abella was no more. 


Ria opened her eyes when she was fin­ished and blinked in the light. Naked as she was, she jumped out of the bed and hugged her fa­ther pas­sion­ately. “Papa, I didn’t know you were com­ing to­day, oth­er­wise I would have been wait­ing for you with a de­li­cious meal!” He kissed her too and re­turned the hug. They sat down on the bed and he told her briefly how the cam­paign had ended, the Moors had fled head­long to the south and they had been let go. 


“I was just sur­prised at how grown up you have be­come, my lit­tle one!”  he stated, “you’re al­ready mas­tur­bat­ing! Like Is­abella, your poor mother, God rest her soul! She mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore she went to sleep, usu­ally ly­ing in my arms and mas­tur­bat­ing with pas­sion and de­light. I loved her very much, my Is­abella!” They were silent, both lost in their thoughts. Ro­drigo kissed her good­night and left.


One of the next evenings he came into her bed­room and sat down at the foot of the bed. She could see in the dim light that he was cry­ing silently. Her heart clenched. “What’s wrong, Papa?” she asked very qui­etly. He was silent for a long time. He pulled down her blan­ket; she was to­tally naked. “Let me see it,” he stam­mered awk­wardly. She knew im­me­di­ately what he meant. “Shall I light the can­dle?” she asked, but he had al­ready leaned for­ward and lit the can­dle. He wiped the tears from his eyes and smiled awk­wardly. Ria said, “I’m a lit­tle ashamed, Papa, will you hold me in your arms?” She lay down in his arms and hes­i­tated for a long time, then she pulled her­self to­gether and mas­tur­bated, very shy and full of shame. He watched in si­lence and fi­nally left qui­etly. 


In the morn­ing a maid woke her up very early, which was un­usual.  “Break­fast with the Lord,” whis­pered the maid. Ria quickly got dressed and went into the din­ing room; there was in­deed break­fast. She gave him a good morn­ing kiss. He looked up. “I was in Madrid two weeks ago. I saw your fi­ancé. I spoke to his fa­ther and called off the en­gage­ment.” He con­tin­ued eat­ing calmly, but Ria was dis­mayed. He con­tin­ued speak­ing when he no­ticed. “He has turned into a slovenly dirt­bag. I would rather give you to a sta­ble boy than to this scum! I don’t care about the fi­nan­cial loss, I don’t re­ally care. I’ll find you some­one else, some­one de­cent, I owe that to Is­abella.” They con­tin­ued eat­ing in si­lence; Ria would have liked to know why he turned Don Fer­nando down, but she de­cided to ask him at a bet­ter op­por­tu­nity. 


The fa­ther had fin­ished break­fast. He said he was rid­ing out on a tour of in­spec­tion and would be back in the evening. Wouldn’t she spend the night with him, in the big dou­ble bed? he asked ca­su­ally. “I don’t want to sleep alone any­more,” he added.  Ria nod­ded with a dry throat and swal­lowed deeply. “Good,” he said and left. In the af­ter­noon Ria made a de­ci­sion, and it was not an easy one. “Fa­ther has come home and we are not al­lowed to see each other any­more. Not un­til he has left again,” she said to Ale­jan­dro. She said noth­ing about the bro­ken en­gage­ment, not un­til she knew more. He wanted to protest, but she did not ac­cept any coun­ter­ar­gu­ments. “If he catches us, he will cut off your head. He is the Duke, he can do that. I will not al­low that.” Ale­jan­dro was sur­prised at how clearly and ma­turely she spoke. Ria was no longer a lit­tle girl. She said that she was sad be­cause they would not have an­other date. He nod­ded and pre­tended to be sad too. She looked at him con­temp­tu­ously. “You will find a Donna Elvira for the mean­time,” she said dryly.  He looked sur­prised, but she said very dryly, “In such a small town, it gets around quickly, peo­ple have noth­ing else to do but gos­sip. I as­sume so, you don’t need to pre­tend to be ill, my love!” The shot hit home. She left be­fore she could be talked out of it. 


Af­ter din­ner, she fol­lowed Papa into the large par­ents’ bed­room. He shook his head when she wanted to put on her night­gown. He left a can­dle burn­ing and hugged her be­fore she went to sleep. It was not un­til the third night that he took her in his arms. He didn’t need to say any­thing. She snug­gled up deep in his arms and played with her clit un­til de­sire rose within her. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery night in his arms, he watched with­out say­ing a word and kissed the top of her head each time af­ter.  She knew that ev­ery af­ter­noon he mounted and fucked a dif­fer­ent maid, she heard the maids whis­per­ing.


Don Fer­nando, her for­mer fi­ancé, had be­come a drunk­ard and gam­bler, he lost all his money at the gam­ing ta­ble and got into more and more debt when his fa­ther re­fused to give him money. He drank far too much and woke up ev­ery morn­ing in a strange bed. They were usu­ally not whores, but re­spectable and chaste wives, he had no con­science at all and never thought about the hus­bands, who mostly served on the bat­tle­fields while Fer­nando fucked their wives. Ria was grate­ful to her fa­ther be­cause she had poi­soned Don Fer­nando in the first week. Her fa­ther knew that Ria was not jok­ing.


Ria re­ally en­joyed spend­ing the night with him, it had al­ready been six months and she was 15. She claimed that it didn’t bother her that he fucked the maids.  He said he was only 43 and not an old man yet, his cock wanted to fuck ev­ery day, that was nor­mal. She sheep­ishly ad­mit­ted that she was a lit­tle jeal­ous. Why didn’t he fuck her!? 


Her fa­ther was per­plexed, fuck you!? He thought about it for a long time. He had of­ten thought about it, she was look­ing more and more like Is­abella, hav­ing her queen­like slim body, Is­abel­las big boobs and a face re­mind­ing him to his wife. He didn’t care about the opin­ion of the almighty church, he be­lieved in his God and didn’t need the priests. They would burn him at the stake, but that didn’t bother him. They ar­gued for days, for weeks. Ria was sure she would get him to do it. She didn’t have to think se­ri­ously about con­tra­cep­tion at the mo­ment, she didn’t have her pe­riod yet. He just had to be re­minded of the idea ev­ery night un­til he gave in. He gave fi­nally in.


He wanted to know if she had a boyfriend. She nod­ded and said she had sent him pack­ing, he wasn’t a man for life, more like some­one who just awak­ened her sex­u­al­ity. And it was nice to be com­pletely in love and to ex­pe­ri­ence the feel­ing of want­ing to give your­self com­pletely to a man, even if she hadn’t taken the fi­nal step.  


Her fa­ther had her tell him ev­ery­thing in de­tail. How she had learned to mas­tur­bate him to squirt. How he had ex­plored her body mil­lime­ter by mil­lime­ter and trig­gered the de­sire and long­ing in her pussy. How he had taught her to mas­tur­bate. Af­ter that, she had al­ways let him fuck her in the vestibule of her vagina, be­cause he was metic­u­lous about her hy­men. She rubbed his cock at the same time and let him squirt in the vestibule of her vagina as of­ten as he wanted. She only did that for him, she her­self felt ab­so­lutely noth­ing sex­ual about it. And if she hadn’t been en­gaged at the time, then… Her fa­ther nod­ded, that was good. She hadn’t done any­thing wrong and hadn’t cheated on her dis­tant fi­ancé be­fore mar­riage. She hadn’t given any rea­son for a heated ar­gu­ment with Don Fer­nando. He hugged and kissed her spon­ta­neously. “Is­abella has brought you up well and I’m very proud of you!”  


She didn’t want to wait any longer, she said as she pulled him be­tween her thighs one evening. “Of course you’re my fa­ther. But you’re ex­actly the man I love, the man I love more than any­thing. Be my first!” He was taken aback, but not un­happy. “Be my lit­tle wife, Ria!” he said. She nod­ded and kissed him. “Love me, Daddy, be­cause I love you more than any­one else!” He pen­e­trated her care­fully and con­sid­er­ately, he had a lot of ex­pe­ri­ence in de­flow­er­ing. Ria felt her hy­men tear, but it didn’t hurt much. He fucked her, and how! He was very good at fuck­ing, he brought Ria to or­gasm and squirted in­side, he knew that she hadn’t had her pe­riod yet. The maids couldn’t fail to no­tice, but they liked the Duke be­cause he con­tin­ued to fuck them well in the af­ter­noon.  Ria was happy for him be­cause she also thought it was nor­mal for him to fuck his maids, which was quite nor­mal and com­mon in Spain of the 12th cen­tury.


She fucked him ev­ery day un­til she was 35. She didn’t get her pe­riod un­til she was 26 and gave birth to 3 chil­dren, three girls. They loved their daugh­ters more than any­thing and they lived a lov­ing fam­ily life. He only went to the bat­tle­field in ex­cep­tional cases when it was un­avoid­able. She mended his dou­blet of stitched triple‐leather with strong thread, the holes and cuts tes­ti­fy­ing to his brav­ery. He fell de­fend­ing Toledo, which had fallen to the Moors for the sec­ond time in a hun­dred years. The vic­tor, Mehmet Bey, had his body washed and sent to the city so that the Duke could be given a proper burial. 


Ria was very faith­ful to Ro­drigo, she only cheated on him twice. She fol­lowed Ale­jan­dro’s life metic­u­lously, there wasn’t a sin­gle hon­est, chaste wife in Toledo that he hadn’t fucked. Not a sin­gle one! He avoided vir­gins and young girls, he only fucked ma­ture women, es­pe­cially mar­ried women. If the daugh­ters were present when their mother was be­ing fucked, he nat­u­rally fucked the girls too. He grinned dev­il­ishly when he fucked an un­der­age girl in front of her mother. No one knew where he got the power to sub­ju­gate any woman and fuck her as he pleased.


Ale­jan­dro vis­ited Ria three times, each time she was al­ready heav­ily preg­nant. He ca­ressed her round belly, “Ro­drigo’s?” he asked purely rhetor­i­cally. She was sub­ject to his hyp­notic magic, she didn’t re­ally want to cheat on Ro­drigo or let Ale­jan­dro fuck her. But he had a dev­il­ish magic that made ev­ery woman sub­ject to him, no­bles, com­mon­ers and all the nuns in the con­vent. All of them! The Carmelite con­vent had 35 nuns of all ages and vir­gin novices. Ale­jan­dro was on a ram­page and fucked all the nuns un­der 60 and all the novices like he was in a blood frenzy. All of them! Ria’s whole body was shak­ing, she didn’t want to let him fuck her, but she had to! She suc­cumbed to his hyp­notic magic, he un­dressed the trem­bling Ria and fucked her for two hours. The same thing hap­pened with her sec­ond and third child, af­ter which the sin­is­ter ma­gi­cian dis­ap­peared from her life. 


The sec­ond was a dwarf, el Ke­bir, who taught her Ara­bic.  Ro­drigo thought that you had to know the en­emy’s lan­guage, but he quickly gave up, feel­ing in­ad­e­quate. Ria stud­ied with the dwarf ev­ery day, she learned very eas­ily. He sat on the floor be­tween her thighs and tried to catch a glimpse of her pussy. She lifted her skirt up above her knees and let the lit­tle one look her pussy­hole. He mas­tur­bated non­stop, she smiled faintly be­cause he ejac­u­lated again and again when her fin­ger touched her clit. El Ke­bir had a huge, chunky cock and ejac­u­lated end­lessly. When the class was over, the dwarf was al­lowed to climb onto her chair and fuck her for an hour. He leaned on the arm­rests and waited pa­tiently un­til she had rubbed his cock un­til it was stiff again. She in­serted his gi­ant cock very care­fully with her fin­gers; the first time he had rammed his cock into her so roughly that she screamed in shock. Since then, she  in­serted the cock her­self and closed her eyes. He re­ally fucked ex­cel­lently; his cock stayed stiff for about an hour and she quickly had an or­gasm and stayed at the peak un­til he was fin­ished. He couldn’t squirt any­more, but that was fine with Ria. She re­ally liked the way he fucked her and made her fly from or­gasm to or­gasm. 


The Moors took over the city. The vic­tor, Mehmet Bey, firstly gave the or­der to build the most beau­ti­ful mosque. Sec­ondly, he was en­ti­tled to the wife of the de­feated Duke, but the Duke had been a wid­ower. So Mehmet took Ria and her lit­tle daugh­ters in his harem. He was ed­u­cated and a good, agree­able man in pri­vate. Ria was not forced to any­thing, she re­mained a Chris­tian, of which there were sev­eral in the harem. She lay down with Mehmet, who was al­ready quite old and had weak loins.  He wisely gave one or two of his wives to a war­rior for a night if he had dis­tin­guished him­self. Ria was quite happy with that, she re­ally en­joyed a strong cock. She looked at the war­riors and chose one for the night, there was no rea­son not to get a good fuck! She stayed in the harem un­til she was 56 years old, she learned Ara­bic, kept her fig­ure in good shape and fucked as much as she could. Her vagina had shrunk rapidly af­ter Ro­drigo’s death, so her vagina had to adapt to the size of the cock when she was fucked. She es­pe­cially loved the black Moors who had very big cocks and who fucked her sev­eral times in a row. She al­ways had fa­vorites with whom she fucked un­til she fell over.


Mehmet stub­bornly in­sisted that her daugh­ters be de­flow­ered at 13 like all Moor­ish girls and then be avail­able for fuck­ing like the other harem women. Ria pre­pared her daugh­ters con­sci­en­tiously for de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing. The daugh­ters were of­ten al­lowed to watch the fuck­ing through a spy hole, Ria looked through the hole with them and dis­cussed with them ev­ery­thing that went well and what went wrong. She was glad that it was a Moor­ish cus­tom for the mother to be present at the de­flow­er­ing.  This was a wise cus­tom. She lay naked next to her daugh­ter and grabbed the cock of the black fa­vorite. She rubbed her daugh­ter’s clit for the first time, but it was im­por­tant that she was de­flow­ered dur­ing or­gasm. When the or­gasm was very close, she grabbed the cock and rammed it into her daugh­ter’s pussy. The girl or­gasmed and Ria drove the cock through the hy­men. She let go of both of them and the black man fucked the child slowly and care­fully. Af­ter he had squirted in­side, she hugged her daugh­ter and com­forted her. She lay down un­der the black man and care­fully in­serted his cock. She whim­pered and moaned end­lessly un­til her at­ro­phied vagina had adapted to the large black cock. The daugh­ter saw for the first time how Ria let her­self be fucked and fucked the black man. It took quite a long time and Ria screamed with lust and de­sire. Later, Ria su­per­vised her daugh­ter to en­sure that she only let her­self be fucked by good men and that she drank the tea made from devil’s root for con­tra­cep­tion.  But the daugh­ters did a good job and Ria could be re­ally sat­is­fied.


Mehmet died when Ria was 56 years old. His harem was dis­solved, the new Bey did not sell the harem women into slav­ery be­cause he was a good son who ful­filled his fa­ther’s last wishes. The women scat­tered to the four winds.


Ria moved to Catholic Madrid with her daugh­ters.



● ● ●







The Way of a Vir­gin


by Jack Faber © 2023




We are a des­ti­tute fam­ily in Viet­nam, my 13 year old brother Kwon, my 2 lit­tle half sib­lings that my fa­ther has from his much younger sec­ond wife. My mother died giv­ing birth to Kwon when I was only a year old. Now I am 14. Af­ter her death, the very young neigh­bor girl came to Daddy’s ev­ery night to fuck him. She claimed her hus­band didn’t mind the fuck­ing as long as she didn’t let Daddy squirt in­side, but we knew he usu­ally squirted twice in her lit­tle pussy­hole — the first time right in the mid­dle of her fin­ger‐or­gasm or shortly af­ter, and the sec­ond time when she was rid­ing him and her pussy was milk­ing his se­men out of his cock real hard and slowly. She al­ways left the lit­tle light on and said to him that she never fucked in the dark­ness and that it didn’t hurt the kids to see nor­mal sex. Of course she knew that Kwon and I were watch­ing. She mas­tur­bated be­fore­hand ev­ery time to get Daddy hot and ea­ger. She mas­tur­bated very strangely, kneel­ing naked in front of Daddy and rub­bing her clit for an in­stant. Then, long be­fore the or­gasm came, she put her head back on the mat­tress and her body formed a kind of a curved bridge, her clit pinch­ing out like a thorn. Now she rubbed her clit very fast for long, and when the or­gasm shook her, the bridge twitched as if in con­vul­sions. Daddy fucked her bridge form­ing pussy im­me­di­ately dur­ing her or­gasm and very soon squirted into her lit­tle hole, he had to squeeze his ass cheeks rhyth­mi­cally with each jet, jet af­ter jet. But then she rode him, we just saw her spread ass cheeks rid­ing up and down on his cock which stuck deep in her pussy­hole. When it came to him, she fucked him very slowly and her pussy­hole milked his cock dry with strong strokes. When she had her pe­riod, she would take his cock in her mouth and rub it real fast and af­ter she bravely swal­lowed his se­men, she would kiss him fleet­ingly on the cheek and go home to her hus­band. She in­tro­duced Daddy and Mommy to each other a few years ago and Mommy is a great mother.


We share a room with 3 beds, one for the par­ents, one for Kwon and me and in the third the two midgets. Kwon and I have al­ways slept naked to­gether like the par­ents and we al­ways spy when our par­ents fuck. Mommy keeps the lit­tle light on too and also says that it didn’t hurt the kids to see nor­mal sex. Of course she knew that we were spy­ing.


Daddy usu­ally de­mands that Mommy get naked and mas­tur­bate in front of his — and our — eyes, be­cause that makes him re­ally horny. She lies on her back and spreads her knees apart and she mas­tur­bates wildly and pas­sion­ately, she never did it as a fake show. The or­gasm makes her wince spas­mod­i­cally and that’s the sig­nal for Daddy to pen­e­trate and fuck wildly away. That’s how I learned to mas­tur­bate from a young age on, and of course I do it sev­eral times ev­ery night. Most of the time the par­ents just slop­pily cover their nu­dity when they fuck, so that Kwon and I can see ev­ery­thing very clearly. Mommy isn’t even 10 years older than me, but she al­ready has a pretty big hole that Daddy forces his cock into and then fucks her, just like the dogs on the street. It doesn’t take him very long, then he pinches his flat ass cheeks to­gether rhyth­mi­cally and squirts into Mommy’s pussy­hole jet af­ter jet. Mommy never gets an or­gasm while fuck­ing, I ac­tu­ally don’t know for sure if women can even have or­gasms while fuck­ing. He im­me­di­ately turns over and falls asleep in­stantly, be­cause he works from early in the morn­ing un­til the evening and earns a lit­tle money. Mommy waits a bit and then mas­tur­bates very quickly. She doesn’t make a sound, the or­gasm only makes her twitch and wrig­gle vi­o­lently like mad. Kwon and I watch silently with bated breath, Kwon ly­ing half on my back while spy­ing and thrust­ing his cock into my ass crease or pussy crack. Mostly into my pussy crack and he usu­ally squirts in­side through the large hole in my hy­men. He is not al­lowed to fuck me in real in the dark, be­cause he can’t see where the hole is. The spy­ing ex­cites him very much and he squirts prob­a­bly a dozen times a sin­gle jet with­out rub­bing his cock. It ex­cites me too, of course, ly­ing on my belly and slid­ing a hand un­der­neath to play with my clit. But I have less of­ten a se­cret or­gasm than Kwon, who jerks off a sin­gle rich jet ev­ery few min­utes. First I play only with my clit and mas­tur­bate for real only when Mommy also mas­tur­bates for real breath­lessly horny with rac­ing fin­gers on her clit at the end. Then she turns off the light and falls asleep too. Then it’s our turn, I mas­tur­bate Kwon with my fist while he’s al­lowed to touch my lit­tle pussy parts and I let him squirt quickly, then it’s my turn. I mas­tur­bate about the same as Mommy with a breath­less rac­ing of my fin­ger on my clit and mostly Kwon also mas­tur­bates at the same time when he watches me, for in the dim light you see ev­ery­thing. I need this vi­o­lent and wild mas­tur­ba­tion ev­ery night at least twice in quick suc­ces­sion, with Kwon hug­ging me lov­ingly dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion be­cause his sperm is al­ready emp­tied and he wants to feel my lusts with his body.


Mommy knows that we both mas­tur­bate in the evening, she showed me her­self years ago how I have to mas­tur­bate Kwon with my fist. She mas­tur­bated him three times in a row with her fist and Kwon and I learned then. She then caught us once in the af­ter­noon try­ing to fuck. She ex­plained the hy­men to both of us and told us not to tear it be­cause I could sell it very ex­pen­sively later on. With that money, a fam­ily could buy food for a year. That was a lot of money. Mommy showed Kwon ex­actly how to fuck me with­out dam­ag­ing my hy­men. The hy­men has a big hole, so he can very care­fully put his slim, long cock through it and fuck me nor­mally. How­ever, he has to hold still when he cums, be­cause the cock is then very thick. He then has to wait un­til his cock soft­ens and is then al­lowed to pull it out again. It sounds easy, but you have to be very care­ful. She watched the fuck­ing very closely a few times in the be­gin­ning and cor­rected him un­til he un­der­stood. The hole in my hy­men has grown a good bit in the mean­time, but the hy­men is still un­dam­aged and there. She then said it was much safer if I mas­tur­bated him with my fist. That was clear, so we fuck for real ev­ery af­ter­noon and in the evening I mas­tur­bate Kwon with my fist, that makes me a bit hornier my­self and I can mas­tur­bate won­der­fully af­ter­wards. I once told her how fine the real fuck­ing with Kwon was for me and she smiled, “Fuck as of­ten as pos­si­ble, it’s healthy and gives a lot of plea­sure!” Mommy doesn’t mind at all if we fuck in the af­ter­noon in the same room where she does some­thing for the house­hold or pre­pares food be­sides. She just looks a lit­tle bit to see if we are pay­ing at­ten­tion, and of course we are. 


One af­ter­noon Mommy let Kwon fuck her, so to speak for re­hearsal she said, he was al­lowed to squirt three times in a row and on the third fuck she mas­tur­bated her­self to or­gasm. I crouched be­hind Kwon and it looked in­sanely awe­some! She promised him next year he would be 14 and then he could fuck her ev­ery af­ter­noon as of­ten as he wanted if he could keep it a se­cret from Daddy and the oth­ers. That was no in­cest, be­cause he was not her son, we had learned in school. He nod­ded ea­gerly, still shak­ing so much from squirt­ing into her pussy­hole that I hugged him tightly and held him un­til he calmed down. Mommy got dressed again and told me Kwon couldn’t fuck me any­more be­cause I might have a baby. She didn’t, she couldn’t have an­other baby. Later, Kwon kept ask­ing me out and I kept hav­ing to de­scribe to him what his fuck­ing had looked like in Mommy’s pussy­hole. I was pretty down about the baby‐thing and a lit­tle jeal­ous be­cause he was so happy to be al­lowed to fuck her.


Mommy never talks about her work, but she brings a lot more money home than Daddy. Once I over­heard her talk­ing to our neigh­bor girl as they dis­cussed fuck­ing tech­niques, po­si­tions and mas­tur­ba­tion, and I loved lis­ten­ing ev­ery day be­cause the two women called a spade a spade and ob­vi­ously had in­cred­i­ble ex­pe­ri­ence with fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing. I also liked lis­ten­ing to them be­cause dur­ing their quiet con­ver­sa­tions they both played very del­i­cately with their clits un­der their skirts, and I soon found out that their deep sighs and the short si­lence af­ter­wards were the only signs of their or­gasms. I have to sit un­der the ta­ble on the floor since they need the ta­ble for drink­ing cof­fee. I pre­tend to study in my note­books, but in truth I’m look­ing up their skirts left and right. When they play with their clits, their skirts slide up higher and I look right into their pussy­holes and at their clits, it’s very very ex­cit­ing and my own clit usu­ally gets very stiff and throb­bing too, but I don’t dare to touch my clit. I re­ally like watch­ing them or­gasm. My Mommy sighed deeply and whis­pered af­ter her or­gasm that Daddy was still very very bad at fuck­ing, he hardly fucked for a minute, the Eu­ro­peans or Amer­i­cans could do much bet­ter. I was very un­set­tled, I won­der how she knew that? At the time I sus­pected she was let­ting Eu­ro­pean and Amer­i­can tourists fuck her for money like the neigh­bor girl. But Daddy some­times asks her in the evening, when she shows him her money, how many there were to­day, then she says, for ex­am­ple: “Eight big white and four small yel­low fish­lets” and then he laughs and says: “A good catch!” So I think she is work­ing some­where in the fish mar­ket nearby. 


Mommy took a closer look at Kwon’s cock the day af­ter their re­hearsal fuck­ing and said it was too big and too thick for the hole in my hy­men by now. From that af­ter­noon on she let Kwon fuck her ev­ery af­ter­noon and of course we hid it from Daddy. I was quite sure that Kwon’s cock was not a bit thicker than yes­ter­day or the day be­fore and I sus­pected she could not wait un­til he turned 14. He usu­ally squirted in two or three times in a row and she mas­tur­bated through­out the fuck­ing. I was al­lowed to lie next to her, watch the fuck­ing up close and mas­tur­bate to my heart’s lik­ing. When Kwon was too tired to keep fuck­ing, I mas­tur­bated his cock in­side her lit­tle pussy­hole and let him squirt in pow­er­fully. Soon I wasn’t jeal­ous any­more, be­cause Mommy had promised to sell my hy­men very ex­pen­sively, but I had to fuck a com­pletely stranger for it. That’s okay, I said, the money was im­por­tant to all of us. “Then I’ll bring you a lit­tle fish­let to you for a very very fine fuck­ing, for a real fuck­ing, my sweet­heart!” she said with a lov­ing smile. Kwon got lazier and lazier and reg­u­larly let me mas­tur­bate him in her pussy­hole and squirted grunt­ing con­tent­edly. Mommy no­ticed me watch­ing her mas­tur­bat­ing cu­ri­ously and asked me if I didn’t want to mas­tur­bate her? I nod­ded and felt her clit. I had never touched an­other clit be­fore and I was very ex­cited. It felt very strange, it was warm and stiff. She or­dered me to lick her clit for a very long time to moisten it pro­foundly, and the lick­ing, which I have never done be­fore, I found so in­sanely horny and arous­ing me, that I just con­tin­ued to lick her and licked with such fer­vor that I ac­ci­den­tally licked her to or­gasm, and con­tin­ued to lick her won­der­ful clit from or­gasm to or­gasm, so that she still had to re­mind me vi­o­lently twitch­ing and laugh­ing, but now to rub the clit with a fin­ger. From now on she let me lick her clit with a grin while Kwon fucked her. But they both didn’t un­der­stand how good this clit lick­ing was for my­self! She let her­self slide back­wards very re­laxed and we both took over the ac­tiv­i­ties. Kwon fucked her firmly and steadily, I licked her clit slowly and then faster and trig­gered her or­gasm rapidly with my tongue. I waited un­til she nod­ded to me and I licked her again with great plea­sure and lust, so she had many more or­gasms than be­fore and I could ig­nore Kwon, I had no ca­pac­ity left to mas­tur­bate him. 


I was al­ready tak­ing the pill for the third month, Mommy bought me three se­duc­tively skimpy dresses and showed me how I looked bet­ter with a lit­tle makeup. I got a new iden­tity card with a false name and false ad­dress. And there I was al­ready 19, that was be­cause of the po­lice, when they frisked me, she ex­plained that to me very pre­cisely, be­cause that was an im­por­tant is­sue. I had very lit­tle pu­bic hair, but I had to shave my­self ev­ery day now, be­cause men didn’t like pu­bic hair or stub­ble, it had to be re­ally smooth like a baby’s ass. I was very ashamed when she shaved me for the first time and my clit got re­ally horny and all stiff and stood up be­tween the shaved labia and stuck out an inch. It was ob­vi­ous what it wanted and she nod­ded very kindly and asked if it was me or her who should do it? I was con­fused and nod­ded, not im­me­di­ately know­ing what to an­swer. She ac­cepted and pulled my knees up, then spread them. I al­most per­ished with shame, be­cause my clit looked out even fur­ther with my legs open and it knew ex­actly what was com­ing now, the ras­cal! I have never been mas­tur­bated be­fore, turned my head away and closed my eyes in hor­ri­fied shame. She was mas­tur­bat­ing me re­ally quite del­i­cately and ex­actly in the same way as I was used to. I jerked and wrig­gled con­vul­sively in or­gasm and saw Kwon’s eyes al­most fall out.


At lunchtime, Mommy came home only briefly to be fucked very hastily by Kwon and let me lick her clit dur­ing their fuck­ing, be­fore she went back to work quickly. The young neigh­bor took a lot of pho­tos of me, in skimpy dresses, in por­trait and naked, in many dif­fer­ent po­si­tions, with legs spread, lick­ing Mommy’s clit de­vot­edly or mas­tur­bat­ing my own clit. Weeks later the time had come, Mommy called me and or­dered me to a ho­tel. She was very ex­cited and kept re­peat­ing what I had to do and what not to do. Her emer­gency num­ber. No al­co­hol, just coke. No swal­low­ing any­thing, no drugs, no smok­ing. We had gone over all this a hun­dred times be­fore. “Did you bring your ID card?”  My heart was pound­ing, but I was com­posed. “Which one?” I asked, and she pointed her chin to­ward the bar. A tall blond man with a full beard. “Now go on, that’s the one, an Amer­i­can, your first fine lit­tle fish­let!” She had al­ready got­ten the money, she whis­pered. Off I went.


The Amer­i­can made me sit down and of­fered me a drink. I spoke Eng­lish for the first time. “A Coke please, thank you very much, and thank you again!” It was not easy, I had only 4 years of Eng­lish in school. He was al­ready old, maybe 30, but not as old as Daddy. When he smiled, he seemed to be very nice. He was from Nor­way and his name was Thorfinn. He smiled sweetly and said some­thing, some­thing about ‘thun­der­ing’. I nod­ded like a sub­mis­sive Ja­pa­nese Geisha‐Doll and whis­pered my fake name, Cai, which means ‘sweet girl’ and I was from here, Ho Chi Minh City. He took my hand and told me a long mouse tail of stuff that I only at half un­der­stood. He worked in­ter­na­tion­ally with com­put­ers and had been to H.C.M.‐City al­ready 12 times. He had no wife and no chil­dren, he said, be­cause when you work with com­put­ers, it is bet­ter that way. I whis­pered softly that I would start med­i­cal school soon. That was true, too, but not for an­other three years. We didn’t talk much more, he took my hand and led me to the el­e­va­tor, to his room. He put down my Coke and pointed to the bath­room. “We’re tak­ing a shower!” he an­nounced. He soaped me up with lots of suds and washed me, his cock and him­self off. I smiled and said it was swell to shower twice in one hour! and we were both laugh­ing now. He dried us off and hugged me for the first time. I was shak­ing with ex­cite­ment and nod­ded when he asked if I was ready?


It was ac­tu­ally the same as al­ways, as with Kwon. He re­frained from kiss­ing and cud­dling, know­ing that it was not ap­pro­pri­ate in our cul­ture. I shook my head, for all I care he didn’t need a con­dom, I’m on the pill. Ten­derly and con­sid­er­ately he em­braced me be­fore pen­e­trat­ing. I felt a vi­o­lent prick and that was it. He fucked me with his medium sized cock for quite a while, then he squirted into my pussy­hole. I could feel the warm jets quite clearly as he squirted in.


Af­ter that we sat side by side on the bed, he smoked and asked me if it was okay with me. I gulped and whis­pered that I was sorry there was a blood stain on the bed sheet. He laughed loudly and of­fered me a cig­a­rette again, but I de­clined. He fon­dled my tiny lit­tle breasts, flat as a flat­bread, and asked how old I re­ally was. I thought back and forth and he smiled adorably. He just wanted to know and not cause any trou­ble. I trusted his smile and whis­pered I was 14 years and 8 months old. He nod­ded, okay. We did not fuck for a sec­ond time, al­though I would have wanted it badly and also des­per­ately needed it. He got up and es­corted me to the bar. He asked if I wanted an­other Coke, but I de­clined with thanks. Mommy sat like on hot coals and I said good­bye. I waited for Mommy on the street.


Well, now I had be­come a real woman! I told Mommy ev­ery­thing on the way home, I left noth­ing out. Even be­fore we ar­rived home, I de­posited my own­er­ship of Kwon. There was no rea­son not to fuck me any­more, and she had Daddy, so Kwon was mine! I had ex­pected re­sis­tance from her, but she smiled to my amaze­ment and mut­tered that he fucked just as mis­er­able as his fa­ther. With that, the cookie was eaten.


Of course, I let Kwon look at the naked pic­tures we had taken at the neigh­bor’s house on my cell phone, but not copy them. I was too afraid they might get on the in­ter­net. We waited in the evening un­til Daddy was asleep and Mommy was done with the sec­ond mas­tur­ba­tion, then we fucked qui­etly. No more mas­tur­bat­ing with my fist, no more fuck­ing with Mommy, no more fuck­ing in the af­ter­noon. Kwon was al­lowed to fuck me ev­ery night, as of­ten as he wanted. I still mas­tur­bated sev­eral times be­fore go­ing to sleep un­til I was tired. I didn’t get an or­gasm while fuck­ing, which re­ally pissed Kwon off, but that’s the way it was. Whether it would have gone if he could have fucked longer, I didn’t know.


Kwon and I were now study­ing re­ally hard and we be­came top of the class pretty quickly. I wanted to grad­u­ate as fast as I could, maybe as early as 17, and go to med­i­cal school right away. Mommy put aside most of the money I earned from my fuck­ing for my stud­ies. I tried very hard, I stud­ied ob­ses­sively and fucked as many men as I could. Like Mommy, I felt I had to keep the money to­gether and bought makeup and clothes very spar­ingly. She was ab­so­lutely right that I didn’t smoke, drink al­co­hol or do drugs. We were a splen­did pair in the years un­til I went to col­lege, two splen­did young whores. 


Daddy only worked un­til noon and drowned his dis­ap­point­ment with al­co­hol. We couldn’t talk him out of it. Then he got no work at all and sat mo­tion­less at the ta­ble un­til the af­ter­noon. He didn’t start drink­ing un­til late af­ter­noon. He was still sober in the af­ter­noon and lov­ingly oc­cu­pied him­self with the two youngest ones. He had never at­tended school and could nei­ther read nor write. But since he wanted to help the lit­tle ones with their home­work, he learned to read with me and Kwon and could re­ally keep up with his chil­dren. 


He knew very well from the first day that his wife worked as a whore and now earned the money for the fam­ily, for that he was grate­ful. We were usu­ally only two at home be­fore noon and the dear lit­tle neigh­bor girl came over ev­ery noon since he was out of work and fucked Daddy, just like she had done be­fore. He was much too drunk in the evening to still fuck with Mommy. I al­ways watched them fuck­ing, even though I was sit­ting in front of my note­books and was sup­posed to be study­ing. Only some­times I mas­tur­bated se­cretly when they were do­ing it re­ally horny. When she had scur­ried out, he of­ten still sat on the bed and mas­tur­bated very think­ful and  slowly. If I opened my legs a lit­tle bit and he could see my lit­tle pussy­hole and my fin­ger play­ing with the clit, my dear daddy squirted im­me­di­ately and that’s what we did ev­ery day. He nod­ded with blurry eyes af­ter jerk­ing off when I told him one day that I was also work­ing as a whore and putting the money aside to study later. Hastily and  with a greedy and cov­etous look at my pussy he rubbed his cock in an­tic­i­pa­tion stiff again and asked me if he could fuck his whore daugh­ter also at times? I knew what he meant and nod­ded in agree­ment.


It was clear to me that it was in­cest, but I im­me­di­ately stripped naked and, ly­ing on my back, mas­tur­bated quite wildly and pas­sion­ately. As my or­gasm ap­proached, he pen­e­trated me in­stantly and al­most im­me­di­ately squirted in­side in the midst of my or­gasm. We fin­ished it at the same time. I have never mas­tur­bated be­fore so won­der­fully and pas­sion­ately as now in front of my Daddy. I en­joyed it in­sanely that he fucked pre­cisely into my or­gasm and he ac­tu­ally needed not even half a minute to squirt in midst of my dawn­ing or­gasm and squirt in jet af­ter jet. I felt his rhyth­mic squirt­ing and my or­gasm shak­ing me at the same time. We held each other tightly and let our or­gasms fade out and sub­side at the same time. We could rarely re­peat it more than twice, his seed had dried up. I en­joyed it with Daddy very much, he cer­tainly didn’t fuck the way Mommy or the cute neigh­bor girl ex­pected, but he fucked just right for me so that I was com­pletely sat­is­fied and happy. He kept say­ing how nice fuck­ing me was, and he al­ways said it when he was sober. I let him fuck me ev­ery day at lunch for a few weeks, as of­ten as he wanted. But he in­sisted for months to fuck at noon also with the cute lit­tle neigh­bor girl, so we shared him sis­terly and en­joyed the fine mas­tur­bat­ing as well as his squirt­ing midst into our or­gasms.


Hon­estly, I felt sorry for him, he had been a hard­work­ing and hon­est man all his life and couldn’t help it that the New Age had over­taken him and didn’t need him any­more, that was very bit­ter for him. I spoke quite openly with Mommy and later with the fine neigh­bor girl that the three of us took turns to fuck Daddy be­fore noon. Two of us could make money with fuck­ing at noon and one of the three of us would lie down with Daddy to fuck. It was an im­por­tant and sim­ple de­ci­sion that was good for ev­ery­one. Mommy no longer had to worry that he was roam­ing around and maybe tak­ing ad­van­tage of kids or rap­ing some­one like oth­ers or some­thing. The neigh­bor girl was not al­lowed to mas­tur­bate with her hus­band or with the clien­tele, but with Daddy she was al­ways al­lowed to mas­tur­bate hap­pily, pas­sion­ately and com­pletely un­in­hib­ited be­fore fuck­ing. I was glad that I didn’t have to shoul­der the whole bur­den alone and didn’t lose valu­able time ev­ery day for study­ing or for paid fuck­ing with the tourists. And I was cer­tainly the only one who could en­joy fuck­ing with Daddy as much as with no pay­ing cus­tomer, bit I could jus­tify this un­fair­ness. At not yet 50, al­co­hol had de­stroyed his viril­ity.


At night, Daddy sleeps away in­tox­i­cated and Mommy mean­while mas­tur­bates silently four or five times in a row be­fore turn­ing out the light and fall­ing asleep. Kwon now lies on my back when­ever we watch Mommy mas­tur­bate and sticks his cock in my fuck­hole from be­hind. He keeps squirt­ing be­cause Mommy’s mas­tur­bat­ing ex­cites him even more than it ex­cites me. He mostly fucks al­ready ly­ing on my back and I am very happy with him. He is the only one who is al­lowed to fuck me from be­hind. I’ll keep fuck­ing him un­til the Gods break us apart. 


I am now in my third year of med­i­cal school, it is very easy for me and I don’t even have to spend as much time on it as I did at the end of col­lege. We con­tinue life and fuck­ing as be­fore, since the board­ing school obli­ga­tion is gone and I can con­tinue to live in our one‐bed­room apart­ment. Only Kwon has changed a bit. He sneaks over to Mommy ev­ery few days when she is in the mid­dle of her nightly mas­tur­ba­tion and fucks her, but she just lets it hap­pen with a smile. Some­times he fucks the neigh­bor girl at lunch when she’s done with Daddy. I scold him smil­ing, the prankster, and then we laugh at his cock, which ob­vi­ously loves va­ri­ety.


Mommy of­ten calls me softly when she starts to mas­tur­bate at night. “Don’t you like to come clit lick­ing, my sweet­heart?” she calls very softly, and she pauses pa­tiently un­til Kwon had fin­ished squirt­ing in­side me. Then I sneak up to her, fol­lowed by Kwon. Her clit is all mine, I love it in­sanely hot be­cause it was the best, most beau­ti­ful and most re­cep­tive clit I had ever licked. I ex­pe­ri­enced such won­der­ful feel­ings as if I was or­gas­ming my­self and I licked her clit up to or­gasm and con­tin­ued lick­ing her clit to pro­longue her or­gasm for min­utes un­til she clawed my hair and pulled my head away. Nei­ther of us paid any at­ten­tion to Kwon, who poured into her from time to time un­til he had flung all of his seed into her. I was bliss­ful as she de­manded it more and more of­ten.


She also sold me to tourist ladies as the “Best Tongue” in town. I did not like them, they were fat and ar­ro­gant, ‘cause they had paid af­ter all, or not? I turned my head to the side, be­cause I did not want to cud­dle and kiss. First I cleaned her pussy with an alco‐tis­sue, then I licked her clit to or­gasm. It was a job, not a plea­sure. Like­wise, it was just a job when I was frisked twice by the po­lice. They found nei­ther money nor drugs, yet they dragged me to the po­lice sta­tion. It was im­me­di­ately clear, they were fuck­ing me for hours amidst all the other women in the cell. I turned my head to the side and closed my eyes, couldn’t they see how ashamed I was? I hid my or­gasms as best I could and af­ter a few hours they let me go, ev­ery­one had fucked enough and there was no rea­son to hold me any longer. It was half as bad and the po­lice lost their ter­ror for me. 


Since fuck­ing at the po­lice sta­tion, I knew that I could very well have an or­gasm while fuck­ing if I was just fucked long enough. I was fi­nally able to teach Kwon, with a lot of train­ing, to fuck me un­til I had an or­gasm. When the or­gasm had sub­sided, I nod­ded to him that he was al­lowed to squirt now and en­joyed it very much when he rhyth­mi­cally squirted jet af­ter jet into me. 


I still have four years of study ahead of me and I’m re­ally look­ing for­ward to be­com­ing a doc­tor. Un­til then I will fuck hun­dreds of tourists, as I have fucked hun­dreds al­ready. I am thank­ful to the Gods that I don’t have such a messed up life like many other whores, that I have been able to stay away from hor­ri­ble per­ver­sions and dis­eases. 


When­ever I can squeeze it in my time sched­ule, I visit the Gods in the Tem­ples and thank them for their bless­ings.








The Con­vent Maiden


by Jack Faber © 2023




I grew up in a monastery of women, I never had par­ents. I be­lieved I was the daugh­ter of a nun, this was not un­com­mon in those days be­cause there were many chil­dren in the monastery and some­times you would see a preg­nant nun, usu­ally well hid­den.


I have been deaf and dumb since birth, I never at­tended school and for the work in the herb gar­den and in the kitchen hand sig­nals were enough. I never re­ally missed speak­ing, what I didn’t un­der­stand when I looked, I didn’t need to know. I didn’t need my own cell ei­ther, I slept with this one for a few months and then with an­other. I cud­dled up naked to the naked nun un­der the bed­spread and they taught me to mas­tur­bate right from the start when I was a kid. Most of the time we mas­tur­bated to­gether, snug­gled close to each other and I only no­ticed their or­gasm by their breath­ing. Some wanted to mas­tur­bate with the lit­tle light on and we sat naked op­po­site each other and mas­tur­bated, watch­ing the other mas­tur­bate.


Some nuns did not mas­tur­bate, we held each other close and kissed each other with our tongues, al­most ev­ery­one liked that kind of kiss­ing. The nuns who didn’t mas­tur­bate them­selves em­braced me very in­ti­mately when I mas­tur­bated. They held me very tightly pressed against their naked shiv­er­ing bod­ies. When the or­gasm made me wrig­gle and twitch, then they em­braced me very lov­ingly and kissed me with their tongues. Only a sin­gle one al­lowed me to mas­tur­bate her af­ter­wards for months. 


Some­times a lit­tle pas­tor or a lit­tle monk came to our cell in the evening. The nun un­wrapped his cock awk­wardly and then she mas­tur­bated him by hand. I paid at­ten­tion very well and a few times I was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate him, but the sec­ond time I had to rub for ages un­til he squirted. I looked at the cocks of course very closely, they were as dif­fer­ent as the breasts of us nuns.


Once the priest who had said mass in the morn­ing came, but he had not come to be mas­tur­bated. Of course, I did not un­der­stand what they were talk­ing about, but he re­ally wanted some­thing and she did not want it at all. Af­ter all, we were in the mid­dle of mas­tur­bat­ing when the priest slipped in, and it was quite ob­vi­ous that her clit was still hot burn­ing like hell from mas­tur­bat­ing. He grabbed her rather roughly and she clung to my neck with wide open fear­ful eyes in search of help. She shook her head, but at the same time she stretched her white ass cheeks back, to­wards him de­mand­ingly. I looked over her shoul­der, his cock en­tered her lit­tle hole with a bru­tal jerk and she winced as if he had im­paled her. I stroked her back sooth­ingly and then ca­ressed her ass­cheeks while the priest fucked her bru­tally. He was hav­ing a very hard time mak­ing him­self cum and kept thrust­ing in hard to squirt. He pulled his pants up and left with an an­gry look on his face. She wiped a bit of blood from her thigh cry­ing and wept bit­terly hang­ing from my neck. I didn’t know any­thing about de­flow­er­ing at that time. But the wicked priest came ev­ery night and fucked her from be­hind while she hung on my neck and cried no more, so I was ca­ress­ing her white ass­cheeks when she was bru­tally fucked from be­hind. Af­ter hav­ing squirted into her lit­tle hole he went with­out think­ing that she maybe wanted to or­gasm. Af­ter a few months he stopped com­ing and I was glad about that, be­cause he al­ways made such an evil face. 


Few nuns let them­selves be fucked, but most of those ob­vi­ously liked it and usu­ally had a nice or­gasm too. With these I loved the fuck­ing of the men very much. When they were fucked from be­hind, I would hug them lov­ingly, ca­ress their but­tocks and their ass creases, which most of them de­manded, and feel their or­gasm in their breath. When they were get­ting fucked ly­ing on their backs, I would lay their head on my bare pu­bic, fon­dle their breasts or twirl their teats and look at the cock driv­ing busily in and out be­neath her mas­tur­bat­ing fin­ger. When their head jerked in my lap, I knew they were or­gas­ming. The priests then had to pull out their cock and mas­tur­bate. I then spread their se­men play­fully with my fin­gers on her ass cheeks or her cunt. 


I had learned very early to fuck the nuns clit to clit. Most nuns wanted to be fucked by me, and I liked it very much. I felt a bit like a man when I kept fuck­ing a nun very hard af­ter her first or­gasm. I looked at their ex­cited faces, which dis­torted dev­il­ish in or­gasm and soft­ened again, un­til the next or­gasm. The nuns who loved to be fucked by me the most were the ones who did not mas­tur­bate them­selves. They sub­mit­ted them­selves com­pletely to me and let me do the ag­gres­sive clit fuck­ing dom­i­nantly, they winced and twitched in their or­gasms. They had quite a few or­gasms and many cried af­ter­wards with laugh­ing eyes. When I was about 16 years old, we mas­tur­bated only as an ex­cep­tion, I should fuck them all clit to clit un­til they went limp. To me that was quite right, be­cause when I fucked one, I my­self also had many or­gasms.


How I loved this, the fuck­ing clit to clit! I bent over her, hold­ing her wrists and bend­ing them be­hind her head. I looked at her firmly, her wrists were not al­lowed to move! I saw her gaze wan­der like a lit­tle bird, try­ing to es­cape. Like a bird of prey I pounced on her lips, bru­tally forc­ing them apart and seek­ing her tongue, she did not es­cape me. My tongue at­tacked, over­pow­er­ing the other and I kissed her ag­gres­sively un­til I saw in her eyes that she was de­feated. I slid slowly over her body and my clit sought hers. She had to meet me, we both knew that. Her clit was seek­ing mine, I was seek­ing hers. Fi­nally! Now I be­gan to fuck her, slowly and care­fully, so as not to miss her clit and not to lose it. I thrust harder and harder, watch­ing her face slowly chang­ing. The first or­gasm came grad­u­ally, I kept fuck­ing, ag­gres­sively and fu­ri­ously. There, fi­nally, the face changed to a dev­il­ish gri­mace as her first or­gasm erupted. The clits lost them­selves, her ab­domen twitched and wrig­gled for a mo­ment, then she calmed down. The clits im­me­di­ately found each other again, I leaned on her wrists and con­tin­ued to fuck firmly. The next or­gasms came af­ter only mo­ments, I con­tin­ued to fuck firmly and de­ter­minedly and she or­gasmed ev­ery sec­ond. These or­gasms didn’t tear her around as the first one did, her face con­torted from or­gasm  to or­gasm again to the dev­il­ish gri­mace and she ex­haled trem­bling and lightly shiv­er­ing. It was over. I low­ered my head, my own or­gasms had ex­hausted me. She sought my mouth, my tongue. We kissed un­til our heart­beats and breath­ing calmed again. 


Most dear to me were the most chaste vir­gins, the ones who never mas­tur­bated them­selves, who never let a man fuck them, and who at night, bathed in sweat, awoke in a dreamed or­gasm and, full of shy­ness and em­bar­rass­ment, pressed a fin­ger upon their clit un­til it calmed down and came to the re­laxed rest­ing po­si­tion. They trem­bled like as­pen leaves when I laid down with them for the first time. Shy, con­fused by their own feel­ings and full of shame, they al­lowed them­selves to be em­braced. The first French kiss was the de­ci­sive one, it was the door opener. Fuck­ing clit to clit I didn’t need to teach any­one, they had al­ready had it ex­plained to them a hun­dred times be­fore they de­cided to dare. These vir­gins had the most beau­ti­ful or­gasms, rap­tur­ously lis­ten­ing in­side they felt the rise of the or­gasm. Shy and girl­ish their fa­cial ex­pres­sion at the or­gasm, amazed and sur­prised they opened their eyes. I could see stars in their eyes! 


I had fucked all the nuns over the many years, even the Sis­ter Su­pe­rior. The older ones didn’t need to be se­duced with French kisses and they kissed very lit­tle. She was quite old and smiled gen­tly as I ap­proached. She, like all the el­ders, had only gen­tle, trem­bling and shiv­er­ing or­gasms and knew ex­actly how to bring on the many small or­gasms in quick suc­ces­sion af­ter the first big one. She pat­ted my but­tocks kindly and nod­ded con­tent­edly as I left.


War was rag­ing out­side and the con­vent was grad­u­ally closed. The nuns dis­ap­peared one by one and the Sis­ter Su­pe­rior ex­plained with many ges­tures that the Em­peror had been chased away and the war could not last much longer. I didn’t know much about the world out­side and I only knew the Em­peror from the big photo next to the Christ and Our Lady. I nod­ded, I didn’t care about the Em­peror any more than I cared about Our Lady, I just felt sorry for the poor cru­ci­fied Christ. He looked very un­happy and I thought to my­self how un­com­fort­able it must have been to be nailed to a wooden cross. That all the nuns were in love with him I no­ticed, of course, but that was prob­a­bly part of their lives. The Sis­ter Su­pe­rior then made it clear to me that a horse‐drawn car­riage would take me to a vil­lage and I would live there in the rec­tory. I un­der­stood her and left with a very heavy heart af­ter hug­ging all the re­main­ing nuns. 


The new parish priest had not yet ar­rived. The old house­keeper took a very long time to ex­plain to me that she would only stay for so long and then leave, where to I could not un­der­stand. I was then the new house­keeper and she showed me ev­ery­thing. It was cer­tainly not dif­fi­cult. Af­ter a few days the new priest ar­rived, he had come back from the war and had only two fin­gers on one hand. He was very young, I must have been three times his age, he was 27 and I 61, a sad child he was, com­ing back very de­sil­lu­sioned from the war. But he was friendly and I cooked very well, be­cause the farm­ers of the vil­lage brought re­ally fine food­stuffs, bet­ter than we had avail­able in the monastery.


He dragged me into the bath­room the first morn­ing, I had to wash him thor­oughly in the shower. I did that with plea­sure, I had washed the nuns too, if they wanted it. Of course, I also washed his cock, which nat­u­rally stiff­ened. I rubbed his cock very lov­ingly un­til he stopped my hand just be­fore squirt­ing. He turned to the wall and im­me­di­ately squirted on the tiles. I held his ass cheeks and bent over to see him mas­tur­bat­ing. I grabbed the lit­tle sack­let and the shaft from be­hind and ca­ressed it very gen­tly, be­cause I knew that’s some­thing the men wanted. He stopped mas­tur­bat­ing and let me rub his cock from be­hind, leav­ing me to make him squirt. He only al­lowed me to reach be­tween his ass cheeks from be­hind and ca­ress his cock un­til he stopped mas­tur­bat­ing be­fore squirt­ing and I was al­lowed to rub him hard from be­hind and make him squirt. Af­ter cum­ing, he turned back to me and I rubbed the drops of se­men out of his cock, pulling out the last drops of se­men at the end with firm fin­ger­strokes. I washed his cock and handed him the towel. But only af­ter three months he al­lowed me to rub his cock un­til he squirted. I did it, I knew ex­actly how to do it. He was very pleased and friendly and af­ter a few weeks he meant that I should not wet my dress and take it off. It was fine with me, I washed him in my panties and bra and mas­tur­bated him con­sci­en­tiously ev­ery morn­ing. Some­times he would look into my room late at night and nod friendly when he saw me mas­tur­bat­ing, be­cause with­out the nuns I had to mas­tur­bate ob­ses­sively ev­ery night un­til I fell asleep tired. When he looked in, I would un­cover my­self and mas­tur­bate naked one af­ter an­other time un­til I was tired. Weeks later he un­hooked the bra, be­fore I washed and mas­tur­bated him. I was very em­bar­rassed for the first time, be­cause they were hang­ing down like fat mel­ons and the teats were get­ting pointy and stiff. But they seemed to please him very much.


I washed and mas­tur­bated him in my panties over the next few months and my mel­on­like‐breasts swung back and forth like church bells so that some­times we both had to laugh. He asked if he could squirt into my mouth and I nod­ded, I’ve seen that with the nuns too. I al­ways let him squirt in my mouth when he wanted it. He put his cock deep in my throat and squirted with his eyes closed. He told me that some French women had done it like that to him dur­ing the war. He never raped or fucked a French woman against her will, he was not a mon­ster like oth­ers. But he ad­mit­ted, never say­ing No to a will­ing French woman. I liked how good he did our con­ver­sa­tions, which was not an easy task, but he des­per­ately wanted me to un­der­stand him.
 

Then, weeks later, he made me sit on the stool. He took off my panties and looked at my pussy and clit. He touched my clit and looked at me ques­tion­ingly. I nod­ded in agree­ment and spread my legs will­ingly. He was not un­skilled in mas­tur­bat­ing a woman and I came trem­bling and twitch­ing to or­gasm. Af­ter that I mas­tur­bated him and this went on for half a year, he had learned to mas­tur­bate me quite well and I was able to have an or­gasm ev­ery morn­ing be­fore I mas­tur­bated him. 


He now came to my room ev­ery night, sat next to me on the bed and un­cov­ered me. He wanted to watch me mas­tur­bate when I was com­pletely naked and that was fine with me, I mas­tur­bated one af­ter an­other time un­til I had enough. One night he took off his clothes and lay with me. He didn’t bother me while I mas­tur­bated, he only hugged me and pressed his naked body against me while I mas­tur­bated. I could feel his cock get­ting hard, and mostly he was fine with me mas­tur­bat­ing him af­ter­wards. This went on for months. 


Af­ter one of my nightly or­gasms, he lay upon me be­tween my legs. I felt how firmly and de­mand­ing his cock wanted to pen­e­trate my pussy. I shook my head, No, it was locked down there, I had never fucked be­fore! He con­tin­ued to press, al­though I shook my head in protest. I had never fucked, my lips formed, my fuck­hole hasn’t been opened! He pressed and pressed and sud­denly my hy­men tore, I could feel it very clearly. He fucked me very slowly and pow­er­fully. He kissed my neck and paused deep in­side me. His cock twitched and squirted sev­eral times, then he low­ered him­self next to me and in­stantly fell asleep. He went to his room a few hours later. 


We’ve been fuck­ing for years now with­out much change, I still wash him ev­ery morn­ing in the shower, but I don’t mas­tur­bate him ev­ery day. I run his house­hold con­sci­en­tiously and neatly. Only on Fri­day af­ter­noon, when he comes back from hear­ing con­fes­sion, he has to fuck me im­me­di­ately be­cause of his horni­ness. I do not know what the women tell him ex­actly in con­fes­sion. I had asked him some­times about it and he just shook his head sadly and made the hand sign for fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing and the cock rub­bing in the mouth, which he him­self was very fond of. Yes, all of them, he pointed, mainly the cock rub­bing in the mouth and fuck­ing, but not with her own hus­band. He ex­plained to me that many poor women made love to other women and girls and that it was not al­lowed if one or both were mar­ried. He de­scribed that the women mas­tur­bated each other or licked their clits. I had also of­ten licked clits, but I did not en­joy it so much, only when I was licked, but it was not very com­mon among the nuns. It was of­ten the same poor women, he ex­plained to me, who fucked other men, their girl­friends’ hus­bands, their neigh­bors, the mail­man or the crafts­man. Mar­ried women are not al­lowed to do that, he ex­plained to me, they are only al­lowed to fuck with their own hus­bands. I un­der­stood what he was ex­plain­ing, but I found it quite strange and re­ally bor­ing. There were also two wid­ows in the vil­lage who fucked with their own sons, that was quite sin­ful! 


I didn’t un­der­stand much about these things and what was al­lowed or not al­lowed, but I saw in his sad look that much of what he heard in con­fes­sion was not al­lowed. I pressed his head to my chest, I didn’t want him to fret too much about what the pi­ous wives were do­ing with their cunts. I didn’t ask fur­ther, I didn’t re­ally want to know. 






King Arthur’s Spies


by Jack Faber © 2023




The two or­phan boys Bob and Ric met at the age of 8 and stayed to­gether all their lives. Robert and Eric were their names, and they slept in barns and sta­bles and went to help peo­ple on farms to earn a meal or food­stuff. They had given up beg­ging, it was no way to sur­vive. They slept close to­gether and warmed each other, like­wise they mas­tur­bated to­gether or mas­tur­bated the other. 


They cu­ri­ously stroked around the maids and ser­vants to watch them mas­tur­bate or fuck. They got big­ger and got a No af­ter an­other No, none of the young maids wanted to fuck 10 or 11 year old boys. Only the old, the very old maids, no longer able to en­tice any­one to fuck them, let the boys fuck them will­ingly. They would go for­ward into a se­cluded room, bend over and flip up their skirts, of­fer­ing their old worn cunts be­tween the ass­cheeks to be fucked from be­hind. Most peo­ple fucked like this at the time, face to face only mar­ried cou­ples or long time lovers fucked. For years the boys fucked the old broads ev­ery day at least twice. That was a good train­ing.


They would sneak into the kitchens when the mis­tress was get­ting fucked from be­hind by a vis­i­tor, guest or de­liv­ery­man, as was the cus­tom in those days. There were a few mis­tresses who also let the two boys fuck them af­ter the guest. The maids would watch the mis­tress, but they were too fine to fuck the boys. Some let the boys watch them mas­tur­bate and squirt upon them, and only a few taught the boys to mas­tur­bate a girl. Bob and Ric quite soon knew which mis­tress, which maid tol­er­ated their pres­ence while they fucked and would some­times let them fuck her. But for daily fuck­ing, they still had to go to the old maids for a very long time. 


They even­tu­ally got tired of the old, tired pussies of the old women and very soon moved on to as­sault­ing and fuck­ing younger maids. In pairs they ap­proached their vic­tim, wres­tled her to the ground and one held her by the wrists, the other flipped up her skirt or took off her dress com­pletely and fucked her. They took turns un­til they had enough. The other maids and ser­vants watched im­pas­sively, it was none of their busi­ness. They only had to fear the mas­ter of the house, be­cause the maid was his prop­erty. But they were never called to ac­count and fucked a maid ev­ery day. They fucked a mis­tress only if she al­lowed it, and there were some. They did their mis­chief for more than two years, they had no bad con­science about it, be­cause they only wanted to fuck younger women and not plow in the re­ally old pussies any­more. And most of the maids didn’t even put up a fight, be­cause fuck­ing the half‐breeds was a wel­come en­ter­tain­ment in their joy­less daily rou­tine.


When they were about 13 years old, they were al­lowed to do mi­nor work in the king’s cas­tle, in Camelot. They spied on the no­ble­men, soon knew who with whom and where. The peo­ple in the cas­tle changed part­ners like the clouds in the skies and many no­ble­women lay down in the grass in se­cluded cor­ners of the parks to mas­tur­bate undis­turbed. These were the sit­u­a­tions that the two de­praved boys took ad­van­tage of. They watched the girls mas­tur­bat­ing and when she grad­u­ally re­cov­ered af­ter­wards, they came out of their hid­ing place. One would hold the girl by the wrists and the sec­ond would fuck her quickly and hastily, then they would take turns un­til they had fucked of­ten enough. Not a sin­gle girl ever be­trayed them, most al­lowed them­selves to be fucked shyly and ashamedly. While the re­ally chaste ones avoided the gar­dens, there were some who came back for years and let the well‐built boys fuck them vol­un­tar­ily. 


Bran­gaine, the young Queen’s ser­vant, came to the gar­den at least once a week for sev­eral months to be fucked by the young boys. She took life easy and en­joyed be­ing fucked like no other. Once she even told them in which se­cluded cham­ber the young Queen Guin­e­vere was se­cretly fuck­ing her lover Sir Lancelot. Bran­gaine had rid­den to Corn­wall to marry her Sir Cad­wynn. The two boys spied with bated breath when the Queen fucked her lover. Sir Lancelot was a mus­cu­lar gi­ant in build who fucked Guin­e­vere to the brink of faint­ing with his gi­ant club. He had the big­gest cock Bob and Ric had ever seen and Guin­e­vere or­gasmed won­der­fully. The two knew they were play­ing with death when spy­ing the cou­ple, for nei­ther Guin­e­vere nor Lancelot would let them live. They had lit­tle to fear from the other damsels, they would be in­sulted at most, but cer­tainly not whipped. 


Bob and Ric were very pop­u­lar and very suc­cess­ful as scouts in the war cam­paigns. Even King Arthur lis­tened to their re­ports, he was very pleased with the two of them. When they re­ported that there were 126 horse­men in the en­emy’s east wing, it was not 125 or 127, but ex­actly 126. Such peo­ple could be re­lied upon by the King or an army com­man­der. They were unimag­in­ably skilled at sneak­ing, they were never caught, and they per­formed many a feat. Once they stole the gilded hel­met of King Pelli­nore from his tent and the next day King Arthur rode to meet Pelli­nore and of­fered him smil­ing his hel­met. The war was over be­fore it be­gan and Pelli­nore bowed his knee to Arthur and be­came one of the most loyal knights.


Bob and Ric stayed at the cas­tle un­til the end. Ev­ery day they found a maiden in the gar­den who liked to be fucked by both of them. One day Guin­e­vere was ly­ing in the gar­den mas­tur­bat­ing to her­self, it was scorch­ing hot and she couldn’t stand it in her cham­ber any­more. The two of them could not see any­thing ex­actly, be­cause Guin­e­vere cov­ered her­self de­murely in her skirt. Af­ter the sec­ond or­gasm she re­mained doz­ing. The two ap­proached in the usual man­ner. Bob held Guin­e­vere by her wrists while Ric flipped up her skirt and fucked her. Guin­e­vere was em­bar­rassed, tired and shy, she just let it hap­pen. The two boys took turns fuck­ing her three times, Guin­e­vere or­gasmed from the sec­ond fuck on and or­gasmed ev­ery time af­ter that. When they had fucked enough, Guin­e­vere sat up with flash­ing eyes and let them know that she was the Queen. The two cav­a­liers pre­tended not to know. They went down on their knees and begged for mercy. Guin­e­vere thought long and shooed them away. It was wiser to re­main silent, she thought. And she had had a good fuck, af­ter all.


Bob and Ric grew more cau­tious; the gar­den of­fered too many dan­gers. They were now of­fi­cially scouts for the army, and they were given a small cham­ber in Camelot. The girls, no­ble­women and re­spectable mar­ried wives vis­ited them there to let them fuck them all af­ter­noon long. The women passed on the se­cret tip only to their peers, never a man learned about it. The time be­tween the war cam­paigns the most beau­ti­ful, no­ble and pi­ous faith­ful mar­ried wives spent the af­ter­noons on the bed­side of the two boys and let them fuck their brains out. The chaste women passed each other shyly and with their eyes low­ered in shame when one left and the other came. Usu­ally one came too soon or the other wasn’t fin­ished yet, so she blush­ingly dropped her dress and lay naked with the oth­ers. Bob and Ric never minded fuck­ing two cute chaste wives at the same time. If the wives wanted to get fucked again, they had to wait a lit­tle while for the guys to re­cover. They knew that the guys would get hard faster if they fucked clit to clit dur­ing the break. Ev­ery woman older than 12 or 13 knew this art in Camelot, which was as­sid­u­ously prac­ticed by all the no­ble­women, vir­gins and mar­ried wives. Bob and Ric couldn’t get enough of it and tried all sorts of tricks to se­duce the shy and very re­served women and girls into fuck­ing clit to clit. Ev­ery woman who let her­self be fucked by the younglings was very happy to fuck clit to clit with the other woman.


Mor­dred, the il­le­git­i­mate son of Arthur with his sis­ter Mor­gause, had seized the throne when King Arthur was fight­ing in France. Bob and Ric were far too young to have ex­pe­ri­enced the events them­selves. But they had lis­tened well to the an­cients when they told of those times at the bon­fire. Mor­gause was as beau­ti­ful to look at as Guin­e­vere, but she def­i­nitely had more sex‐ap­peal and fire in her cunt than Guin­e­vere, they all agreed. The royal fam­ily at one point could no longer deny that Arthur was Mor­dred’s fa­ther, so they fab­ri­cated the leg­end that Arthur had been be­witched and had fucked Mor­gause in be­witch­ment only once. All the an­cients laughed at this story. 


Arthur had a prob­lem­atic re­la­tion­ship with the cooler Guin­e­vere, he never for­gave her for fuck­ing and let­ting Sir Lancelot de­flower her just be­fore she mar­ried Arthur. Arthur loved Guin­e­vere, no one doubted that. But the fact that his wife Guin­e­vere was still fuck­ing his best friend Lancelot must have of­fended him deeply. On the other hand, Arthur could never free him­self from his younger sis­ter Mor­gause. 


He had de­flow­ered her at a young age of 12 and she clung to him, play­ing out the full key­board of her sex‐ap­peal and the fire in her pussy and he fol­lowed her blindly with sex­ual lust, sin­ful de­sire and sex­ual greed. He fucked Mor­gause for over 20 years and they fell out when Mor­dred was about 16. Sup­pos­edly the quar­rel was about Mor­dred, who had been fuck­ing Guin­e­vere for two years at that time. That this was true, the an­cients knew that from their own ob­ser­va­tion. Whether it caused the quar­rel be­tween Mor­gause and Arthur, no one be­lieved, how­ever, no one knew why the bit­ter quar­rel broke out. One day Mor­gause was found with her wrists slit and many thought it was a cow­ardly mur­der. Bob and Ric tried to keep track of this strange game.


Bob and Ric had moved against France with the king and still man­aged to squeeze all the in­for­ma­tion they could out of the mes­sen­ger rid­ers. Mor­dred had usurped the throne. With Mor­gause he lost not only his mother, but also his first and only love. That he fucked Mor­gause from his youth on was an open se­cret. Mor­dred had cap­tured Arthur’s wife, Guin­e­vere, and fucked the naked Queen sev­eral times a day in the cas­tle court­yard in front of the gawk­ers. If he wanted to award some­one, they were also al­lowed to fuck the naked Queen. 


Guin­e­vere would have been in­dif­fer­ent in it­self to be fucked in pub­lic. But she cursed her body, which en­joyed the fuck­ing hor­ri­bly and made her twitch, wrig­gle and scream in or­gasm. She would never for­give Mor­dred for this  hu­mil­i­a­tion! King Arthur left France and re­turned home in a flash. His army faced Mor­dred’s army ir­rec­on­cil­ably and fu­ri­ously. Mor­dred fucked Guin­e­vere in her cage sev­eral times a day in front of both armies, some­times leav­ing her to a knight to fuck the naked Queen. Guin­e­vere’s scream re­sounded far and wide when she or­gasmed. At night, when Mor­dred slept off his drunk­en­ness, knights and sol­diers fucked the Queen in the cage. Arthur buried his face in his hands and wept bit­terly. Just now, when he and Guin­e­vere so des­per­ately needed the friend, Sir Lancelot, the in­vin­ci­ble war­rior and lover, the lat­ter, dis­tant from Arthur, sat in his cas­tle of Joyeuse and fucked King Lot’s 14‐year‐old daugh­ter, the Princess Elaine, night af­ter night with such fury and rage that Elaine soon lost con­scious­ness. What Lancelot’s rage did not mit­i­gate, he fucked the un­con­scious girl un­til he had spilled all his seed. The 12 year old Elaine had se­duced him 2 years ago, had let him de­flower her and loved him idol­a­trously and pos­ses­sively. She couldn’t get over the fact that he was still fuck­ing and lov­ing Guin­e­vere. She was very vin­dic­tive and when Lancelot was not at home, she let all the page­boys and younglings fuck her brains out.


Be­fore the fi­nal bat­tle of Cam­lann, Bob and Ric crept into Mor­dred’s camp, stole the sword of the sleep­ing Prince, and left in its place a scrawny stick. They brought the sword to the King, who im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized it. Mor­dred came to the bat­tle the next morn­ing very dis­traught and un­set­tled, for who­ever could steal the sword could also have cut his throat. In­stead of the sword, he swung an axe at the King, who cut it in­stantly in two. The fight was ac­tu­ally de­cided, Mor­dred dis­armed and beaten to the ground. But Guin­e­vere’s rapist, who had fucked her for months in cap­tiv­ity, was the usurper and knew that an ig­no­min­ious death awaited him. He grabbed a bro­ken spear and rammed it into his fa­ther’s chest. Mor­tally wounded, Arthur rammed his sword into Mor­dred’s heart. That day the bat­tle ended, only a hand­ful of men sur­vived. 


Elaine held Sir Lancelot un­til it was too late. Guin­e­vere had been in Mor­dred’s grip for many months by then, and when Lancelot fi­nally rode off, the Bat­tle of Cam­lann had al­ready been fought. He slew all who held Guin­e­vere in the cage and brought her and the dy­ing King to the Nuns of Avalon. 


Some­where, un­der a moun­tain of corpses, Bob and Ric, both 17 years old, also lay united in death.






King Pelli­nore


by Jack Faber © 2023




Lit­tle Ali grew up in a large Arab city, his fa­ther was the most pow­er­ful mer­chant for miles around. 


At the age of 8, his very spe­cial cu­rios­ity awak­ened. He picked up the floor‐length dresses of women, most of them im­me­di­ately chased him away. Some let him look, but un­der the black dresses he saw prac­ti­cally noth­ing. A few showed him their cunts will­ingly and in­vited him to touch the cunt. He was very, very im­pressed. He un­cov­ered one or two slave girls in the noon siesta, some let him look. One took off her dress com­pletely and Ali saw a naked woman for the first time and it was very ex­cit­ing. She was mas­tur­bat­ing and he didn’t know what ex­actly she was do­ing. He clearly felt his cock get­ting hard like never be­fore. She beck­oned him and grabbed his stiff cock out. He could fuck her to­mor­row, she said, and he nod­ded, al­though he didn’t know what she meant. She rubbed his fore­skin back and forth and let him squirt. Just at that mo­ment his mother came, scolded the naked slave girl and led him to her cham­ber. They lay down naked for the siesta, and he saw his mother naked for the first time. She pressed him to her and did not care about his cock, which was pok­ing stiffly into her side.


Ev­ery noon, he now lay with his mother, doz­ing in the mid­day heat. She stroked his stiff cock and sighed deeply, sighed deeply and stroked his cock gen­tly. When he pressed too close, she turned away. He knelt up and stroked her beau­ti­ful white ass cheeks. He thrust his cock be­tween her ass cheeks into her butt crack and she pinched her ass cheeks hard to­gether. This was very pleas­ant, he rubbed back and forth in her ass crease and squirted to his amaze­ment. She sighed deeply and groaned. He was hav­ing fun squirt­ing in her butt crease. He had never cum be­fore and was not in­ter­ested in his cock un­til now.


She got down on all fours and stretched her ass cheeks back cov­etously, di­rect­ing his small cock into her but­t­hole with her hand. Ali didn’t find it strange at all and she spread her ass cheeks with both hands and moaned with horni­ness. She mum­bled in a voice dy­ing with horni­ness that he had to thrust in, thrust in again and again! He did it and the squirt­ing in her butt hole was very pleas­ant and ex­cit­ing. For weeks he thrust his cock into her ass­hole and squirted in. She ob­vi­ously liked it a lot, only she was very dis­pleased be­cause he was al­ways at the start pok­ing in the wrong hole, in her fuck­hole and she had to reach back to put his cock in her butt hole.


She hadn’t pushed him out in weeks when he pen­e­trated her fuck­hole. He squirted al­most in­stantly and she moaned aloud with lust. He left his cock in­side and con­tin­ued fuck­ing af­ter a few mo­ments. She moaned with horni­ness and her fin­ger raced over her clit. Her moans were drawn out as her or­gasm soared. He usu­ally squirted only mo­ments be­fore she squirmed in or­gasm. A guilty con­science plagued her ev­ery time, and she didn’t look him in the eye, so ashamed was she of it. 


But she must have mis­un­der­stood some­thing a few weeks later, be­cause she started cry­ing and snif­fling that it wasn’t right at all that he de­manded to fuck her! He had made a mis­take as usual and had pushed his cock into her fuck hole and cum im­me­di­ately, then she had let him fin­ish fuck­ing her while mas­tur­bat­ing and squirt in again. He had squirted in juicy and moaned how good it was to cum in that hole! “Ha! You can’t do that! You can’t squirt in there!” she ex­claimed in­dig­nantly and pushed him out. “It’s not right to ask me to let you fuck me!” Ali was silent, af­fected; he had not asked for it at all. 


She was silent for a while longer and then said tear­fully, “All right, in heav­ens name, so be it!”  Sigh­ing deeply, his mother turned on her back and pulled him onto her naked lap, sigh­ing and sigh­ing and sigh­ing. “But you mustn’t tell the fa­ther,” she whis­pered through her tears, “be­cause you fuck­ing me is strictly for­bid­den!” Ali nod­ded and made a solemn prom­ise. She cried as she took his cock and guided it into her cun­t­hole. She put one hand on his butt cheek and rhyth­mi­cally squeezed it in and out. “You have to thrust in and out like you’ve done it in my ass, un­til it squirts!” she whis­pered, wip­ing away the tears. She smiled again and he thrust and thrust. He squirted and she let him sink down. “But don’t tell daddy!” she in­cul­cated in him and he was now al­lowed to fuck her ev­ery noon, it was won­der­ful. 


In the evenings, when Daddy was grunt­ing done fuck­ing and asleep boom­ing loud, he had to wait un­til he heard her mas­tur­bat­ing qui­etly. Then he was al­lowed to lie with her qui­etly and fuck her as long as she mas­tur­bated. Her or­gasm was silent and she let her­self trem­ble just a lit­tle bit. When she had her pe­riod, she called dur­ing the siesta one of the black slave girls and let him fuck the girl. When he got big­ger, he called all three black girls and fucked them one by one. For the next 10 years he fucked at noon and night with much pas­sion and lust. 


When he was 18 years old, his fa­ther said that he had now learned ev­ery­thing a good mer­chant had to learn. He had got him a pas­sage to France and he should prove him­self there. “In France there are the most beau­ti­ful women in the world, lie down with them, choose the most beau­ti­ful ones! Your mother is get­ting old, you have to find younger ones to fuck!” Ali was blown away, his fa­ther knew ev­ery­thing and never said any­thing. Ali took leave and sailed to France as Prince Pelli­nore. 


He learned there the knight’s craft, in it he was re­ally very good and feared. Ev­ery night there was a court maiden in his bed­stead and it was rarely the same as the one the pre­vi­ous week. He had to buy a sec­ond, third and even a fourth chest, be­cause his wealth was grow­ing rapidly. He had a royal ar­mor made and one day he sailed to Eng­land to King Arthur in Camelot. He had come with war­like in­ten­tions, but one night his golden hel­met was stolen from his tent, and the next day, when the bat­tle was to be­gin and he was wait­ing bare­headed, King Arthur rode up to him and handed him his hel­met. He could have brought him his head, the king grinned, but he had no rea­son to kill him. Pelli­nore was com­pletely over­whelmed by the chival­rous ges­ture, bowed his knee to the King and swore al­le­giance to him. Thus King Pelli­nore came to Camelot and be­came one of the King’s most loyal knights. 


The Eng­lish had very dif­fer­ent cus­toms from the French as far as fuck­ing was con­cerned. He could take a maid or slave girl to bed ev­ery night and fuck her, what he of course did. But the no­ble­women were not to be had, one was only al­lowed to love them pla­ton­i­cally. One had to fall in love with one and wor­ship her from a dis­tance, that’s how the Eng­lish did it. The only ex­cep­tion was Queen Guin­e­vere, Arthur’s wife, who fucked her lover Sir Lancelot ev­ery af­ter­noon. Arthur sat on his throne with a pet­ri­fied face and tried not to lis­ten when Guin­e­vere screamed in or­gasm with joy and plea­sure. At night, when Arthur was al­lowed to fuck her, she never screamed. 


Pelli­nore now found one with whom he could fall in love, it was Queen Mab, the wife of King Gawein, who was said to have dark magic arts. She was a very shy, chaste and not friv­o­lous whor­ing young beauty, de­voted to her old hus­band, King Gawein in iron loy­alty. She gra­ciously ac­cepted his ado­ra­tion and Pelli­nore played along with the stupid game of the Eng­lish. He was only al­lowed to visit her in her bower af­ter weeks, she pulled her dress up over her knees and wanted to see his cock. Ev­ery day the skirt slid a lit­tle higher, Queen Mab looked at his cock for min­utes be­fore dis­miss­ing him. It was a few more days be­fore she let her pussy be seen un­der the skirt. She wanted to see him mas­tur­bate, why not? He liked to step next to her be­cause she wanted him to squirt on her breasts or thighs. It took a lit­tle while un­til she also mas­tur­bated and let him squirt all over her pussy. But he wanted to squirt in her cunt, he said, and she shook her head. All right, she re­lented, “to cum you may en­ter, but only to cum!” He did as told.


King Gawein never liked to fuck very much, Mab whis­pered, only once ev­ery two or three months, three or four times a year at all, she whis­pered tear­fully in his ear. Pelli­nore un­der­stood her woes well, Gawein was three times Mab’s age when she had to marry him at 14. She was much younger than Pelli­nore, not even 19 and breathed words of love into his ear when he en­tered her tight fuck hole to cum. “You mustn’t fuck me, though!” she whis­pered for a few more days, then fell silent and lis­tened in­wardly while Pelli­nore fucked her sit­ting up un­der her skirt. He was very im­pressed be­cause she had a vir­gin tight vagina, much tighter and finer than the black slave girl he had been fuck­ing for months. The black girl fucked ex­cit­ingly and very pas­sion­ately, but now he had con­quered Queen Mab and fucked her ev­ery af­ter­noon when she sat on the win­dowsill look­ing out to see if her con­sort had re­turned from hunt­ing. Her fa­vorite thing was to lean out the win­dow and let Pelli­nore fuck her from be­hind as of­ten as he wanted. They spent the af­ter­noons fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing, be­cause when he needed a break, she mas­tur­bated shyly and bash­fully, not look­ing him in the eyes. Only when she mas­tur­bated did she have an or­gasm, and when her hus­band fell asleep at night, she of­ten mas­tur­bated for hours, be­cause the or­gasms al­ways re­laxed her. Sev­eral times they had to stop fuck­ing be­cause her hus­band rode in to the cas­tle gate.


Pelli­nore was happy with the cir­cum­stances. The black slave girl was the one who fucked him night af­ter night un­til he ex­hausted his seed. The Eng­lish treated him very well be­cause he courted so de­vot­edly the chaste and shy Queen Mab. That the two of them dis­ap­peared for hours ev­ery af­ter­noon in her bower was noted ap­prov­ingly, prob­a­bly he was ly­ing at her feet and recit­ing love songs to her.


King Arthur had a huge row with his best friend, Sir Lancelot. Lancelot slammed the door be­hind him, he cursed like never be­fore and shouted he was never com­ing back to Camelot! Pelli­nore shook his head sadly as Arthur looked at him, the tim­ing of the broth­erly quar­rel over his wife was most un­for­tu­nate. Arthur was pre­par­ing for a war cam­paign to France and now lost his best friend, an un­de­feated com­man­der and his best war­rior. Arthur wanted to free Pelli­nore from the clutches of the evil sor­cer­ess Mab and gave him the mis­sion to search for the Holy Grail. Pelli­nore was not al­lowed to go to France, he was to search for the Holy Grail and case by case to see if Queen Guin­e­vere was safe in Camelot.


With a heavy heart, Pelli­nore rode off, seek­ing the Grail with a pure heart. He had no idea what it looked like, but Arthur as­sured him he would un­fail­ingly rec­og­nize it. He stayed with peas­ants and coun­try bump­kins, the first peas­ant had only one bed and of­fered him his only maid for the night. He ac­cepted grate­fully and fucked the scrawny, ugly maid next to the peas­ant cou­ple. The peas­ants wife had turned to the side and stretched her fat white ass to them, be­tween which the black pu­bic hair glis­tened wetly. Pelli­nore had to grin be­cause her fin­ger was clearly vis­i­ble rub­bing her clit. When Pelli­nore fin­ished fuck­ing the maid, the farmer’s hus­band rolled over on top of the maid. He only fucked her, the farmer said, his wife had not wanted to fuck for a long time. The maid clasped the farmer pas­sion­ately and had a long or­gasm. 


Pelli­nore moved on, slept at the peas­ants with their maids and daugh­ters. He was mo­rose, the maids and daugh­ters just let them­selves be fucked shame­fully, shyly and girl­ishly, leav­ing him with a guilty con­science. He was not to blame, the King had sent him on a jour­ney and the maids and daugh­ters had to serve a knight on a jour­ney, that was the law. He rode back to Camelot af­ter two weeks. 


Queen Guin­e­vere was well, suf­fer­ing only from lone­li­ness. Hus­band and lover had bro­ken up in a quar­rel, leav­ing her alone. That was un­fair, wasn’t it? Pelli­nore agreed, say­ing it made him sad be­cause she had to sleep and mas­tur­bate alone with­out a good man’s cock to make her scream. The queen talked to him for an­other two hours, she told him about her ob­ses­sive mas­tur­ba­tion and fi­nally showed him her pussy and her clit, sore from all the hours­long mas­tur­bat­ing, which he was al­lowed to rub with a heal­ing oint­ment. He no­ticed much too late how skill­fully she had cast her net around him. He ended up in Guin­e­vere’s bed.


What a won­der­ful woman, af­ter all the skinny maids, one who fucked like a world cham­pion! He didn’t think about Mab or Mkele the black slave girl af­ter two sec­onds. He asked Guin­e­vere to hold a pil­low over her mouth, he didn’t want to make her scream through the halls. They fucked all night, slept an hour at dawn, and con­tin­ued fuck­ing un­til noon. Pelli­nore was ex­hausted to death, but he grinned all over his face. He stayed an­other night fuck­ing Guin­e­vere and rode off again at dawn to seek the Grail. 


He lay with the maids and the daugh­ters again, he squirted his seed the first time un­will­ing, for fuck­ing with the maids gave him lit­tle plea­sure. He much pre­ferred it when the farmer had no maid and no daugh­ter, be­cause the farmer’s wives at least fucked pas­sion­ately and en­thu­si­as­ti­cally, they were sex­u­ally starved and and left horny and un­sat­is­fied at the farmer’s side. He of­ten re­jected the scrawny maid or the child­ish daugh­ter when the peas­ant left him his wife shrug­ging his shoul­ders with in­dif­fer­ence. Pelli­nore paid at­ten­tion at the mea­ger sup­per to whether the farmer’s wife gave him lust­ful or cu­ri­ous glances. Af­ter three months he rode to Camelot. 


Who was with the Queen, he asked the old ser­vant who had brought him the wel­come drink and a snack. Guin­e­vere’s sounds of love re­sounded in the hall. The ser­vant laughed mis­chie­vously, it was Prince Mor­dred, Arthur’s 16 year old son, whom he had be­got­ten with his sis­ter Mor­gause. Pelli­nore had never heard of it and was told ev­ery­thing. Arthur, who had de­flow­ered his sis­ter when she was 12. Arthur fucked her to this day, the old ser­vant said melan­choli­cally, the poor king was hope­lessly ad­dicted to her, be­witched by her black magic arts. Prince Mor­dred fucked his mother since he could squirt, they never hid that. In Mor­gause’s cas­tle they fucked some­times for all to see in pub­lic, and who­ever didn’t like it could leave. Prince Mor­dred came to the Queen now and then for two years and fucked her, much to the King’s dis­plea­sure. The boy was just a boy like all the other boys, he had to fuck adult women, be­cause he did not feel like young girls. 


Pelli­nore went to Mab, who al­most de­voured him, and then went to sleep. The black Mkele woke him gen­tly and fucked him. Who was that scream­ing so hap­pily, he asked, and she said it was the Queen and Prince Mor­dred, hadn’t he ever heard of the messed up re­la­tion­ships in the royal house? He shook his head and the black girl told him the same thing as the old ser­vant. Only about Mor­dred’s fuck­ing with Mor­gause she knew much more de­tails than the old ser­vant, who was al­ready quite in­dif­fer­ent to all of this. She told Pelli­nore in great de­tail about the sex­ual pref­er­ences of Queen Mor­gause. She also knew more about Arthur’s quar­rel with Guin­e­vere over Mor­dred. The King was very dis­ap­pointed with his wife who let his son fuck her, that was some­how sac­ri­le­gious. 


Pelli­nore rode out again. He had pock­eted a sack full of gold coins. He gave one coin to each maid and each daugh­ter af­ter fuck­ing, two to each peas­ant wife, and five if he was al­lowed to de­flower a girl. This was a sig­nal to the peas­ants and the land ju­nior Lords, they came to meet him and di­rected him to the near­est vir­gin maiden. Five gold coins was more than a peas­ant could earn in two years. He loved the vir­gins and they loved him. The peas­ants slept in the barn or with the an­i­mals to al­low him to de­flower and fuck the vir­gin undis­turbed. He had to ride to Camelot twice in the next six months to re­fill his purse. By the time he got to Camelot the third time, Mor­dred had usurped the throne and im­pris­oned Guin­e­vere. 


Pelli­nore faced Mor­dred for the first time. The 18‐year‐old was a hand­some, mus­cu­lar man and he wore a mourn­ing bow on his arm. Pelli­nore had al­ready heard, Mor­dred’s mother Mor­gause had slit her wrists. He con­doled with Mor­dred, who said his mother had been mur­dered, by or­der of the King. He looked Pelli­nore straight in the eye. “King Pelli­nore, I have no quar­rel with you,” Mor­dred said, “for God’s love, pack your things and leave Camelot. I will kill Arthur, so do not stand in my way!” He hes­i­tated for a mo­ment, “Arthur’s knights have all left, in­clud­ing King Gawein and Queen Mab, they have been gone for two weeks. You are the last from Arthur’s ser­vice, go or fight me!” 


Pelli­nore said he would leave be­fore day­break, he wanted to take his black slave with him. Mor­dred nod­ded somberly, “to­mor­row morn­ing, not a mo­ment later!”  Pelli­nore was still about to bid farewell to Queen Guin­e­vere, when Mor­dred laughed loudly and grimly. “Drink your wine, eat your sup­per! You will see the Queen again soon enough!” Pelli­nore re­mained seated, eat­ing and drink­ing. There were per­haps 8 or 10 rude men in the hall, loud and sin­is­ter fel­lows. Pelli­nore placed his sword handy on the bench be­side him and ig­nored Mor­dred’s men, though he watched them closely. He had or­dered a ser­vant to have Mkele ready to leave for him tonight. 


An old woman with re­pul­sive fea­tures led Guin­e­vere into the hall. She was naked and tied at the wrists, and the old woman dragged her to a bench. Mor­dred stood in front of her and fid­dled with his pants un­til he had his cock out. The sin­is­ter fel­lows fell silent in tense si­lence. Mor­dred grabbed Guin­e­vere’s ass cheeks and lifted her. She im­pas­sively let her legs fall apart and Mor­dred fucked her fast and hard, here, in front of ev­ery­one! Pelli­nore could not avert his gaze, but he hated what he was see­ing. Guin­e­vere’s face con­torted more and more and she jerked her head up, looked at the ceil­ing and screamed, screamed lib­er­ated and happy in or­gasm. She was trem­bling all over and looked con­temp­tu­ously around. Only, rec­og­niz­ing Pelli­nore, she smiled shyly.


Mor­dred walked up to Pelli­nore. “You wished to bid her farewell, so then, she be yours!” 


Mor­dred turned to Guin­e­vere. “Do you want Sir Pelli­nore to fuck you?” 


Guin­e­vere’s face said it all. “Yes,” she whis­pered barely au­di­bly, “come, Sir Pelli­nore, give me the honor!” Tears rolled down her cheeks. 


“Come, Sir Pelli­nore, come — it is I, your Guin­e­vere!”


It took Pelli­nore a few mo­ments to stand up de­ci­sively. “You would have it so, Sir Mor­dred?” he asked sharply, and Mor­dred nod­ded with a grin.


“This way, or no other way!” laughed Mor­dred, mak­ing a wel­com­ing ges­ture com­plete with a courtly bow. “She’s yours, dig in heartily!” 


Pelli­nore stepped close to Guin­e­vere. “Do it, dear Pelli­nore,” she whis­pered silently, “he will kill us both if you don’t!”


Pelli­nore looked into her eyes, she smiled again. “Fuck me lov­ingly, no­ble Pelli­nore, fuck me gen­tly and ten­derly! Not like those wild an­i­mals!” 


He saw that she meant it too and nod­ded. He took out his cock and hugged her gen­tly. She put her bound arms over his head and on his neck. He steered his cock and gen­tly pen­e­trated. Guin­e­vere closed her eyes and lis­tened in­side. He looked at her face, which was grad­u­ally chang­ing, slowly con­tort­ing into a gri­mace, and she wrenched her eyes open in or­gasm, not scream­ing, her eyes laugh­ing and her ass cheeks quiv­er­ing. 


He was nowhere near ready. “Tell Arthur how sorry I am, and that I wouldn’t have wanted any of this!” No one heard her but him. He fucked her vig­or­ously and felt that he must cum soon. “I must, Guin­e­vere!” he whis­pered, and her face con­torted anew. “Me too!” she brought out and her face con­torted into a dev­il­ish gri­mace. She wrenched her eyes open and thrust her­self fiercely against him as he firmly fucked and thrust squirt­ing into her hole. 


He kept his cock in­side her so it would stay stiff. The on­look­ers were rest­less, but they waited anx­iously. He kept fuck­ing her and he whis­pered how sorry he was for all of this. 


“Don’t hold back your scream,” he whis­pered, “I’m al­ready done!” 


Her face con­torted ever so slowly, con­tort­ing into a gri­mace, and she opened her mouth, gasp­ing. He kissed her dirty neck and clasped her ass cheeks with both hands. He held her like a vice and squirted with all his might, squirt­ing and squirt­ing and squirt­ing. He heard her soft, drawn‐out scream and felt the vi­o­lent trem­bling of her ass cheeks. He held her for min­utes more un­til they both calmed down. He let go of her. 


The old woman was al­ready stand­ing very im­pa­tiently next to Guin­e­vere, so he bent down and kissed her lips. “Farewell, Guin­e­vere, farewell! I hope Arthur will still come in due time!”


He went with­out a greet­ing to the rear side, where he had been as­signed a bower. Mkele was al­ready wait­ing, she had a small bag and a food bas­ket. He closed the door and said he would take her to Joyeuse, Sir Lancelot’s cas­tle. She would have to make up her mind right away. Now! 


The black slave girl had al­ready made up her mind. They walked quickly and word­lessly to the sta­bles. The two pack mules had al­ready loaded his four chests and one groom was sad­dling his horse, a sec­ond sad­dling a mule for Mkele. Mor­dred stood un­der the gate, lean­ing against it and smil­ing ma­li­ciously. Pelli­nore rode out with­out a greet­ing, Mkele be­hind him, lead­ing the pack mules.


They rode all night and did not rest un­til sun­rise. They were not pur­sued, which was re­as­sur­ing. Three days later, they ar­rived at Joyeuse and were wel­comed with open arms. They slept to­gether in the big bed, Mkele did not leave his side and they slept un­til the next af­ter­noon. 


He told Mkele he would have their char­ter writ­ten to­day and wit­nessed by Sir Lancelot. Mkele wept with joy, for a slave the char­ter was the gate­way to a new life. 


But then she shook her head de­ci­sively. “I will stay with you, free or not, I will re­main your maid!” 


He could say what he wanted, let her live free and give her 50 gold coins, she shook her head. No. No. And no again.


Pelli­nore gave up. “Even the mules are not as stub­born as you!” he said, shak­ing his head. 


He went to Lancelot, the char­ter was quickly is­sued and he gave it to Mkele. “Wel­come to your new life!” he said af­ter kiss­ing her on the mouth. It was their first kiss.


Elaine had given Mkele a dress, she was sit­ting at a ta­ble like a no­ble­woman for the first time in her life. Elaine’s maids had bathed and coiffed her, and Pelli­nore saw how beau­ti­ful the 21‐year‐old ac­tu­ally was. Af­ter din­ner she sat down with Elaine and talked with the 14 year old about sex, Elaine wanted to know ev­ery­thing from her and also gave away her se­crets.


Pelli­nore sat with Lancelot at the win­dow and they talked about the sit­u­a­tion. Lancelot’s grudge against Arthur ran deep and he could ar­gue all he wanted, Lancelot was dead set on it. That Mor­dred had usurped the throne and Camelot, he ca­su­ally dis­missed. “I need only cough once and the Punch and Judy show is over!” he kept re­peat­ing, “but first Arthur must give in!” Pelli­nore still didn’t know what that quar­rel was all about, but Lancelot evaded. 


Pelli­nore had to talk about Guin­e­vere at some point and was afraid, be­cause Lancelot had been her lover for ages. He told of the last evening. Lancelot did not move a mus­cle. Guin­e­vere had been let­ting Mor­dred fuck her for two years, he said, and that it was in pub­lic suited Guin­e­vere well. She was very ex­hi­bi­tion­is­tic, that was noth­ing new. How of­ten had she or­dered her maids to watch her mas­tur­bate. She would have wanted them to watch his fuck­ing too, but he didn’t want that.


Lancelot told him about the ill‐fated, se­cret love that had bound them since she had al­lowed him to de­flower her. Arthur’s anger that she had given her­self to him, Lancelot, be­fore the wed­ding. 


Pelli­nore drew in his shoul­ders as he re­counted his last fuck­ing of Guin­e­vere. Lancelot nod­ded grimly, that suited the de­bauched boy who had had to fuck his mother since he was 8 years old! They had fucked so many times in pub­lic that it brought no blush of shame to his face to fuck Guin­e­vere in pub­lic too! 


Lancelot was fu­ri­ous. Not at Pelli­nore, Mor­dred, or Guin­e­vere. He was an­gry at Arthur, for he had left Camelot and Guin­e­vere to their own de­vices. He tapped Pelli­nore’s shoul­der am­i­ca­bly. “I hope you fucked her with honor and deco­rum!” and now Pelli­nore re­lated in de­tail how it had gone and what they had whis­pered. Lancelot nod­ded and nod­ded, “that was well done, my friend!” Pelli­nore had to re­count the fuck­ing with Guin­e­vere three more times be­fore they all went to sleep. 


Mkele snug­gled up to him af­ter the first fuck in three days. She told him about Elaine’s love life, her ob­ses­sive mas­tur­ba­tion and fuck­ing with the lit­tle boys when Lancelot was not home. They heard Elaine’s cries of plea­sure and that im­me­di­ately made Pelli­nore stiff again. Elaine’s cries stopped abruptly and Mkele said, now she has fainted, she al­ways faints at or­gasm when Lancelot fucks her. 


They took breaks and fucked un­til Pelli­nore had enough. Mkele asked if she could mas­tur­bate, be­cause she didn’t al­ways get an or­gasm when they fucked. She had never mas­tur­bated when she was with Pelli­nore. He said if she wanted to be his maid, he could ac­cept that. But she was not his prop­erty. So if she still had fire in her ass af­ter fuck­ing him, she should put it out. Mkele whis­pered that so far she had al­ways waited un­til he fell asleep and only then put out her fire. He laughed and hugged her af­fec­tion­ately. “Go ahead and mas­tur­bate, my dear wife, to your lik­ing! I al­ways en­joy watch­ing, so do as you please!” She kissed him grate­fully and lay down on his chest, then be­gan to mas­tur­bate slowly, with­out haste, with­out hurry — but with quiet en­joy­ment. He nod­ded and soon fell asleep, though Mkele was far from fin­ished. 


They stayed on Joyeuse for months. Nei­ther Lancelot nor Elaine would let them go, and Mkele asked Pelli­nore one evening if she could fuck Sir Lancelot. Pelli­nore was taken aback. She ex­plained to him that Lancelot wanted to fuck her and she had told him she would have to ask her mas­ter. Pelli­nore growled that she was a free woman, to which she replied as usual, “I am your maid!” He laughed and asked what her pussy said to that? She bowed her head and whis­pered that she some­times thought about it. Yes, she wanted it. 


So it came to pass, Mkele slipped over in a trans­par­ent veil and al­ready in the door­way Elaine met her in her veil. Elaine dropped the veil and lay down with Pelli­nore. She snug­gled up and stroked him. He was ac­tu­ally not thrilled to now fuck Lancelot’s wife as well. 


Mke­les lust could be heard all the way to them. Elaine fo­cused on his cock and asked in a whis­per, “Won’t you fuck me, Sir Pelli­nore?” He gave a jerk, Mkele had ob­vi­ously found her lust and he re­ally wanted to fuck the pretty young thing. They cud­dled and kissed and Elaine knew how to kiss with her tongue. He started fuck­ing her, she had a tight lit­tle cunt and moved re­ally grace­fully and pas­sion­ately, she knew how to get a girl or­gasm while he was fuck­ing her. He had just re­ally got go­ing when she rolled her eyes in rap­ture and her or­gasm made her trem­ble vi­o­lently. She was un­con­scious. 


He broke off and waited a few min­utes un­til she awoke, dazed. With a glance, she re­al­ized that he had not cum. She al­ways fainted when she or­gasmed, Elaine said, ex­cept with the young boys, she didn’t or­gasm there. He was wel­come to fuck her in the faint and squirt in, Lancelot al­ways did it. They fucked again and she got the or­gasm just as fast as be­fore. She rolled her eyes, she shiv­ered vi­o­lently and passed out. He held her tight and kept fuck­ing, she grad­u­ally woke up and he was ready. She looked with wide open  child­like eyes as he cum. She pulled his cock out im­me­di­ately and rubbed the jets of se­men out with firm fin­gers. She rubbed ev­ery squirt­ing jet af­ter jet and nod­ded sat­is­fied, she did the same with the boys and he asked, what boys? She told him that she al­ways fucked the young page boys  when Lancelot was not at home. She gig­gled, usu­ally tak­ing two or three, but some­times five, and let­ting them fuck her in turn, but the cocks were too small to bring her to or­gasm. 


Mkele scur­ried in and lay on his other side. A young girl and a ma­ture woman. He kissed Elaine on the lips and told her to leave. He asked Mkele if she still wanted to mas­tur­bate, but she shook her head. Now they told each other how they had fucked. She had liked it su­per, she whis­pered, her pussy had a lot of plea­sure with Sir Lancelot. But she didn’t have the beau­ti­ful feel­ings of love as she had with him, her mas­ter. 


Ev­ery few days the women swapped men. Mkele loved it as much as he did, fuck­ing with Elaine was in­deed spe­cial, but he liked it as a very pleas­ant en­ter­tain­ment. When she was un­con­scious, he squirted in her tight fuck­hole, oth­er­wise she would rip his cock out and made him squirt in her throat, that he liked more than be made squirt­ing by hand.


New mes­sen­gers had ar­rived. The armies faced each other ir­rec­on­cil­ably. Lancelot smashed his drink­ing jug against the wall and walked into the gar­den brood­ing dully. He was not ready, and Elaine, the jeal­ous lit­tle witch, would not let him go.


Mkele lay by his side and lis­tened. He told her about his youth. The beau­ti­ful black slave girls who mas­tur­bated un­der their flow­ing robes at the noon siesta. The one who stripped naked and let him watch from close by. The one who took out his cock af­ter a few days and said he could fuck her one day. The mother. Mid­day siesta. She turned her back on him. He stuck his cock in her ass crease. She pinched her ass cheeks fear­fully. He fucked in her ass crease for weeks and squirted. How she showed him to fuck her in the ass­hole for weeks. Her strange trans­for­ma­tion and fear to let him fuck her in the real way. The trem­bling sighs of the mother. She turned on her back and in­serted his cock into her fuck hole with her hand. Fuck­ing and squirt­ing, in ev­ery noon siesta. The black slave girls would some­times peek in and leave im­me­di­ately. Sneak­ing in to her at night, as she had told him to do. That’s when he could fuck her so of­ten, be­cause she al­ways mas­tur­bated for hours. Ten years later, the fright. The fa­ther had al­ways known and never said any­thing. The trip to France. The knight’s craft. Ev­ery night a no­ble­woman. Eng­land. In the ser­vice of King Arthur. The se­duc­tion of the shy, de­mure and chaste Queen Mab, by then he al­ready knew Mkele. The search for the Holy Grail. The bor­ing fuck­ing with the maids, the daugh­ters and with peas­ant women who didn’t want to be fucked. The peas­ant wifes who wanted to be fucked and sent their hus­bands to the sta­bles to be able to fuck undis­turbed. The many, many vir­gins he was al­lowed to de­flower. 


They had a fine time on Joyeuse. Sir Lancelot set off for Arthur one morn­ing. Elaine lay with them at night and he fucked both women in turn. Elaine se­duced Mkele dur­ing his rest breaks. Watch­ing the two girls make love quickly made him horny again. He had dou­ble of work, but also the dou­ble plea­sure. Some­times, when he had fucked Elaine to un­con­scious­ness, Mkele would lick Elaine’s clit from or­gasm to or­gasm un­til she awoke.


Lancelot re­turned with Guin­e­vere. Arthur they had buried in Avalon, Mor­dred they left to the ravens. Guin­e­vere slept with Lancelot, Elaine had en­dured a week with them, watch­ing en­vi­ously as her hus­band pas­sion­ately fucked the ema­ci­ated Queen. Elaine could take it no more, she now came back to Pelli­nore and Mkele and let him fuck her and Mkele lick her to or­gasm. Elaine loved the clit lick­ing as much as Mkele.


Guin­e­vere had again and again  se­duced Pelli­nore and lay naked with him when Elaine and Mkele were with Lancelot. He fucked Guin­e­vere very pas­sion­ately, but his heart be­longed to Mkele. He did not think much of Guin­e­vere’s char­ac­ter, at heart she was just a no­ble whore.


They stayed on Joyeuse for three more months, then they rode on.


For the next two years they lived qui­etly and con­tent­edly in Wales. One evening, Mkele kissed him fer­vently and breathed that she was preg­nant. 






The An­gel of Death


by Jack Faber © 2023




Aline’s mother had died when she was 10, and she was al­lowed to sleep with Daddy and cry her­self to sleep. Daddy rubbed his cock ev­ery night be­fore he went to sleep, then he turned out the light. They slept naked since she was al­lowed to sleep with Daddy and tor­tured him un­til she was al­lowed to rub his cock. It wasn’t hard to learn and it sent nice shiv­ers down her spine when he stroked her pussy very finely and in­tensely in the mean­time. 


Im­me­di­ately af­ter the fu­neral Aunt Re­nate had stayed with them, she was the 20 years older sis­ter of her mother and a real nun. She came ev­ery day in the late af­ter­noon, cooked din­ner and took care of the kitchen. She al­ways got to bed very late, awk­wardly took off her black robe and lay down next to Daddy. She was re­ally old and roundly fat, her face not pretty and her breasts hung down to her belly but­ton like fat bags. She had quite no pu­bic hair left and her lit­tle clit was al­ways red and sore.


Aunt Re­nate didn’t care that Aline rubbed Daddy’s cock, she lay down, bent her legs and mas­tur­bated with her eyes closed. When Aline had let Daddy cum, she put her head be­tween Re­nate’s thick thighs and watched the mas­tur­ba­tion very closely. Af­ter a few days she was able to do it and with each day bet­ter. 


One evening Daddy stopped the hand of Aline and rolled over to Re­nate. She was sur­prised and stopped mas­tur­bat­ing. He wants to fuck her, Papa said. Re­nate shook her head in re­fusal. She had never fucked be­fore, she said an­grily, and she was too old for it. But Daddy’s cock was al­ready stiff and he re­ally wanted to fuck, not dis­cuss it. Aline sat up on the edge of the bed be­cause Daddy was grip­ping Re­nate’s wrists tightly. She turned her head away when he tried to kiss her. “Oh my God, I’m a vir­gin af­ter all,” Re­nate gasped, pressed, “please don’t do this to me, please don’t hurt me!” 


Daddy was very de­ter­mined and even though Re­nate tried to pull her cunt from him, Aline could see his glans latch­ing onto her cleft. Sud­denly Re­nate gave up. Daddy im­me­di­ately reached for his cock and put it in the right po­si­tion. He stroked Re­nate’s cheek with one hand and thrust very hard. She gave a sur­prised ex­cla­ma­tion, then Daddy be­gan to fuck her in­tensely. Aline had never seen the fuck­ing be­fore and watched ev­ery­thing keenly. Re­nate was not an­gry, on the con­trary. She first made a face like a poor bunny, later she kicked her legs and panted like a dog, tongue half stuck out. Fuck­ing ob­vi­ously made her very horny and you could tell she was hav­ing a hell of a lot of fun. He fucked faster and faster and Re­nate’s body and legs were rocked wildly. Daddy was now thrust­ing slowly and deeply and Aline knew he was cum­ing. 


Daddy lay down next to Aline and slowly dozed off, Re­nate started to mas­tur­bate with a first quick or­gasm only sec­onds af­ter the fuck­ing and then con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate like ev­ery night and Aline turned off the light. She would ask Daddy ev­ery­thing to­mor­row, now she took care of her clit, which had be­come all stiff and horny from watch­ing their fuck­ing. Yes, she would ask him to­mor­row. 


The next two years went on evenly. Daddy ini­tially fucked Re­nate ev­ery night, who took it word­lessly and then mas­tur­bated. Aline fol­lowed the fuck­ing with in­ter­est, Re­nate al­ways got horny very quickly and usu­ally had an or­gasm be­fore he cum. Re­nate watched him word­lessly as he got into it and then squirted into her fuck­hole. Daddy didn’t have much fun with fuck­ing, be­cause Re­nate doesn’t do it right, he com­plained to Aline. Re­nate would just have to fuck along, said Daddy, not just lie there like a punch­ing bag. Aline un­der­stood this and once spoke to Re­nate about it when they were cook­ing din­ner to­gether. Re­nate kept silent grimly and worked on the veg­eta­bles with a pinch. Per­haps she was of the opin­ion that a 12‐year‐old did not need to give her ad­vice.


Aline was very proud of her breasts, which had fi­nally started to grow. Daddy had to feel and ca­ress them ev­ery evening and com­pli­ment them. Aline was al­most 13 and now went shop­ping all by her­self with the gro­cery cards and a lit­tle money. If she didn’t get some­thing on Re­nate’s shop­ping list, she im­pro­vised and looked for a sub­sti­tute. As Daddy had said, she dodged the Ger­man road­block­ing  sol­diers, and that al­ways worked. “Paris be­longs to us French,” Papa said of­ten, “one day we’ll chase the damn Ger­mans away!” Aline said noth­ing to this, for she had of­ten looked at the Ger­man sol­diers and there were some very pretty ones among them.


Slowly she ap­proached the sub­ject. Re­nate re­ally never felt like get­ting fucked fur­ther af­ter her quick or­gasm and lay there like a buff sand­bag while fuck­ing and let it hap­pen. Daddy fucked Re­nate ev­ery day to her or­gasm and Aline did him later with her hand. She was old enough to fuck now, she kept telling Daddy, though he shook his head. She would some­times pull his hard‐on in front of her pussy and look, but it was way too big. She got him to fuck and cum in her vagi­nal en­trance only. How­ever, it took sev­eral more weeks be­fore he was ready. 


“De­flow­er­ing hurts a lit­tle,” he said, and she nod­ded. She’d seen it hap­pen at Re­nate’s, and it was over in a mo­ment, she said. She cer­tainly wouldn’t lie there like a punch­ing bag ei­ther, she said gig­gling. He was kneel­ing be­tween her thighs and the glans was al­ready in her vagi­nal en­trance. 


“Okay?” he asked, and she nod­ded ex­cit­edly. “Okay,” Aline whis­pered, hold­ing him by the hips. She felt just a lit­tle prick and then how the warm cock pen­e­trated quite deeply. Daddy kissed her on the mouth, his tongue seek­ing hers. They had never kissed like this be­fore and she em­braced his neck. The French kiss­ing was ac­tu­ally quite light and it made her trem­ble, the shiv­ers ran down her spine so beau­ti­fully. She closed her eyes and lis­tened in­side, the thrust­ing made her hornier and hornier. She gen­tly pushed along, ex­actly in time with him. He moaned and squirted, squirt­ing and squirt­ing all at once. She knew his cock would go soft right af­ter that and was a lit­tle sad that it was al­ready over. He low­ered him­self next to her, he was dog tired. He stroked her face and asked qui­etly if it was okay with her. She nod­ded and said she was al­most at or­gasm, maybe next time. He nod­ded and dozed off. Aline looked at Re­nate, who was mas­tur­bat­ing silently. Aline turned out the light and de­voted her­self to her clit. She was mighty proud that she had fucked and she had al­most come to or­gasm. The resid­ual ex­cite­ment grew as she touched her clit.


Af­ter 14 days Aline had al­ready fig­ured out what she had to do to or­gasm while fuck­ing. Daddy was ob­vi­ously very happy with their fuck­ing and only fucked Re­nate briefly, mostly just as an ap­pe­tizer to the main course with Aline. He fucked with­out squirt­ing Re­nate, who came very eas­ily to or­gasm and im­me­di­ately lay down with Aline. He fucked her long and ex­ten­sively and squirted into her af­ter she had or­gasmed. Aline mas­tur­bated ev­ery night un­til her eyes closed. The tired­ness came when she had re­laxed a few times. Those were prob­a­bly the three best years Aline had with Daddy. 


Re­nate had called, say­ing she was stay­ing with the nuns in sol­i­dar­ity be­cause the damned Ger­mans had oc­cu­pied the con­vent. She would stay with her sis­ters even though there were ru­mors that they would all be de­ported to Poland. That’s what hap­pened, the nuns were taken to Poland and Daddy went to the Ré­sis­tance meet­ings ev­ery night. Aline was 17 and was also al­lowed to go with him. The Ré­sis­tance could make good use of a young girl and they both couldn’t go home be­cause the Ger­mans had searched their apart­ment and Daddy was put on the wanted list. 


Daddy ac­com­pa­nied her to the Rue Bar­bès. He took her to the most ex­pen­sive es­tab­lish­ment in Paris, the Flamingo Club. “It’s a whore house, I know” he said, “but the safest place in this damn war!” He paused, for two peo­ple were pass­ing close by. “I know the Madame, she’s a leader in the Ré­sis­tance and ex­tremely re­li­able, you can trust her. I’m go­ing to dis­ap­pear, I have to. But I’ll visit you as of­ten as I can!” It was the mo­ment when they had to part. She hugged Daddy and felt that it was a good­bye for­ever.


A pretty young woman led her to the sec­ond floor, to Madame’s of­fice. She had to wait a few min­utes, Madame was on the phone. She was a very old woman, very el­e­gantly dressed and beau­ti­fully made up. She was very en­er­getic, Aline rec­og­nized that im­me­di­ately, al­though she didn’t un­der­stand the lan­guage, it was prob­a­bly Ital­ian or Span­ish. She hung up the phone, some women left the of­fice. Two women re­mained and a four‐toned gi­ant. Ben, whom she was to get to know bet­ter later. The greet­ing was friendly and Madame asked this and that. How far she had come at the Ly­cée and that the school had been closed for a year.


Whether she knew what the Flamingo Club was and Aline nod­ded, an ex­pen­sive whore house. Madame smiled finely, that was true of course, but we are talk­ing about an es­tab­lish­ment, that sounded bet­ter. Aline nod­ded, she apol­o­gize. Madame laughed and flashed her flaw­less teeth. Never again should she apol­o­gize, one stand by one’s con­vic­tions or learn qui­etly. “I’ve known your fa­ther for a very long time, he’s one of the best!” Madame spoke of the Ré­sis­tance with­out call­ing the child by name. Madame leaned back and told her to un­dress. Aline looked at the two women and Ben, but Madame nod­ded, go ahead! Aline quickly re­moved the dress and stood in front of the four­some in her panties. Madame pointed with her long cig­a­rette holder, that too! Very un­set­tled, Aline took off the panties. 


The four looked at her very closely and smiled kindly. Madame asked if she had shaved her pu­bic hair, but Aline shook her head, they had not grown at all yet. And no, she was not men­stru­at­ing yet ei­ther. Madame nod­ded kindly, that makes you pre­cious. Aline replied that she spoke Ger­man quite well be­sides French, her mother was from Aus­tria. Madame looked at her pa­pers, yes, von Walden­berg. The Baroness, and Aline al­ready wanted to deny it, but she kept her mouth shut, she didn’t re­ally know. And of course she also had 5 years of Latin, but she didn’t speak it. Ben grinned im­pu­dently and winked hap­pily at her, then pet­ri­fied him­self back into a statue. Yes, her mother and her sis­ter Re­nate al­ways spoke Ger­man to her. 


Madame ex­changed a mean­ing­ful glance with the two women, who nod­ded in agree­ment. “But now for some­thing else,” Madame said, ask­ing how she felt about the Ger­man oc­cu­piers and the French re­sis­tance? Aline con­cen­trated and com­pletely for­got that she was naked. She looked at the four of them and replied, “My fa­ther said I could speak openly with Madame.” Madame nod­ded, then said those present could hear ev­ery­thing. Aline thought for a mo­ment. She didn’t know any Ger­mans per­son­ally and only knew what was gen­er­ally said about them. Even if only half of it was true, they were scum and not hon­or­able men. Madame re­mained silent and awk­wardly lit a cig­a­rette.


She had been go­ing along with her fa­ther to the se­cret meet­ings for al­most a year, and she thought it right and just that they should send the Ger­mans away again or throw them out by force. If she were not only 17, she would have joined the fight­ers, but the fa­ther had for­bid­den it. Madame lin­gered on this point for a long time. She said that many Ger­mans came to the es­tab­lish­ment, they loved the shows, the cham­pagne and the girls. She would like to have Aline work in the es­tab­lish­ment, drink cham­pagne with the Ger­mans and go to the room with them. She looked at Aline ques­tion­ingly. Aline nod­ded in agree­ment and mum­bled that she was happy to do that, but she had never had Cham­pagne or other al­co­hol be­fore. 


And go­ing to the room with the gen­tle­men was no prob­lem, she had been fuck­ing al­ready for 4 years. Madame did a quick cal­cu­la­tion and asked if she had fucked many lovers in those 4 years? Aline shook her head, No, it was only one. She didn’t want to say it was Daddy and when Madame asked if her lover might mind, she shook her head. “He’s with the Ré­sis­tance, I don’t know where he is or if we’ll meet again,” Aline said in a firm voice, sup­press­ing tears. Madame now spoke to one of the two women and then told Aline that Yvonne would show her the room, take her to the dress­maker to have beau­ti­ful clothes made, and ex­plain ev­ery­thing to her in de­tail, how things were done in the es­tab­lish­ment, what was all right and what was not. Madame stood up, nod­ded to her and dis­ap­peared be­hind a heavy cur­tain. 


Aline dressed quickly, Yvonne in­tro­duced her to Monique and Ben. Ben was re­spon­si­ble for keep­ing the house in or­der, watch­ing out for all the girls and kick­ing out the ruf­fi­ans. Aline shook hands with them and squealed be­cause Ben’s hand­shake was painful. Ben looked at her kindly, if there was a prob­lem with a guest, she should press the emer­gency but­ton, he would be right there. Grad­u­ally the pic­ture formed for Aline. Yvonne showed her the room, went with her to the dress­maker, who mea­sured her very care­fully. Yvonne made an ap­point­ment for the next day with the pho­tog­ra­pher, she gig­gled while talk­ing on the phone. “That guy tries to fuck for free ev­ery time!” she said laugh­ing to Aline. “A very im­por­tant point: who­ever you fuck, that’s up to you, but never for free! Ev­ery­one has to pay, re­ally ev­ery­one!” 


The pho­tog­ra­pher tried it the other day, of course, and Aline told him the price, 2,000 francs. That was al­ready a friend­ship price, she added, be­cause the po­maded and made‐up pho­tog­ra­pher was not a pleas­ant ap­pear­ance. Yvonne smiled in the back­ground. Aline had never been pho­tographed naked be­fore and she only did what Yvonne told her to do. What­ever the pho­tog­ra­pher thought of, she al­ways looked at Yvonne. She was very un­com­fort­able that the pho­tog­ra­pher kept touch­ing her body at any mo­ment.


In the evening she picked up Monique and sat down with her in the crowded club. Monique ex­plained ex­actly how it went down and gave her valu­able ad­vice on what to look out for. She drank a glass of Cham­pagne and it tasted quite good. Af­ter the sec­ond glass she stopped, feel­ing only a very slight dizzi­ness. Monique said she had to drink with the guests, but it was bet­ter if she just sipped the glass, it was much wiser. If she was thirsty, then a juice or min­eral wa­ter would do. Most of the girls do it that way, it was an un­speak­able stu­pid­ity to get drunk at work. Aline nod­ded, she would re­mem­ber that well, I prom­ise! It was much more dif­fi­cult to lis­ten to the guests and make con­ver­sa­tion. One should only say some­thing vague and ap­prox­i­mate, prefer­ably re­peat­ing the mean­ing of what the guest said. In no case to say one’s own opin­ion or con­vic­tion, even if it was of­ten dif­fi­cult. That was just as im­por­tant as drink­ing, that could go wrong very quickly! Aline nod­ded, that was easy to un­der­stand. 


A young Ger­man, af­ter ask­ing po­litely, sat down with them and or­dered a Cham­pagne. Monique an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive as she qui­etly asked if she should do it with him. “You de­cide and not for free,” Monique mur­mured and left af­ter a few min­utes. The Ger­man chat­ted the whole time, ob­vi­ously happy to be able to talk Ger­man with a girl. Aline lis­tened and just said the same thing he had said, mu­tatis mu­tan­dis. At some point he wanted to get in­ti­mate with her. She didn’t mind, he wasn’t sober any­more, but he was a smart guy and of course he wanted to pay. She pre­ceded him to­wards her room, but Ben was stand­ing in the cor­ri­dor point­ing to a com­pletely dif­fer­ent room. 


They fucked quite hap­pily and she had no bad im­pres­sion of the young Ger­man. He paid as agreed and kissed her on the mouth be­fore go­ing out. She ex­changed a quick glance with Ben, who had been wait­ing a few steps be­side the room. It was a good start. Over the next year, Aline fucked hun­dreds of Ger­mans and most of them seemed like de­cent peo­ple to her. Ben only had to throw out a hand­ful and she was grate­ful be­cause he was al­ways there when she needed him. Ben had fucked Aline only a few times in the be­gin­ning, and de­spite his small cock, he man­aged to make her re­ally horny and usu­ally bring her to or­gasm. He was com­pletely in­fat­u­ated with the young, child­like girl who mas­tur­bated so nat­u­rally when she didn’t have an or­gasm while fuck­ing. Later they fucked reg­u­larly ev­ery day in the early af­ter­noon, when the busi­ness had not yet started.


Madame took a drag on her cig­a­rette holder and sipped her liquor. Aline waited a lit­tle ex­cit­edly, as she usu­ally greeted Madame from a dis­tance, but it was spe­cial to be sum­moned to her of­fice. She was quite sure that she had not done any­thing wrong. She had fit into the es­tab­lish­ment like a liv­ing or­gan­ism. Madame looked up. She said only a few sen­tences of small talk and got down to busi­ness. Was she still in line with the Re­sis­tance?


Aline nod­ded in agree­ment, Yes, she was still ready to drive the Ger­mans out of Paris. Her face be­gan to glow. Madame nod­ded and smiled. She would have an as­sign­ment for her. To put a few drops in a Cham­pagne glass for a cer­tain of­fi­cer. “Think that it is only a lax­a­tive, my sweet,” Madame said with a smile, “but I will not lie to you. It is a poi­son, a slow‐act­ing poi­son. He won’t die un­til two days later, so no one can sus­pect you.” Madame looked straight at her and took a drag on her cig­a­rette. “We don’t kill in­no­cent peo­ple, my sweet­heart, only the most dis­gust­ing pigs.” They fell silent and Aline nod­ded in agree­ment, she un­der­stood that, she mur­mured al­most in­audi­bly. “I am ready, Madame Lav­ernier!” she said in a firm voice. Madame nod­ded and briefly ex­plained how it was to be done. Aline went out 15 min­utes later and leaned against the wall of the cor­ri­dor. She was shak­ing all over. Fi­nally she could do some­thing for the Ré­sis­tance, but on the other hand she was ter­ri­fied. She had never killed any­one be­fore, not even slapped any­one. Ben stepped be­hind her and hugged her from be­hind. “Don’t worry, lit­tle one, I’ll take care of you!” Aline leaned back, the big bear grad­u­ally re­as­sur­ing her. “Do you like to fuck me now?” she asked softly, walk­ing with him to her room. 


Yvonne gave her a small vial a few days later. Five drops, she whis­pered, point­ing her chin at the man at her ta­ble. Aline took the vial and 10 min­utes later went to the room with the Ger­man. Ben was stand­ing in front of the “fuck room” and Aline could see that he was clutch­ing his pis­tol un­der his jacket with one hand. It was a piece of cake, five drops and the guy left af­ter fuck­ing. 


Aline soon lost count, there were close to 80 or 90 men she poi­soned over the course of the next months. Once, the Ger­man col­lapsed af­ter be­ing fucked. She called Ben, who took the dy­ing man to the back exit and threw him into a wait­ing car. That was a sig­nal for them all to be even more care­ful. Nev­er­the­less, the raids be­came more fre­quent, one or an­other of their pro­tec­tors or wait­ers dis­ap­peared with­out a trace. Monique was ar­rested one day be­hind the bar counter. She was a dirty Jew cunt, Aline could hear as the Ger­mans left. 


Madame and Aline were ar­rested at the same time. Ben would not let them go, he en­gaged in a shootout with the Ger­mans and was shot in the leg. Aline could only give him one last look be­fore the black car took her and Madame away.


Aline was in­ter­ro­gated for many hours, forced to wait on a bench in the cor­ri­dor when they took a break. A crowd of Ger­mans dragged the life­less Madame past her. Aline snapped that she had poi­soned her­self dur­ing the in­ter­ro­ga­tion. This shook her im­mensely. Things had to be very bad when a steely‐eyed woman like Madame com­mit­ted sui­cide. Aline straight­ened up. She would not re­veal any­thing, she re­mained rock solid with her story that she had only worked as a whore and an an­i­ma­tor. She had noth­ing to do with Madame Lav­ernier and knew noth­ing of the Re­sis­tance or any drug deals. She had only drunk and fucked with the men. She had to look at sev­eral hun­dred pho­to­graphs to see if she could rec­og­nize any­one. She found a hand­ful of Ger­man of­fi­cers who had been in­fil­trated into the fold­ers. She was quite sure they were Ger­man of­fi­cers she was “re­veal­ing.”


On the fourth day, the in­ter­ro­ga­tions stopped. For seven days she waited in the cell with­out any­thing hap­pen­ing. On the 8th day they led her into a small room, there she stood to­gether with 3 other women in front of the judge’s bench. The Ger­man oc­cu­piers were ob­vi­ously con­fused and walked around in a rather undis­ci­plined man­ner. Aline picked up scraps of words, the Ger­mans were ob­vi­ously on the run, just get away from here! 


The judge spoke such a strong di­alect that Aline could hardly fol­low. She was called by a com­pletely false name and, like the 3 other women, sen­tenced to death as mem­bers of the Ré­sis­tance. Three min­utes later they were taken away and crammed into a van. She screamed her name and that she was not that other, but no one paid any at­ten­tion to her. An hour later, they ar­rived at Mont Valérien. 


One last night in the small chapel where 30 peo­ple sat or lay hud­dled to­gether. Not a sin­gle fa­mil­iar face. Aline smiled de­spite the fright­en­ing sit­u­a­tion. She was now of­fi­cially part of the Re­sis­tance, the dumbed‐down bu­reau­cratic ap­pa­ra­tus had pro­moted her there. What irony! 


The chapel was emp­ty­ing. The dry ri­fle vol­leys made those who re­mained cringe ev­ery quar­ter of an hour. Through the night, crowds of Ger­mans poured into the old fort and ran away again. Aline could not tear her­self away from the small win­dow. It was just fright­en­ing the way things were go­ing out­side. They were only five left when the door opened for the last time. Those who were called walked out with their heads bowed. Aline did not move; her name was not called. A sol­dier stepped up to her and beat her out with the butt of his ri­fle.


She shook her head in de­nial like the oth­ers, she didn’t want a blind­fold. One last mo­ment in the dusk of that Au­gust 19, 1944, tears rolled down Aline’s cheeks. “I’m not even 20 yet,” she thought. And she won­dered where her fa­ther was?


She stared into the gun bar­rels. A mop of blond, tou­sled hair un­der his cap. Light blue, empty eyes. A child’s face. The sergeant cleared his throat for the third or fourth time. 


“Fire!”






On the is­land


by Jack Faber © 2023




Astrid was swim­ming for her life. The storm had slapped two of the dragon boats against the rocks, and her fa­ther and hus­band had per­ished in the floods, dis­ap­peared with man and mouse. Few of her com­pa­tri­ots could swim at all, but she ex­celled. She spot­ted the shock of red hair on Erik, her hus­band’s 12‐year‐old son. She grabbed him and yanked his face up. He gasped, chok­ing. She held him un­der the armpit and swam, away from the rocks. 


The gods had caught sight of her, a long­boat was rowed past at arm’s length be­side her, away from the rocks! The helms­man threw her a rope, she held on. The boat shot for­ward, en­ter­ing calmer wa­ters. The storm stopped as quickly as it had come up. She looked back. A to­tal of 4 ships had been wrecked, 3 had es­caped the storm and the rocks. She held on to her­self and Erik. Fif­teen min­utes later, the men brought them both aboard. Three days later they had ar­rived at their des­ti­na­tion, one of the Orkney‐Is­lands. 


It took weeks to find a suit­able place to set­tle, and months for them to build enough huts. Astrid and Erik had built a small hut with the help of the oth­ers. Astrid was the only one who un­der­stood wil­low weav­ing. There was plenty of wil­low and good, hard grass, which she needed. The pain of los­ing her fa­ther, hus­band and many friends in the rag­ing sea grad­u­ally faded. She was needed, Erik was needed. There were only two women among the many men be­sides her. 


Astrid re­mem­bered the first evening. Peo­ple found sev­eral caves to spend the night. She had a small cave for the two of them alone. Most of the time she held Erik in her arms, he was deathly sad be­cause his fa­ther and grand­fa­ther had per­ished in the floods this morn­ing. She laid out a bed­stead of furs and spread out her wet clothes. It was a warm evening and she did not mind stay­ing naked. It was te­dious to take off Erik’s wet clothes. He was not used to nu­dity and could not take his eyes off her naked body, he had never seen her naked be­fore. She pressed the cry­ing, naked boy against her. She didn’t need to warm him, she needed to com­fort him. He buried his face against her chest and cried silently. She stroked him sooth­ingly and he ac­tu­ally calmed down. She could feel his stiff cock and ca­ressed it. She knew ex­actly what would fol­low and he was torn be­tween sad­ness and horni­ness. Never had a girl or woman touched his cock, he had only ever mas­tur­bated se­cretly un­der cover of dark­ness be­hind the house while fa­ther and new mother fucked in­side. Of course, both the fa­ther and Astrid knew he was mas­tur­bat­ing out­side, but that was okay. Astrid dis­tracted him from the sad­ness, she stroked his cock very de­lib­er­ately and soon achieved that he stopped cry­ing and con­cen­trated on his arousal. She ca­ressed him in­sis­tently and tried to make him squirt. She could feel the squirt­ing com­ing. She put her fin­gers pro­tec­tively on his cock and let him squirt. While he was still squirt­ing she con­tin­ued to ca­ress his cock un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. She stroked his head that was rest­ing on her breasts and whis­pered that it was all­right and that it was okay to squirt. “You men need it ev­ery day,” she whis­pered, “it’s per­fectly fine with me that you squirt!” She hugged her step­son more lov­ingly than she ever had be­fore and told him to go to sleep now. She held him tightly un­til he fell asleep. Only then did she have time to be afraid of the to­tally un­cer­tain fu­ture. Her hus­band and fa­ther had drowned early this morn­ing, the ex­cit­ing fu­ture they had imag­ined had gone down with them. She cried un­til she tiredly fell asleep.


Erik could no longer sleep alone at night. He snug­gled up to her, they were both naked, warmed each other and of course she felt it when he pressed his stiff cock against her naked body. She didn’t move when he sat in a cor­ner of the cabin and mas­tur­bated with his back to her. He had to do it like this, he was told once. Af­ter a few days, she said he could safely lie down be­side her and mas­tur­bate, it was fine with her. He was pleased on the one hand, fright­ened on the other. Ly­ing naked next to each other while sleep­ing, okay. But while mas­tur­bat­ing? She in­sisted. “If you want to touch me be­cause it makes you horny, then do it, I don’t mind!” In the be­gin­ning she let him mas­tur­bate alone and he was al­lowed to ca­ress her dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion, that ex­cited him a lot. He trusted her, fon­dled her breasts and mas­tur­bated. His hand slid to her pu­bic the other day and she nod­ded with a smile, that was okay. He cu­ri­ously pal­pated her pussy and she opened her legs smil­ing, that was okay too. He stared at her pussy and mas­tur­bated. She stroked his in­ner thighs sooth­ingly as the boy mas­tur­bated wildly and fu­ri­ously. She silently prayed to the gods when Erik mas­tur­bated and his se­men squirted all over her hips, thighs or pussy. She nod­ded at him in af­fir­ma­tion, go ahead, it’s okay! For a few days he stared at her pussy and mas­tur­bated bliss­fully, squirt­ing on her pussy in a high arc. She ca­ressed him, he was al­lowed to lie on top of her while mas­tur­bat­ing if he pre­ferred. He cud­dled up to her af­ter he had squirted and cried. He had first lost his mother and lit­tle sis­ter years ago, and now his fa­ther and grand­fa­ther dur­ing the sea cross­ing. He sobbed against Astrid’s chest and she ca­ressed his cock. He calmed down be­cause it was so nice when she ca­ressed his cock right in front of her pussy and im­me­di­ately let it go be­fore it came to squirt. She ex­cited his tes­ti­cles with her fin­gers and he squirted all by him­self on her pussy, with­out hav­ing to touch the cock.


He lay on top of her ev­ery night, she ca­ressed his cock very lightly un­til he was ready to squirt. He moved back and forth on her body, rock­ing and thrust­ing his cock on her pussy. She let go of his cock and stroked his butt cheeks, he rubbed his body against hers and squirted the mo­ment her hand stroked his ass­cheeks and ass­crease. She let her hand slide lower, stroking his tes­ti­cles and the root of his cock. This made him squirt the best, her fin­gers slid be­tween his ass­cheeks and grabbed his sack­let from be­hind, later pur­pose­fully grab­bing his cock. He moaned when she ca­ressed his cock from be­low, from be­hind, un­til he squirted. That was their sce­nario for the first few weeks. 


She had made Erik squirt twice, had ex­cited his tes­ti­cles with gen­tle touches and ca­ressed his cock lightly from be­hind. He was highly aroused and slid up and down on her body un­til he cum. He wanted her to mas­tur­bate him with her hand the sec­ond time. She let him sink back and pulled his fore­skin all the way back. She licked his glans un­til he squirted in her mouth and then she mas­tur­bated him for the first time while fin­ish­ing the squirt­ing. She pulled the last drops out of his cock with two fin­gers and asked if it was good? He nod­ded and she rubbed the drops all the way out. He said the cum in her mouth had been quite won­der­ful, much nicer than mas­tur­bat­ing by hand. “I’ll be happy to do you again with my mouth, be­cause I like that too,” Astrid said, broadly smil­ing.


Erik pre­ferred to sit be­tween her legs and mas­tur­bate, his eyes fixed on her pussy. She had put her fin­gers on her clit and al­lowed him to squirt di­rectly onto her pussy. He moved very close to her so that his glans touched her labia as he mas­tur­bated. She smiled sweetly and di­rected his glans to her clit. There he should rub his glans against it, she liked that very much. He nod­ded and rubbed the glans very hard on her clit un­til he squirted. She took the glans and rubbed it firmly on her clit, she cir­cled her fin­ger on the clit and sup­pressed the or­gasm. She trem­bled ever so slightly and let go of his glans. 


He needed it again, af­ter a brief pause. She nod­ded that she would mas­tur­bate him with her hand and in­serted his glans into her lit­tle hole. He widened his eyes, he didn’t ex­pect that! She rubbed his cock and he turned his head to the side, for he was ashamed that all he could think about was fuck­ing her. She quickly made him squirt and pulled his cock half­way into her hole as he squirted. He grabbed her hips and shud­dered, his cock twitch­ing and jerk­ing in­side her and squirt­ing in­side. They sat mo­tion­less fac­ing each other for a few more min­utes, he had his eyes closed and was feel­ing her hole from the in­side with his cock. She pulled out his soft cock and pulled him into her em­brace. “This is how we’ll do it from now on, I’ll do you with my mouth first and then you get to cum in­side, good?” she said, stroking his head. He nod­ded quite ex­cit­edly, be­cause he would never have dared to ask her ex­plic­itly about it. They did it like this for many days, usu­ally he still had an erec­tion af­ter the sec­ond squirt and she pa­tiently let him squirt in again for the third time. But then he was com­pletely done and soon fell asleep. 


Erik loved to squirt in Astrid’s mouth at the be­gin­ning, her fin­gers mas­tur­bated his cock only very gen­tly, the main work was done by her tongue. She smiled so sweetly while she did it that it got him all hot. His cock re­mained hard and he pen­e­trated her vagina very quickly and deeply. He al­most al­ways had to squirt im­me­di­ately and was then quite em­bar­rassed. But she smiled again and grabbed his cock as best she could. He stayed stiff and deep in­side her, so it was quite dif­fi­cult for her to mas­tur­bate him. The heel of her hand rubbed her clit while she mas­tur­bated him. It al­ways took her a long time to make him cum and the fin­gers of her other hand cir­cled upon her clit. She sup­pressed her or­gasm and only let her thighs trem­ble slightly. She kept eye con­tact with him to hide her se­cret mas­tur­ba­tion and or­gasms. When she felt he re­mained stiff, she mas­tur­bated him again. She pulled out his soft cock and, if she was still aroused, she pulled the fore­skin all the way back and let his glans dance on her clit un­til her thighs trem­bled. Then it was time to go to sleep. 


She thought of her fa­ther and hus­band who would never fuck her again. She had al­ways loved to fuck, but she never got preg­nant. She missed her fa­ther, her hus­band, the fuck­ing very much. When Erik had squirted two or three times, he would fall asleep. It was very dif­fi­cult for her to mas­tur­bate at first. She had not mas­tur­bated since she could fuck, but now she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night and prob­a­bly more of­ten than ever be­fore. Only when she got tired from the or­gasms did she fall asleep. She mas­tur­bated not be­cause she was horny, but be­cause her clit de­manded it. The more hope­less her sit­u­a­tion was, the more she was afraid of to­mor­row, the more ur­gently her clit throbbed. She hid mas­tur­bat­ing from Erik as long as they didn’t fuck each other. 


The men knew where to find her, on the river­bank, by the wil­lows. The men came for her, of course, not for the wil­lows. She didn’t turn any­one away, she lay down in the grass with them and they fucked. There were some who could fuck very well and with whom she came to or­gasm. Many, how­ever, squirted way too early and didn’t care that she was amped up and un­sat­is­fied. Most of the men had enough chores and work to do, only one or two sneaked off to the pas­tures dur­ing the week. That didn’t bother her, she had enough work too, the wil­low bas­kets didn’t weave them­selves.


Ran­galf was the leader. He was very old and vis­ited her at the wil­lows be­cause he val­ued her as a clever con­ver­sa­tion­al­ist. He laughed grimly when she asked him once. His well had dried up, he said, it no longer urged him to lie down with a woman. Astrid was star­tled, for she had never known any­one who was done with it. He was, af­ter all, the old­est per­son she knew. Ran­galf usu­ally came around noon, shared his snack and wa­ter with her. He usu­ally talked about is­sues and mat­ters of the com­mu­nity and lis­tened to her thoughts very at­ten­tively. 


Ran­galf saw a prob­lem com­ing, for the other two women, who were mar­ried and whose hus­bands worked their ass off in the woods, were grow­ing bolder in their whor­ing. On the one hand, the two women were there with their hus­bands, and on the other hand, they were not very de­sir­able, Astrid said. Ran­galf nod­ded in agree­ment, he had al­ready ob­served the ugly women fuck­ing and agreed with her. He was mainly both­ered by the shame­less­ness with which they fucked in pub­lic, that had to lead to prob­lems one day. The men gath­ered around the women when they got fucked and ev­ery­one got the op­por­tu­nity to fuck them too. Ran­galf did not in­ter­fere, be­cause the men had to blow off steam. Astrid had seen both of them fuck­ing other men in pub­lic over and over again in front of ev­ery­one, but they didn’t get the re­ally de­sir­able men. One day the hus­bands will no longer be able to look the other way and then there would re­ally be a prob­lem. 


In the course of time she told him ev­ery­thing about her­self. How the black dis­ease had taken her mother and her sis­ters within a few days. That she had lain with her fa­ther and he had de­flow­ered the 12 year old. She liked to be her fa­ther’s wife, they loved each other very much and she stopped mas­tur­bat­ing there, be­cause she got the or­gasms while fuck­ing with him. The fa­ther had said that he had never seen a woman who came to or­gasm as quickly and eas­ily as she did. Even when she mar­ried at 19, she con­tin­ued to fuck with her fa­ther, her hus­band had to ad­mit to her. But he got along very well with her fa­ther and felt no jeal­ousy. Her hus­band’s first wife had died in child­birth, leav­ing him with 10‐year‐old Erik. She told Ran­galf that she might not have any chil­dren, it was such a dull feel­ing that gnawed at her. But she would fuck any man who felt like fuck­ing, be­cause maybe she could get preg­nant af­ter all. 


Astrid cried as she told Ran­galf. He waited silently un­til she had cried her­self out. He knew how the blows of the gods could strike some­one, how much you suf­fered when a loved one was torn from you. He took Astrid’s hand and stroked it gen­tly. He also knew that the tears would even­tu­ally stop.


One evening loud tram­pling, loudly bawl­ing drunks ap­proached her hut. She held Erik tightly and mur­mured in his ear that he should not mut­ter. The drunks, it was the 4 Hal­grim‐broth­ers, came in. She pushed Erik aside and cov­ered her breasts and pu­bic with her hands. They didn’t come to in­ter­rupt her, the boys grunted hap­pily, they had only come to fuck a lit­tle bit and she could go ahead with Erik, the men said laugh­ing. Erik sat down in the fur­thest cor­ner, clutch­ing his knees and mak­ing him­self as small as pos­si­ble. 


Astrid smiled re­as­sur­ingly at him, that was no prob­lem! The 4 guys fucked her one by one and laughed, roared and ac­com­pa­nied each other’s fuck­ing with raunchy words. Astrid could see how aroused Erik was get­ting de­spite his ini­tial fear, his cock spurt­ing at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals with­out Erik touch­ing him­self. The boys were done, they could take no more. Loudly and with boom­ing laugh­ters they left. Astrid was tired from the or­gasms and beck­oned Erik to her. She held him em­braced and soon fell asleep. 


She thought of how much the Hal­grim‐broth­ers’ fuck­ing the night be­fore had con­fused him. Had it hurt her, the fuck­ing, yes­ter­day? She smiled, but no, the broth­ers had not hurt her, fuck­ing was some­thing nat­u­ral af­ter all. Could he fuck her too? Erik asked softly. She laughed, he was still quite young and for fuck­ing his cock would have to be stiff. She squeezed the soft cock and gave him a kiss on the cheek. She held him em­braced and soon fell asleep.


She mas­tur­bated Erik ev­ery night, usu­ally twice with a break. At start­ing she made him cum in her mouth, which he liked very much. She told him all about fuck­ing dur­ing the break and how hus­band and wife fuck­ing usu­ally went, be­cause that’s what he wanted to know. Af­ter that she quickly mas­tur­bated the im­pa­tient boy in­side her hole and he turned over to sleep. She waited a bit and mas­tur­bated. The moon was shin­ing brightly in the door­way when she stopped much later and opened her eyes. Erik was sit­ting up­right and had been watch­ing her. She im­me­di­ately saw his stiff cock. He waited un­til she calmed down and gen­tly ca­ressed her pussy. He just looked at her and knelt be­tween her legs. 


They didn’t speak a word. He bent over and moved his cock into po­si­tion. Sigh­ing, she opened her legs and un­folded her knees. He pushed in. She held onto his shoul­ders as he fucked her. He had been pay­ing at­ten­tion, af­ter all, and knew how to do it. De­spite her tired­ness, she felt the or­gasm ap­proach­ing and let it hap­pen, cling­ing to him and let­ting the or­gasm shake her vi­o­lently with­out los­ing his cock. It took him quite a while be­fore he squirted. She looked at his face, it was very clear how much he liked it. From now on they fucked ev­ery night, some­times twice when he was stiff again. 


The Hal­grim‐broth­ers came ir­reg­u­larly, for they rarely brewed booze, but they came ev­ery few weeks. Astrid smiled kindly and also took a big sip of the booze. Ev­ery­thing had to be peace­ful, be­cause the drunken boys could also smash ev­ery­thing to pieces. Erik hid, be­cause he was very afraid of the drunks. Astrid was com­pletely ex­hausted af­ter fuck­ing with the Hal­grim‐broth­ers and did not let Erik fuck her. To­mor­row, she mum­bled sleep­ily, to­mor­row! 






The Mer­chant’s Daugh­ter


by Jack Faber © 2023




Anna was hope­lessly in love with the young count who was court­ing her. She had mas­tur­bated ev­ery night since her ear­li­est youth, but now she in­creased her lust so much that her clit still hurt when she got up in the morn­ing. She was a good child, she knew noth­ing about love, sex or the cus­toms of court. She was so much in love with the Count that she gave her­self to him even be­fore the wed­ding. They lived to­gether like man and wife even be­fore the splen­did wed­ding, se­cretly of course. 


She un­der­stood fuck­ing very quickly. She un­der­stood just as quickly what the count ex­pected from her. When he re­turned from hunt­ing, and he was hunt­ing al­most ev­ery day, he ex­pected her to get fucked as soon as he got home. She smiled when he rode out and went straight to the bath­room, be­cause he wanted to be re­ceived by his young wife clean, fra­grant and wrapped in a trans­par­ent veil. That was fine, he laid her across the bed, pulled off her veil and fucked her. It seemed very un­seemly to her that two or three of his hunt­ing bud­dies came with him, wine gob­lets in hand, sat down and watched them while the count fucked her. The first time she held the veil cry­ing to her breasts and shook her head. But her hus­band grinned wryly, pulled away the veil and showed his friends her nu­dity, part­ing her labia with his fin­gers and show­ing them her lit­tle hole and her un­usu­ally large clit. He mas­tur­bated her clit un­til she squirmed as if in con­vul­sions and fucked her in front of his bud­dies. She buried her face in the pil­lows and howled with shame. The men laughed quite ami­ably and went their way. 


She was shocked each time be­cause her hus­band stripped her naked in the pres­ence of his bud­dies and fucked her in front of them, but each time she also be­came more in­dif­fer­ent. The count did not want to talk about it, she had to ac­cept what the hus­band wanted, pe­riod! She felt a very spe­cial tickle when she looked into the greedy eyes of his bud­dies. She smiled at them be­cause when the count had cum and with­drawn, she mas­tur­bated her clit for a few sec­onds to trig­ger the or­gasm. She stared into the eyes of his bud­dies while the or­gasm vi­o­lently pounded her. The count was very im­pressed and pleased with his young preg­nant wife. 


The bud­dies stepped very close as soon as she mas­tur­bated. One put a hand on her lit­tle tummy and stroked her and the child, the sec­ond con­tin­ued to rub her clit firmly and she plunged from one or­gasm to the next. She lay splayed out in front of them and let them ca­ress her, her look telling them how lib­er­ated and sat­is­fied she was. She was still smil­ing as the two men mas­tur­bated and squirted their seed all over her body. This was prob­a­bly the mo­ment when the fi­nal hur­dle fell. 


The next day, af­ter he had cum, the count moved aside and let a buddy join her with his pants down. Be­fore she re­al­ized it, he had pen­e­trated her and con­tin­ued fuck­ing her where the count had left off. She ac­tu­ally wanted to push him away in­dig­nantly, but the fel­low fucked damn well and she felt the or­gasm ris­ing. Un­for­tu­nately, he squirted now, a mo­ment too soon, and she held him for a mo­ment, dis­ap­pointed and an­gry. But now the sec­ond man pen­e­trated her im­me­di­ately and fucked her fur­ther. The or­gasm took a sec­ond try, leav­ing her just enough time to feel grat­i­tude. She pressed her body and clit against him, cling­ing to him in or­gasm. The or­gasm lasted for a while and she was still or­gas­ming when he cum. He was a level‐headed hunt mas­ter, keep­ing his cock in­side her and fin­ish­ing up his squirt­ing. When he came up she closed her eyes, not want­ing to look her hus­band or his bud­dies in the eye. 


That night, her hus­band was ready to talk. A lit­tle bit. She said that it was ter­ri­ble for her to break her mar­riage vows. It’s not a bad thing, he replied, it was done with his per­mis­sion af­ter all, so it was okay with him. She kept silent, what could she say in re­sponse? He had al­lowed it, that was what mat­tered. He kissed her fin­ger­tips and turned away to sleep. He knew she still wanted to mas­tur­bate, but that was none of his busi­ness. She con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate for quite a long time, re­call­ing it over and over: fucked with three men in a row and fin­ished with a nice or­gasm! 


Two or three times a week the hunt­ing party came to her bed. Per­haps it was be­cause of her preg­nancy that she quickly learned to fin­ish with an or­gasm on each of the three fucks. With the first, her hus­band, she still helped a lit­tle and briefly rubbed her clit with her fin­ger, but with Ger­not and Volker she was al­ready in the flow and got the or­gasms with­out touch­ing her­self. Only a few weeks be­fore the date the men let go of her. Thank God she had a quick, un­com­pli­cated birth and gave birth to a splen­did son for the count. The count car­ried her on his hands, he over­flowed with grat­i­tude.


The count rode to Con­stance for the Pon­tif­i­cal Coun­cil at the in­vi­ta­tion of Duke Sigis­mund, he stayed two months and came again. He was bois­ter­ous and cheer­ful, he had deep­ened friend­ship with the duke and had ev­ery night a beau­ti­ful daugh­ter of the town in his bed, but also many well‐be­haved mar­ried wives who were un­faith­ful to their hus­bands only ex­cep­tion­ally dur­ing the Pon­tif­i­cal Coun­cil. It was down­right ex­cit­ing how these chaste mar­ried wives let them­selves be un­cov­ered bit by bit with a bash­ful look and lay down shyly like vir­gins be­side him. Coyly they cov­ered their breasts, though with prac­ticed move­ments they lay down pre­pared to fuck. He sensed their em­bar­rass­ment as most wept at their own las­civ­i­ous­ness. He had not pressed or forced a sin­gle one; they all gave them­selves will­ingly to him. He en­joyed the spec­ta­cle for a while, then fucked them lustily and pas­sion­ately. He was puz­zled at first be­cause, in keep­ing with the spirit of the times, they all mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing, some­thing Anna very rarely did.


Anna was very happy with her lit­tle son and re­mained faith­ful to her hus­band. Only ev­ery morn­ing she let a lit­tle 14 year old page­boy fuck her and pulled out his cock to make him squirt by her hand,  be­cause the squirt­ing in­side seemed too dan­ger­ous for her. She mas­tur­bated the boy with her hand again and sent him away. Her maids, who did not miss all this, rolled their eyes to the sky. Anna slowly re­gained sex­ual de­sire and mas­tur­bated ev­ery night. 


Anna had be­come ac­cus­tomed over the years to be­ing fucked two or three times a week by the hunt­ing party. She had im­proved her or­gas­mic abil­ity even more and rarely needed it dur­ing the night. The no­ble­woman who had charge of her son was a les­bian and se­duced Anna a few times. How­ever, she was not a les­bian and did not let her get too close. Nev­er­the­less, she en­joyed be­ing licked to or­gasm by her very much. Anna had two more girls and a son born, but she was not sure if her hus­band, Ger­not or Volker was the fa­ther of the chil­dren. It was also be­side the point, they were chil­dren of the count. Pe­riod! 


When the Lords rode out to hunt, she would more and more of­ten fetch a young page­boy to bed. She had a pref­er­ence for the young boys, she was very aware of that. But they usu­ally fucked with much pas­sion and she let her fin­ger dance on her clit. When she mas­tur­bated the boy­ish cock of the page­boy, it re­minded her of her child­hood where she had mas­tur­bated such cocks and let them squirt laugh­ing hap­pily. It was a won­der­ful ap­pe­tizer be­fore the gen­tle­men came to the main course. Of course, her hus­band had heard about the page­boys by ru­mor, but he didn’t dare to ask her. He did not want a war of roses with the mother of his splen­did sons and daugh­ters. He shooed away the ru­mors like pesky flies and swat­ted the most gos­sipy across the mouth. The count­ess was not an is­sue, pe­riod!


Duke Sigis­mund once came to visit. He was re­ceived roy­ally, the count talked for hours with the ruler and they de­cided many things. At night the duke was al­lowed to spend the night in the bed of the count. Anna awaited him fra­grantly in her trans­par­ent veil. The duke was al­ready an old man, but he did not miss this beau­ti­ful tid­bit. She stroked him stiffly and sat on the old gen­tle­mans cock. She rode him very gen­tly and made him squirt. He dozed off right away and she qui­etly went into the other room to her hus­band. He lis­tened to her re­port and was very pleased. The duke was a very im­por­tant man who needed to be pam­pered care­fully. Anna washed her pussy and grinned. It had been 25 years since she had any idea about fuck­ing and now she was fuck­ing for five nights a to­tal stranger old man be­cause it was very im­por­tant for her hus­band. — What a world! 


One day the count re­turned early from hunt­ing, sup­ported by his friends. She shooed away the naked page­boy and had her hus­band laid on the bed. He wanted to fuck her one last time, the dy­ing man whis­pered. They un­dressed him and she snug­gled up to him. But he was so tired, deadly tired. Two min­utes later, he was dead. 


The old­est son Sig­bert was 18 and the new count. Anna with­drew af­ter the first few weeks, Sig­bert did his job well. Anna mourned her hus­band for more months, she knelt in the chapel and prayed for him, they had led a beau­ti­ful and quiet mar­riage. Be­fore the end of the year of mourn­ing, she took a 14‐year‐old page­boy into her bed. About this time Sig­bert con­fessed to her how much he had missed her dur­ing the year of mourn­ing, how lit­tle love the mar­ried girls gave him when they fucked. He had lit­tle plea­sure with them, by God! She was silent and said noth­ing. 


That night she slipped into his bed­room, which was just one door down. She lay down with him with­out a word. She was al­ready over 50, but the fire still burned in her clit. She came to him ev­ery night un­til af­ter 3 years he had to take a wife at the be­hest of the coun­cil. She helped him to make a good choice and get one that had fire in her clit. 


She had taught Sig­bert to mas­tur­bate when he was 11. She had pinned up her skirt and sat cross‐legged on his bed op­po­site him. She pa­tiently mas­tur­bated him for a few days and he stared mes­mer­ized at her pussy. She ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him about fuck­ing, de­flow­er­ing and men chas­ing women in great de­tail. No, she would not let him fuck her, she said firmly, be­fore giv­ing in. Just a lit­tle, just to try it out, she said. Just be­fore he cum, she took out his cock and fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing him with her hand. The next days she let him cum in­side qui­etly, why not? — Af­ter two weeks of trial fuck­ing, she left Sig­bert to mas­tur­bate him­self. 


Of course, that wasn’t the end, the trial fuck­ing was just the be­gin­ning. He was in­cred­i­bly adept at get­ting the tim­ing right. His fa­ther rode off to hunt and she was about to go off to find a will­ing page­boy. Stand­ing in front of her, he could feel her horny an­tic­i­pa­tion for the page­boy’s fuck­ing. She saw his big beg­ging eyes and it warmed her heart in­stantly. So all these years Sig­bert man­aged to fuck her reg­u­larly in the morn­ing. He didn’t stop her for long, she could still fuck her page­boy af­ter­wards, but he grinned to him­self. He en­joyed fuck­ing her in her pos­i­tive up­beat mood, her first fuck­ing and or­gasms of the day, it was al­ways a very lov­ingly nice and quick fuck­ing.


Af­ter all, she had taught him from a young age not to lis­ten to the pro­hi­bi­tions of the clergy and to fol­low his cock ev­ery­where, it was a pretty good com­pass nee­dle. The 13‐year‐old had fol­lowed his mother’s ad­vice and had dili­gently fucked all the no­ble­women and mar­ried wives, of whom there were a lot will­ingly ready to be fucked. The mother had spied on him only at the be­gin­ning, but the boy did ev­ery­thing right. 


Anna had found a good bride for her son and he liked the girl very much. She was not a beauty, which could be im­proved with a lit­tle makeup and no­ble clothes. But she was a can­non in bed, mas­ter­ful in fuck­ing and had a lot of ex­pe­ri­ence. Sig­bert could lose him­self in her pussy and fi­nally let Anna go. Anna was able to re­tire and let the young page­boys fuck her again, be­cause even though she was al­ready well over 50, she ex­erted a mag­i­cal ef­fect with her re­strained and at the same time al­lur­ing sex‐ap­peal. The young page­boys were still un­spoiled, they fucked her with­out cal­cu­la­tion or ul­te­rior mo­tives. They fucked for the sake of fuck­ing a re­ally sexy woman. Anna gave the boys rich gifts, partly be­cause she had to keep ev­ery­thing se­cret. 


Her son, Count Sig­bert, sup­pressed any gos­sip about his mother with suc­cess.







The Step­mother


by Jack Faber © 2023




Al­though Jack was al­ready a young man at al­most 18, he was very sim­ple in mind. When oth­ers sprinted off in their minds at the speed of light and missed eas­ily, he leisurely strolled to the fin­ish line on a marathon. Many thought he was stupid be­cause of this. 


Since his ear­li­est youth, his mother Eva came naked to the bath­room twice a week, show­ered and washed him con­sci­en­tiously, and then she weighed his cock ex­am­in­ingly in her hand. The cock was al­ready like a grown man’s, she con­cluded sat­is­fied, but he had in­her­ited it from his fa­ther: he couldn’t re­ally squirt and fuck un­til he was 21 ei­ther. Jack lis­tened to her de­voutly, be­cause it was so fine when she rubbed his cock in her hand. Yes, he re­ally couldn’t squirt yet, why should he? He wasn’t mas­tur­bat­ing ei­ther, even with Eva’s skill in ask­ing him out. He was flooded with the won­der­ful feel­ings when she pulled the fore­skin all the way back over the glans, again and again, un­til the cock throbbed. She did this ev­ery time af­ter she had show­ered him, she mas­tur­bated him  very gen­tly and un­til his cock be­gan to throb. “I’m al­most ex­plod­ing!” gasped Jack, and she paused and pulled the fore­skin back very tightly. The glans was swollen deep red and she rubbed it hard with her thumb. The glans nod­ded in a con­tin­u­ous mo­tion as she rubbed it, while Jack nearly ex­ploded. “You re­ally can’t squirt yet,” she noted. He shrugged, why should he squirt?


He found her nu­dity quite nor­mal, only when she leaned down and turned her ass to­wards him did he get very ex­cited. He saw the thick labia un­der the fold of her ass and the wet hole in the dense bush. His cock and heart were throb­bing wildly. He knew what the lit­tle hole was for, he had al­ways spied on Eva and the fa­ther when they fucked. The first few times it was very ex­cit­ing, later it wasn’t. In the mean­time he spied only on Sun­day morn­ings, there Eva brought the fa­ther three or four times to fuck her, she mas­tur­bated him in be­tween and took his cock in her mouth, that was re­ally ex­cit­ing! When he un­in­ten­tion­ally squirted in her mouth, she swal­lowed the se­men re­luc­tantly and scolded him  qui­etly. 


Jack, of course, didn’t know that she was in­ten­tion­ally show­ing him her pussy­hole in such a friv­o­lous way. She had dis­cov­ered, when he was still a young boy, that he was rub­bing his cock thought­fully when she bent over to mop the floor af­ter a shower. The lit­tle boy stared at her cunt, and she bent again and spread her labia with her fin­gers. For five min­utes he stared into her pussy­hole with his mouth open, rub­bing his cock. He gasped, “It’s ex­plod­ing, Mom!” and she straight­ened up, stroked his hair with her hand, and re­as­sured him that it was okay to ex­plode. From that day on, she mas­tur­bated him twice a week af­ter show­er­ing him un­til he moaned that it was ex­plod­ing now. Af­ter the shower, she would al­ways han­dle her­self bent over and let him look in­side her pussy­hole. He rubbed thought­fully and then she mas­tur­bated him quite quickly. She was glad that it didn’t take too long.


Eva taught lit­er­a­ture at the uni­ver­sity one morn­ing a week and usu­ally read on her bed all day. That didn’t change un­til their last year to­gether be­gan — she would be leav­ing for good at the end of the year. The fa­ther had a new job and was now on the road steer­ing a heavy truck for sev­eral weeks, leav­ing Eva and Jack alone. Eva now some­times brought strange men or stu­dents to fuck in the af­ter­noon. Jack was re­ally con­fused, why was she now cheat­ing on dad with all these guys, she had never done that be­fore? “He left me, am I sup­posed to give up sex be­cause of that?” she hissed an­grily when he asked her.


Jack spied cu­ri­ously as she fucked the guys. The fuck­ing usu­ally lasted a long time and Eva mas­tur­bated while do­ing it, al­though Jack couldn’t see ex­actly how she did it.  He saw her beau­ti­ful face grad­u­ally con­tort­ing into a gri­mace and then she be­came beau­ti­ful and soft again and smiled. 


At one point he cau­tiously asked her why the fuck­ing was tak­ing so long and how it was with her gri­mace. She looked at him re­proach­fully and scolded a bit be­cause spy­ing was not de­cent. But she an­swered his ques­tions. “Your daddy fucks way too fast and way too short, that’s the dif­fer­ence. I need a guy to fuck me long enough for me to have an or­gasm!” She thought for a few mo­ments. “Peo­ple get the gri­mace when they have an or­gasm, that’s nor­mal.” He un­der­stood af­ter she ex­plained it in more de­tail. And no, she wasn’t go­ing to show him her mas­tur­bat­ing, that was re­ally pri­vate, she snorted in­dig­nantly.


That night he couldn’t fall asleep. He stood in­de­ci­sively with his mas­sive hard‐on wrestling with him­self, then mus­tered all his courage and went into Eva’s bed­room. “What is it?” she asked sleep­ily, turn­ing over on her back. “I’d like to be with you” said Jack timidly and took off his pa­ja­mas, for Eva was ly­ing naked on her bed as usual. In the dim light you couldn’t see much, but of course Eva could see his erec­tion. He didn’t wait for her an­swer, un­cer­e­mo­ni­ously lay down next to her and em­braced her, press­ing his body and cock against her. She stroked him gen­tly and let him stroke her gen­tly. Usu­ally they hugged while dressed, but now he felt her naked­ness with his naked skin, ca­ressed and hugged her over and over again. He said, he loved her so much, much more than the guys she was fuck­ing with in the af­ter­noon! He pressed his body against her and vir­tu­ally im­paled her with his hard‐on, she laughed brightly at his stormy em­braces.


Ear­lier than he him­self, she re­al­ized that he wanted to lie on top of her. No, I can’t do that, she thought and turned on her stom­ach, I’m not go­ing to let him fuck me! He pressed his stiff cock against her ass cheek and made wild fuck­ing move­ments. She turned on the lit­tle light and grabbed his cock. She mas­tur­bated him very gen­tly un­til he gasped he was go­ing to ex­plode. The other day the same, she rubbed his cock and asked if he re­ally wanted to play fuck­ing? “Yes,” of course he did and knelt quickly be­hind her. Greed­ily star­ing at her wet fuck­hole, he ap­proached it with his cock. She stopped him en­er­get­i­cally when he pen­e­trated her. He stroked her ass cheeks hornily and she whis­pered that if he wanted to play fuck with his stiff cock be­tween her ass cheeks, it was fine with her. “Just, don’t dis­turb me while I do me” she whis­pered with­out him un­der­stand­ing right away. But he knelt be­hind her and pressed his stiff cock into her butt crack. Ahh, that felt good! He darted back and forth, and af­ter a while he no­ticed that Eva’s fin­gers were rub­bing un­der her belly. He kept dart­ing back and forth for a long time and kept go­ing even as Eva’s body twitched and wrig­gled. “Stop it,” she groaned, “stop it! I’m al­ready done!” He lay down next to her and she qui­etly ex­plained that it was only fine dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion, but not af­ter­wards.


From now on in the evenings he went straight to her bed­room. She was al­ready ly­ing on her stom­ach and turned off the big light af­ter he lay down with her and left the small one burn­ing. He was again al­lowed to ea­gerly whet in her butt crease while she mas­tur­bated. Some­times he would straighten up and try to make out her fin­ger rub­bing rapidly in the dim light. But he couldn’t make out much. The next evening she asked him, smil­ing, if he might pre­fer to play fuck­ing in her ass‐hole? “You may do it, it’s quite fine and I like it too!” she said coo­ing and Jack nod­ded ea­gerly, yes, fuck­ing, he def­i­nitely wanted to! But in the ass­hole? He asked how that would go, star­ing un­blink­ingly at her wet lit­tle hole. She moist­ened his cock with saliva and also her ass­hole. She helped him to pen­e­trate, but it was very la­bo­ri­ous. Fi­nally it was done and she mas­tur­bated ly­ing on her stom­ach. He stared at the fin­ger that was rub­bing like crazy. Fuck­ing her ass­hole wasn’t as great as he thought it would be, but she seemed to en­joy it a lot, he thought, she  moaned in one go how fine it was and rubbed her clit rapidly. He pulled out his throb­bing cock as she be­gan to twitch tremu­lously. He had learned that les­son.


Soon he was no longer con­tent to fuck her ass­hole. He tried to go deeper with his cock and pen­e­trate, but the first few times she shook him off in­dig­nantly. He pen­e­trated her fuck­hole any­way, “just to get the cock wet,” he stub­bornly claimed. She growled gruffly that he was not al­lowed to do that, but she no longer de­nied him. He then du­ti­fully fucked her ass­hole and pon­dered how he could come to fuck­ing.


He was un­set­tled by her re­fusal and waited the next time with his cock stuck in her hole “to make it wet”. Maybe it was bet­ter to wait longer in her lit­tle hole, be­cause now she did not re­ject him any­more. She just grunted in­dig­nantly as he slowly fucked in her fuck hole and she con­cen­trated on mas­tur­bat­ing, she needed it badly now! Screw it, she told her­self, let him fuck then! 


Was that fine! He fucked very slowly, like he had seen do the men she cheated on fa­ther with. Her grunt­ing protest turned into plea­sur­able moans, he fucked un­til her fin­ger be­gan to race. Now he pulled his cock out, just in time be­cause she was twitch­ing and wrig­gling. She hugged him as they lay side by side again. “My God! What are you do­ing to me!” she gasped, and Jack sud­denly felt a lit­tle bit bad. “But not a word to your fa­ther, will you?” He nod­ded, guess that went with­out say­ing. “It’s so won­der­ful to be fucked while mas­tur­bat­ing,” she said dream­ily, nuz­zling his hair, “but you must never do it again!” she said, still smil­ing, be­fore they fell asleep.


Nat­u­rally, he did it ev­ery night. At first he dreaded a lit­tle when she had let her­self be fucked in the af­ter­noon, won­der­ing if the lover’s seed was still “in­side”, but soon he didn’t care any­more. She had told him to spread her ass cheeks firmly apart and push them up. Hav­ing her ass cheeks firmly spread apart would add to her plea­sure, she ex­plained. 


Some­times Eva would bring a stu­dent girl with her. Spy­ing on them was very horny. She licked the stu­dent or let her lick her. He couldn’t see it in de­tail, of course, but what he could see was very ex­cit­ing. Also, when they did it to each other with their hands and fin­gers. He asked Eva one evening and she was up­set about the spy­ing, but she ex­plained it to him suc­cinctly. One af­ter­noon, when she was in bed with her friend Re­nate, she called him in. He had to un­dress and Re­nate felt his cock, which was soon stiff to burst­ing. Young Re­nate was very shy about the cock be­cause she had never fucked with a man, only with girls. Eva told Re­nate that the boy could fuck great, if she didn’t want to try it? The dis­cus­sion went back and forth, he lay be­tween the women who took turns grop­ing his cock. “No, he can’t squirt yet, don’t worry about that!” said Eva. Re­nate let her­self be per­suaded, he lay down on a girl for the first time in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. Eva guided his cock to Re­nate’s vagi­nal en­trance and he pen­e­trated her care­fully. He was now al­lowed to fuck Re­nate un­til she mas­tur­bated her­self to or­gasm. He pulled his throb­bing cock out and no­ticed the glint in Eva’s eyes, but she shook her head in de­nial. It wasn’t the only time Eva let him fuck a stu­dent af­ter he con­fessed to her how fine it was. Eva loved her son and now all her les­bian lovers had to fuck him, she didn’t take no for an an­swer. Jack stayed with them af­ter­wards and watched their les­bian game. 


One day Eva walked away with her lover Paul. Jack hugged her, cry­ing bit­terly, as she left. He didn’t cry again af­ter that, al­though it had made him very sad. 


The new step­mother was very strange and a horny piece, Jack thought. Af­ter she bathed him the first night, she sat down on the lit­tle stool in the bath­room and he had to stand naked in front of her. 


“Your fa­ther had said you couldn’t squirt yet. — So, can you squirt yet?” she asked, un­hook­ing her bra. She let it slide care­lessly to the floor. He didn’t un­der­stand her ques­tion. He wouldn’t tell her a sin­gle word about Eva, even if he had to play dumb. 


“I don’t un­der­stand, what do you want me to squirt?” he asked un­surely, star­ing at her thick breasts that hung down al­most to her thighs. 


She grabbed his cock with one hand and rubbed it for a mo­ment. She looked search­ingly into his eyes. “Is it squirt­ing yet when you rub it?”


Jack felt un­com­fort­able. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from her breasts and felt his cock stiffen all over.


“I never rub my­self down there,” he said weakly. She was ob­vi­ously sur­prised. She drank the wine cup empty now, her spir­its ris­ing with the wine. 


“So, don’t you like it?” she asked, grab­bing his cock anew. He said noth­ing, for it was so fine when she held his cock rub­bing. 


“Don’t you know how to do it?” she asked and he shook his head in de­nial. He re­ally didn’t know, he pre­tended. 


“Do you want me to show you?” she asked, and he didn’t move. He  un­der­stood ex­actly what she meant. 


She pulled his fore­skin all the way back. “Look, it goes like this!” she said, rub­bing his cock for a while. He nod­ded when she asked if he un­der­stood it now.


“Then do it your­self now, let’s see if you can squirt yet.” She let go of his cock. Jack now con­tin­ued to rub him­self ex­actly as she had shown him. He stared at her hand and fin­gers play­ing stealth­ily un­der the hem of her panties. 


He couldn’t take his eyes off her body. His fa­ther was on the road again with the truck and would not be back for weeks. His new step­mother, Beate, had just moved in with them to­day and had given Jack a bath af­ter din­ner, she wore bra and panties only. Now he stood naked in front of her, star­ing at her large breasts and at the fin­gers in her panties. “Oh, you like to look, do you?” she grinned hap­pily, push­ing the hem of her panties aside a lit­tle bit and pushed a fin­ger in her vagina. He rubbed and rubbed, it was a very nice feel­ing in his cock and he al­most ex­ploded when he saw her fin­ger in her vagina.


Beate stared at his red swollen glans and said he had to rub faster now. He obeyed and the nice feel­ing in his cock be­came even nicer. He didn’t have to pee, he knew, but it was a very sim­i­lar feel­ing. He was get­ting more and more ex­cited. Groan­ing, he stopped rub­bing, his cock throb­bing and throb­bing. He looked un­cer­tainly at Beate.


She pulled her fin­gers out from un­der the panties and touched the red swollen glans. She wiped away the drop that had formed on the tip of the glans and rubbed the glans with her thumb for min­utes. “Okay,” Beate said, “so you can’t squirt yet!” He low­ered his head, was this for her good or bad? She let go of his cock as it stopped throb­bing, and his dick grad­u­ally drooped.


“All right,” Beate said, stand­ing up, “let’s go to sleep!” He nod­ded sadly, as his fa­ther let him watch TV in the evening un­til he fell asleep. He trot­ted be­hind Beate into the mas­ter bed­room. 


“Do you like to sleep in the nurs­ery or with me in the big bed?” asked Beate and Jack gave no an­swer, he didn’t know. His fa­ther had al­ways let him sleep in the nurs­ery. “Okay,” she nod­ded, “lie down then!” He obeyed and lay down in the big mat­ri­mo­nial bed, he hadn’t done that since his mother left. 


Beate took off her panties and turned around a few mo­ments in front of the dress­ing mir­ror, ad­mir­ing her­self and Jack looked with eyes wide open, he had not of­ten seen a naked woman be­fore. 


Ac­tu­ally she doesn’t look bad, Jack thought, she was much younger than his mother, small and roundly, but not fat. Most no­tice­able were her large, full breasts, which now hung with­out a bra down to her belly but­ton. Her pu­bic area was hid­den un­der a thick blonde bush, her ass was ten­der and round. The light blond shoul­der–length hair framed her flat face, where the light green eyes caught the at­ten­tion. 


Beate turned in front of the mir­ror around and around for a long time and ad­mired her­self, then lay down in bed and turned off the light. She grabbed Jack by the shoul­ders and pressed him against her. He loved it very much when their naked bod­ies pressed against each other. Af­ter a few min­utes of cud­dling, she reached down. Even though it was pitch black, he could feel that she had started rub­bing her­self. 


“Now I’ll do me and you can rub your cock when it’s stiff too!” Beate whis­pered. He felt very clearly that she was rub­bing some­where, some­how — prob­a­bly just like Eva did it? He could feel his cock grad­u­ally get­ting hard again. He rubbed his cock con­sci­en­tiously and had to smile, now they were both rub­bing them­selves. He stopped when the cock throbbed re­ally hard and he felt it ex­plode. 


Beate let go of him, she needed both hands now. Jack pressed him­self against her jig­gling body, his hands grop­ing for her breasts. She let him do that to his as­ton­ish­ment, she gasped now re­ally hard and then her body jerked a few times. She let out the held breath and hugged Jack. 


“There we are, that was fine, now good night!” He nod­ded in the dark­ness. “Good night, Beate!” he whis­pered. 


The next night the same, she un­hooked her bra and he had to stand in front of her and rub his cock un­til it throbbed. This went on for a cou­ple of days. Now she would take off her panties too and he would stare at her fin­gers play­ing with her clit and hole. He kept look­ing at Ju­lia’s pee hole, as she was his best girl­friend and ask­ing her, but she didn’t know how the rub­bing ex­actly went. He kept mean­ing to just ask Beate, but he was too chicken. 


Beate asked him once why his mother had left and Jack stam­mered around, not re­ally know­ing, he said. He had only heard the par­ents ar­gu­ing more and more of­ten. The mother had yelled at the fa­ther that he was a fail­ure in bed, he could never sat­isfy her like Paul, with whom she had run off in the end. Beate nod­ded thought­fully. 


“Your fa­ther re­ally is a fail­ure at fuck­ing” she said to Jack with a lovely grin, “he can fuck for a minute at most and then he has to squirt im­me­di­ately. That was way too short for your mother, I un­der­stand that. But I don’t mind, I’ll rub my­self if I need to.” Jack didn’t quite un­der­stand the con­nec­tion and didn’t ask her un­til a few days later. She ex­plained to him that his mother hadn’t rubbed her­self and was very dis­ap­pointed be­cause his fa­ther couldn’t fuck her well. She then fucked Paul and he was ap­par­ently good in bed. “I see,” said Jack, who didn’t un­der­stand fully but guessed. Eva had rubbed her­self ev­ery night,  that’s for sure, he thought.  “I for my­self don’t mind,” said Beate, “your fa­ther is a good, de­cent and hon­or­able guy, that’s the most im­por­tant thing to me. And the fact that he doesn’t fuck very well doesn’t mat­ter to me, I rub my­self at night and that’s enough for me.” That was the end of the in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion, al­though Jack still had a thou­sand ques­tions. 


The fa­ther came home ev­ery few weeks, that’s when Jack slept in the nurs­ery and spied on them fuck­ing. But that wasn’t very ex­cit­ing, he had al­ready seen his mother fuck his fa­ther. It was true, the fa­ther fucked Beate for barely a minute, then he squirted in re­ally hard and deep, and then it was over. Five or six times on a week­end the two dis­ap­peared into the bed­room, and when Jack spied, it was al­ways the same. Beate al­ways beamed at the fa­ther and gave him a thou­sand lovely kisses af­ter he had squirted in­side. Beate ap­par­ently never mas­tur­bated when his fa­ther was with her.


Again and again, Jack kept ask­ing Beate ques­tions. He wanted to know ev­ery­thing about fuck­ing. She knew ev­ery­thing, but she didn’t like to talk about it. At least she could ex­plain to him why his best friend Ju­lia didn’t want to fuck re­ally, and what the hy­men was all about. Once, when he had du­ti­fully rubbed him­self to the point of throb­bing in front of her in the evening, she pulled the labia apart with both hands and showed him ev­ery­thing. He looked into the big hole which his fa­ther had drilled in her and at the end she pointed to her clit, that was what she had to rub at night, she said smil­ing and grin­ning. But she let him look just this once. 


He rubbed him­self to the point of throb­bing ev­ery night in front of Beate. He had got­ten used to her naked­ness and also to her rub­bing his cock some­times. One evening, his cock be­gan to drip as it throbbed. She grinned, “Well, fi­nally!” and con­tin­ued to rub his cock very hard, but it stopped drip­ping.


It was an­other week be­fore it squirted a bit for the first time. Beate held his glans with two fin­gers as he squirted. He stared at the splat­ter that had landed on her thigh. She smiled and wiped it away with her hand. He kept rub­bing ev­ery night, Beate held his glans with two fin­gers and rubbed it with her thumb un­til he squirted, and soon it  squirted prop­erly. Beate was very pleased with this, she stroked the last drops out of his cock with two fin­gers af­ter he squirted. He was fi­nally a man, Beate said, and hugged him. 


Ju­lia liked to watch him when he squirted. She caught the se­men with the palm of her hand and ex­am­ined it very closely. She had dis­cov­ered clit rub­bing in co­op­er­a­tion with Jack and now mas­tur­bated ev­ery night. She thought it was great! 


One day Beate talked about her past. She knew that she was not a  beauty and could only score with good fuck­ing. She had fucked with more than a dozen men and had also been in longer re­la­tion­ships for a while. She loved fuck­ing and would fuck any­one who wanted to fuck her. She didn’t care much for mar­i­tal fi­delity and had mar­ried his fa­ther only on that con­di­tion. 


Beate had told him that when he rubbed him­self at night, he shouldn’t squirt on the sheet, he should squirt on her belly. He obeyed and squirted on Beate’s belly at night. Be­cause she mas­tur­bated for a very long time, he usu­ally squirted twice on her belly. Grad­u­ally it changed, he knelt up to squirt and squirted on her rub­bing hand, which he dimly rec­og­nized in the dark­ness. That was okay with her, she said, and ac­qui­esced as he knelt be­tween her legs and let his glans touch her rub­bing fin­gers. In the pause be­fore the sec­ond time, he left his glans on her rub­bing fin­gers, so he felt her mas­tur­ba­tion quite clearly. When he squirted, he pressed the glans very firmly on her fin­gers and some­times she grabbed the glans and pressed it against her flesh while squirt­ing. He felt that his glans was pressed di­rectly on her hole and squirted in­side. 


He had asked her over and over again if he could watch her mas­tur­bate, but she al­ways re­fused. That was far too pri­vate, she said cow­ardly, and she had never let any­one watch. From a young age she hid and con­cealed mas­tur­bat­ing. So no, she didn’t show him. How­ever, when she sat naked on the bath­room stool and watched him mas­tur­bate, her fin­gers now liked to play with her clit. She was just play­ing, not mas­tur­bat­ing, she said. But some­times she couldn’t con­trol her­self and mas­tur­bated with her eyes closed. Af­ter­wards, she would straighten up with her face red­dened and try to fig­ure out if he had seen it. He quickly looked to the ground and al­ways pre­tended not to see it. Af­ter all, he knew from Ju­lia how the girls mas­tur­bated.


Beate pressed his glans on her vagi­nal en­trance at night and let him squirt in. He let his seed squirt in and it was won­der­ful. One night she whis­pered ask­ing if he wanted to fuck her. He pre­tended not to hear it. A few days later she whis­pered that if he wanted to fuck her, dur­ing she mas­tur­bated, it was fine with her. Only his fa­ther must never know. 


Jack let days go by. He wanted to, but he was afraid of tak­ing ac­tion at the same time. She didn’t push him, she didn’t care if he wanted to fuck her or not. He took an in­cred­i­bly long time, thrust­ing a lit­tle when she pressed his glans on the vagi­nal en­trance. He thrust a lit­tle more and she let him thrust. Then, one night, he thrust deep into her vagina while squirt­ing. She let him glide deep in­side to squirt. 


Then, fi­nally, he had made up his mind. While Beate mas­tur­bated, he knelt be­tween her legs and whis­pered that he wanted to fuck her re­ally. She nod­ded and her hand di­rected his cock into her vagi­nal en­trance. He fucked her, for the first time. He had to squirt af­ter only sec­onds, while she mas­tur­bated rapidly. She laughed and said he still had to learn to hold out longer. Since she wasn’t done mas­tur­bat­ing, he fucked her a sec­ond time. And held out longer. 


He would learn it, Jack thought, he would learn it!






Com­rades


by Jack Faber © 2023




Jack didn’t ar­rive at the fu­neral un­til 10 min­utes be­fore the end. It had taken a long time for the com­man­der to give him the 10 days home leave, but he had fought doggedly to get it. He was just able to catch a trans­port flight and raced to the ceme­tery in a cab. He stood at the very back and saluted as Roger’s cas­ket was low­ered. He was one of the last to step up to Roger’s widow, Jenny, and of­fered her his hand in con­do­lence. She cried out softly and hugged him fiercely. “I knew you would come!” she said. Tears ran down her cheeks like a tor­rent. 


He had to ride with her in the fu­neral home’s pompous limou­sine, not com­fort­able in the pa­rade uni­form or in the com­pany of so many chat­ter­ing, smack­ing and drink­ing peo­ple he didn’t know. Jenny’s house was like all on the mil­i­tary bases: a large liv­ing room, two bed­rooms, kitchen, bath­room and garage. Jenny had fur­nished it nicely and taste­fully, so that you quickly felt at home. He could only ex­change a few words with Jenny, thank God the state was not stingy in hon­or­ing its fallen son, she would get a good pen­sion and be able to stay in the house on the base. He would have to sleep here, of course, Jenny said with fi­nal­ity, the empty house would fall on her head oth­er­wise. 


Jack had only one drink. He had given up drink­ing 8 years ago, that was the last time he was with Roger and Jenny. He stayed iron dry, he didn’t want to go down in a drunken stu­por like his par­ents. Jenny had got­ten a big and fat ass and — yes, it was un­mis­tak­able — she drank quite a lot. Jack kept silently in the back­ground, clutch­ing his drink, which he had only sipped. He ate some­thing from the buf­fet, but he wasn’t very hun­gry. Fi­nally the last of them left, and the cater­ers cleared the buf­fet, drinks and dishes. Jenny sighed when ev­ery­one was gone. “Sit down, Jack!” she said with re­lief, “I’m just go­ing to go change, this tight dress is killing me!”


He sat down with his drink and heard her show­er­ing next door. He re­mem­bered how he and Roger used to date girls af­ter school and when they could, they would both fuck the girl one af­ter the other. They had started work­ing at the same com­pany af­ter school, he and Roger were in­sep­a­ra­ble. Roger was like a brother to him, the or­phan. Jack was of His­panic de­scent, Roger came from a proud black fam­ily. Roger kept dat­ing the slen­der beauty Jenny, act­ing very se­cre­tive and not tak­ing him on dates yet. Jenny was the one, Roger said, she was the woman to marry! They had both fallen madly in love with each other and Jenny had let Roger de­flower her very, very shyly, as he proudly re­ported. 


Jack re­mem­bered how they had fucked the first time. Some­times the three of them met, they had a lot of fun to­gether and Roger fucked Jenny as of­ten as he could. Jenny was very shy and ter­ri­bly ashamed at the first time when Roger un­dressed and ex­posed her naked in front of Jack, push­ing her thighs apart and spread­ing her cunt with his fin­gers. Roger pushed Jack for­ward so he could ex­am­ine his lover’s jew­els. Jack clicked his tongue, what a beau­ti­ful lit­tle cunt! Then Roger fucked her while Jack watched the two of them drunk­enly smil­ing as they fucked, reach­ing out his fin­gers to feel Jenny’s cunt dur­ing their fuck­ing. Jack kept drink­ing and nod­ding at her af­fir­ma­tively, she didn’t have to be em­bar­rassed, he had said, they al­ways did it that way. She was a very pretty girl, Jack purred, he hadn’t seen such a beau­ti­ful cunt in a long time, her flow­erlight shin­ing pink on her beau­ti­ful black skin, he added po­et­i­cally, grop­ing her cunt in­se­curely and drunk. She looked un­cer­tainly and con­fus­edly at Roger, who nod­ded in agree­ment. Con­fused, she opened her thighs and Jack sobered up in one fell swoop. He reached down to Jenny’s clit and rubbed it deftly, quickly and very ef­fec­tively. She wrenched her eyes open and held her breath, his fin­gers mak­ing her clit dance and light­ning bolts shot through her body. Her thighs trem­bled and she looked to Roger for help, but he just grinned. Her thighs trem­bled more and more vi­o­lently and af­ter a few mo­ments she shyly with­drew from his greedy fin­gers. She tried in vain to sup­press her or­gasm, but her knees knocked to­gether sev­eral times in or­gasm. She smiled shyly and girl­ishly and felt some­how ashamed, be­cause she was of­ten been mas­tur­bated but only by her in­ti­mate girl­friends un­til now and never by a boy. Now Roger urged her to fuck Jack, too. Roger had to coax Jenny for a very long time un­til she gave in. She knew, af­ter all, that he and Jack had fucked ev­ery girl to­gether so far. Jack was al­ready pretty drunk, but he sobered up in one fell swoop. He sat down next to the naked Jenny and quickly un­dressed. Roger de­manded of Jenny with great em­pha­sis that she fuck Jack, they al­ways did! Jenny no longer dared to con­tra­dict Roger, lay down and du­ti­fully opened her thighs. Tears flowed down her cheeks and she looked un­cer­tainly and fear­fully at Jack. Jenny had given in very un­steadily and wept bit­terly as Jack mounted her. She cried and reached for his cock, sigh­ing and cry­ing end­lessly as she du­ti­fully moved his cock into po­si­tion and slowly let him pen­e­trate her, cry­ing bit­terly. “Yes, that’s my good girl!” she heard Roger mur­mur, and now Jack was pen­e­trat­ing her as deeply as he could. Now she very shyly and girl­ishly gave her­self to Jack’s cock and he fucked her with great plea­sure, be­cause she could re­ally fuck well. She was one of the few black women who or­gasmed very eas­ily. She was al­ready very tired and ex­hausted af­ter all the fuck­ing and or­gas­ming with Roger and she let Jack fuck her re­sis­tance­less. She gasped and moaned and af­ter some times or­gasmed. That trig­gered Jack’s squirt­ing in­stantly, he squirted off, squirt­ing jet af­ter jet into Jenny’s quiv­er­ing vagina. Fi­nally she stopped cry­ing only at the end, when the fuck­ing was over. They fucked as a three­some for the next two years and Jenny re­ally en­joyed it. First she al­ways let Roger fuck her with his big black rod and got won­der­ful or­gasms, and af­ter that when Jack fucked the re­ally tired girl with his smaller one, she or­gasmed softly and gen­tly mostly only once, with that she trig­gered his squirt­ing. She knew that Roger liked to watch her mas­tur­bate and when the two guys had fucked to ex­haus­tion, she would spread her long slen­der legs and mas­tur­bate in front of them with pas­sion. They both fucked her ev­ery day un­til Jenny al­ready had a huge belly and they were only al­lowed to fuck her very care­fully. Jack had en­listed in the Marines and it was off to Iraq very quickly.  


He was jolted out of his mem­o­ries when Jenny walked in. She was wear­ing only a semi‐sheer dress and noth­ing un­der­neath, he re­al­ized im­me­di­ately. She con­tin­ued to drink heav­ily and de­lib­er­ately and frivolously showed him ev­ery inch of her body so that he could not avert his eyes of her pussy. She was still a pretty young woman, the shoul­der‐length wavy black hair framed her friendly face. The slim black thighs merged into the big round ass. She no­ticed his gaze, of course, and opened her thighs a lit­tle more. “So, do you like what you see?” she asked in a coo­ing voice. He nod­ded with­out lift­ing his eyes from her pussy and said she had a shaved pussy now un­like be­fore. Jenny smiled. She had been shaved in the hos­pi­tal be­fore giv­ing birth and Roger had then urged her to keep shav­ing, say­ing her cunt looked even hot­ter. Abruptly she in­ter­rupted her­self and asked how Roger had re­ally died, the mil­i­tary had told her only vague and few de­tails. He had to de­scribe how Roger had per­ished, af­ter all he had talked to Roger daily on the phone or they ex­changed mails. They were sta­tioned in dif­fer­ent places, but since Kevin’s death Roger had sought con­tact with him. He re­ported only what she al­ready knew. Roger’s com­mando had driven the Humvee into an ex­plo­sive de­vice and Roger, who was in the pas­sen­ger seat, was blown apart by the de­vice. Both legs torn off, he was dead af­ter a minute as was the driver. Jenny cried heart­break­ingly and Jack sat with her on the couch. He put her head on his shoul­der, hugged her and stroked her back sooth­ingly. Jenny smelled fresh and clean, but the smell of booze stung his nose at the same time. No, Roger didn’t have to suf­fer long, cer­tainly not, he mur­mured in her ear, he was dead in an in­stant! The com­rades in the sec­ond and third Humvee re­cov­ered the in­jured and the two dead and took them to the base. 


Jenny dried her tears and con­tin­ued to drink heav­ily, she let her knees slide apart as if un­in­ten­tion­ally and he could not tear his eyes away from her naked pussy. They chat­ted about how she was do­ing on the base. She re­ally got into it, how gen­er­ously the state took care of them all, how won­der­fully the sol­diers’ wives stuck to­gether. And there were only a few black sheep who cheated on their hus­bands. She looked at him with big black eyes when he asked. No, she had never cheated on Roger, never! She had promised him that, sworn to him by God and her sal­va­tion, when he was de­tached to Iraq. “I’ve only fucked two men in my whole life,” Jenny said hoarsely, look­ing him straight in the eye, “only Roger and you.”


He nod­ded quickly, want­ing to leave the sub­ject quickly. Jenny got up and went to pee.  Just like Roger, he had vis­ited the brothel once or twice a month, the mostly fat Arab girls with their pitch black pussies were not to his taste. He much pre­ferred the wil­lowy girls from Ethiopia or Er­itrea, they had jet black skin and light pink pussies like Jenny. They were silent and were much more pas­sion­ate at fuck­ing than the Arab girls. He was very ashamed of this be­cause these girls were prob­a­bly en­slaved or cap­tives. Three or four times a year he got a week’s home leave, so he se­cretly vis­ited the wives of his com­rades, those who were keen to get­ting fucked. He usu­ally didn’t have to call around for long, ev­ery time he found one. The sneak­i­ness didn’t bother him at all, the fuck­ing was al­most al­ways of the finest and he fucked as much as he could. He didn’t feel bad, these com­rades were not his friends like Roger, whose wife Jenny he adamantly avoided. He would lose his friend and brother for­ever.  


Jenny came back and sat very close. She had been think­ing and needed to get it off her chest. She fin­ished her drink and im­me­di­ately poured her­self an­other. “I must some­thing con­fess, for the sake of truth,” Jenny con­tin­ued very thought­fully, cud­dling clos­est to him, “I had pas­sion­ate sex with two women. They were lonely, I was lonely. We were doomed to re­main faith­ful to our hus­bands and we had no choice but to mas­tur­bate. Mas­tur­bate, mas­tur­bate, mas­tur­bate! —  So one thing led to an­other, my dear Jack!” she con­cluded the con­fes­sion. Jack had no clue about sex be­tween women and said so. Jenny clasped him more in­ti­mately and de­scribed to him that they mas­tur­bated to­gether, some­times each other, but rather rarely. “We spent hours mak­ing out, cud­dling, ca­ress­ing each oth­ers body and cunts. We kissed like you kiss a man, we got re­ally hot with French kisses, then it was just a tiny step to mas­tur­bat­ing. Mostly we pushed against each other and mas­tur­bated our­selves, only a cou­ple of times we did it to each other, but that wasn’t as good as mas­tur­bat­ing our­selves. That’s when you have a  clear feed­back.” Jenny leaned her head against his shoul­der, her nip­ples had be­come stiff, he could see that. Jack no­ticed that Jenny was gen­tly ca­ress­ing the stiff nip­ples as she con­tin­ued the sto­ry­telling.


“The sec­ond woman had taught me fuck­ing clit‐on‐clit. We lay in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion, me mostly on the bot­tom. We crossed our legs so they formed an X.” Jack felt Jenny’s hand drop down and dis­ap­pear be­tween her thighs. “Now you could feel the two clits press­ing against each other, the two pussies press­ing against each other like two fish mouths kiss­ing. The one on top was now thrust­ing like a man, she was re­ally fuck­ing the one on the bot­tom very hard. We just had to learn that our clits did not lose each other even in the high­est ex­cite­ment. This was no longer girl­ish play, my dear, this was real fuck­ing!” Jack put a hand on hers, be­cause he was ac­tu­ally un­com­fort­able with Jenny mas­tur­bat­ing now. But she con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing un­per­turbed. “We fucked ev­ery night for one‐two weeks, and I quickly learned to lie on top and fuck her like a man. Our or­gasms made us scream out loud, it was so won­der­ful!” Jenny con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate un­daunted. “I then broke it off. It was real fuck­ing and I had sworn high and holy fi­delity to Roger. I never wanted to cheat on Roger, but this was close!  — But for a few days it was the most beau­ti­ful and won­der­ful sex!”  Jenny gasped loudly now. “Jack, I’m cum­ming, I’m cum­ming!” She pressed her lips onto his neck to keep from cry­ing out loud as the or­gasm made her wince vi­o­lently a few times. They sat still and silent for a cou­ple of min­utes. She had missed Roger and fuck­ing a lot dur­ing those years, Jenny whis­pered. She whis­pered “Sorry, but I re­ally needed it right now, the mem­o­ries of that girl fuck­ing are still driv­ing me nuts! A hun­dred times I had the phone al­ready in my hand to call her, but then I thought of Roger and went to mas­tur­bate im­me­di­ately!” Jack grum­bled that was okay, she needed it af­ter all, that he could un­der­stand. Jenny snug­gled up to him grate­fully. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery night, of course, she whis­pered, but with­out Roger it was only half a thing. ‐  Qui­etly she whis­pered that ev­ery few months she couldn’t take it any­more and in­vited the girl­friend over for a sleep­over, de­spite her guilty con­science to­wards Roger. They fucked all night un­til morn­ing, fuck­ing each other’s brains out, scream­ing their or­gasms into the night. Then it was good again for weeks. That had been go­ing on for 4 years, Jenny added softly, kiss­ing Jack’s neck through her re­morse­ful tears.


“I’m very tired,” Jack said, “still in Iraq at mid­night tonight and then the mis­er­able elon­gated flight …” He broke off and got up to get the blan­ket next from the TV. Jenny fin­ished her drink, stood up and seemed in­de­ci­sive. She couldn’t find the right words. He nod­ded to her and wished her good night, then spread the blan­ket on the couch. Jenny had gone into her bed­room. He de­cided not to shower now, stripped down to his box­ers, and lay down. He grad­u­ally dozed off. 


 Roger had kept send­ing him pic­tures of their son Kevin, a sweet, dear lit­tle boy. Roger joked that Kevin looked a lot like his fa­ther. Jack knew what Roger meant, the lit­tle guy was re­ally no­tice­ably brighter than his par­ents, but he had to be Roger’s son! Jenny agreed with him too, Roger said on the phone with a grin, but then they agreed am­i­ca­bly. Kevin was Roger’s son, pe­riod! Roger had also com­mit­ted to mil­i­tary ser­vice and would soon ar­rive in Iraq. They now talked daily on the phone and wrote emails to each other af­ter four years of sparse con­tact. Roger came to Iraq, but they were in dif­fer­ent bases.  —   Then the dis­as­ter struck. 


Lit­tle Kevin had been run over by a car and killed while play­ing with the neigh­bors kids in the street. Roger im­me­di­ately flew home. When he re­turned, he made ac­cu­sa­tions to Jenny that she should have taken bet­ter care of the 5‐year‐old. That the drunk driver had been sen­tenced to three years didn’t help any­one. Jack was a good and re­li­able friend to Roger, he was not a psy­chi­a­trist, of course, but he was able to grad­u­ally straighten Roger out. It was a bad blow to his mar­riage, of course, but he re­gained his com­po­sure and no longer thought about di­vorce. Roger went back to reg­u­lar home vis­its and rec­on­ciled with Jenny. “We fucked all week long like we did in the early days,” he said on the phone with a grin, and Jack laughed with him. 


Jack slept the watch­ful sleep of sol­diers, the slight­est sound wak­ing him. Jenny was stand­ing naked in the moon­light. No, it was not the moon, it was the street lights. Jenny came closer, he sat up. She strug­gled for words. “I can’t sleep alone tonight,” she said softly, “please come and lie with me!” He nod­ded, “Okay, I’m com­ing!” She led the way and he stood up, look­ing at her body from be­hind. Her ass had be­come fat and plump, he thought, she used to be slim and grace­ful like a black gazelle. He shook the thoughts out of his head. It wasn’t about her body, she was dead sad and couldn’t fall asleep. 


He hugged her broth­erly as they lay in bed. He shooed away all other thoughts, he had been in the brothel only two weeks ago and that was un­think­able now, they had just buried Roger a few hours ago. She clung to him like a lover, but he at least kept his dis­tance in­side. She cried and he let her cry. She sought phys­i­cal con­tact, she needed phys­i­cal con­tact. She stopped cry­ing and cud­dled up to him that it took his breath away. But when she put her hand on the box­ers, felt the stiff cock and started to pull the box­ers down, he grabbed her hand. “No, don’t!” he said softly, not ex­plain­ing that he was griev­ing for his brother with­out cry­ing. They lay qui­etly side by side for half an hour. She had dozed off. He re­leased her hand from him and turned his back to her, want­ing to sleep. 


She was awake, he could feel that, even though his back was to her. He could feel her ev­ery move, he could feel that she had started mas­tur­bat­ing. He scolded him­self a don­key and pressed a hand on his cock, for her mas­tur­ba­tion was rapidly mak­ing him horny. He wres­tled with him­self, was he just an ass­hole don­key or an hon­est friend? Jenny mas­tur­bated for a very long time and gasped very loudly at the end. It was not new to him but it was still very ex­cit­ing. Fi­nally he heard her long breaths and fell asleep too. 


The next day he show­ered be­fore break­fast and put on fresh clothes, he ac­com­pa­nied Jenny on all her ways. They sat on the couch for two hours af­ter din­ner and talked. She thawed and told him about the char­ity or­ga­ni­za­tion she had been in­volved in for years. He lis­tened in­tently be­cause it made sense what she was do­ing. He drank or­ange juice and she drank her booze. She was quite drunk by the time they went to bed. Sway­ing slightly, she sup­plied the blan­ket next to the TV. “You’re sleep­ing with me,” she said, not­ing it wasn’t a ques­tion. “And you fuck  me,” she added in the same tone, “I don’t like mas­tur­bat­ing tonight!” He was a lit­tle sur­prised by her di­rect­ness, but he said noth­ing.


They were ly­ing in bed en­twined and he had kept his box­ers on. She turned on the lit­tle light, she was def­i­nitely drunk and hot as hell. She started to take off his box­ers. Al­though his cock was al­ready pop­ping out in an­tic­i­pa­tion, he stopped her hand and shook his head. “I can’t, Jenny, I re­ally can’t” he said softly. “Just mas­tur­bate your­self, fine and pas­sion­ately,” he squeezed out, “watch­ing is fun too!” He had ex­pected her protest, but she set­tled down and mas­tur­bated. He looked at her mas­tur­ba­tion very closely, her big ass was thank­fully not vis­i­ble. She parted her light pink labia with one hand, rub­bing her clit up and down and all around with one fin­ger. Her clit was still as small as be­fore, but it was swollen deep red and re­sisted stub­bornly her fin­ger­tip with its stiff­ness, again and again and again. She had been mas­tur­bat­ing for 25 min­utes now, but now she spread her legs wide apart and he got in­sanely horny from watch­ing. She now started to gasp loudly and al­though he didn’t touch him­self, a bright jet squirted out of his cock  over his thighs. He was stunned and cov­ered him­self in shame. What an ass­hole don­key he was, he scolded him­self, there ly­ing next to you is a hot woman I had fucked a thou­sand times and she is writhing lustily in or­gasm! She turned out the light. He heard her long breaths and fell asleep too. 


She said noth­ing the next night as they went to bed. He took off his box­ers as a sign that he was now ready. She gen­tly em­braced him as he lay on top of her. “Fore­play is off to­day,” he said with a grin, “we al­ready had that yes­ter­day!” Jenny laughed loud and glee­fully. “Yes, come fuck me!” she mur­mured al­most in­audi­bly, spread­ing her legs will­ingly. Her vagina is still as tight as be­fore, as if she hadn’t given birth, Jack thought. He fucked her for a very long time, hav­ing al­ready squirted out the first wild load yes­ter­day. Jenny came very quickly to or­gasm and clung to him, he could clearly feel her wild twitch­ing. He con­tin­ued, he wanted to bring her to or­gasm again to­day.  He briefly had the old im­age in his mind: Roger’s mas­sive dick pound­ing in Jenny’s vir­gin hole. He had seen that a hun­dred times. Jenny sighed and gasped loudly, she was on the verge of her or­gasm. He thrust faster and faster and Jenny’s or­gasm erupted. She clung to him and her twitch­ing vagina trig­gered his squirt­ing. He squirted vi­o­lently, squirt­ing jet af­ter jet in­side while thrust­ing hard in­side. He let him­self fall to the side. 


Jenny cud­dled and kissed him off. “Just like in old times!” she whis­pered, and he sensed that she was com­pletely sober now. “Yeah,” he said weakly, “only we’re ten years older!”


He stayed un­til the end of the week. They fucked in the morn­ings, af­ter­noons and nights as of­ten as he could. They didn’t talk much about it, that wasn’t their way. They sat on the stone bench next to the en­trance door and en­joyed the sun­shine. He felt a strange, pleas­ant peace that he had long for­got­ten. “If it’s a boy, name him Roger, Roger ju­nior” he said with his eyes closed, feel­ing her nod in agree­ment with­out look­ing to her.


It is so beau­ti­ful and peace­ful here, Jack thought. 






Com­rades Part 2


by Jack Faber © 2023




Jack took ad­van­tage of his next home leave to call Trixy. She was that woman who stayed over at Jenny’s house ev­ery few weeks and fucked clit‐on‐clit with her all night long. Jenny had given him her num­ber and promised to give Trixy a heads up. Jenny was not sure if Trixy even fucked men — as far as she knew, Trixy only had girls in her pro­gram. Jack laughed and said he would find out then, just call her now and pre­pare her,  that he would  call her in 10 or 12 weeks.


Now he put his ear to the re­ceiver of the pay phone at the air­port. Trixy had lis­tened to him ask in in­nocu­ous terms for lodg­ing and ‘per­haps more’. The si­lence had lasted a minute, and Jack feared she would hang up. Fi­nally she an­swered in a low, smoky voice. “Well, lodg­ing is no prob­lem,” Trixy said, tak­ing a long pause, “and as for ‘maybe more,’ I can’t prom­ise you any­thing, I’ll leave that to later. I’m sure Jenny will have told you how our ‘maybe more’ is go­ing usu­ally.” Jack nod­ded and noted her ad­dress, then got into the cab. 


Trixy opened for him. In an in­stant, he took in her ap­pear­ance. A tall, slim black woman, broad‐shoul­dered, not par­tic­u­larly large breasts, loose black hair and an in­tel­li­gent look in her black eyes. She also eyed him up and down. The hand­shake was firm as they said their names. “Come in, Jack!” she said kindly, mak­ing room. He im­me­di­ately got the im­pres­sion that there ‘might be more’ go­ing on, def­i­nitely! 


They sat in the liv­ing room and he didn’t sip his drink once. “I don’t drink al­co­hol any­more, Trixy,” he said weakly, “I’d pre­fer a glass of wa­ter!” He put the drink down and she went into the kitchen, get­ting a large glass of or­ange juice. “Very sweet, thank you” he said and took the glass. The con­ver­sa­tion con­tin­ued nor­mally for an hour, two peo­ple who didn’t yet know each other mov­ing from the su­per­fi­cial to the pri­vate. She was only 31; he would have guessed her to be 35. Trixy’s hus­band was a colonel in an en­tirely dif­fer­ent front sec­tion and she had an agree­ment with him: she was al­lowed to live out her les­bian ten­den­cies, mar­i­tal fi­delity was not an is­sue with the two of them. Even the colonel some­times had a mis­tress and that was also okay. 


The blis­ter­ingly hot Au­gust day was get­ting to Trixy. The air con­di­tioner was on full blast, but she was sweat­ing ter­ri­bly. She ex­cused her­self and changed in the bed­room, re­turn­ing in a light, long dress. He saw im­me­di­ately that she was not wear­ing any­thing un­der­neath. Now she sat back on the couch and pulled her legs up on couch. But she didn’t let show an inch of skin, she sat in a de­cent, proper pose and they con­tin­ued the con­ver­sa­tion. He had al­ready taken off his jacket at the be­gin­ning, but now his shirt was com­pletely soaked with sweat. He was dressed too warmly for this weather; shorts and a T‐shirt would be bet­ter. Trixy no­ticed and sug­gested he could take a shower and wash off the Iraqi dust, she said with a smile. He im­me­di­ately went into the shower. 


Mo­ments later, the door to the bath­room opened and Trixy scur­ried in. With­out ask­ing Jack, she said she would wash his back. She took the wash­cloth and washed his back. She took a long, cu­ri­ous look at his cock. “Well, passed the test?” he asked, look­ing into her eyes. She nod­ded and grinned. “Take this bath towel,” she said with a broad smile, “I’ll go ahead to the bed­room!” and she left im­me­di­ately. He put the bath towel around his hips and fol­lowed her.


She lay naked on the bed and stretched her arms out to him word­lessly. He lay down with her. She was re­ally slim, her skin shin­ing in deep black. Her small breasts pleased him very much and he looked at her shaved pussy. He em­braced her word­lessly, and as they kissed, he felt her hot, li­bidi­nous ten­sion. She put a hand on her cunt. “I just need a very lit­tle fore­play,” she said with a broad smile, rub­bing her clit very gen­tly. He glanced down, in her ebony‐black skin the light pink flesh of her cunt, labia and clit shone brightly. Her clit was barely the size of a small fin­ger­nail and she rubbed it harder than Jenny up and down and in be­tween in cir­cles, much like Jenny. She spread her legs apart more widely, the fin­ger with the red‐painted fin­ger­nail rub­bing her clit fast and then faster. 


Her body shiv­ered, she sighed and re­laxed. “Now, Jack, now!” He knelt be­tween her parted legs and pen­e­trated her bright pink cunt very slowly. “I’m us­ing con­tra­cep­tion,” Trixy said softly, “don’t worry about it.” Her vagina was all wet, felt very nice and a semi‐tight, he liked the tight ones a lot. He be­gan to fuck her very slowly. She had her eyes closed smil­ing and her pace quick­ened his. She drove him more and more and he felt he had to squirt. “I have to!” he said, very dis­ap­pointed, “I have to squirt al­ready!” She smiled. “Let it flow, just let it go!” she said, clutch­ing him softly. He had to squirt in­stantly, spurt­ing in rich, firm jets, and lay down next to her. She stroked his head and said, “I don’t or­gasm when I fuck, it’s never worked be­fore. I’ve fucked dozens, but I only or­gasm when I mas­tur­bate or when I fuck a girl!” They were silent for a time.


Her red fin­ger­nail brushed her labia with rel­ish, moist­en­ing the fin­ger­tip in­side her vagina be­fore mas­tur­bat­ing her clit. He watched un­der half‐open eyes, she mas­tur­bated like all the women he knew. She wrenched her legs apart in or­gasm and pressed them tightly to­gether again, press­ing the fin­ger hard on her clit. He ca­ressed her hair softly and dozed off. 


Not fif­teen min­utes later he woke up, Trixy had moved. She looked down at his cock, which was stiff again. “Again?” she asked in a whis­per, and he nod­ded. She did her fore­play and he touched her clit. Im­me­di­ately she left the clitrub­bing to him and the fore­play turned into a skill­ful mas­tur­ba­tion on his part and a mag­nif­i­cent or­gasm on hers. Her body trem­bled be­fore the or­gasm and her body winced in or­gasm. She had clung shiv­er­ing to his neck be­fore the or­gasm and pressed her face onto his neck in or­gasm. As soon as her or­gasm was dy­ing down, she drove him on: “Come now, Jack, come now!” He thrust in quickly and fucked her at the same pace as be­fore. She fucked along smil­ing at him but did not or­gasm. He squirted with­out ask­ing a few droplets only and lay down next to her. They lay still and silent next to each other. 


The door bell chimed. They straight­ened up at the same time. She called out softly, “What day is it?” and he, as if shot out of a pis­tol, “Wednes­day, Au­gust 18!” “Wednes­day,” she re­peated, curs­ing, and quickly slipped into her dress. “I com­pletely for­got her!” she cursed aloud. The door­bell rang again, ur­gently. She closed the bed­room door and left. He put on his box­ers, slacks and a T‐shirt for any case and waited silently. Out­side, there was whis­per­ing for min­utes, then rustling for min­utes, as if some­one was rub­bing a fab­ric. He had the im­pres­sion that Trixy was cud­dling heav­ily with the vis­i­tor. Then the bed­room door opened and Trixy pushed a young woman in front of her. 


Jack took in her ap­pear­ance with a glance. She was very young black girl, may be less than 25, short and slen­der, and ap­par­ently had quite full breasts. She had dyed blonde hair with some bright red streaks and a page­boy hair­style. Her hand­shake was soft and un­cer­tain as he gave her a squeeze and in­tro­duced him­self, “Jack!” “June,” she in­tro­duced her­self, and he had the im­pres­sion of a sly lit­tle mouse next to the self­con­fi­dent Trixy, who was now un­but­ton­ing June’s sum­mer dress. June ducked her head anx­iously. “But,” she be­gan, but Trixy im­me­di­ately in­ter­rupted her in no un­cer­tain terms. “Jack is with us and he gets to be with us tonight.” Trixy un­but­toned the dress fully. June qui­etly told Trixy she didn’t want to fuck a man, though. Trixy laughed out loud, “But you have fucked be­fore, right?” and she cer­tainly meant it only iron­i­cally. June winced as if un­der the lash of a whip. “Yes, with two, first Un­cle Ed and then just Jim.” June looked to Jack and ex­plained, “Jim is my fi­ancé, he’s ac­tu­ally serv­ing in Iraq.” Trixy, mean­while, had taken off her dress and was now un­hook­ing her bra. June had re­ally nice firm round breasts. She held an arm in front of her breasts and whis­pered that she was very full of shame. Trixy took off her bra fully and said, “we’re both tak­ing off our clothes, too, of course,” and Jack did so in a flash. “So, how old were you at Un­cle Ed’s?” con­tin­ued Trixy, fid­dling with the elas­tic of June’s skimpy panties. “I was 13, al­most 14” June replied in a tear choked voice, “Un­cle Ed was drunk as a skunk and forcibly took my vir­gin­ity and it hurt like hell, the fuck­ing” she mum­bled. Trixy let her hand softly slide into June’s panties. “So, did you two fuck again then?” she asked sternly and June ducked her head. Like a lit­tle mouse, Jack thought, now stand­ing naked be­side the bed and putting his hand on his cock. “On and off, ev­ery few weeks” June whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly, “but I never do it will­ingly. It wasn’t un­til Jim beat him up when Un­cle Ed was fuck­ing me, but Ed al­ways gives me that greedy dirty look he gives me like ev­ery time he comes to fuck me..” June’s voice died, and Trixy pulled her panties down to her an­kles. Jack was thrilled, Junes cunt was finely shaved like Trixy’s and had a nice mound of venus with a child­ish look­ing slit. Trixy hugged her gen­tly and stroked her head. “You’ll tell about Jim when we’re all in bed.” There was a long si­lence. June lifted her head and looked up at Trixy. “But I don’t want to fuck, I don’t want to be fucked!” she breathed al­most in­audi­bly. Trixy walked word­lessly to the bed, dropped her dress and lay down. Jack fol­lowed and then June lay down next to Trixy, but on the other side than Jack. 


Trixy ca­ressed June, fondling her breasts and some­times her vulva. “Well, now you can tell about Jim do­ing you!” she said half aloud. June smiled and seemed to blos­som up and im­me­di­ately bab­bled away. “Jim has a much big­ger cock than my Un­cle. He has a hard time go­ing in with me at first, he has to get my cunt wet with saliva first. I taught him to lick me like you and I do with each other. In the mean­time he licks me to or­gasm, af­ter­wards my pussy is wet and soft and he can pen­e­trate more eas­ily and fuck me won­der­fully. I try re­ally hard, but he has to squirt much too early be­fore I come to or­gasm.”


June winced as Trixy rubbed her clit rapidly. “And, go on!” com­manded Trixy, and June con­tin­ued, gasp­ing. “We usu­ally fuck twice, some­times three times, and I mas­tur­bate af­ter­wards ev­ery time, be­cause he likes to watch me mas­tur­bat­ing so much. Jim beats up Un­cle Ed ev­ery time when he has home leave be­cause Un­cle Ed fucks me all the time when he’s on tour in Iraq. Un­cle Ed fucks me al­most ev­ery week.” June was silent, groan­ing and moan­ing and gasp­ing loudly as Trixy brought her to or­gasm. Jack watched very in­tently, hav­ing never seen one woman mas­tur­bate an­other. There was si­lence as June’s or­gasm had ended. 


“Come, Jack, come fuck!” said Trixy half aloud, and he mounted her im­me­di­ately. “June, dar­ling, lick my nip­ples!” com­manded Trixy and the babe obeyed im­me­di­ately. “You don’t have to cum” Trixy mur­mured softly and se­cretly in Jack’s ear, “save it for June!” He nod­ded, that was a good plan. He didn’t know how Trixy was go­ing to do it, but the thought was ex­cit­ing. He fucked Trixy for quite a long time, stop­ping be­fore the squirt­ing rose up. He straight­ened up and ex­changed a look with Trixy. He pulled back a lit­tle and now Trixy said in a com­mand­ing tone, “June, dar­ling, please lick my clit!” Jack made room for June, who crouched down in front of Trixy and licked her clit. He would have liked to see it, but now he grabbed June’s ass cheeks, which stretched out to him like two beau­ti­ful peach halves. June sus­pected noth­ing as Trixy held her by the head and shoul­ders. “Now, Jack, now!” Trixy whis­pered silently, and he read it from her lips. 


June cried out softly as she felt Jack’s cock pon­der­ing be­tween her ass cheeks. “No, please don’t fuck me, I don’t want to be fucked!” she cried, try­ing to pull away from Trixy’s and Jack’s grip, but they didn’t give an inch. June cried, tears pour­ing down her cheeks like a wa­ter­fall. “No, don’t fuck me!” she whim­pered. Trixy looked at her firmly. “Jack has a hard boner now, he has to fuck if he has a hard boner, doesn’t he?” Jack was amazed that June then bris­tled and nod­ded ea­gerly like a lit­tle mouse and stopped whim­per­ing. 


He parted her ass cheeks and very slowly pen­e­trated her vagina, she was re­ally god­damn tight! He felt June’s vagi­nal en­trance grad­u­ally re­lax. He slowly and very care­fully pen­e­trated June’s tight vagina. Her vagina was much tighter than Trixy’s and Jack sighed with plea­sure. He loved tight vagi­nas, Jenny was that tight too. He scratched with his fin­ger­nails over June’s ass cheeks and felt her shiver in arousal. Trixy mur­mured, “now what about my clit lick­ing, huh?” and June obeyed im­me­di­ately, lick­ing and smack­ing and Trixy moaned soon in sat­is­fac­tion. He fucked the girl gen­tly and slowly at first, bend­ing over her, but he couldn’t see the lick­ing. He stepped up his game when he heard June sigh and gasp, but she du­ti­fully kept lick­ing Trixy’s clit. He fucked as best he could be­cause he could hear ex­actly that her arousal was ris­ing and ris­ing. The lit­tle girl might be a dumb, timid lit­tle mouse, but she al­lowed her­self to be fucked de­light­fully to or­gasm. Jack was very proud when he re­al­ized that June had stopped lick­ing and was press­ing her face onto Trixy’s vulva. June or­gasmed quickly and very briefly, and af­ter a mo­ment she con­tin­ued lick­ing Trixy’s clit. He saw that Trixy’s face was grad­u­ally con­tort­ing be­fore or­gasm and he squirted af­ter her in a mo­ment. He thrust and thrust his cock all the way deep into June’s vagina and squirted it all in­side. He dropped down next to Trixy and closed his eyes, need­ing to take a deep breath and catch his breath. 


Trixy had half sat up and pressed June’s back against her, hug­ging the lit­tle girl from be­hind. Her fin­gers played with June’s nip­ples and one hand slid lower, land­ing on June’s clit. He leaned far for­ward to watch the clit rub, that fas­ci­nated him. Trixy no­ticed af­ter a while that his cock had stiff­ened as he watched. “Now, Jack, now!” she mur­mured, and he knelt in front of June. She opened her eyes and be­gan to cry im­me­di­ately when she saw his stiff cock. She closed her legs abruptly and shook her head in de­nial, “No, please don’t fuck me any­more!” she whim­pered and Trixy gave her a lit­tle slap. “You’ve fucked each other just a minute ago, so don’t be so stupid!” she hissed an­grily. Jack hugged the cry­ing girl and thrust his cock slowly for­ward. She sobbed god‐aw­fully and re­luc­tantly opened her legs wide apart again. He pen­e­trated her slowly, she was so god­damn tight!


He held onto Trixy’s shoul­ders and fucked the lit­tle girl. Trixy kept rub­bing June’s clit and June stopped cry­ing. She wrenched her eyes open and wrig­gled a bit, arousal ris­ing up in­side her like hot magma in a vol­cano. Trixy also felt June’s arousal ris­ing and con­tin­ued to rub her clit more rapidly. June twitched and wrig­gled and or­gasmed with a deep an­i­mal sound. The or­gasm wouldn’t and wouldn’t stop, Jack kept thrust­ing and thrust­ing un­til she re­laxed again. He thrust hard a few more times and squirted off, con­tin­u­ing to fuck her dur­ing the squirt­ing. He dropped down next to Trixy. June chat­tered the whole time, fi­nally hav­ing had an or­gasm while fuck­ing. Trixy noted that she had al­ready had one when Jack had fucked her from be­hind. June mused, “but that was just a lit­tle one, the one now was a re­ally big one!” 


Trixy brought drinks and a bite from the kitchen. They ate and drank, then con­tin­ued fuck­ing un­til mid­night. Trixy fucked June clit‐to‐clit sev­eral times and Jack put his face on June’s belly to watch the clit fuck­ing up close. Trixy’s clit was only the size of his lit­tle fin­ger­nail and June’s was even smaller, but Trixy ob­vi­ously had a lot of ex­pe­ri­ence in clit­fuck­ing and once she found June’s clit with her clit, she never lost con­tact un­til the very end. Jack pushed June’s mons veneris down firmly with one hand so he could see both clits bet­ter. Trixy’s pussy and clit pounded from bot­tom to top on June’s clit, mak­ing her twitch each time as if a bolt of light­ning was go­ing through her clit. For min­utes Trixy fucked the pas­sively ly­ing June, she be­came faster and faster and pushed the poor lit­tle girl with bared teeth and all her strength, be­cause she got many lit­tle or­gasms her­self now. Jack slid his fin­gers for­ward, just above June’s clit and felt the fuck­ing with his fin­ger­tips. June twitched and wrig­gled more and more and then her or­gasm came wild with a deep an­i­mal sound. June’s mons veneris quiv­ered un­der Jack’s fin­gers. Trixy straight­ened up on her knees, spread her labia with one hand so that her clit stood out point­edly, and mas­tur­bated fu­ri­ously. She let her­self sink back­wards and her body jerked vi­o­lently in or­gasm. She gasped and straight­ened up again, look­ing proud and sat­is­fied into Jack’s eyes. — It was fas­ci­nat­ing! Trixy loved clit­fuck­ing very much and af­ter a short break she fucked June again, sev­eral times in a row. Jack took ad­van­tage of some of the pauses and fucked June very hastily, only to quickly squirt his se­men out again. Trixy smiled ma­li­ciously, as Jack had ob­vi­ously taken a lik­ing to June’s young cunt. They were all three dead tired when they fell asleep. 


Jack woke at dawn to the slight­est noise. June was sit­ting next to him, Trixy still sound asleep. “You have a morn­ing wood,” June whis­pered de­voutly, “just like Jim!” He smiled. “So, what’s Jim do­ing with his morn­ing wood?” June gig­gled softly. “He has to fuck me in­stantly!” she gig­gled like a lit­tle girl. Then her face changed. “And — do you have to fuck me right now too?” Jack grinned and laid her on her back. “Be nice,  spread your legs apart and just let me fuck you!” he said kindly, but she shook her head in de­nial. He pen­e­trated her tight vagina any­way and fucked her re­ally hard. Her arousal rose, but she didn’t or­gasm. Trixy woke up as his squirt­ing rose and blinked sleep­ily. “Are you still not done, or have you just started again?” She didn’t ex­pect an an­swer, of course, but June bab­bled on with­out think­ing, that he had got­ten a hard morn­ing wood just like Jim and so he needed to fuck her right away just like Jim, the nice bad guy Jack! She kept her mouth shut be­cause Jack was in the fi­nal spurt and it took her breath away when he cum and squirted in for a very long time. 


They got dressed and went into the liv­ing room and had break­fast. Trixy had asked June if she was us­ing con­tra­cep­tion, and June said, of course not, we’re go­ing to get mar­ried and have a baby re­ally quickly! But be­fore Trixy or Jack could get to a re­tort, a key crunched in the door lock. In stepped — the Colonel, Trixy’s hus­band. 


Trixy flew to meet him and hugged him. “I didn’t know you were com­ing!” she ex­claimed, and he laughed. “Sur­prise! Sur­prise! Wed­ding day!” Trixy held him on arms length, won­der­ing. “Next month, on  Sep­tem­ber 18, my dear!” The Colonel blinked, oh yes, is that so? Jack had to bite back the grin, next month, my dear Colonel, next. He quickly re­trieved his travel bag from the bed­room and they said good­bye to the cou­ple with a hand­shake. He had to reach un­der June’s arms be­cause she didn’t un­der­stand any­thing any­more and was star­ing at the hand­some Colonel with her mouth open. Trixy called out to them that they would make a phone call and then they were on the street. They walked two cor­ners and he stopped to call Jenny. But she was still at her par­ents and wouldn’t be back un­til late to­mor­row af­ter­noon. He had to ask June now, even though he was em­bar­rassed. 


June thought, that was a dif­fi­cult thing to do and said, to­mor­row the aunt and un­cle Ed came in the af­ter­noon for cof­fee, so there he would have to be gone again. The aunt was 20 years older than Un­cle Ed and she wanted to watch TV right away, she wasn’t in­ter­ested in any­thing else. She would only turn around some­times to yell “Shh! Shhh!” while Un­cle Ed un­abashedly fucked her on the couch in arms length be­hind the back of the aunt. He al­ways fucked her for a very long time, much longer than Jim, and if the aunt’s TV show went on even longer, he fucked her a sec­ond time. He squirted very lit­tle se­men in his con­dom, though, June bab­bled on, much less than her Jim! Jack in­ter­rupted her chat­ter. So he could stay the night, Jack asked pa­tiently, if they don’t come un­til the af­ter­noon, and I’ll be long gone by then! But you’ll be gone by noon to­mor­row, right? Well then, okay! 


They took the bus to June’s and Jim’s house. They went straight to the bed­room and fucked all day, half the night, be­fore break­fast and then again un­til noon. June mas­tur­bated dur­ing the breaks and liked to let him watch up close. He put his face right in front of her pussy and watched June’s fin­gers. She mas­tur­bated dif­fer­ently than Trixy or Jenny, June spread her fin­gers and fanned quickly from side to side. She laughed child­ishly and bab­bled that ev­ery­one had wanted to watch her mas­tur­bate all her life. But that was okay with her, she was happy to let any­one watch, she wasn’t the least bit ashamed of mas­tur­bat­ing in front of them. This was noth­ing spe­cial, she had been mas­tur­bat­ing since an early age and didn’t even re­mem­ber when she started. Of course she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore fall­ing asleep, that was just part of it. When she was at school, she of­ten mas­tur­bated to­gether with her best girl­friends or let them mas­tur­bate her, which she found very ex­cit­ing. But the boys were not par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested in it. She had learned do­ing hand­jobs and blowjobs, that made her more in­ter­est­ing for the boys. 


Un­cle Ed had once caught her se­cretly mas­tur­bat­ing and bru­tally de­flow­ered and raped her, that was ac­tu­ally noth­ing un­usual in the coun­try­side. The aunt knew of course that he fucked June ev­ery week, but she didn’t care, on the con­trary she was glad not to have to fuck him any­more. June said that Aun­tie def­i­nitely of­ten watched furtively when Un­cle Ed fucked her on the couch, but she al­ways pre­tended she was just watch­ing TV. But some­times her TV show was fin­ished and un­cle Ed hadn’t fin­ished yet, she turned her head and watched un­til he was done. When Un­cle Ed got up af­ter fuck­ing her and got dressed again, June still of­ten stayed on the couch to mas­tur­bate. That’s when they al­ways watched her, she was sure of it. But she was so ter­ri­bly horny af­ter fuck­ing that she ab­so­lutely had to mas­tur­bate im­me­di­ately. Jack nod­ded in un­der­stand­ing, he knew the urg­ing feel­ing. And it was good that she lis­tened to her own feel­ings and wasn’t ashamed to mas­tur­bate in front of the dopey old ones, he said.


They sat on the bed and smoked. June chat­tered away and opened her thighs will­ingly so Jack could mas­tur­bate her dur­ing the break. He did it the old fash­ioned way, up and down, and had to be care­ful as hell be­cause June only had a very tiny clit. She leaned against him and hugged him while she let her­self mas­tur­bate. She bab­bled on in­ces­santly. “I was only 13 when Un­cle Ed took my vir­gin­ity and now I’m 19, he’s been fuck­ing me for over 5 years. In the be­gin­ning he lured me to her house ev­ery day, right next to our house. The aunt was al­ready in her mid‐60s and he was 45, but she didn’t let men fuck her any­more, Ed said. My mother, the aunt’s youngest sis­ter, lis­tened to me with only half an ear and slid a pack of con­doms across the ta­ble. She ob­vi­ously hadn’t heard that it was Un­cle Ed. Al­ways have him put on a con­dom so you don’t get preg­nant, was her only com­ment. Un­cle Ed al­ways used a con­dom ex­cept when de­flow­er­ing, I had made that a con­di­tion. Aun­tie al­ways sat across from us in the chair when Ed fucked me on her couch. In the early days she mas­tur­bated while watch­ing our fuck­ing, later she didn’t. Ap­par­ently she got pretty hot watch­ing Ed’s lit­tle cock in my cunt, she couldn’t get enough of it. She of­ten moved the chair all the way over and bent down to my pussy to see the fuck­ing up close.” June be­gan to twitch and held onto Jack as she or­gasmed. Af­ter a few twitches, she whis­pered for him to do it again and kissed him on the neck, then bab­bled on. 


“Aun­tie took off her panties and mas­tur­bated un­der her skirt. Un­cle Ed al­ways had to wait to squirt un­til she got into the fi­nal spurt, or un­til her or­gasm was over. I al­ways had to gig­gle be­cause she con­torted her ugly face into an ugly gri­mace. I used to look un­der Ed’s arms when he had to wait for Aun­tie, and watched her mas­tur­bat­ing. Later, af­ter I moved here to live with Jim, the two of them would come ev­ery Thurs­day to fuck. She usu­ally puts one hand un­der her skirt and I don’t know if she mas­tur­bates while watch­ing TV now, but she plays with her old dried up pussy.” June kept get­ting nice lit­tle or­gasms and Jack liked mas­tur­bat­ing her, she re­acted so nicely. He lis­tened to her bab­ble with only half an ear. 


He talked to June for a very long time, that in the fu­ture she would have to mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing, that would cer­tainly be fine with Jim too. Many women do that, it’s very com­mon, be­cause few women had or­gasms while fuck­ing. She was start­ing to get the pic­ture. 


They con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate and fuck­ing all morn­ing un­til he could take no more. He kissed her on the mouth and then left be­fore noon. He was go­ing to wait out­side Jenny’s house on the stone bench.


Jenny came home early in the af­ter­noon. She threw her travel bag into the cor­ner, tore off her sweaty sum­mer dress and stormed into the bed­room. Jack fol­lowed her and un­dressed as well. “You can’t imag­ine how aw­ful it was! Not a sin­gle minute undis­turbed to my­self! That night ev­ery­one was on the floor, no chance to mas­tur­bate and fuck­ing with the cousins is some­thing I never think about in my life! They are all much too young and em­bar­rass­ing in their pu­berty. — Only in the evening be­fore go­ing to bed a few min­utes on the toi­let to mas­tur­bate and mom al­ready knocked on the door, if I was not well? A hasty, half mas­tur­bat­ing on the toi­let‐shell! — I love my fam­ily, but these vis­its are a tor­ture!” Jack laughed softly and lay down next to her. 


“You’ll have to do the fore­play your­self to­day,” Jack said, ly­ing down with his face right in front of her pussy, “I’m ex­hausted and dead tired!” Jenny grinned know­ingly, opened her legs and started to mas­tur­bate. He looked at her fin­ger­tip, which she had quickly dipped into her vagina to wet it. She was not mas­tur­bat­ing like June, but more like Trixy. The fin­ger­tip touched her clit very lightly, stroking mostly up and down and some­times in a cir­cle. Even when she was al­ready on her way to or­gasm, she didn’t squeeze the clit hard, she just sped up. He told her how it had gone with Trixy and June. Jenny got her first or­gasm when he told the first fuck­ing with Trixy. She con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate and or­gasmed as Trixy fucked June clit‐to‐clit. She got the third or­gasm when he fucked June from be­hind for the first time while she licked Trixy’s clit. Jenny or­gasmed one time af­ter an­other and he had to de­scribe ev­ery­thing in painstak­ing de­tail since she did not know June. When he re­ported how June lay down af­ter fuck­ing Un­cle Ed and the two old ones watched her mas­tur­bate in front of them, Jenny ex­ploded like a rocket. He held her in his arms un­til she calmed down. “I def­i­nitely have a strong les­bian ten­dency!” whis­pered Jenny with an un­happy ex­pres­sion on her face. Jack laughed and hugged her lov­ingly, he had known that for a long time and it was just part of her, it was some­thing en­dear­ing, he laughed. Then he mounted her, be­cause he had be­come in­sanely horny while watch­ing her mas­tur­bate. The com­pletely ex­hausted girl em­braced him, “I can’t take any more, dar­ling, I’m com­pletely ex­hausted, Jack!” She clung to him pas­sion­ately, en­joy­ing be­ing pas­sively fucked and en­joyed his squirt­ing with eyes closed.


She had fetched cig­a­rettes and drinks, and they sat on the bed smok­ing. Into the si­lence, she dropped the bomb­shell. “I’m three months along, Jack!” and he took a few sec­onds. “You’re preg­nant?” he asked with a blank mind. Jenny nod­ded. Since his last visit, three months ago. Fi­nally, the lights in his brain came on. “Won­der­ful! You’re hav­ing a baby!” She stared at him from the side. She knew, she didn’t even have to ask him. He would never marry, he had al­ways said that, he was a sol­dier and didn’t want to com­mit to a fam­ily.


Jack guessed what she was think­ing about. He said, he was ea­ger to check on her and the child dur­ing his home vis­its. He thought for a mo­ment and asked qui­etly. Could she list Roger as the fa­ther? When had she last fucked with Roger? Jenny thought for only a split sec­ond. “Two weeks be­fore …” her voice trailed off, silent tears run­ning slowly down her cheeks. She got her­self to­gether. Of course she could name Roger as the fa­ther, it worked out math­e­mat­i­cally and  would nip any crit­i­cal ques­tion in the bud. She was dis­ap­pointed, of course, but that was the way it was, Jack was not the mar­ry­ing‐type. He thought back and forth. “I don’t want to make you a widow again,” he said softly, for he was sure he would fall in com­bat, he had told Jenny that three months ago. She snug­gled up to him. “I know, I know, don’t think any more about it,” she said clam­mily. She got her­self to­gether. “It would be nice if you came to see me on home leave. I re­mem­ber how per­ma­nently horny I was dur­ing … The first preg­nancy, with Kevin. Poor Roger!”  Jenny was smil­ing now. “I didn’t give him a minute, I just wanted to fuck all day long and when he wasn’t home, I mas­tur­bated ev­ery spare minute!” she gig­gled smil­ing. 


Jack promised to al­ways visit her, “and yes, the fuck­ing, I’ll have to think about that!” She nudged him in the side. “Other men would lick their ten fin­gers off at that of­fer!” she said in a Mickey‐Mouse‐voice. They laughed. It was good that they could laugh. He be­came se­ri­ous again.


“I won’t give you any su­per­flu­ous ad­vice, Jenny, but please re­mem­ber that smok­ing and binge drink­ing are not good for the lit­tle guy. Pe­riod.” He didn’t look at her. He knew she would try hard, that was all there was to it.


“You know what I’ve been brood­ing about for the past few weeks?” Jack waited, she’d say it in a mo­ment. “That Roger and I weren’t com­pat­i­ble, sort of, but you and I were. I let Roger squirt fully in my cunt a thou­sand times, some­times sev­eral times a day. Yet I didn’t get preg­nant, even af­ter Kevin, and we fucked like ma­ni­acs be­cause we des­per­ately wanted an­other baby. But you only have to look at me once and — bang! — I’m preg­nant again.” She looked at him with a lovely smile. He was silent; there was noth­ing he could say in re­ply. “Af­ter the third child, we should talk about birth con­trol,” he mut­tered, grin­ning wryly. She burst into loud, hearty laugh­ter. 


She fixed din­ner in the liv­ing room. Af­ter­ward, they show­ered and went to bed. He was re­freshed and ready for any­thing.


He was firmly de­cided to visit Jenny on all home leaves and to be as good a fa­ther as he could be to Roger, jr. 






Franzi Gets Fucked


by Jack Faber © 2024




Dr. Ariel Grien­schn­abl was very happy that he got a nurse and house­keeper from the Carmelite monastery. He didn’t have to save money, but af­ter the war it was dif­fi­cult to find such staff. The war was lost, Kaiser Wil­helm II had ab­di­cated and was liv­ing in ex­ile in Hol­land.  Ari was still very young, only 24 years old, but he had hit a mine while rid­ing as a mo­tor­cy­cle courier and lost his left foot, which had been am­pu­tated above the an­kle. He had re­ceived a medal and the Grand Cross of Merit, and his sub­se­quent pro­mo­tion to first lieu­tenant brought him a large pen­sion. He could for­get about work­ing as an ar­chae­ol­o­gist, he lim­ited him­self to read­ing and lively cor­re­spon­dence with ar­chae­ol­o­gists all over the world. He was de­lighted when the con­tract with the monastery came through; a Sis­ter Franziska would work with him all day and re­turn to the monastery in the evening, which was only 15 min­utes away. 


At 11, his mother brought him into the mar­i­tal bed; his fa­ther had be­come im­po­tent. She was a 30‐year‐old beauty whose sex­u­al­ity was in its best prime. She had agreed with her hus­band that Ari could lie down with her and in re­turn she would not cheat on him with oth­ers. At first it took a lot of get­ting used to fuck­ing her next to her hus­band. He learned quickly and fucked her night af­ter night. Af­ter a while he was able to ejac­u­late and his drive awoke pow­er­fully. He some­times had to fuck her now 4 or 5 times in a row un­til he had ejac­u­lated enough. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep and let Ari watch be­cause he liked to watch it. She didn’t have an or­gasm from fuck­ing for a long time, be­cause he was just a lit­tle boy and his lit­tle cock was very good for fuck­ing, but she only had an or­gasm from fuck­ing with her coach­man, who had a big, chunky cock, and with other men who could fuck well. Ari stayed in the mar­i­tal bed, breath­less be­cause she had or­dered him to watch her fuck­ing up close, the coach­man or the oth­ers. He held his breath when the big cock was rammed into her lit­tle hole, fuck­ing her wildly and pow­er­fully un­til she cli­maxed and then squirted ev­ery­thing into her, jet af­ter jet. She didn’t love these men, she just loved be­ing fucked pow­er­fully by them. But he was learn­ing how to make her an  or­gasm. She smiled gen­tly when lit­tle Ari had to fuck her im­me­di­ately af­ter the man had left. He al­ways got re­ally horny when he watched her fuck­ing, she could see that clearly and she let her­self be fucked by horny lit­tle Ari good‐na­turedly. 


She oc­ca­sion­ally gave her hus­band a blowjob when he got an erec­tion, which Ari also found very ex­cit­ing. She took his cock in her mouth, licked and sucked it, then she mas­tur­bated him with her fist and made him squirt in her mouth. She swal­lowed his se­men with a bit of dis­gust, but she did it. Ari fucked her with love and pas­sion for ten years un­til he went to war. He was in north­ern France when he re­ceived the news that his par­ents had died in a fire.


Be­fore the ac­ci­dent, he had fucked a woman ev­ery night, a Bel­gian, a Dutch or a French woman, de­pend­ing on his de­ploy­ment on the West­ern Front. He avoided the Ger­man whores of the Wehrma­cht be­cause it was so easy to pick up one of the chaste and shy wives or daugh­ters in the oc­cu­pied ter­ri­to­ries for sex. He was young and fiery and didn’t give a damn if the whole fam­ily was watch­ing them in dark si­lence, glanc­ing  hate­fully. But most of these women were chaste and shy, they would not let them­selves be fucked in front of oth­ers. They would cast a shy and con­fused look at their hus­band or fam­ily and lead him into their bed­room. He watched the women and girls very closely as they un­dressed. In his opin­ion, it made a dif­fer­ence whether they un­dressed quickly and in­dif­fer­ently or very hes­i­tantly and slowly. He saw their un­cer­tain or sad looks as they un­dressed bit by bit and looked at him, hop­ing that he would stop them from strip­ping com­pletely naked. His eyes glowed when the last piece fell to the floor and they held one hand in front of their breasts and the other in front of their pu­bic area. Yes, that was al­ways a dif­fi­cult mo­ment for them and he en­joyed this feel­ing of power very much!


He lay down on top of the trem­bling and shak­ing woman, kissed her pas­sion­ately and parted her thighs. He pen­e­trated force­fully, he was al­ready very ex­cited to fuck her. He knew that she felt dis­gust in the first few min­utes, but it didn’t take long be­fore she over­came the hu­mil­i­a­tion and re­signed her­self to her fate.  If she was go­ing to get fucked, she didn’t have to suf­fer, she could en­joy it too. He would fuck them un­til he was ex­hausted, he would only fuck them in a de­cent way, never in a dirty or pig­gish way. 


If he wanted a daugh­ter, he would let the mother lead the girl into the bed­room and the mother had to lie down with them naked. If the girl was a vir­gin, he would de­flower her with great plea­sure and only fuck her very shortly. In these cases he would fuck the mother full of lust, round af­ter round and the girl had to watch. And if the girl was not a vir­gin, he would fuck her and her mother al­ter­nately be­cause it made him horny when the other one watched. That gave him a real kick and he would fuck both of them un­til he could no longer. 


The Flem­ish women were much more re­luc­tant to start with fuck­ing than the shy French women. But they thawed out dur­ing sex and fucked with pas­sion un­til they came to or­gasm in the sec­ond or third round. Only a very few Flem­ish women touched their clits, many seemed to have no idea how to mas­tur­bate at all. The French women were com­pletely dif­fer­ent. They were much more chaste and shy than the Flem­ish women, many said with tears in their eyes that they had never cheated on their hus­bands and he be­lieved them. They thawed out much more quickly than the Flem­ish women, they for­got the hu­mil­i­a­tion more quickly dur­ing sex and fucked more ac­tively and pas­sion­ately than the oth­ers. Many did not come to or­gasm, al­though he tried very hard. Only a few rubbed their clit af­ter sex, and mas­tur­ba­tion was not very com­mon among them ei­ther. He still got his money’s worth, he fucked un­til he could no longer.


He never stole any­thing other than the in­no­cence of the women and the girls, he would take nei­ther food nor drink, peo­ple of­ten did not have enough for them­selves. 


Ari had be­come friends with his com­man­der on the West­ern Front. They ate to­gether al­most ev­ery Sat­ur­day evening, smoked a cigar and drank co­gnac. They had a great con­ver­sa­tion; the com­man­der was a his­to­rian and he was an ar­chae­ol­o­gist. And of course both un­der­stood how the war was de­vel­op­ing and what was go­ing wrong. The com­man­der was a bon vi­vant and had a new fa­vorite ev­ery two weeks. The 17 and 18 year old French pris­on­ers fought for a place in his bed; he didn’t like older ones. The two men took turns fuck­ing the fa­vorite un­til the early morn­ing; sex was one of the few plea­sures you could have in wartime. The girl knew that it was mainly her love­mak­ing skills that made her the fa­vorite and re­mained the fa­vorite. The two men got on very well and rarely got into a com­pe­ti­tion. They re­solved such com­pe­ti­tions by tak­ing turns fuck­ing the girl al­ter­nately ev­ery other minute, one af­ter the other. That was fun and amaz­ingly hot for all three of them. They fucked un­til early morn­ing when all three of them were ex­hausted. 


Ari was se­ri­ously de­ter­mined to fuck this Franziska, even though she was a holy nun, be­cause he hadn’t fucked for two years, since the ac­ci­dent!


Sis­ter Franziska ar­rived promptly at 6 and helped him get up, she ac­com­pa­nied the naked Ari to the bath­room, helped him into the bath­tub. She rolled up the sleeves of the habit and lath­ered him with liq­uid soap, then washed him. Ari said her to take off the habit, it would only get dirty and wet. Franzi thought for only a sec­ond, then ac­tu­ally took off the habit and hung it up. She was not wear­ing any un­der­wear and Ari looked at her naked body, she ap­par­ently felt no shame about be­ing naked. The 61‐year‐old had a flat face, short gray hair and was quite fat. Per­haps it was also be­cause her melon‐sized breasts hung heav­ily down. She had nei­ther armpit‐ nor pu­bic hair, her slit was red and slightly open, re­veal­ing her medium‐sized clit un­der the fore­skin. Her ass didn’t seem to be mis­shapen and quickly gave him un­chaste thoughts. It was prob­a­bly not an in­ten­tional ges­ture that she spread her labia wide with her fin­gers and pulled on her cli­toris sev­eral times un­til it came out semi‐hard. She rubbed it un­til it was stiff and hard and nod­ded in sat­is­fac­tion, then knelt down next to the bath­tub and he stared, spell­bound, at her clit be­com­ing stiff. Franziska  washed him un­in­hib­it­edly with the bath sponge, leav­ing out his stiff cock. 


Ari had started rub­bing his cock ever since she knelt next to him, star­ing spell­bound at her stiff­en­ing clit. When she was fin­ished, she looked in­dif­fer­ently at his mas­tur­bat­ing, ca­ress­ing her clit ab­sent­mind­edly. He started to squirt and she grabbed his cock firmly. “I’ll fin­ish it, doc­tor!” she said ca­su­ally and rubbed his squirt­ing cock, then she washed his cock clean with the bath sponge. 


He told her to call him Ari and Franzi nod­ded, but never did. He asked her what her real name was. She ob­vi­ously had to think about it. “Rachel Rosen­blatt, doc­tor!” she fi­nally said. “Then you’re Jew­ish, like me,” he said with a smile, but she shook her head firmly. “No, Catholic, doc­tor!” she replied firmly and he dropped the sub­ject. “And, Franzi, do you learn how to get a man fin­ished in a monastery?” he asked. She looked straight at him. “No, doc­tor, I learned how to do that in the field hos­pi­tal dur­ing the war.” He told her what had hap­pened to him in the war and how he had lost his foot on a mine. It was a shame, as an in­valid you can’t find a de­cent woman to fuck. Franzi asked what kind of women he had fucked and he told her about many of his amorous ad­ven­tures.  He didn’t like go­ing to the Wehrma­cht whores, he pre­ferred to fuck shy cit­i­zen women or their daugh­ters in the oc­cu­pied ter­ri­to­ries, as long as they didn’t re­sist too much. He hadn’t taken any of them by force, be­cause that was against the spirit of fuck­ing. Franzi nod­ded un­der­stand­ingly, she had seen so many women who had been raped, and they were all very sad sto­ries. 


Ari asked if she had ever fucked. Franzi laughed out loud. “But no, doc­tor, I’m still a vir­gin, a 61‐year‐old vir­gin, if you like! I’ve spent my whole life in the monastery, since I was 13. My fa­ther, Samuel, was killed in a skir­mish with the French, my mother was dy­ing and quickly sent me to the monastery, where I was for al­most 50 years. Only dur­ing the war, I was in the hos­pi­tal.” Ari asked her to tell him. Franziska told him ev­ery­thing openly and hon­estly, just as he had told her about his fuck­ing.  


“The first thing that both­ered me was that I had to change my habit for a nurse’s uni­form. My breasts were vis­i­ble and my skirt only went down to my knees. I was very ashamed of my body and for months I only did work where no one stared at my breasts or be­tween my thighs. Be­cause that’s what all the doc­tors and all the pa­tients did. They all stared at my full breasts, at my legs and along my in­ner thighs to my pussy when I had to bend over. It was only grad­u­ally that I didn’t care and I bent over a hun­dred times a day and let my pussy flash on pur­pose. 


I had to put the pa­tients’ cocks in the tube of the piss con­tainer and dab them af­ter they had pissed. I had to learn it first be­cause I hadn’t seen a real cock for the first 50 years of my life. I had grown up so shel­tered, but the Sis­ter Su­pe­rior made it clear to me that it was part of the job. She showed me how to do it and af­ter piss­ing, she rubbed the cock with a grin and let him squirt into the pipe. “But you don’t have to do that if you don’t want to,” she said with a broad grin, “I like do­ing it.”


I was amazed when the pa­tients mas­tur­bated. I hur­ried to put the tube of the piss con­tainer over their cocks when they ejac­u­lated. They touched my knees while they mas­tur­bated and pushed them apart; they wanted to look at my pussy­hole while they mas­tur­bated. I didn’t care at all as long as they only stroked my knees and my in­ner thighs. Some tried to touch my pussy, but I hit their fin­gers. I learned from the pa­tients that it was great to look at a pussy while they mas­tur­bated. I re­ally didn’t care; I let them look and ejac­u­late. At the be­gin­ning I squeezed out the last drops of se­men from their cocks with my fin­gers, but over time I fin­ished it off for them mak­ing them squirt when they had mas­tur­bated enough. So it came to be that I al­ways fin­ished it off for them.  I can fin­ish you off too, doc­tor, if you want!”


And so it hap­pened. Ari mas­tur­bated and she sat next to the bath­tub and rubbed her clit un­til it was rock hard and she paid close at­ten­tion to, when she had to take over and rub him fast un­til he squirted. Half a year went by like this and Ari hadn’t found a chance to fuck Franziska. He thought about it ev­ery time he mas­tur­bated or when he looked at her face when she was mas­tur­bat­ing him. He let her mas­tur­bate him ear­lier and ear­lier and grad­u­ally she mas­tur­bated him right from the start. She did it very nat­u­rally and as a mat­ter of course, she had also mas­tur­bated the pa­tients in the past. 


Ari no­ticed that her labia and clit were red and sore. “Franzi, why are you so red down there, your clit is so sore!” Franziska blushed and care­fully cleaned his cock. “It plagued me last night like it hasn’t in a long time,” she said, con­cerned.  Ari said he didn’t un­der­stand. She grabbed his cock again and stroked it slowly up and down. “It’s been like that since I came to the monastery at 13. I woke up in the night cov­ered in sweat from a filthy sex­ual dream, my heart pound­ing wildly and so did my clit. That’s where I learned to saw the clit along the edge of my in­dex fin­ger un­til it ex­ploded, un­til I had an or­gasm. It was like that all those years, some­times ev­ery night, some­times not for weeks. The young chap­lain said it wasn’t a sin, I didn’t have to con­fess it. And last night I kept dream­ing that I was rub­bing your cock and mak­ing it squirt, and I had to saw my clit over and over again un­til I had to or­gasm, and that’s why it’s so red now, doc­tor!” She had made his cock hard again and mas­tur­bated him a sec­ond time, she did that quite of­ten.  


Ari had to smile, be­cause of course Franziska knew the right words, mas­tur­bate and or­gasm, but some­times she used child­ish ex­pres­sions. She had been mas­tur­bat­ing him in the bath­tub for a whole year, she was still ex­cited ev­ery time he squirted and then put on a re­laxed face. Ari no­ticed how her clit be­came red and stiff dur­ing her mas­tur­bate him. “Don’t you want to mas­tur­bate now, want to saw your clit?” he asked, but she shook her head for days, even though he no­ticed her strong arousal. She ca­ressed her clit in­de­ci­sively with her in­dex fin­ger, and it wasn’t long be­fore she was mas­tur­bat­ing while sit­ting there.  He knew how im­por­tant it was that he “didn’t no­tice”.


Later, she lay on her back, raised her knees and mas­tur­bated her clit in her own way. He could now lean on the edge of the bath­tub and watch her openly, be­cause she mas­tur­bated ev­ery time af­ter she had “fin­ished” him. To be­gin with, she placed two fin­gers on the fore­skin of her clit and pulled it back and forth quickly un­til the clit woke up and poked its head out cu­ri­ously. Then her in­dex fin­ger ran its edge along her clit, slowly and arous­ingly. The clit turned dark red and stiff­ened vis­i­bly, be­com­ing an inch longer. For per­haps 10 min­utes, she “sawed” the clit al­ter­nately on one side. She reached the fi­nale and now the in­dex fin­ger was en­er­get­i­cally scrap­ing di­rectly on the clit, she raised her ass up and arched her back be­fore col­laps­ing in or­gasm. She looked him straight in the eyes and ca­ressed her clit thought­fully for min­utes. He nod­ded and smiled, they were get­ting closer to fuck­ing. 


He got out of the tub as soon as she was in the mid­dle of it. She shook her head and gasped, “No, please don’t, doc­tor!” and pulled away from his cock. But he came closer ev­ery day, he waited longer un­til she was al­most at or­gasm. She with­drew her hole from him later and later, he could al­ready pen­e­trate be­tween her labia be­fore she re­acted. A few more days later his glans touched her hy­men, she re­acted later and later ev­ery day when her hy­men was touched. And then, one day, she didn’t re­act re­ject­ingly. She stopped mas­tur­bat­ing, rest­ing the fin­ger and stared into his eyes in ex­pec­ta­tion. His cock pressed her hy­men un­til it tore. His cock slid in­side un­til it was deep in­side. She gasped with her eyes wide open, “it’s torn, it’s torn!” He just nod­ded and started to fuck her. It had taken al­most a year. But now she of­fered no re­sis­tance, none at all. She was just very cu­ri­ous, this was some­thing com­pletely new to her.  He only fucked her for a few min­utes and then squirted in­side. 


He sat down next to her. He said it was more com­fort­able in bed than on the cold floor tiles. And if she mas­tur­bated first and he started fuck­ing her just be­fore she cli­maxed, then they could have an or­gasm at the same time, which was a very in­tense feel­ing. Franzi nod­ded silently, she was still com­pletely over­whelmed by the first fuck­ing. She would have to con­fess the sin, she said sadly. Ari shrugged his shoul­ders, he didn’t be­lieve in re­li­gion.


It was nice and won­der­ful, the fuck­ing, said Ari. It couldn’t be a sin, be­cause it was nice, won­der­ful and you felt love, not hate. And God loved ev­ery­one, sin­ners and non‐sin­ners alike. No, he wouldn’t con­fess it to the young chap­lain. Franzi thought about it for a long time and said she would keep it to her­self, it was re­ally nice that they both had an or­gasm at the same time. She didn’t need to con­fess it.  It was good the way it was.


They fucked ev­ery day for the next 4 years, Franzi started mas­tur­bat­ing in the morn­ing and af­ter­noon and he only mounted her when she was cli­max­ing. Some­times he let her fin­ish mas­tur­bat­ing be­cause he liked watch­ing her mas­tur­bate and or­gasm. Then she con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing and he squirted in­side right in the mid­dle of her or­gasm.


Af­ter fuck­ing they lay arm in arm and talked about ev­ery­thing. Hitler’s gangs of thugs raided the Jew­ish shops, beat them up mer­ci­lessly and if one of them didn’t get up again, it was barely worth three lines in the news­pa­per. “He wrote it,” said Ari, “he wrote to kill all Jews like the ver­min they were!” Ari sighed. “They’re al­ready go­ing into the Jews’ houses and drag­ging them away, God knows where.”


He didn’t want to wait for Hitlers brown­shirts. “We’re both Jews,” Ari said to Franziska, “they don’t care that you’re a Catholic nun, to them you’re Rachel, Rachel Rosen­blatt. They’ll just kill you  be­cause you’re de­scended from Jews like me.” Franzi closed her eyes, pressed her body even closer to Ari’s and thought for a long time.  Of course she was a Jew, ac­cord­ing to the cur­rent way of think­ing. But would these mon­sters re­ally rape and kill a Catholic nun? They had both read the re­ports of how Jew­ish women and girls were bru­tally raped by the wild hordes be­fore be­ing taken away. Raped, fucked, raped by the whole squad, one af­ter the other. Like an­i­mals.


One day they were eye­wit­nesses. The horde fucked a weep­ing young Jew­ish woman and her hor­ri­fied un­der­age daugh­ter un­til they had all fucked both of them and were ex­hausted. Ari and Franzi had to be quiet and not move from the spot so that they would not be dis­cov­ered. 


He would take poi­son, Ari said. He nei­ther wanted to run away and leave the coun­try he had fought so bravely for, nor would he let the Hit­lerists lock him up. He would take poi­son, Ari said.


They took the poi­son to­gether, one rainy morn­ing. They went to bed, hugged and fucked un­til they were dead. 


Ari had writ­ten a farewell let­ter. “You all con­demned us Jews to death, we are just get­ting there first. You made us wear the Star of David to show that we were con­demned. We proudly fol­low the Star of David be­cause it lights our way to the life of the right­eous.
Dr. Ariel Je­huda Grien­schn­abl,
and be­low in child­ish school hand­writ­ing,
Sr. Franziska, (Rachel Rosen­blatt).


The neigh­bors broke down the door af­ter three weeks and found them in a lov­ing em­brace.  



● ● ●







Uma, the Ne­an­derthal


by Jack Faber © 2024




Uma held Ri’s cock in her fist. “Wait, Ri! I heard that you fuck girls on the river bank!?” When her hus­band was away, Uma had al­ways let Ri mas­tur­bate be­hind her ass, he had been al­lowed to squirt in­side her pu­bic fold, in her ass crease or on her ass cheeks.  He was al­ready 15, he had to mas­tur­bate 4 or 5 times ev­ery evening and Uma, his step­mother, good‐na­turedly let him squirt in the crease of her ass or in­side her pu­bic fold. But now she was clutch­ing his cock in her fist and wait­ing for an an­swer. 


Ri pushed his cock back and forth in her fist. She gripped his cock even tighter. “Well, don’t you have any­thing to say to me!?” Uma asked sternly. “Yes, that’s true,” Ri ad­mit­ted with shame. “Ev­ery­one fucks by the river,” he added, soft­en­ing his words. “Aha!” said Uma, and waited for his ex­pla­na­tion. “Kaa lets any­one fuck her who wants to.” Ri had thus re­vealed a big se­cret. Ri squirted in her fist, Uma rubbed his cock briefly and lov­ingly, she rubbed it un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. Then she grabbed the cock again re­ally tightly and probed, “who of them?”  Ri had no choice but to name the other two. “And do you fuck the poor girl one at a time or all at once?” Ri con­tin­ued to thrust into Uma’s clenched fist. “Only one at a time, Uma!” he stam­mered, “you have to wait un­til the other one has squirted!” Uma nod­ded. “Kaa isn’t quite right in the head,” said Uma, “you know that well! I’ve of­ten heard that she lets any­one fuck her and squirt in­side her at will. The poor thing, she’ll have one child af­ter an­other!”


Uma care­fully placed his cock in her ass­hole. “There, you can fuck there,” she sighed sub­mis­sively and turned her back to him, “just fuck in my ass­hole, you’re still too young for real fuck­ing, I think.” But Ri slid for­ward into her pu­bic fold and fucked twice more, then he had enough. Uma took his cock in her hand and force­fully squeezed out the last drops of se­men.  “Now sleep well, my lit­tle bull!”


Ri had learned to hunt from his grand­fa­ther. His grand­fa­ther had given him a long leather cord, a lasso, with which he could catch rab­bits, par­tridges and deer af­ter a lot of prac­tice. He had made a sharp dag­ger for his grand­son out of a deer’s antler and taught him to stab the rab­bit or deer in the heart, then they would die im­me­di­ately. Grand­fa­ther was a very good teacher, and he was al­lowed to mount and fuck Uma once a month. She didn’t let many peo­ple fuck her, only the an­cient grand­fa­ther and her old hus­band Urg. Usu­ally grand­fa­ther would lie on his back af­ter mount­ing her, he would let Uma slide back and forth upon his cock. At the end she took grand­fa­ther’s cock out of her pussy­hole be­fore the old man squirted and gave him a quick and hard fist.  Ri al­ways watched ex­cit­edly when Uma rode on Grandpa’s cock, it was very hot to watch be­cause Uma’s clit swelled up and she had to rub it im­me­di­ately. She tried not to let Grandpa squirt in­side, only Urg was al­lowed to do that. She was very an­noyed when some­one else mounted her. She let him fuck her for a few min­utes be­cause that’s what all women did, and chased the guy away be­fore he could squirt in­side. 


Af­ter hunt­ing, Ri al­ways went down to the river bank and fucked Kaa two or three times un­til he had had enough. Kaa grinned friendly, she loved be­ing fucked and rubbed her clit non­stop. She laughed shrilly when one of the boys came to the end, grabbed her by the hips and squirted in­side. Im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards, she went into the shal­low wa­ter and washed her pussy in the ice‐cold moun­tain wa­ter, grin­ning. Kaa was a re­ally fine buddy, Ri of­ten said. Since he was al­lowed to fuck and squirt in Uma’s ass crack and more and more of­ten in her pu­bic crease, he also found his beau­ti­ful step­mother a fine buddy. Uma re­ally was the most beau­ti­ful woman he had ever seen, she had a friendly, kind face, beau­ti­ful and medium‐sized breasts and a small black bush grew above her slit. She was Urg’s fourth wife, she was not yet 30 and yet the boss of the clan, be­cause Urg pre­ferred to go hunt­ing and leave the day‐to‐day busi­ness to her.  


Ri also had an older sis­ter, Lili, who was a few years older than him. Ri had never un­der­stood why Urg and Uma were not al­lowed to find out that Lili some­times let a se­cret lover mount her and fuck her. Ri let her buy his se­crecy, and he was some­times al­lowed to mount Lili and fuck her too. They did it very se­cretly and in se­cret places and he had to pull his cock out and squirt into the bushes be­fore he squirted in­side. Lili was a real se­cre­tive per­son.


Uma let him fuck her in the fold of her pussy for weeks af­ter­ward, he liked it and so did she, be­cause she could mas­tur­bate well while she was be­ing fucked. Ri had been watch­ing some girls and women mas­tur­bate, but not many made it in full pub­lic. Uma’s but­tocks trem­bled when she had an or­gasm.  He en­joyed it be­cause Uma was a good mother and a fine buddy and she al­ways praised him when he came home from hunt­ing and brought home rab­bits or deer. Ri was happy about the praise be­cause it was im­por­tant to be a good hunter and able to feed the fam­ily.


Uma stopped one day in the mid­dle of her mas­tur­bat­ing and grabbed his cock. “So come on, fuck me, my lit­tle boy! But don’t for­get to pull it out be­fore you squirt! Don’t squirt in­side!” Ri was com­pletely sur­prised and nod­ded, “Yes, Uma, I don’t squirt in­side!” he re­peated. Uma guided his cock and plunged it deep into her cun­t­hole. Ri was very sur­prised, her cun­t­hole was even tighter than Lili’s, and of course also than Kaa’s, whose cun­t­hole was soft and wide. Uma’s cun­t­hole was very tight and his lit­tle boy’s cock filled it very well.  He was only al­lowed to fuck Uma from be­hind, as he had done in her ass­hole be­fore, only this time she was stuff­ing his cock into her real hole her­self. Still, it was the best thing he had ever ex­pe­ri­enced. Fuck­ing Kaa was very easy and not very ex­cit­ing. Fuck­ing Lili was more ex­cit­ing, be­cause she didn’t let her­self be mounted very of­ten, usu­ally right af­ter her lover had left. She was soft and un­able to fight, Ri could mount his ex­hausted sis­ter very quickly. She low­ered her head and let Ri fuck her. Lili was only very care­ful that he pulled his cock out be­fore he squirted, just like her many lovers. Fuck­ing Uma, on the other hand, was very ex­cit­ing, he felt her fin­gers danc­ing on her clit. That was very ex­cit­ing in it­self. He started to squirt in­side and pulled his cock out. When Uma was deeply en­grossed in mas­tur­bat­ing, he could safely squirt in­side her un­no­ticed.  Uma al­ways said that he should pull his cock out when he squirted, but she never scolded him for it. Uma once said that mas­tur­bat­ing was es­pe­cially nice when he fucked her at the same time. He was only al­lowed to fuck her from be­hind, so he reached for­ward, onto her full breasts. He had dis­cov­ered that she loved it im­mensely when he twirled and pinched her nip­ples with his fin­gers. Then she let him squirt in­side and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing vig­or­ously. He left his cock in­side her and fucked her again. She let him squirt in­side again when he tor­tured her nip­ples. Af­ter the sec­ond squirt, he left his soft cock in­side un­til she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and her ass cheeks were shak­ing tightly. On the few days a month when Urg came home from hunt­ing, Uma nat­u­rally fucked her hus­band and Ri had to stick to Kaa and Lili, but that was okay.


A stranger came by, Beg. He was a hunter wrapped in furs, he had a long spear, the likes of which Ri had never seen be­fore. His ac­cent was strange, but he was un­der­stood. He had come from far away and he wanted to take over Uma’s cave im­me­di­ately. The men had all gone hunt­ing with Urg, so Uma had to make it clear to the ranger that she was the chief’s wife and that the cave be­longed to the chief. Beg was not wel­come, he could set up camp over there un­der the ap­ple trees, eat the ap­ples and then move on, the men would be back soon.  Beg hung around for days, look­ing at the cave and the pretty young woman with in­creas­ing avid­ity. Ri went hunt­ing ev­ery day from sun­rise to mid­day, and in the af­ter­noon he went to Kaa at the river or spied on Lili to see if he could fuck her. So he came home at mid­day and put the two rab­bits and the deer next to the fire­place. He heard Uma scream­ing.


Uma was ly­ing on her back in the liv­ing area, Beg be­tween her thighs, and the mon­ster was fuck­ing her. Ri saw the pool of se­men un­der her ass, the guy had prob­a­bly fucked her a few times. Uma screamed for help when she saw Ri. Like a preda­tor, Ri jumped onto Beg’s back and pulled him off Uma. They were wrestling on the floor, Uma had jumped up and was also beat­ing Beg with her fists. Ri saw the spear com­ing to­wards him and rolled to the side. Had the guy gone mad, was he try­ing to im­pale him!? Beg stormed at the boy, his eyes blood­shot, and yelled that ev­ery­thing be­longed to him now, the cave, the woman and the vil­lage. His spear stabbed and hit Ri in the shoul­der. Ri was thrown over. He got up, the dag­ger made of deer antlers sud­denly in his hand. With a quick thrust, he stabbed the dag­ger into Beg’s throat, from side to side.  Beg stag­gered, grabbed his throat and ran away scream­ing. 


Ri im­me­di­ately took care of Uma. “He jumped on me and mounted me and rammed his cock in as soon as you left. He fucked me non­stop, he came in­side me at least 5 times and was nowhere near fin­ished when you came.” Uma low­ered her gaze to the ground. “He ac­tu­ally fucked me re­ally well, I had more or­gasms in a row than I have in a long time.” She looked at Ri shyly and vul­ner­a­ble. “Don’t think badly of me, I screamed, bit and scratched him, but he is much stronger than me. He jumped on me and fucked me with a big grin, he hummed con­tent­edly ev­ery time I had an or­gasm.” 


Uma cleaned the wound on his shoul­der and ban­daged it, it was just a deep scratch.  “And now you’re run­ning off to fuck Kaa or Lili?” He nod­ded, “my shoul­der doesn’t hurt any­more,” he said. Uma looked at him for a long time. “I’ve known about Lili for a long time.” She took his hand and looked at him with teary eyes. “Please stay with me this af­ter­noon. I want to cry on your shoul­der and have a good fuck with you!” Ri looked at her for a long time. He was no longer a child, she spoke to him like to a man. 


He lay down naked next to Uma. She let her­self be fucked from the front for the first time, face to face like Beg, and she let him squirt in­side her with­out say­ing any­thing, over and over again. She talked the whole time about fuck­ing Beg, he had taken her bru­tally, but he had fucked her bet­ter than any man had in a long time. 


Three days later he found Beg on the river bank, he had bled to death. He took his spear and his valu­able long stone knife.  Kaa un­dressed Beg, she wanted to take his leather cloth­ing and the furs to the vil­lage. She had not un­der­stood what death meant. She played very ex­cit­edly with the dead man’s cock and was very dis­ap­pointed that it did not be­come stiff. She let go of the cock and grum­bled, “it’s no good any­more!”, then she helped Ri and the oth­ers to drag the dead man into deeper wa­ter and leave him to the stream.


The chief was told how Ri had saved his wife and killed the stranger. “You’ve grown up, son,” said the chief, “big and strong and a brave de­fender of our vil­lage and my wife! And I’m told you’re fuck­ing lit­tle Kaa, that’s fine with me. We both know she’s not right in the head, but she’s good enough for prac­tice!” The fa­ther laughed good‐na­turedly. “Next year you’ll go hunt­ing with me!” Ri was very proud, that was praise, spo­ken in front of ev­ery­one.  He told his fa­ther that he wanted to keep the spear with the stone tip, but he gave the valu­able knife to his fa­ther as a gift. 


He told Lili that they didn’t need to be so se­cre­tive any­more, Uma knew ev­ery­thing. He fucked Lili and Kaa al­ter­nately, and at night he fucked Uma from be­hind again and again, that’s what she wanted. Of­ten he squirted in­side, some­times not, be­cause he knew that she pre­ferred that. Nev­er­the­less, he was very proud be­cause, apart from his fa­ther and grand­fa­ther, he was the only one she let fuck her prop­erly. 


A new girl had come to the river bank and was watch­ing the boys who were tak­ing turns fuck­ing Kaa on the bank. Ri asked her what her name was and where she came from. Her name was Aja and she came from the other vil­lage in the south. She was 13 sum­mers old, Aja said. He asked her if she wanted to join in with the fuck­ing, but Aja shook her head firmly. “Mama said I can’t fuck un­til I get hair down there, then I can fuck with Daddy!” Ri said he wanted to check if she had hair yet. 


Aja looked at him for a long time, then she went be­hind the bushes. She picked up the fur that cov­ered her crotch. Ri couldn’t find a sin­gle hair, not even a fluff. Aja’s pussy was smooth like all lit­tle girls’. Then he wanted to know what her mother meant by ‘fuck­ing her fa­ther’? Aja looked around to see if any­one was lis­ten­ing. She had two lit­tle broth­ers, twins, who were only 3 years old.  Her mother hadn’t fucked her fa­ther so of­ten since thd were born. She had shown Aja how to rub her fa­ther with her fist un­til he squirted. Aja sat down in front of her fa­ther and clamped his cock be­tween her labia. Then she rubbed it with her fist right in front of her lit­tle pussy. Her fa­ther liked that a lot and when Aja asked, her mother said she wasn’t al­lowed to fuck her fa­ther un­til she had hair on her pussy. Her fa­ther laughed and licked his lips. “We’re go­ing to fuck won­der­fully, lit­tle Aja!” he shouted, but he stuck to his wife’s in­struc­tions. She was the boss af­ter all. 


Aja stuck to his heels like a burr. She mas­tur­bated Ri ev­ery af­ter­noon, she clamped his cock be­tween her labia and did it with her fist, she was re­ally good at that. He liked the lit­tle girl a lot and they be­came very close friends.  As time went on, he told her that he not only fucked Kaa, but also Lili, his older sis­ter. They were only al­lowed to fuck in se­cret, he said, and Lili had a very tight vagina and was re­ally good to fuck, bet­ter than stupid Kaa. And af­ter much hes­i­ta­tion, he also told her that he slept at his step­mother Uma’s and fucked her too, ev­ery night when his fa­ther was away. Uma’s vagina was even tighter than Lili’s, but he was only al­lowed to fuck her from be­hind, un­der her ass. She al­most al­ways lay on her side and he had to hold on to her ass cheeks. Then he pushed his cock un­der her ass crack and she grabbed the cock and guided it into the cun­t­hole. She was the best to fuck of all, she mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing, she al­ways did that. Aja asked what the mas­tur­bat­ing was. Ri pressed a fin­ger to Aja’s clit and rubbed it a lit­tle. Aja pulled away.  She had seen it many times in the vil­lage, be­cause there were sev­eral girls who did it in full pub­lic, they spread their legs and rubbed their clits in front of ev­ery­one. But she never did it her­self, not even in se­cret, be­cause her Mom didn’t do it ei­ther, not even when she was fuck­ing her Dad. Aja said that her Mom didn’t care at all if an­other man, usu­ally some­one from the vil­lage, mounted her. She let her­self be fucked in­dif­fer­ently, like most women. Be­fore he squirted, how­ever, she pulled out his cock, no­body ex­cept her Dad was al­lowed to squirt in­side.


Aja looked up at him, her hero, whom she loved with child­like zeal. She snug­gled up to him and whis­pered how nice it would be to al­ready have hair. She would fuck him right away, no mat­ter what! Ri ca­ressed her labia and clit a lit­tle too, but she rarely wanted to have an or­gasm.


Ever since the deadly fight with Beg was sung about around the camp­fires, men came from near and far to mount the beau­ti­ful woman. She had ex­plained to Ri a thou­sand times, that men had been do­ing this for ages and women had to humbly go along with it. The only thing that had changed was that they now waited un­til the hus­band was out of the house, and Urg was al­ways out hunt­ing. Even in great‐great‐grand­fa­ther’s time, grand­fa­ther said, it wasn’t like that; some men held the hus­band when it was nec­es­sary and then one af­ter the other mounted the in­dif­fer­ent woman, that’s how it was!  Uma also let her­self be mounted and fucked with com­plete in­dif­fer­ence, the man rammed his cock into her and fucked her. Uma usu­ally let her­self be fucked quite in­dif­fer­ently and only pulled the cock out very late to let him squirt on the floor. She did not be­lieve that it was the good god­dess who made women preg­nant. Like some other young women, she be­lieved that the man squirted the very tiny baby into the woman. She had lost ev­ery baby the men had in­jected into her. She had seen the very tiny fin­ger­nail‐sized ones when they were lost. That’s why she did not let the men squirt in­side, only Urg and Ri, she said. Nev­er­the­less, Ri sat in the cave, brood­ing, and watched Uma be­ing fucked. Only rarely did Uma get hot dur­ing fuck­ing, then her face would glow un­earthly and she would touch her clit dis­creetly. Ri was in­wardly an­gry dur­ing this fuck­ing be­cause she was ob­vi­ously en­joy­ing and lust­ing over the man’s big cock; he did not yet know the word jeal­ousy at that time. 


He had agreed with Uma that she would po­si­tion her­self so, that he could see ev­ery de­tail of the fuck­ing.  She stood with her back to the man, pulled up her fur loin­cloth and bent for­ward so that she could sup­port her­self with her hands on the floor and thrust her but­tocks to­wards the man. The man could sup­port him­self on her ass cheeks af­ter he had mounted her. He mounted the beau­ti­ful woman smil­ing and rammed his cock into her cun­t­hole from be­hind. Uma al­ways screamed briefly be­cause his big cock sud­denly widened her tight cun­t­hole. Then he fucked her for a few min­utes and she reached back be­tween her legs and pulled the cock out the mo­ment he started to squirt. Of course the first jet usu­ally squirted in­side, but she let it squirt on the floor. She winked at Ri while be­ing fucked  and grinned, which made him even hornier, be­cause watch­ing her be­ing fucked made the boy re­ally horny. 


The flick­er­ing of the camp­fire il­lu­mi­nated the scene when fa­ther Urg fucked his wife Uma. Urg grinned friendly be­cause Ri was ly­ing op­po­site them and watch­ing ev­ery­thing.  Urg al­ways pen­e­trated Uma’s pussy­hole slowly and care­fully, he didn’t want to hurt her. Ri watched as the big cock pen­e­trated Uma’s tight pussy­hole and stretched her. Urg fucked Uma for a long time and she mas­tur­bated un­til she or­gasmed. Now Urg in­creased his pace and squirted in­side for a long time. Usu­ally he fucked her a sec­ond time af­ter a while, Ri had slowly pushed his fore­skin back and forth over the glans and squirted on the floor when Uma mas­tur­bated a third time af­ter the sec­ond fuck.


The spring fes­ti­val was some­thing very spe­cial. Peo­ple from the sur­round­ing vil­lages and set­tle­ments gath­ered in the vil­lage square, the el­ders called out prayers to the good God­dess and peo­ple sang and danced in a cir­cle. The vil­lage chiefs fucked their fa­vorite wives in front of the star­ing peo­ple, then ev­ery­one fucked each other. Ev­ery­one was al­lowed to fuck ev­ery­one else, of course most of them fucked women other than their own. For many women from the re­mote set­tle­ments this was the only way to fuck men other than their hus­bands, their fa­thers or their broth­ers. So they were like hell af­ter fuck­ing as many dif­fer­ent men as pos­si­ble. That made up for the long walk to the fes­ti­val. That was the point of the spring fes­ti­val, to fuck like crazy. Many women were al­ready preg­nant and af­ter the fes­ti­val there were a lot more.


Ri and Aja al­ways hid be­hind the bushes, they took off their clothes and cud­dled and snug­gled close to each other, Ri had long since taught her how to French kiss.  Aja mas­tur­bated him ev­ery af­ter­noon, their bod­ies had be­come ac­cus­tomed to the close skin con­tact of their naked bod­ies. They both watched as Aja’s breasts be­gan to bud. A del­i­cate downy fluff of black hair be­gan to bud on her pu­bic mound. Aja asked ev­ery day whether they shouldn’t fuck now. She talked to Ri about the first fuck, when his cock had to pen­e­trate the hy­men and that was sup­posed to be painful. Ri had ques­tioned both Lili and Uma, and both said it wasn’t worth men­tion­ing. 


Ri de­cided on the day he would de­flower Aja. She was in­cred­i­bly ex­cited, he promised not to hurt her, at least as much as he could. She in­serted his cock into her vagi­nal vestibule, let go and closed her eyes. He pen­e­trated very care­fully and Aja screamed very qui­etly as her hy­men tore. Ri pen­e­trated deep into her vagina and waited. “Did it hurt a lot?”  he asked wor­riedly, but she shook her head, “it doesn’t hurt at all any­more!” 


He fucked Aja for a long time in a deep em­brace, he loved her very much. She didn’t have an or­gasm, but that was okay. He mas­tur­bated her clit af­ter fuck­ing be­cause she had grad­u­ally lost the fear of her strong or­gasm. He stopped fuck­ing Kaa, in­stead he fucked Aja all af­ter­noon long. He had only told Uma that he was fuck­ing Aja and she said he should love and care for her, she knew the girl and thought she was a good choice. Uma’s opin­ion was im­por­tant to him. Aja told her par­ents about the fuck­ing. Mom was as­ton­ished at first, but she im­me­di­ately thought fur­ther and said that now she could fuck Dad too. Aja nod­ded de­lighted, and Mom helped her to in­sert Dad’s stiff and big cock into her lit­tle hole. She lay next to the two of them while they fucked.  She was happy with the re­sult and Dad fucked Aja from then on ev­ery night, usu­ally twice. Ri was very jeal­ous and ac­com­pa­nied Aja home in the evenings. Uma agreed that he would sleep with Aja now. But things turned out com­pletely dif­fer­ently. 


When Aja’s mother saw him fuck­ing Aja for the first time, she de­sired him with un­bri­dled de­sire. She had no de­sire to fuck Dad, and hadn’t for a long time. But now she fell in love with Ri’s cock and se­duced him. She liked his way of fuck­ing very much, and from then on she let Ri fuck her ev­ery time Dad fucked Aja. Ri liked fuck­ing Aja’s mother very much, and all four of them fucked each other for the next few years. Ri and Aja al­ways fucked late at night af­ter they had fucked Mom and Dad. Aja’s mother be­came preg­nant three times and had three sons. Aja and Ri whis­pered that the chil­dren could only be his,  be­cause the mother rarely let other men mount her.  She also let these men fuck her like Uma un­til they squirted, she also let the men squirt on the floor. 


Ri had man­aged to get a cave to live in; the pre­vi­ous own­ers had just died. It was a good place, half of it had been dug into the hill and the other part was built solidly out of stones. They told ev­ery­one that they would stay to­gether from now on. Aja let the men mount her and fuck her with the same hum­ble de­vo­tion as all the other women. She let them squirt on the floor, be­cause what Uma said about squirt­ing ba­bies into women sounded rea­son­able. She only let Papa and Ri squirt in­side. That’s how it was. 


A new peo­ple ap­peared. They were small and had white skin. There were only mi­nor skir­mishes and dis­agree­ments at the be­gin­ning be­cause they spoke a dif­fer­ent lan­guage. The van­guard ex­plored the area, then the white peo­ple came in droves, in large droves. They were more nu­mer­ous than the old peo­ple. They were good hunters, they brought good tools and knowl­edge with them. The old peo­ple thinned out. But it wasn’t be­cause of the wars!  


It was the women. Among the old peo­ple, cou­ples of­ten stayed to­gether for life; white women didn’t care about pair­ing up. They fucked wildly ev­ery­one, there were of­ten large groups of women, moth­ers and aunts who looked af­ter the nu­mer­ous off­spring. And the white women soon dis­cov­ered that the men of the old peo­ple fucked much bet­ter than the white men. With their big, hard cocks they fucked the lit­tle white women’s lit­tle pussies to mul­ti­ple or­gasms, into sev­enth heaven. The white women sim­ply seized the men of the old peo­ple. The off­spring were white. The women of the old peo­ple had far fewer chil­dren than be­fore; the white men did fuck them, but they had fewer and fewer chil­dren, and they were all white.


The men of the old peo­ple were great at fuck­ing. Their cocks were big­ger, thicker and much more en­dur­ing than those of the whites. Many of them fucked two or three white women a day and fa­thered white chil­dren. The white women hardly let them­selves be fucked by white men any­more. White men would squirt in their mouths while the white woman was be­ing fucked by one of the old peo­ple. It be­came a plague, many white men had not fucked a white woman for years, they were only al­lowed to squirt in her mouth, while the women let them­selves be fucked by the old peo­ple. Usu­ally three or four white men would gather around the woman’s head, kneel, mas­tur­bate and fi­nally squirt in the woman’s mouth. The white men had to be con­tent to squirt in a woman’s mouth at least, be­cause only the big men from the old peo­ple did the fuck­ing. And the de­scen­dants were all white. The old peo­ple grad­u­ally dis­ap­peared, but not be­cause an over­pow­er­ing en­emy de­feated them. It was the un­bri­dled white women and the com­pli­ant men of the old peo­ple who de­stroyed them within 20,000 years.  


One day the an­cient peo­ple, the Ne­an­derthals, be­came ex­tinct.
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The suf­fer­ings of Marie P.


by Jack Faber © 2024




Marie Pauer was tried for witch­craft in Neuarkt. She was im­pris­oned for 22 months and in­ter­ro­gated on 287 days. The chair­man, the Lord von Pfleger, in­structed the clerk to pre­pare two re­ports be­cause very saucy de­tails were men­tioned dur­ing the in­ter­ro­ga­tions.


Marie was gen­er­ally de­scribed as lazy and stub­born.  The gen­eral pub­lic thought she was dis­so­lute, her only in­ter­est was in sex. She stopped at noth­ing, she let her­self be fucked by all the men in the town, by all the young men and boys from 8 years of age up­wards, who thought that fuck­ing and squirt­ing was just a game. The neigh­bors knew that she didn’t even stop at her fa­ther and that she let the grief‐stricken wid­ower fuck her hard and thor­oughly ev­ery night. 


Marie, a cheeky and dis­so­lute 16‐year‐old girl, was ex­am­ined by the court doc­tor on the first day. The chair­man and his as­ses­sors were wide‐eyed when the doc­tor un­cov­ered and ex­am­ined her pussy. Ev­ery­one stared at the young witch’s open pussy hole. Only a light fluffy down was vis­i­ble on her naked, child­like pussy. The doc­tor parted her sur­pris­ingly large, fleshy labia and cov­ered them again af­ter the in­spec­tion. “Virgo in­tacta,” he dic­tated to the clerk, so Marie was still a vir­gin.  This was in stark con­trast to the ac­cu­sa­tions. And these were not the only dis­crep­an­cies.


Marie con­tra­dicted the doc­tor when the chair­man re­peated it in Ger­man. “That can’t be,” she said, “my fa­ther took my vir­gin­ity two years ago, when I was only 14.” There was a long si­lence, then Lord von Pfleger asked Marie to tell him ev­ery­thing.  “We had just buried my mother when he be­came very rest­less and or­dered me to come to him in the mar­i­tal bed. He took off my night­gown and touched my whole body, es­pe­cially my clit, and I pulled away. “I’m not that kind of girl, Dad,” I said to him, “I don’t play with my clit like naughty girls do!” He was very sur­prised and ques­tioned me fur­ther, but I was firm that I was a de­cent girl and only rubbed my cli­toris a lit­tle bit some­times, but not to or­gasm. He grinned ma­li­ciously and said he had al­ways seen me rub­bing my clit! That was true, but I said that I usu­ally stop be­fore I cli­max be­cause it was a sin. He laughed cheek­ily, “I’ve watched you cli­max many times, so don’t lie to me!” He looked at me tri­umphantly. “How of­ten have I watched you slowly ca­ress your cli­toris un­til it be­came long and stiff, your lit­tle cock! And then how you rubbed it and rubbed it mer­ci­lessly un­til you were writhing like a worm in or­gasm! So don’t lie to me!” I was very ashamed be­cause it was true, I had mas­tur­bated to or­gasm ev­ery night even, back then. He just grunted smugly and spread my legs. I told him that I was still un­touched, but he just grinned, and I cried when he had to ram his cock into my pussy three or four times un­til my hy­men broke. He fucked me three times in a row the first time and grinned con­tent­edly ev­ery time I had an or­gasm. Since that day he has fucked me ev­ery night ex­cept on Sat­ur­days, when he goes to con­fes­sion and does not sin be­cause he goes to the Holy Com­mu­nion on Sun­days.” The doc­tor shook his head and in­di­cated to the chair­man that the lit­tle girl was to­tally crazy. 


At the next in­ter­ro­ga­tion she was sup­posed to talk about the devil. Marie blushed and had to be asked sev­eral times. “My Lord and Mas­ter only came to see me at night af­ter my fa­ther had fucked me and squirted in­side me. He al­ways squirted in­side me and it didn’t mat­ter to him whether I got preg­nant.” The chair­man wanted to know what the devil looked like.  “A very tall man with two thumb‐sized bumps on his fore­head, he looked like other men, only he had a very very big cock and a short tail at the back. His com­pan­ion was much smaller, but he also had a much big­ger cock than nor­mal men. I had to call the big one Colonel. He made me sign a con­tract with a drop of blood, “I am yours and you are mine!” The Colonel snapped his fin­gers and I was a vir­gin again! He wanted to de­flower me ev­ery time and fucked me for half an hour, then he dis­ap­peared. Now the smaller one fucked me, he fucked just as well as the Mas­ter, then he left me. It was like that ev­ery night, the Colonel de­flow­ered me ev­ery time and then they both fucked me.” The doc­tor ex­am­ined Marie’s pussy again, and she was no longer a vir­gin. Marie made se­ri­ous ac­cu­sa­tions. 


“How could I be a vir­gin, Doc­tor, when the two guards fuck me in the morn­ing and in the af­ter­noon, one af­ter the other!”  The chair­man sum­moned the two men, but they de­nied ev­ery­thing and de­nied ev­ery­thing again un­der oath. They were be­lieved. Nev­er­the­less, no one could ex­plain how Marie had had three still­births dur­ing the two years of strict im­pris­on­ment.


Marie was ques­tioned as to why pots and pans and tools like ham­mers flew through the air and made a hellish noise. Marie laughed loudly. “That’s the com­pan­ion, he makes mu­sic with them when the colonel fucks me!” The court was speech­less. Then Marie was asked what hap­pened with the forester Wald­mann. Marie had to ex­plain to the court that the colonel had taught her two magic spells, one to turn the wife to stone and a sec­ond to force the man to fuck her. The colonel had or­dered her to cast a spell on the forester and his wife, but she tried for 20 days with­out suc­cess, be­cause they re­mained loyal to the Lord Je­sus Christ and did not give their souls to her Mas­ter.  


The judge wanted to know how it went. Marie an­swered with as­ton­ish­ing open­ness, smil­ing. “I par­a­lyzed the woman and put a spell on the forester. He wanted to mount his wife straight away, but I forced him be­tween my thighs, be­cause the forester has a nice, big cock. He fucked me re­luc­tantly, but very well. Then I al­lowed him to fuck his help­less wife. I let him fuck me 20 days, but I didn’t get his soul.” The court ques­tioned the forester and his wife, who con­firmed ev­ery­thing. The forester’s wife looked very ven­omously at Marie. “Your witch­craft didn’t do you any good, be­cause my hus­band loves me faith­fully!” she shouted an­grily. 


Marie did not deny that she had done it with around 80 men in the town in the two years, she had let all of them fuck her, but hardly cap­tured a soul, only a few. Even the preacher Fa­ther Anselm was one of her vic­tims.  The preacher was in­ter­ro­gated and he de­nied ev­ery­thing un­der oath. Marie screamed that it was a lie and that she could prove it! She claimed that there was a cres­cent‐shaped mark on the preacher’s cock, un­der the fore­skin. The priest was forced to un­dress. The doc­tor rubbed the cock un­til it was stiff and the priest ejac­u­lated on the floor. The doc­tor pulled the fore­skin back com­pletely and hey presto, there was the mark! The poor priest slunk away, de­jected.


Marie was em­ployed as a nanny at the Höller­wirt, for the 3‐year‐old daugh­ter. But the young witch made ad­vances on the boy, and she fi­nally ad­mit­ted this. The 8‐year‐old son had to fuck her, al­though he didn’t un­der­stand the whole thing. He stuck his lit­tle cock in her pussy, fucked her for a while and squirted in­side. The lit­tle boy was not ques­tioned, but his mother re­ported that it was true, that she had seen it her­self.


But that was not all. There was the mat­ter with Liesl Hofmüller. Liesl was the same age as Marie, and Marie was re­luc­tant to talk about it. They were good friends and they liked to roll around naked in Liesl’s bed, hug­ging each other. Marie taught her how to kiss with her tongue, Liesl al­ways got very ex­cited and mas­tur­bated her­self, be­cause Marie didn’t mas­tur­bate her­self. But she let Liesl mas­tur­bate her un­til she had an or­gasm, she liked that very much.  Af­ter a few weeks she be­gan to fuck Liesl. The chair­man asked in as­ton­ish­ment how that was pos­si­ble? Marie laughed haugh­tily. “It’s very sim­ple, sir! Liesl had to spread her legs and spread her pussy hole with her fin­gers so that her clit was vis­i­ble. Then I pressed my clit against hers and fucked her un­til she cli­maxed, un­til she was mad. Liesl en­joyed it so much that I al­ways had to do it with her clit!” The chair­man’s mouth fell open, be­cause it was the first time he had heard that two women could ac­tu­ally fuck. Of course, the clerk was only al­lowed to write about it in the sec­ond re­port.


Marie was in­ter­ro­gated ev­ery sec­ond or third day, and more and more de­tails came to light. Much of it was ob­vi­ously lies, but some of it turned out to be true. Her fa­ther was in­ter­ro­gated, he de­nied ev­ery­thing, say­ing that his daugh­ter just had a vivid imag­i­na­tion.  But he was ques­tioned more and more strictly and un­der oath he fi­nally ad­mit­ted that he had been fuck­ing his daugh­ter for years. Yes, she was still a vir­gin, he ad­mit­ted, he had to de­flower her first, but then she let him fuck her will­ingly and vol­un­tar­ily. He stuck to that.


Af­ter 22 months in prison, the ver­dict was unan­i­mous. Marie was a witch and was sen­tenced to death. She was be­headed at sun­rise and then burned.


Marie Pauner was not the only witch to be con­victed in Neu­markt.



● ● ●







Liz’s Re­venge


by Jack Faber © 2024




Liz had washed Ben’s cock like she would any cock that wanted to fuck her. She took off her neg­ligee and lay down on the bed. Ben, who was a tall and bulky-look­ing man, lay down on top of her nim­bly and lithely.  He be­gan to fuck slowly and de­lib­er­ately, Liz closed her eyes be­cause Ben was fuck­ing very well and her thoughts wan­dered back to the past.


She was ly­ing un­der the cov­ers as usual and mas­tur­bat­ing like her brother Bob in the other child’s bed. She had been mas­tur­bat­ing for a long time, but it was not an is­sue be­tween her and Bob. She must have been about 13 at the time and Bob was a year younger. They both knew that the other mas­tur­bated, but they both did it un­der the cov­ers, breath­ing heav­ily and pant­ing, but they had never let the other see it. Of course they had shown and ex­am­ined their gen­i­tals now and then, but it was not a par­tic­u­lar is­sue. 


She heard the heavy foot­steps of her fa­ther, Thomas Crum­ble, on the stairs. He came up for the first time, qui­etly en­ter­ing the child’s room. He sat down on the bed next to Liz and pulled her cov­ers away. He saw her fin­ger rest­ing on her stiff, swollen clit.  He looked at his naked daugh­ter from top to bot­tom, he had never seen her so naked. Her fa­ther was her great love at the time, she was crazy about him and fan­ta­sized about him and other boys when she mas­tur­bated. 


Her fa­ther ran his fin­gers over her body, ca­ressed her in­ner thighs and her pussy. Liz shiv­ered with plea­sure, he had never touched her so sex­u­ally be­fore. He touched her fin­ger. “Keep go­ing, my love, I want to see it, I want to watch you.” he said qui­etly. Bob just raised his head, he wanted to see it too, but se­cretly. “Should I keep go­ing, Dad?” Liz asked un­cer­tainly, “Do you re­ally want to see it?” He nod­ded, “Yes!” Liz could smell the whiskey, he must have come from the sa­loon where he played ev­ery evening, that was his only job and the fam­ily in­come. Her mother lay in bed all day and spat blood, she had it on her lungs. 


Liz hes­i­tated. She barely moved her fin­ger on her clit, but then she saw her fa­ther’s greedy look. Now she was con­vinced that he wanted to see her mas­tur­bate. She started and watched him, he stared at her fin­ger, at her clit. She usu­ally mas­tur­bated with her eyes closed, but now she was watch­ing him, her dear­est Daddy. Her but­tocks had been shak­ing for a while, then the or­gasm broke out. She writhed and twisted as al­ways, then it was over.


The fa­ther stood up, cov­ered his daugh­ter and kissed the top of her head. “Good night, my love!” he said and left. He came up two or three times a week un­til the next sum­mer to watch her mas­tur­bate. Liz turned 14, her breasts be­gan to bud, her labia were now al­ways swollen and cov­ered her clit.  She be­gan to take an in­ter­est in the boys at school and watched some of them rub their cocks and squirt. But she didn’t touch a cock; her love was her fa­ther, who loved to watch her mas­tur­bate.


Her fa­ther lay down heav­ily next to her, he smelled strongly of whiskey. He had won big to­day and was in high spir­its. “I’d love to fuck you, my love!” he stam­mered. Liz was just sur­prised and not at all shocked. “Okay,” she said af­ter a while. He re­peated, “fuck, that’s what I meant. I re­ally want to fuck you, my lit­tle one!” Liz hugged her fa­ther lov­ingly. “Yes, Daddy, I said okay. Come and fuck me!” Liz didn’t think about her mother for a mo­ment. 


He fid­dled with his pants and pulled out his stiff cock. “Come on, lie on your back, spread your legs and put my cock in,” he gasped. She grabbed his cock, it seemed huge to her.  But she pushed it into her vagi­nal vestibule un­til it hit the hy­men and then let it go, hug­ging her fa­ther. “I love you very much, Daddy!” she whis­pered. He pierced her hy­men with a jerk, Liz felt a small sting. The drunken fa­ther didn’t fuck her for very long and squirted in­side her with a sat­is­fied grunt. They didn’t think about con­tra­cep­tion, Liz didn’t have her pe­riod yet. He got up and kissed her on the top of her head as usual. “Good night, my love!” he said and left.


Bob whis­pered. “He fucked you! Did he re­ally fuck you?” he wanted to know. “Yes,” Liz an­swered in a whis­per, “he de­flow­ered me and fucked me!” Bob asked af­ter a while, “What does de­flow­er­ing mean?” Liz ex­plained it to him, he lis­tened with his mouth open. “Can I see it?” he asked and Liz shrugged.  Bob took the can­dle in his hand and spread her labia. “In­deed, I can only see a big hole, it goes right deep in­side!” Liz mum­bled that Daddy’s cock was very big and had drilled the hole. They went to sleep. 


When fa­ther wasn’t too drunk, he came to Liz to fuck, al­most ev­ery night. Some­times Liz fell in love with a boy and let him fuck her, which was good for her soul. But no­body had a cock as big as Dad’s. Liz was 17 when mother died and she was now run­ning the house­hold alone. Bob just begged a lit­tle and then she let him fuck her, ev­ery af­ter­noon. Bob was a nat­u­ral tal­ent when it came to fuck­ing. He had a strong sex­ual drive and would of­ten fuck Liz three times in an af­ter­noon. Liz was con­fused be­cause now she was lov­ing two men at the same time, Dad and Bob. She loved Bob’s way of fuck­ing her ten­derly and gen­tly. Dad, on the other hand, was hard and bru­tal when fuck­ing, al­though he never re­ally hurt her. Half a year later, Dad had won a con­sid­er­able amount of money and an­nounced that they would mov­ing away from Bos­ton to the West, to Dodge City, where gold was ly­ing on the streets for him as a gam­bler. They didn’t leave un­til 4 months later, so that Bob could fin­ish school. 


Liz found out that there were only two girls in her class who fucked their fa­thers. One of them didn’t like to talk about it. Her fa­ther had taken ad­van­tage of her mother’s ab­sence and raped, de­flow­ered and fucked her against her will. Ev­ery few weeks he took ad­van­tage of this op­por­tu­nity and fucked her se­cretly. She had no one to com­pare him to, but she thought he was a very bad fucker. He mounted her and fucked her only briefly, then he squirted in­side, proud as a pea­cock.


The sec­ond was much more talk­a­tive, she had se­duced her fa­ther and not the other way around. From the very be­gin­ning she went naked into the par­ents’ bed­room and threw her­self at them with a war cry. She loved to cud­dle with her par­ents, and she es­pe­cially liked to rub her naked body against her fa­ther. Her mother had al­ways scolded her when she snug­gled up close to her fa­ther and mas­tur­bated with a naughty grin. She was rarely present when they were fuck­ing.  The mother al­ways tried to scare her away, but she stuck out her tongue cheek­ily and stayed un­til they con­tin­ued and had fin­ished fuck­ing. Later she lay on her back, spread her legs and shouted, “Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me too!” He was of course ex­hausted from fuck­ing and did noth­ing of the sort. But she an­noyed the par­ents al­ways and some­times the mother shouted, “Fuck her now, Edy, so she’ll shut up!” This hap­pened more and more of­ten un­til the fa­ther got a hard cock and lay be­tween her thighs. The mother shouted, “Well, do it now, fuck her and shut her mouth!” The fa­ther was ac­tu­ally much too cow­ardly, he was a lit­tle afraid of the mother. But when she kept re­peat­ing that he should fi­nally fuck her, he did it, be­cause this time he had be­come quite horny when he was ly­ing be­tween her thighs, his cock tap­ping her cunt. He pierced her hy­men and it didn’t hurt at all. He fucked her for a very long time, be­cause he had just used up all his am­mu­ni­tion.  She was very sur­prised be­cause she could feel ev­ery sin­gle jet as he squirted in­side. Her mother watched in amaze­ment, she had never thought that Edy had re­ally done it! Since then, her fa­ther had to de­cide ev­ery evening whether he wanted to fuck his wife or his daugh­ter. Her mother hated her ever since. 


Dodge City was re­ally a gold mine. Dad earned a lot of money at the gam­ing ta­bles, he dressed like a west­erner, wore a nice cow­boy hat and a sil­ver re­volver in a hol­ster. He also bought Bob a re­volver. Bob prac­ticed draw­ing a re­volver ev­ery day, he had an old prairie rider show him how.  He lined up empty bot­tles and prac­ticed draw­ing and shoot­ing. They lived in a fancy ho­tel and Liz started talk­ing to the bar­maids. Af­ter a few weeks she was work­ing in the sa­loon across the street as a bar host­ess and earned her own money, which she took to the bank. She was soon hard­ened and let the guests grope her, touch her bare skin, her breasts and her pussy. It was clear to ev­ery­one that touch­ing her pussy was much more ex­pen­sive than touch­ing her breasts. If some­one was very nice and paid good, she went with him into the dark cor­ri­dor or be­hind the house and let him fuck her stand­ing up. Papa was usu­ally at the gam­ing ta­ble un­til late at night and didn’t fuck her so of­ten any­more. Bob was a loyal fuck buddy, he fucked her ev­ery morn­ing, noon and af­ter­noon. She loved Bob with all her heart. When her pe­riod came, she got ad­vice from the bar­maids about con­tra­cep­tion. 


They stayed in Dodge City for three years; Liz was now 22 years old.  Now they moved on, Tomb­stone promised even more money. But Tomb­stone was a wild town, Sher­iff Mike Rogers un­for­tu­nately only main­tained a cer­tain amount of or­der, but the town was full of wild guys who were hard to con­trol. They moved into a large, com­fort­able ho­tel room and Papa ac­cepted that Bob fucked Liz. He could also fuck Liz if he wanted to. But his loins had be­come lame, Bob was 21 and in the full bloom of his sex­u­al­ity. The boy fucked Liz at least three times a day shame­lessly in front of the fa­ther. Some­times his fa­ther buried his face in the pil­lows, be­cause he was most ashamed of him­self for get­ting his cock up less and less of­ten.


There were no bar­maids or hostesses in Tomb­stone, only whores, Liz soon found out. Madame Gaultier, who owned the house in which the “Golden Nugget” sa­loon was, owned the brothel above the sa­loon. The girls roamed around the sa­loon, let them­selves be in­vited for drinks and made ac­quain­tances there. They paid a fixed amount to Madame for each cus­tomer, whose maids kept the rooms clean.  Madame also took care of se­cu­rity, there was al­ways an armed guard sit­ting in the cor­ri­dor. But he didn’t have much to do, maybe punch some­one on the nose if they didn’t want to pay or the girl had them thrown out be­cause they were too drunk. 


Liz made a deal with Madame. She was de­ter­mined to earn ‘her own money’, be­cause her mother was a ter­ri­ble ex­am­ple of a woman who had no money of her own. Papa said noth­ing, it seemed as though he didn’t care that Liz worked now as a whore. Bob was quite in­sulted, but over time he un­der­stood her ar­gu­ments. He worked in the hard­ware store, where he looked af­ter the re­volvers, guns and ri­fles and sold them. He once told Liz that he would have liked to be an ar­morer or gun­smith, but there weren’t any in Tomb­stone. 


For two years ev­ery­thing went well in this wild town.  All three worked and earned money, be­cause Tomb­stone was not a cheap town. Liz was now 24 and had al­ready fucked hun­dreds of men. Or­di­nary cit­i­zens, strangers pass­ing through, cow­boys and farm­ers. 


Liz had learned to whore from the other girls, it wasn’t dif­fi­cult. Spot a guy in the sa­loon, have a few drinks and lure him up. Pay in ad­vance, of course, and leave the money with the guard, just in case. You had to wash his cock thor­oughly be­fore fuck­ing, an im­por­tant hy­giene mea­sure. When fuck­ing, you had to feign ex­cite­ment and pas­sion, prob­a­bly the hard­est part of it. Most peo­ple had enough of one fuck, if some­one wanted a sec­ond round, that was OK too. It didn’t take Liz long to learn to whore. She was amazed at how she could dis­tin­guish the purely busi­ness‐like fuck­ing in the whore­house from the lov­ing fuck­ing with Bob or her fa­ther. 


She had fallen in love with one of Madame’s guards, Harry. He was a thor­oughly hon­est per­son un­der his skin and was only a feared gun­slinger on the out­side. He was a tall, broad‐shoul­dered guy with strong fists and a fast re­volver. He didn’t kill any­one if he could avoid it; a shot in the leg was al­ways enough. He and Liz had slowly grown closer; they only fucked af­ter months of be­ing close friends. Liz wasn’t think­ing about mar­riage yet, but Harry would be an op­tion for her. Harry was a good lis­tener, an in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion­al­ist and he could be very ro­man­tic when he was with her. He fucked ex­cel­lently, gen­tly and hon­estly. He ac­cepted the facts as they were. She had to earn her money as a whore, he had to play the tough guy and cool gun­slinger, when he was on duty. It was just a job, it wasn’t some­thing you had to think about much.


He trained with Bob in his spare time and taught him to shoot well, be­cause he used to be a mar­shal and hunted peo­ple. Bob learned more than just how to shoot from him, he learned about the laws and some things that were im­por­tant for hunt­ing peo­ple. Per­haps Bob would be­come a mar­shal him­self one day, the gov­er­nor paid quite well.


Fa­ther Thomas sat at the gam­ing ta­bles ev­ery minute, he had al­ways been a skilled cheat, but now he was old, his fin­gers were not as nim­ble as they used to be. More and more of­ten he had to break off a trick and that was bad for busi­ness. And so mis­for­tune came qui­etly upon the fam­ily. It was a feared ban­dit and gun­slinger, Big Ben, who caught poor fa­ther Thomas Crum­ble cheat­ing. There was a loud ar­gu­ment, Thomas jumped up and so did Big Ben. 


Thomas had only fired his re­volver a few times to prac­tice and he made the same mis­take as ev­ery­one who faced Big Ben.  He stared at Big Ben’s small re­volver in the hol­ster, not at the sawed‐off shot­gun Ben wore on his other hip. Thomas drew his re­volver, Big Ben calmly left his re­volver in the hol­ster. His shot­gun, only slightly larger than a re­volver, was hinged to his hip. Big Ben did not draw the shot­gun, he pushed it down to a hor­i­zon­tal po­si­tion and fired im­me­di­ately from his hip. The bul­lets tore through Thomas’ chest, and he fell dead to the ground. Sher­iff Mike Rogers stormed into the sa­loon min­utes later, his gun at the ready. Ben was still stand­ing tall and ready to fire be­hind the card ta­ble. “It was self‐de­fense, Sher­iff,” he said loudly. The sher­iff ques­tioned those stand­ing around, and it was true. Thomas had drawn first and aimed at Ben, but had no time to pull the trig­ger. The sher­iff nod­ded and told Ben that he was not wel­come in Tomb­stone and that he should get on the horse. 


Big Ben leaned over to the dead Thomas and took out his wad of money.  He counted out 200 dol­lars. “That’s my share that he cheated me out of!” he said calmly to the sher­iff and threw the re­main­ing money on Thomas’ corpse. “I or­dered food and I’m leav­ing af­ter that,” said Big Ben and sat down again. Sher­iff Rogers nod­ded re­luc­tantly and went back into the sher­iff’s house. 


Liz was ly­ing next to Harry af­ter fuck­ing and they were talk­ing about their fu­ture when Harry heard the shot­gun fire. He sat up. “No­body would be stupid enough to shoot around in the sa­loon with a shot­gun!” he called qui­etly, then laid his head on the pil­low. The deep bass of the sher­iff could be heard, which was sooth­ing. 


A small boy ran into the hard­ware store and tugged on Bob’s sleeve. “Big Ben just shot your fa­ther dead with a shot­gun in the sa­loon!” the lit­tle boy called, and Bob turned pale. He grabbed the boy by the coat. “No, it’s true!” the boy called, and Bob let go of him. He quickly walked across the street into the sa­loon. 


Ben was sit­ting at the ta­ble eat­ing calmly. Bob saw his fa­ther’s body ly­ing in a cor­ner, his throat tight­ened. It was def­i­nitely his fa­ther ly­ing there, with his chest torn and bloody.  Bob im­me­di­ately drew his re­volver and fired at Big Ben. He had for­got­ten ev­ery­thing Harry had taught him. Keep calm, aim care­fully and shoot low, be­cause a man shot in the stom­ach or leg was fin­ished. 


Bob had aimed far too high and fired far too quickly. His bul­let ripped into the wall sev­eral inches above Ben’s head. He aimed lower and fired again. The bul­let grazed Ben’s ear­lobe and also hit the wall. Ben was a prac­ticed gun­slinger, he was on his feet im­me­di­ately and ripped the small re­volver from its hol­ster. His first shot hit Bob in the fore­head, the sec­ond his chest. Bob was al­ready dead be­fore he hit the floor on his back.


Sher­iff Mike Rogers stormed into the sa­loon with his gun ready. Big Ben low­ered his re­volver, he didn’t want to mess with the sher­iff, he never did.  “I don’t know the man, he stormed in and shot at me twice with­out say­ing a word. He only hit my ear, then I shot back, Sher­iff!” Rogers leaned over Bob’s body. “The son of the man you shot ear­lier, Ben! I heard 4 shots, does any­one have any­thing to say?” The peo­ple didn’t move, Ben held the re­volver in his hand, low­ered to the ground. The sher­iff then took each one in­di­vid­u­ally and ev­ery­one con­firmed Ben’s words. It had been a com­pletely un­ex­pected at­tack by Bob, Ben was only de­fend­ing him­self. The sher­iff swore aloud, the boy was only 20 or 21 at the most! He shouted at Big Ben to put the food in his pocket and get on his horse im­me­di­ately. Im­me­di­ately! Ben put the re­volver away, threw a few dol­lar bills on the ta­ble and went ahead with the food in his hand to the sta­ble. The sher­iff stayed be­hind him with his gun at the ready un­til the sta­ble boy hastily sad­dled up.  Ben had eaten and got up in the sad­dle, curs­ing, and rode out of town in a cloud of dust.


Harry had got­ten up and was get­ting dressed when he heard the sher­iff yelling. He strapped on his hol­ster and quickly checked his re­volver. “Stay here, I’m go­ing to take a look!” he said to Liz and left. There was great ex­cite­ment in the sa­loon, ev­ery­one was shout­ing at the same time. It was only af­ter a while that he had the facts. He looked into Bob’s empty eyes. An ice‐cold hand clenched around his throat. He didn’t know Thomas, but he knew Bob very well; he had been some­thing like an ap­pren­tice of his and he was Liz’s lit­tle brother. 


Liz’s scream rang through the sa­loon. She was only wear­ing an un­der­skirt pet­ti­coat and was scream­ing with all her might. She had stopped on the stairs, she rec­og­nized them both im­me­di­ately. Her legs gave way, she crouched down on the stairs. In four long leaps, Harry was next to her, took her face to his chest and cov­ered her view of the corpses. Liz’s scream turned into a howl, only now did her tears flow down her cheeks. Harry com­forted her as best he could. “Where’s Big Ben!?” he shouted down into the sa­loon. A few peo­ple pointed to the door. “The sher­iff! Over there, in the sta­ble!” He was still hold­ing Liz’s head and com­fort­ing her. She raised her tear‐stained face to him and stam­mered, “Did Big Ben do that!?” Harry hes­i­tated, per­haps he hes­i­tated a lit­tle too long.  Af­ter a while, Liz jumped up and ran down­stairs, run­ning out to­wards the sta­bles in her pet­ti­coat and naked cunt.


Big Ben swept past her. She could clearly see that his ear was bleed­ing. Sec­onds later, Harry was stand­ing next to her. “Shoot! Shoot!” Liz screamed and ran af­ter the cloud of dust. Harry caught up with her and held her with both arms. “He’s al­ready much too far away and be­sides, I’m not shoot­ing any­one in the back! Not any­one!” he whis­pered in Liz’s ear. It took her a while to calm down. They went back to the sa­loon.


Liz cov­ered Bob’s and Thomas’ faces with their jack­ets. She couldn’t look at their dead eyes any longer. Harry ques­tioned the bar­man and oth­ers who seemed half­way sober, he wanted to hear ev­ery de­tail. The sec­ond bar­man had run to the car­pen­ter when Ben had shot Thomas, now the two of them came to the sa­loon with a horse‐drawn cart and a half‐fin­ished cof­fin. Thomas was laid in the cof­fin, Bob next to him on the bunk.  Harry had emp­tied their pock­ets and wrapped ev­ery­thing in his scarf, fi­nally he took off their gun belts and then let the car­pen­ter drive off. 


Liz was to­tally dev­as­tated and un­able to make any de­ci­sion. Harry was now her sup­port. He had her wash her face, he found no black clothes in her trunk, only a coarse, dark brown dress and she changed. He brought her a hot tea to her room and then sat next to her for an hour silently. Then she looked up and asked him what had ac­tu­ally hap­pened, why ev­ery­thing had hap­pened. Harry searched for words. “Your fa­ther cheated at the game and Ben caught him. There was an ar­gu­ment, your fa­ther pulled first and Ben shot him with the shot­gun.” 


“Bob must have found out, he came storm­ing in and only took one look at the dead fa­ther. He im­me­di­ately, with­out warn­ing, shot at Big Ben, twice, but he only hit him in the ear. How can you not hit a tar­get as big as the mas­sive Ben at 6 paces? In any case, Ben shot back im­me­di­ately, and that was it. The sher­iff im­me­di­ately chased Big Ben out of town, as you have seen.” 


Liz was silent for a very long time. “What can we do?” she asked af­ter a while, “can we pur­sue him, kill him?” Harry shook his head. “Liz, I un­der­stand you very well, I feel for you. But we would be­come crim­i­nals our­selves if we pur­sued and killed him. In the eyes of the law, Ben clearly shot in self‐de­fense both times. And he was in­cred­i­bly lucky, be­cause oth­er­wise I would al­ready be in the sad­dle and would bring him back, alive or dead.  Ben is known to be a good gun­slinger and he knows ex­actly when to shoot in self‐de­fense. The fact that he not only hurts peo­ple, as I al­ways did, but kills them is a dis­grace, but it’s cov­ered by the law.” Harry was de­ject­edly silent and took Liz’s hand. “He’ll be back, Liz. He comes by here two or three times a year, whiskey and whores.  He’ll come back and I’ll shoot him in self‐de­fense, I give you my word.”


Liz nod­ded. A few days later she bought a small dou­ble‐bar­reled Der­ringer pis­tol from the hard­ware store, and the owner gave her a box of car­tridges. He didn’t ask, she didn’t say any­thing. Then she went with Harry to the meadow where he had been prac­tic­ing shoot­ing with Bob. He didn’t ask, she didn’t ex­plain any­thing. “The first shot comes im­me­di­ately, for the sec­ond you have to cock the ham­mer with your thumb.” They prac­ticed in si­lence for half an hour, then Harry was sat­is­fied, Liz had mas­tered the few move­ments. As she walked away, Liz mur­mured, “Maybe I can get him in front of the bar­rel!” She didn’t say any­thing else, but Harry nod­ded se­ri­ously. “You have to get close enough to him that you can touch him.  Don’t get in­volved in any­thing else, you would lose, my love!” Liz nod­ded se­ri­ously, she knew that. 


Fa­ther and son were buried next to each other. Liz had a beau­ti­ful wooden plaque carved with both names and the date they were mur­dered. She with­drew from the brothel busi­ness for a few weeks and spent most of her time with Harry. She was glad that he could keep quiet just like she could and that she could let her thoughts wan­der. One morn­ing she woke up, kissed Harry on the fore­head and said, “My mourn­ing pe­riod is over, tonight I’m go­ing to work in the sa­loon!” And so it hap­pened, Liz was a pop­u­lar and happy whore. The men liked to fuck her and let her fake the pas­sion, only Harry got real pas­sion and love.


She had come to an agree­ment with Harry. When this was over, but in a year at the lat­est, she would give up the life of a whore and move away with him. She wanted to be his wife and start a fam­ily with him, no mat­ter where. Harry hugged her and said that was a good plan. But it would be an­other six months be­fore Big Ben came back to Tomb­stone. Whiskey and women, as Harry had said. Liz stayed away from the sa­loon for a day, let­ting the mur­derer eat and drink and fuck. She had waited long enough, she was wait­ing for her chance. Harry had said he wanted to wait un­til Big Ben felt safe, then he would pro­voke him. Liz nod­ded ab­sently, she had her own plan. 


She whis­pered to the other girls that Big Ben was hers tonight. The girls grinned crookedly, the guy had a big cock and fucked three or four times in a row. “You’ll feel like a mis­treated mare in the morn­ing, Liz!”  they gig­gled and Liz forced her­self to gig­gle too. Then she put on her most dar­ing dress and ap­proached Ben. He didn’t know her, he sus­pected noth­ing. He bought drink af­ter drink, he groped the pretty girl and fol­lowed her into the room. Pre­pay­ment, that was clear. 


She washed Ben’s cock thor­oughly, took off her neg­ligee and lay down on the bed. When he un­dressed and put his sawed‐off shot­gun on the floor within easy reach, she knew that she couldn’t make a sin­gle mis­take. She was sur­prised at how big his cock was, she knew other big men, but they usu­ally had small cocks. Ben was a big, mas­sive man with a very big cock and he fucked re­ally well. She played her game well and let her­self be fucked re­ally well 4 times in to­tal, but she avoided hav­ing an or­gasm, she couldn’t overex­ert her­self, she needed all her strength. “Well, wasn’t it good?” Ben asked with a vic­to­ri­ous grin af­ter the first squirt­ing, “now let’s do it again!” Liz nod­ded and hugged the hated man. “You fuck much bet­ter than most, Ben!” she said and nod­ded in agree­ment, be­cause that wasn’t a lie. Nev­er­the­less, she let her­self be fucked hard and well 4 times, Ben was re­ally good at that, then he was ex­hausted and dozed off.


With in­fi­nite care she took the Der­ringer out of the drawer. Ben dozed and slept peace­fully.  A hot feel­ing ran through her, be­cause she had never asked Harry ex­actly where she should shoot. With­out hes­i­ta­tion, she shot Ben in the fore­head and im­me­di­ately cocked the ham­mer again. He jumped half­way up, his hand im­me­di­ately grabbed the shot­gun and he looked at her with a very strange squint. He was not dead, his fin­ger curled and the shot­gun burst into the door be­hind Liz. She held the Der­ringer in front of his face and pulled the trig­ger res­o­lutely. The bul­let went into his left eye. He let out a ter­ri­ble scream and sank back onto the pil­low. He was dead.


Liz was sit­ting there, naked as she was. She couldn’t think straight, her head was empty. Min­utes later, Harry and Sher­iff Rogers burst through the door. Rogers’ eyes widened in dis­be­lief. He looked at the huge hole that the shot­gun had torn in the door and the door panel. Then he saw Liz naked, the Der­ringer in her hand. He went to the bed and made sure it was Big Ben. He put the gun to the side. Harry had thrown a blan­ket over Liz’s naked­ness and took the pis­tol from her hand. He hugged her com­fort­ingly and stroked her head sooth­ingly. Sher­iff Mike Rogers lis­tened care­fully as Harry ques­tioned Liz. 


Ben was drunk and had wo­ken up from his doze. He had im­me­di­ately grabbed the big gun and she tried to rip it out of his fists. He shot at her, but he missed.  She had ripped the Der­ringer out of the drawer and he aimed at her again. But it only clicked and she shot him twice in the face. She had stayed seated be­cause “the Der­ringer had been fired and when he wakes up again he will shoot at me again.” Harry re­as­sured her that Ben was dead and could not hurt her any­more.


The sher­iff looked from one to the other. What a lousy spec­ta­cle! All vis­i­ble things in­di­cated that her story could be true. He him­self had been sit­ting with Harry in the sa­loon, as the sher­iff was con­cerned, Ben and Harry in the same town, that could go wrong, but Harry could have had noth­ing to do with it. He asked Harry to take care of the rest, get the car­pen­ter and so on. Would they come to his of­fice to­mor­row af­ter­noon to take care of the for­mal­i­ties? Harry, who was hold­ing Liz in his arms, nod­ded. Two men from the sa­loon helped to hoist the heavy body onto the car­pen­ter’s bunk. Harry took Liz’s trunk and put it in an­other room.  They spoke in quiet whis­pers and Liz told him how it had hap­pened re­ally .


They sat op­po­site Mike Rogers in the sher­iff’s of­fice. He read his re­port from the log­book. All three of them nod­ded, that’s all true. The sher­iff asked Harry to sign as a wit­ness, which Harry did and added “for­mer Mar­shal of the Gov­er­nor of New Mex­ico” af­ter his name so that ev­ery­thing was cor­rect. Then Rogers closed the book and took a wad of ban­knotes out of the safe. “7,200 dol­lars, that’s the bounty for good old Ben, it’s yours,” he said to Liz, who signed the re­ceipt. She and Harry looked at each other, that was a hell of a lot of money!


The sher­iff care­fully put the re­ceipt away and got 3 glasses and a bot­tle of whiskey. “So, that was the of­fi­cial part,” said Rogers, “now let’s have a drink and be com­pletely un­of­fi­cial.” He poured and they drank.  “To that bloody scoundrel Ben Cartwright, may he burn in hell!” said Rogers, lean­ing back. “I’m not com­pletely stupid, Liz,” he con­tin­ued, “I re­al­ize that you caught him off guard and took re­venge! But it’s fine with me, Ben was a mul­ti­ple mur­derer and a plague on this world. He just got what was long over­due. I was on the wrong track, be­cause I thought Harry would fin­ish it. But you must be a very brave woman to take on that dan­ger­ous mon­ster. I don’t know any­one else with as much guts!” 


Liz wanted to say some­thing, but Harry in­ter­rupted her. “Never mind, love! We’ve heard the of­fi­cial re­port and his un­of­fi­cial opin­ion. He’s per­fectly en­ti­tled to be­lieve what he wants.” Liz kept her mouth shut and as they left, she shook the sher­iff’s hand. “Thank you, Mike!”  and then they left.


They stayed in Tomb­stone for more than half a year. She con­tin­ued to work hap­pily in the brothel, Harry rode to the gov­er­nor and came back with good news. The gov­er­nor would ask him if a sher­iff’s po­si­tion be­came avail­able. So they had to wait an­other half a year un­til the gov­er­nor of­fered him the sher­iff’s po­si­tion in the small town of Tuc­son. But how as­ton­ished Harry was when three strangers came to Tomb­stone. He knew one of them well and greeted him warmly, they knew each other from be­fore. It was Mar­shal Wy­att Earp and two of his broth­ers. Like two old bud­dies, they sat in the sa­loon in the evenings and ex­changed old mem­o­ries. Wy­att promised to ride to Tuc­son for their wed­ding, it wasn’t far. It would be a great honor to be his best man! The three Earps fucked Liz over and over, al­ways three of them com­ing at the same time. Wy­att was al­ways the first and the other two watched. They took turns quickly so that Liz didn’t lose her ex­cite­ment. Vir­gil was al­ways the third, she had her or­gasm, a strong or­gasm in the mid­dle of his fuck­ing and he pro­longed her or­gasm for many sec­onds un­til he squirted in­side. The Earps thought she was a re­ally great fucker, damnit! Wy­att was very im­pressed by Liz, be­cause of course he had heard about the story of Big Ben’s end.


One month later they rode to Tuc­son.  



● ● ●







The Black Nora


by Jack Faber © 2024




Leo had met Nora when he was giv­ing some lec­tures at the uni­ver­sity. His po­si­tion as man­ag­ing di­rec­tor en­abled him to or­ga­nize his time him­self. Nora was the first black girl he met. She came from Nige­ria, but had lived here since she was born and was now study­ing at the uni­ver­sity. He was fas­ci­nated by the black beauty and courted her.  It took months be­fore they ended up in a ho­tel room for the first time.


He looked at her in amaze­ment, her skin was pitch black, but the mu­cous mem­branes like her mouth or pussy hole were light pink shin­ing. She was no longer a vir­gin and it took her a long time to tell him, but there had only been one. But now they fucked won­der­fully, she was very ex­pe­ri­enced and al­ways got him go­ing. Leo was 29 and had a lot of ex­pe­ri­ence in fuck­ing, but she was the first to fuck him from af­ter­noon to dawn, over and over again. They were madly in love with each other.


They mar­ried six months later, with­out their fam­i­lies and in com­plete si­lence. He swore to be faith­ful to her as long as she didn’t get a fat ass. Nora was slen­der with big, full breasts and a very small ass, so she laughed, “No dan­ger, my love!” She dropped out of col­lege when she got preg­nant.  They called the child Eva, she had light brown skin and only an ex­pert rec­og­nized her as a mixed‐race black child.


The un­ex­pected hap­pened while she was still breast­feed­ing. Nora’s bot­tom grew. Slowly but steadily. Leo smiled, so that was the end of the mar­i­tal fi­delity! Nora cried des­per­ately, but he took her in his arms and calmed her down. He was fully oc­cu­pied with fuck­ing her night af­ter night, he didn’t need any­one else. Nora smiled again, be­cause she loved him very much and loved fuck­ing him. He loved her very much too, that was true.


She lay on his chest, purring con­tent­edly, and told him about her first lover, Leo had asked her sev­eral times. It was her fa­ther. “Okay,” said Leo, “I have to tell you some­thing too, but go on now!” Her mother, his wife, had moved back to Nige­ria with her lat­est lover when Nora was 13.  Her fa­ther suf­fered greatly and she crawled nakedly into the large, empty bed to com­fort him. She hugged him again and again when he had stopped cry­ing. Since they were both ly­ing naked in bed, she of­ten no­ticed that his cock was get­ting stiff. She of­ten asked him if she should do it with her fist, but he didn’t want to hear about it for months. For months she stroked his stiff cock un­til one day he be­came weak. Now she did it him with her fist ev­ery night. 


He asked her if she never did it her­self? Nora smiled, “Ev­ery night, Dad, when you’re asleep. I’ve been do­ing it for many years, ever since I saw Mom do it once.” He be­came sad again, he didn’t know un­til now that Mom did it. Nora said she thought Mom did it ev­ery night, but she didn’t know for sure.


Dad wanted to see it and she did it in front of him. He was very rev­er­ent, tears glit­ter­ing in his eyes. “The or­gasm looks ter­ri­ble, but be­fore that your face shone like an an­gel’s.” He hugged her tightly. “Thank you for show­ing me!” 


She turned 14 and Dad asked her what her great­est wish was. “I want to fuck you like a real woman,” she said hes­i­tantly. He winced. “But I’m your Dad!” Nora nod­ded, “That’s ex­actly why! You’re my hero, the hero of my sex­ual fan­tasies!”  He was shocked and silent. “Do you re­ally want it?” he asked and she nod­ded. “Like a real woman!” she con­firmed. That same night he de­flow­ered her and fucked her for quite a long time. “You can cum in­side with­out wor­ry­ing, Daddy,” she whis­pered as he fucked her, “I don’t have my pe­riod yet and I can’t get preg­nant.” He nod­ded and much, much later he reared up and squirted in­side. They fucked ev­ery night, she rarely had an or­gasm while fuck­ing, but she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep. They fucked ev­ery night un­til a year ago, then his fa­ther died and he went to Nige­ria for the fu­neral. He stayed to take over his fa­ther’s busi­ness and sent her a large check ev­ery month. “That was my story,” said Nora, “I hope it didn’t shock you too much!” Leo shook his head, “No, not at all!”


Then he told his story, he felt obliged to do so. His par­ents had lived sep­a­rately for as long as he could re­mem­ber.  He was with his fa­ther ev­ery other week­end, he would have been a good fa­ther, said Leo. He only got an­gry once when Leo kept ask­ing why they were sep­a­rated, they lived barely three bus stops apart. “She only loves lit­tle boys,” said his fa­ther full of dis­gust, “you’re an ac­ci­dent, so to speak. But I love you more than any­thing, lit­tle Leo!” 


The mother nursed him, she breast­fed him even when he was 10. She had large breasts and still had milk, she had very large, stiff nip­ples and loved it when he bit and tor­tured her nip­ples with his teeth. Then she was al­ways close to or­gasm. He thought about what his fa­ther had said, but he had never no­ticed his mother mak­ing ad­vances on lit­tle boys, never! He was the only one, he drank her milk from her breasts and she rubbed his lit­tle cock, she al­ways did that when she nursed him. At 11, he no longer liked his mother’s milk, but he licked and sucked her nip­ples be­cause she liked it so much. Of course, he had al­ready no­ticed that she was se­cretly touch­ing her clit with a fin­ger, trig­ger­ing her or­gasm while he was bit­ing her nip­ples and suck­ing them hard. She also dis­cov­ered that he could now ejac­u­late. She rubbed him day af­ter day and made him ejac­u­late.


Af­ter a few weeks, she asked him if he wanted to fuck her, re­ally fuck her? He had seen the fuck­ing on the In­ter­net, he told her, but it was al­ways only adults. He asked her in sur­prise if he could, since he wasn’t an adult? She laughed out loud.  “Of course you can, if you want to! Since you could squirt, you’re a real man!” He thought for a mo­ment. “Okay, let me fuck you, but don’t laugh at me, I’ve never done it be­fore!” She nod­ded, that was ob­vi­ous! She took off all her clothes and him too, then they lay down on the bed.


It was a very strange and in­tense feel­ing when his cock pen­e­trated her for the first time. “It’s re­ally tight,” he said, “my cock is very dif­fi­cult to get in!” She replied, “Yes, that’s ex­actly why I only fucked your fa­ther very rarely, his big cock tore my vagina of­ten enough! Back then I only let lit­tle boys your age or a lit­tle older fuck me, so noth­ing tore. But he caught me a few times and left me, left us.” Leo asked if he had torn her, but she said no. “Now come on, fuck me prop­erly!”  


Leo fucked her at least once a day, but usu­ally more of­ten be­cause his urges be­came stronger and he had to ejac­u­late more of­ten. Since then, she no longer rubbed him with her fist, she pre­ferred to let him fuck her. They only stopped fuck­ing 6 years ago when she had an op­er­a­tion on her ab­domen. That was Leo’s story.


“Al­though they are very dif­fer­ent things, we ex­pe­ri­enced sim­i­lar things in our youth,” said Nora. “Yes,” said Leo, “I re­al­ized that when you first said that.” Nora smiled when she saw how stiff Leo’s cock had be­come. “Come on, fuck me, my dar­ling!” she said softly. He said he wanted to fuck her from be­hind. She nod­ded in agree­ment, al­though they had never done it be­fore. “I want your big ass right in front of me, maybe I and you will like it.” So they did it, and that was the new good. He spread her big ass cheeks with both hands and fucked her from be­hind with plea­sure. Nora put her hand on her pussy and mas­tur­bated from or­gasm to or­gasm while fuck­ing. On days like that, she no longer mas­tur­bated at night, she had had enough or­gasms while fuck­ing. 


When they weren’t fuck­ing, they brought lit­tle Eva into their mar­i­tal bed. The lit­tle one loved to snug­gle up naked to Nora or Leo.  Leo ca­ressed the child­ish pussy and the tiny clit and Eva laughed and squealed with de­light. “Do you think a five‐year‐old can have al­ready an or­gasm?” Leo asked Nora when Eva squealed so sweetly. “I don’t know,” said Nora, “but maybe you shouldn’t mas­tur­bate her so de­lib­er­ately!” Leo nod­ded, that was clear to him.


Nev­er­the­less, it was clear that lit­tle Eva had an or­gasm, a light, child­ish one, when he ca­ressed her tiny clit. “Don’t spoil her be­fore her time,” warned Nora, “she’ll dis­cover it her­self in time.” Leo nod­ded, but he didn’t stop. He put Eva back in the crib and went back to Nora with his cock bob­bing, he wanted to fuck. Nora’s black ass was now huge, the doc­tor had said that it wasn’t an ill­ness, but pure ge­net­ics. Lots of black women de­vel­oped such a fat ass, some ear­lier, some later.  


Leo en­thu­si­as­ti­cally fucked her from be­hind, and when she had her pe­riod or was ready to con­ceive, he hap­pily fucked her in the ass­hole. Nora’s pe­riod stut­tered and stopped. The doc­tor said she couldn’t have any more chil­dren and she didn’t need to use con­tra­cep­tion any­more. She was a lit­tle sad be­cause she would have liked to have had more chil­dren, but Leo con­soled her. At least they had Eva and the lit­tle one was their sun­shine.


Nora got on all fours and let Leo fuck her from be­hind. She had got­ten very used to mas­tur­bat­ing while fuck­ing and Leo was very en­thu­si­as­tic about her and her fat ass. That were beau­ti­ful, quiet years, mar­ried life was peace­ful. Leo had in­stalled a one‐sided mir­ror win­dow in the stor­age room so he could watch Eva in the neigh­bor­ing chil­dren’s room. Nora thought it was crazy and con­tin­ued read­ing her book, it didn’t bother her much.  He watched Eva with en­thu­si­asm as she de­vel­oped phys­i­cally and watched her get­ting horny when Eva “dis­cov­ered” mas­tur­ba­tion. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery night, some­times sev­eral times in a row. 


She had turned 13, he had bought her a large dress­ing mir­ror, now she could look at her­self naked and he could look at her too. She was slen­der, her breasts were be­gin­ning to bud and her skin was so pale that she could pass for a Greek or Ital­ian. Leo went crazy when Eva sat on the chair in front of the mir­ror, spread the slit un­der the light fluff down with her fin­gers and looked at and dabbed at her clit. She had had her curly hair straight­ened by the hair­dresser, now she had be­come a real Eu­ro­pean. Leo looked at her ev­ery day, he knew very soon when she was un­dress­ing and look­ing at her­self in front of the mir­ror or mas­tur­bat­ing in an arm­chair in front of the mir­ror. Nora had been right, Eva had “dis­cov­ered” mas­tur­ba­tion her­self at the right time. Leo felt from day to day that he de­sired Eva, phys­i­cally and sex­u­ally. He fucked Nora ev­ery day again, but with Eva in front of his eyes and not Nora’s fat round ass.


Af­ter fuck­ing, Leo lay next to Nora and smoked. “We need to talk,” he said, mean­ing that he wanted to talk. “Nora, I’m hebephilic, I only found out re­cently. That means I like girls in pu­berty, on the thresh­old of be­com­ing women. All the girls in the of­fice that I told you about. They were all very, very young. No, they all wanted it them­selves, I would never force one.” Nora loved her Leo very much, he was al­ways hon­est with her and never hid the fact that he fucked women in the of­fice. Nev­er­the­less, she was amazed at his re­al­iza­tion that they were all very young. She asked him whether there weren’t grown women among them, but he said no. The un­touched, the in­no­cent was what at­tracted him. 


He was al­ways near the girls that Eva brought into the house.  His fin­gers had touched her breasts and her asses as if by chance, Leo said thought­fully, her as­ton­ished looks and her shy avoid­ance were gold in his eyes. Nora said she had no­ticed this a few times, but noth­ing else. “No, you’re not too old for me, you’re my Nora,” he con­tra­dicted, “I’m in love with you like I was at the be­gin­ning! You’re the first and only one whose fat ass turns me on and who I love fuck­ing from be­hind!” Nora breathed deeply, she didn’t get com­pli­ments very of­ten, but this came from the heart.


“That brings me straight to Eva,” Leo con­tin­ued. “I watch her all the time when she’s naked or when she’s mas­tur­bat­ing, and she does it ev­ery day! I love her more than any­thing else, I de­sire her phys­i­cally. Sex­u­ally. I’m dy­ing to fuck her!” Nora backed away in shock. But he re­minded her that she her­self had done it with her fa­ther when she was 14.  She low­ered her head, that was true, but it was a com­pletely dif­fer­ent sit­u­a­tion! Leo stuck to it, he wanted to fuck Eva. Nora’s ar­gu­ments were get­ting weaker and weaker. “Have you talked to her about it?” she asked and he said no. He wanted to talk to her first, to his wife, his con­fi­dante, to Eva’s mother. They dis­cussed it for a week, Nora gave in. Eva should de­cide for her­self.


He got Eva out of the chil­dren’s room, no, she didn’t need to get dressed. Eva lay down in the mid­dle, trem­bling slightly with ner­vous­ness. Nora put her warm hand on her stom­ach, she didn’t need to get up­set, Leo just wanted to ask her some­thing. “I want to fuck you,” Leo said sim­ply, “I want to sleep with you!” Eva looked into Nora’s face and then stared at Leo’s stiff cock. “It’s your de­ci­sion,” Nora said se­ri­ously. Leo hugged Eva. A thought twitched in her head. Her best girl­friend was the only one in the class who fucked her fa­ther, they had dis­cussed it end­lessly.  “You are the hero in my dreams, Daddy,” Eva whis­pered hoarsely. “If I wanted to give some­one my vir­gin­ity, you were al­ways my can­di­date. Any­thing else would be a lie!” 


Leo lay down on Eva, trem­bling with ex­cite­ment. Nora grabbed his cock and pushed it into Eva’s vagi­nal vestibule. “Be nice to her,” she whis­pered and left her hand on Eva’s fluffy down and pussy, she wanted to ex­pe­ri­ence it up close. Leo pierced Eva’s hy­men with a jerk and pen­e­trated deep into her small, tight vagina. Eva didn’t scream, she just let out a loud breath. Leo fucked Eva with ob­vi­ous sat­is­fac­tion, he felt Nora’s hand there. Eva kept her eyes closed, she felt the ex­cite­ment ris­ing in her pussy. Leo squirted ev­ery­thing in, he didn’t have to pay at­ten­tion be­cause Eva hadn’t had her pe­riod yet. Eva was very im­pressed by the fuck­ing and loved it very much. “You have a big cock, Daddy!” she ex­claimed en­thu­si­as­ti­cally on the first few days.  “It’s a nor­mal cock, my love,” Leo said mod­estly. “You’re pretty re­served, dar­ling,” said Nora, who had al­ready fucked some 100 other cocks in se­cret, “you don’t need to be so mod­est, it’s big and, above all, good and en­dur­ing!” How right she was!


Leo fucked Eva ev­ery night. Im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards he fucked Nora, who had be­come horny while watch­ing. Eva some­times filmed them fuck­ing, Nora got on all fours, he spread her ass cheeks with both hands and pen­e­trated her from be­hind. Eva only showed these videos to her best girl­friend. Af­ter he had fucked Nora too, he was com­pletely ex­hausted. Some­times Nora would skip the fuck­ing if he had com­pletely ex­hausted him­self with Eva. Eva didn’t have an or­gasm very of­ten and only when Leo held back his squirt­ing for a long time and fucked her hard and long. But it was a good ar­range­ment for all three of them. Eva mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep, like Nora, but rarely in the mar­i­tal bed, only when Leo specif­i­cally asked her to do it. Nora watched it, al­though she felt strange about see­ing her daugh­ter mas­tur­bat­ing so ex­posed. Eva seemed to re­ally en­joy rub­bing her clit just a hand’s breadth from his face. It was Eva’s idea to wrap her legs around Leo’s neck. Maybe she has a strong ex­hi­bi­tion­ist ten­dency, Nora thought. In any case, he couldn’t turn his face away and stared at the fin­ger and the clit, trans­fixed. His eyes glit­tered when Eva’s or­gasm broke out. He held Eva’s ass cheeks with both hands so he didn’t miss a sec­ond of it. 


Eva had turned 17 and one day dis­ap­peared with­out a trace. Leo ran to the po­lice, but was told that he could only re­port her miss­ing af­ter 72 hours. The lieu­tenant asked him to come to his of­fice. 154 young girls had dis­ap­peared last year, 2 had fallen vic­tim to a se­rial killer who had not yet been caught.  A good 30 had reap­peared with their fam­i­lies af­ter days or weeks, hav­ing run away wildly and re­turned home re­pen­tant and bro­ken. And al­most 100 turned up in the pros­ti­tute dis­tricts, hardly any of them were able to re­turn to their fam­i­lies, but at least they were alive. Leo was com­pletely dev­as­tated when he heard the po­lice­man’s sta­tis­tics. “Let’s hope she’s alive,” said the po­lice of­fi­cer. Leo made his re­port af­ter 72 hours. The po­lice promised to look for Eva. 


Nora sat in front of the phone all day. She was ready, no mat­ter whether it was the po­lice, a wit­ness or kid­nap­pers. She held back her tears, cry­ing was of no use to any­one. Leo went to the pubs and bars from late af­ter­noon, showed ev­ery­one Eva’s photo and asked about her. For two months he went to the bars late into the night, un­til one day a bar­man knew some­thing. She had been seen with the Al­ba­ni­ans, three sin­is­ter broth­ers who rented out girls and spread fear and ter­ror. It only took Leo a few days to track down the Al­ba­ni­ans.


He had taken a va­ca­tion, took a dif­fer­ent rental car ev­ery day and fol­lowed the three of them ev­ery­where. He had his re­volver in his pocket, a heavy Ruger re­volver of .44 cal­iber, which he used in the shoot­ing club be­cause many of his cus­tomers were there. He had bought wad­cut­ter am­mu­ni­tion, the flat­tened tips of which were only in­tended for killing. He watched as the broth­ers dropped the girls off at the ho­tels and picked them up again two hours later. This was how he saw Eva for the first time in months.


She was dressed and made up like a whore and walked very un­steadily on her feet, sup­ported on ei­ther side by two Al­ba­ni­ans. Was she drunk, on drugs or sim­ply not used to walk­ing in high heels? Day af­ter day he watched as the crim­i­nals de­liv­ered her to the ho­tels and picked her up again. He played rest­lessly with the re­volver, but he just couldn’t find an op­por­tu­nity. He thought fever­ishly about whether he should pre­tend to be a wealthy john. But then ev­ery­thing changed. The Al­ba­ni­ans had de­liv­ered her to a ho­tel, but didn’t bring her out again un­til af­ter mid­night. As he later learned, the Al­ba­ni­ans had learned that they were be­ing per­sis­tently pur­sued by Eva’s fa­ther. 


The Al­ba­ni­ans didn’t drive to their usual base, they drove Eva to a dark, poorly lit ship­ping yard. Just the right place to elim­i­nate some­one. Leo crept up very close. They had tied Eva’s hands with a ca­ble tie, she was kneel­ing in front of them in the rain and one of them, the ob­vi­ous leader, was let­ting her give him a blowjob.  Leo clutched his re­volver and cursed silently as his daugh­ter had to give the crim­i­nal a blowjob. He saw his chance com­ing when she had fin­ished with the first one. He fid­dled with his pants and took care of his cock, the other two grinned dirtyly and fid­dled with their pants and pulled out their cocks. They had no hands free. That was the mo­ment.


Leo jumped out of his hid­ing place and im­me­di­ately shot at the two of them, they fell over like sacks. His third shot missed. He jumped for­ward and the leader slipped and fell to his knees. Leo stood in front of Eva, who looked at him in dis­be­lief. He shouted at the leader to put his hands up. But the id­iot reached for the re­volver in his waist­band and pulled the re­volver up. Leo shot him point blank in the face, in his eye, and his brains splat­tered across the as­phalt. The leader died in­stantly. Leo knelt down next to Eva, but he had no knife to cut the ca­ble tie.  He called the emer­gency ser­vices.


Leo spent the fol­low­ing weeks in a daze. The me­dia pounced on him, on the heroic fa­ther who had shot his daugh­ter free. The po­lice had con­fis­cated the dash­cam of his rental car, and the whole thing was shown in a grainy im­age. But you could see the crim­i­nal pull out the re­volver and how Leo only then shot. Clearly self‐de­fense.


Nora im­me­di­ately took care of Eva. She had to get off heroin first, it was a tough pro­ce­dure. She took Eva to a ther­a­pist who was sup­posed to heal the wounds in her child­ish soul. Eva was deeply hu­mil­i­ated, she had worked as a whore for the Al­ba­ni­ans for months, that had stuck deep. Nora stood firmly by Eva’s side, and that was good.


The other two Al­ba­ni­ans had sur­vived with a bul­let in the chest and stom­ach. The trial be­gan nine months later, when the broth­ers were fit to stand trial again.  The judge was an old, grumpy guy who showed no mercy. He played the dash­cam record­ing a dozen times. The two had a long crim­i­nal record and they got 35 years. They would leave prison as old men. Leo got a long lec­ture from the judge. As a sports shooter, he had to know the law, and that weighed heav­ily. The judge sen­tenced him to 6 months pro­ba­tion. It could have been harder, Leo thought. 


Eva’s body quickly re­cov­ered from the heroin. Her mind re­cov­ered af­ter many months of ther­apy. 


But her soul kept the scars for life.



● ● ●







The Di­a­mond Neck­lace


by Jack Faber © 2024




To bet­ter un­der­stand the events of the time around 1790, one should first get to know the char­ac­ters in the story.


There is Car­di­nal Ro­han, the Prince‐Bishop of Stras­bourg. Com­ing from one of the old­est no­ble fam­i­lies, he was rich, an or­dained priest and did not be­lieve in celibacy. He lived in lux­ury and was a dis­so­lute wom­an­izer.  He stayed in Vi­enna as French am­bas­sador for two years, un­til Em­press Maria Theresa had him re­called out of con­tempt for his life­style. She was dis­gusted that he did not even stop at her chil­dren, the princesses. When he was caught with his hand un­der the skirt of her 13‐year‐old daugh­ter Marie An­toinette, it was all over. The Em­press had raised her chil­dren mod­estly and the princesses all knew how im­por­tant the hy­men was for their mar­riage. Not a sin­gle princess had been  fucked by Ro­han, not a sin­gle one. He could only touch or rub the clits of all the princesses to or­gasm, the lit­tle ones squealed with plea­sure! 


Marie An­toinette had been en­gaged to the French heir to the throne since child­hood. She was 13 and of course still had her hy­men, the court doc­tor ex­am­ined her reg­u­larly. How­ever, he recorded in the pro­to­col that she only had a ring‐shaped hy­men, which was in a cir­cle at the en­trance to the vagina. What the good man could not have known was the young princess’s ac­tive love life.  She had learned to rub the boys’ cocks and make them squirt. The cocks of the big­ger boys were too big for the fuck­ing‐play­ing, but the lit­tle boys only had very small ones that fit into her pussy­hole with­out dam­ag­ing the hy­men. She had fucked hun­dreds of times and let the boys squirt in­side her, the fuck­ing tick­led so pleas­antly. Car­di­nal Ro­han was one of the few who dared to reach un­der the princess’s skirt and play with her clit. She al­ways laughed at him be­cause he was far too clumsy and couldn’t make her or­gasm. Only she could do that, at night.


Marie An­toinette had of course been spy­ing when her two sis­ters were vis­it­ing from Italy. She lis­tened very care­fully as they told each other about their mar­i­tal tragedies. Amalia had the Duke of Fer­rara on her back, he loved to hunt and mount peas­ant girls, when he came home he was tired and ex­hausted and fucked ab­sent­mind­edly. Au­gusta had a guy, the Prince of Naples, who spent the nights drink­ing in broth­els and was also not a good fucker. Ev­ery morn­ing, be­fore sun­rise, our good Ro­han sneaked into the bed­room where the two were sleep­ing. They liked to be prop­erly fucked by the strong‐armed man of God. When one of them was rac­ing to­wards cli­max, the other grabbed her clit and trig­gered the or­gasm. In any case, af­ter 9 months there was happy news from Fer­rara and days later from Naples. Maria There­sia was very happy to have be­come a grand­mother and only few peo­ple knew that the chil­dren were French bas­tards.


The French heir to the throne, Louis, was born with phi­mo­sis. The fore­skin was com­pletely fused to­gether at the front and there was only a tiny hole for pee­ing. He some­times let very fa­mil­iar girls give him a hand­job; the se­men didn’t squirt out, but she had to press it out through the lit­tle hole with her fin­gers and let it ooze out.  It was al­ways an em­bar­rass­ing pro­ce­dure that he didn’t have done very of­ten. He was very ashamed of the phi­mo­sis and never had sex. He only had the phi­mo­sis cor­rected af­ter he had al­ready been mar­ried for 7 years and had never had sex with his wife.


Jeanne de la Motte grew up in poverty, her mother died giv­ing birth to the third girl. Even as a child, Jeanne slept naked with her fa­ther, he fin­gered her clit and mas­tur­bated. Many neigh­bors were keen to look af­ter the wid­ower and his three lit­tle girls. He re­warded them with a good fuck, he had no money. He fucked them all and Jeanne of­ten wit­nessed the fuck­ing. No, he didn’t want to fuck her, she was still much too young, said her fa­ther. But she was later on al­lowed to rub his cock and make him squirt, which she was pretty good at af­ter a while. Her fa­ther died when Jeanne was 8 and she went beg­ging with her sis­ters.


A Mar­quise de Boulainvil­liers took pity on the lit­tle beg­gars who came from the royal blood­line. The old Mar­quise was asex­ual; she had mar­ried the Mar­quis for fam­ily rea­sons and mas­tur­bated only rarely and very se­cretly. She ac­cepted the Mar­quis’s wom­an­iz­ing be­hav­ior with­out un­der­stand­ing. Now she saw the three lit­tle girls who were sur­viv­ing on a few sous. The lit­tle ones soon found out that they earned the most money by giv­ing hand­jobs. The Mar­quise crossed her­self when she wit­nessed the hand­jobs. Jeannes fa­ther’s death cer­tifi­cate, which recorded her blood­line, was Jeanne’s only pos­ses­sion and was also her mo­ti­va­tion to get to the top.  Un­for­tu­nately, the Mar­quise died when Jeanne was 12. The Mar­quis im­me­di­ately took her into his bed and de­flow­ered her. He fucked her for five years, de­flow­er­ing her sis­ters one by one, and fuck­ing the 13 and 12 year old girls in turn. Jeanne, as the el­dest, tried to at­tract his at­ten­tion and was mostly suc­cess­ful. But she de­tested the pig when he went af­ter her lit­tle sis­ters de­spite ev­ery­thing. Then she held his cock so that it did not pen­e­trate the lit­tle pussy too vi­o­lently. She held the dis­gust­ing child mo­lester’s cock firmly and let it pen­e­trate the child’s pussy very slowly. He grinned cheek­ily and ar­ro­gantly, be­cause that made Jeanne his ac­com­plice. She did not stop him from squirt­ing ev­ery­thing in, be­cause the sis­ters did not have their pe­ri­ods any more than she did. At 17, Jeanne ran away with her sis­ters and hid in a monastery. Two years later, she fell in love with an of­fi­cer and mar­ried de la Motte. She had twins just a month later, but they died days later. She knew that the Mar­quis was the child’s fa­ther, he had tracked her down in her hid­ing place and fucked the pretty and re­luc­tant girl day in and day out. He left her for­ever when she was heav­ily preg­nant. The youngest sis­ter had died of pneu­mo­nia within a few days, the other had fled to an­other con­vent when the Mar­quis showed up and fucked them both like mad. Af­ter all, he thought the two girls be­longed to him, so he fucked them when­ever he could.


One day she was in­tro­duced to Car­di­nal de Ro­han, Jeanne in­tended to fleece him fi­nan­cially and be­came his mis­tress. Ro­han was a good fucker and Jeanne not only se­duced him into fuck­ing, but also into some pretty dirty prac­tices, which she was the only one of his lovers to per­form. At Ro­han’s court she also met Count Cagliostro and rec­og­nized in him the same preda­tor that she her­self had be­come. Al­though Cagliostro, un­like Ro­han, was not a good fucker, she se­duced him again and again. She wasn’t sure if the con man pre­ferred to fuck boys or girls, that re­mained his se­cret. But he tried re­ally hard to fuck Jeanne prop­erly, he gave ev­ery­thing his medi­ocre cock could han­dle. She thought that know­ing such a high‐pro­file con­man and money pocket cut­ter might be use­ful to her one day.


Car­di­nal Ro­han was de­ter­mined to be­come prime min­is­ter, but the roy­als had not for­got­ten that he had been chased out of Vi­enna years ago in dis­grace by the queen’s mother. Jeanne learned of Ro­han’s in­ten­tions, and now she wanted to meet the queen too and re­ceive a royal pen­sion be­cause of her blood­line. Af­ter 7 years, Marie An­toinette was fed up with rub­bing King Louis’ cock and squeez­ing the se­men out of the fore­skin. Her brother, Em­peror Joseph II, sent her his best doc­tor, Isaak Ein­sen­stein. King Louis hes­i­tated, but the chlo­ro­form worked quickly. Eisen­stein cir­cum­cised the king’s fore­skin and re­moved it com­pletely, so that the glans saw the light of day for the first time, and Joseph had him ejac­u­late while in­tox­i­cated by chlo­ro­form as a test. Joseph con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate the un­con­scious man and made him squirt in thick jets, which Joseph en­joyed very much. Then the doc­tor dis­ap­peared as quickly as he could. The king was taken by sur­prise, but af­ter a few days he was able to prop­erly fuck Marie An­toinette for the first time. They had four chil­dren in quick suc­ces­sion, and the king was proud and not dis­sat­is­fied. Marie An­toinette had had enough af­ter four births and left the king to sleep alone. The king was un­der­stand­ing and kept a low pro­file when it came to his lovers.


Marie An­toinette let two peo­ple into her life, Jeanne, who be­came her fa­vorite maid and chap­er­one. And Axel von Fersen, the Swedish diplo­mat, the first and only man the queen re­ally de­sired with ev­ery fiber of her pussy and ab­so­lutely wanted to fuck. She had re­mained phys­i­cally faith­ful to the king to this day, but that was now over. She let Axel come. Jeanne was mostly there when the well‐built man fucked the queen and was re­ally de­lighted when the queen came to or­gasm, fuck­ing the Swede was a men­tal and phys­i­cal ful­fill­ment for the queen, who only slowly awoke from the delir­ium of or­gas­ming.


Jeanne quickly be­came the Queen’s trusted, best friend. The queen told her how the king was freed from the curse of phi­mo­sis. Marie An­toinette’s brother, Joseph, the fu­ture em­peror, was vis­it­ing. He was very up­set that she was still vir­gin af­ter 7 years of mar­riage. He even half‐heart­edly sug­gested de­flow­er­ing and im­preg­nat­ing his own sis­ter, but his sis­ter waved him off. She re­jected Joseph smil­ing, she com­pressed her labia tightly and let Joseph fuck her be­tween her labia and ejac­u­late into her vagi­nal vestibule, which they had al­ready done of­ten as kids in Vi­enna. Marie An­toinette de­scribed to her brother how she mas­tur­bated King Louis and then squeezed the vis­cous se­men out through the lit­tle hole in his fore­skin. Joseph had brought along Doc­tor Eisen­stein, who com­pletely cir­cum­cised and re­moved the French­man’s fore­skin. Now Louis could fuck like nor­mal, a whole se­ries of ladies of the court, maids and chubby peas­ant girls made pil­grim­ages to him to be fucked.  


Marie An­toinette had four births, but two chil­dren died very young. She agreed with the king to take it easy and that he should pull out his cock to ejac­u­late, as she did not want to be preg­nant again. The king agreed, but he did not come for a long time. But he loved his wife very much and came af­ter  a  while to her ev­ery day to fuck. Jeanne sat next to the queen’s bed as or­dered. She was very sur­prised when she saw the queen naked for the first time. She had a very small, al­most girl­ish‐look­ing pussy with a tiny pussy hole. That was as­ton­ish­ing, be­cause she had given birth to four chil­dren. The queen trimmed her pu­bic hair with scis­sors, Jeanne al­ready knew that, but see­ing the child­like naked pussy in real life was ex­cit­ing. The king’s cock was av­er­age, Jeanne judged with a con­nois­seur’s eye. Marie An­toinette ca­ressed her hus­band’s cock un­til it was rock hard, and now Jeanne rec­og­nized what was spe­cial about it.  His glans swelled up like a bal­loon, at the tip the ex­ag­ger­at­edly large hole for squirt­ing that was so typ­i­cal of his fam­ily. Marie An­toinette in­serted his cock very slowly into her tiny pussy hole, giv­ing the cun­t­hole time to ad­just to the cock. When it was re­ally all the way in, she lay down on the pil­low and sighed, be­cause she loved her Louis very much too. He fucked her slowly at first and then faster and faster un­til Jeanne had to in­ter­vene and pull the king’s cock out. Jeanne mas­tur­bated the cock only briefly and let him squirt. He some­times gave short or­ders as to where he wanted to squirt, on the queen’s face or breasts. Marie An­toinette was still ex­tremely aroused from the fuck­ing, but she waited to mas­tur­bate un­til the king had left. She never had an or­gasm with the king and never mas­tur­bated in his pres­ence.


But af­ter a few weeks the king had had enough and or­dered Jeanne into his study, the place of his stud­ies and sins of the flesh. Jeanne word­lessly dropped her dress and lay down naked on the chaise longue, spread­ing her thighs. “Very pretty, Count­ess, very pretty!” was one of the long­est com­pli­ments he ever gave.  He fucked Jeanne for weeks un­til he got tired of her. Jeanne had no op­por­tu­nity to squeeze gold out of the king, she was just an­other cun­t­hole for him to fuck and squirt in­side. And the king fucked a lot of young girls and faith­ful wives and buxom peas­ant girls, but es­pe­cially shy and timid wives who would never let any­one other than their hus­band fuck them and would give them­selves cry­ing up to the de­mand of the king, him with­out hav­ing the slight­est af­fec­tion or in­ter­est in the per­son. He re­ally en­joyed fuck­ing young wives who at first only cried be­cause they wanted to be faith­ful to their hus­bands. Shy, ashamed and with tears in their eyes, they re­luc­tantly gave in and obe­di­ently let the king fuck them. They sobbed cry­ing in mis­ery when the king squirted into their holy taber­na­cles, into which only their hus­bands were oth­er­wise al­lowed to ejac­u­late in­side. The king re­sponded to the sobs with a sat­is­fied grin. He knew most of the ladies of the court by name, the chubby peas­ant girls whom he pre­ferred so much he didn’t even know by their first names. Why should he? He was the king, damnit, and all the pussy­holes in his king­dom ac­tu­ally be­longed to him. It was as sim­ple as that.


Jeanne, the chap­er­one, sat mo­tion­less in the back­ground when Axel von Fersen came to see the queen. It was ac­tu­ally very ex­cit­ing to watch the two of them fuck­ing in her arm­chair. Axel had a fairly large and en­dur­ing cock, which he pushed very care­fully and con­sid­er­ately into the queen’s lit­tle pussy­hole un­til it was all the way in. It cer­tainly had some­thing to do with Marie An­toinette’s in­fat­u­a­tion that she had an or­gasm ev­ery time.  Only then did he let go and fucked her fast and wildly, then he straight­ened up and squirted in­side. Jeanne was sur­prised that the queen didn’t get preg­nant, be­cause she al­ways let the Swede squirt ev­ery­thing in­side her cunt. He trav­eled a lot and was of­ten  in Paris only for a few days. It took sev­eral weeks un­til the queen stopped let­ting her­self be fucked in the arm­chair un­der her wide skirt and re­treated to the bed­room with Axel to fuck nakedly. Jeanne locked the bed­room door and now watched the fuck­ing from the next room, through the spy hole. 


Jeanne was rarely present at first, when the queen mas­tur­bated dur­ing her lunch break, Marie An­toinette pre­ferred to be alone. But Jeanne was un­de­terred and stayed with the queen, ca­ress­ing the queen’s in­ner thighs and af­ter a while ly­ing naked next to the queen. Marie An­toinette had no les­bian ten­den­cies at all and never touched Jeanne, but she let her­self be served pas­sively. Jeanne had learned a lot of les­bian things in the monastery 10 years ago. She licked Marie An­toinette’s clit, whose head was hid­den like a small pea above her in­ner labia, un­til it be­came stiff and hard and pro­truded a few mil­lime­ters. Now Marie An­toinette was ready, horny and de­fense­less. Jeanne had a much larger clit than the queen, she lay on top of her and fucked her and her clit with her clit un­til the queen arched up in or­gasm and col­lapsed again. Marie An­toinette reg­u­larly let Jeanne fuck her when Axel was not in Paris. 


Jeanne used her power skill­fully. She made Car­di­nal Ro­han pay her in gold if she let him look through the spy­hole into the queen’s bed­room. Jeanne knew that Ro­han would never come closer to the queen, not a step. She never let Ro­han near the spy­hole when Marie An­toinette was alone and mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter lunch. It was a kind of sis­terly im­pulse to pro­tect the pri­vacy of the queen and friend from the de­praved voyeur. Jeanne  let Ro­han fuck her right there and then, be­cause he had be­come very horny watch­ing the Queen and Axel fuck. Jeanne let Ro­han fuck her as well as her de­voted, sub­mis­sive hus­band, the sec­re­tary and the man for the rough stuff. On the one hand, she loved fuck­ing, but on the other hand, it meant noth­ing to her. That was some­thing these four men would never un­der­stand. 


Jeanne spun her web care­fully. She stole the Queen’s sta­tionery and mem­o­rized her hand­writ­ing and sig­na­ture. She even man­aged to steal some dis­carded drafts of let­ters so that the sec­re­tary could prac­tice forg­ing the Queen’s hand­writ­ing and sig­na­ture. She stole as many love let­ters from Axel von Fersen as she could get her hands on. Just in case, she might have to use it one day.


Jeanne’s fa­vorite sex was with Car­di­nal Ro­han. Not only did he have a cock like a stal­lion, he fucked her very well. He was the only one who could make her or­gasm of­ten.  The sec­re­tary Ré­taux de la Vil­lette, like the man for the rough, only fucked briefly and bru­tally. They just wanted to squirt, that was all. Her hus­band, who had named him­self Count de la Motte, had only a small, boy­ish cock. She felt emo­tion­ally at­tracted to him be­cause he was the com­pan­ion of all her swin­dles and frauds. But he fucked her de­votly, al­most sub­mis­sively, be­cause other women sim­ply wouldn’t let them­selves be fucked by such a small cock. But Jeanne let him fuck her, he re­minded her of all the lit­tle boy cocks she had rubbed in her youth or later fucked with. La Motte was grate­ful to her for that and did ev­ery­thing she asked of him. Ev­ery­thing. 


Car­di­nal Ro­han fell more and more un­der the charm and sex­u­al­ity of Jeanne. He fell more and more un­der the queen, who fucked Axel von Fersen when he was in Paris.  He stuck to the spy hole and fucked Jeanne, he be­came a des­per­ate voyeur and be­came ad­dicted to Jeanne’s will­ing pussy. But he had no idea that Jeanne had been plan­ning her big coup for over a year. By the time she had fin­ished plan­ning, the Car­di­nal de Ro­han was lost, he was the use­ful, rich id­iot that Jeanne needed.


For months she per­suaded the en­am­ored car­di­nal and good fucker that she was al­ways talk­ing about him with her friend, the queen. She told the car­di­nal his own sto­ries, which he had told her him­self. The queen, Jeanne ranted, of­ten spoke of him with shin­ing eyes, how he had reached un­der her skirt in her youth and stim­u­lated the young girl’s clit. The car­di­nal, in his love mad­ness, lis­tened spell­bound, his mem­o­ries be­com­ing more and more glo­ri­fied. How the queen still thought about it to­day! Jeanne pon­dered and thought that the clit game could have left a last­ing im­pres­sion on a 13‐year‐old girl. Af­ter months the car­di­nal was wrapped up, he was now con­vinced that the queen thought about his clit‐game ev­ery day. Now Jeanne made the sec­ond move.


She of­fered Car­di­nal Ro­han the se­cret trans­port of let­ters be­tween him and the queen.  Of course, she made the sug­ges­tion nei­ther crudely nor di­rectly, she let the car­di­nal come up with it him­self. And she lit­er­ally fucked the love‐crazed car­di­nal’s brains out. She talked as of­ten and as flow­er­ily as pos­si­ble about the am­bas­sador’s clit‐game un­til he was burst­ing with lust. She ques­tioned Ro­han very clev­erly, be­cause in his two years in Vi­enna he had fucked a whole lot of no­ble women and girls. And he had played with the clits of all the princesses, the queen’s sis­ters. Only the two el­dest let them­selves be fucked, be­cause they were al­ready un­hap­pily mar­ried. Em­press Maria Theresa would have been shocked to death if she had known about it. But the princesses kept quiet, they didn’t want a scan­dal that would de­stroy them too. The car­di­nal laughed, the two had had to marry real wimps and were happy to be fucked well and hard by him. Jeanne mem­o­rized all this. 


More months passed be­fore the queen replied to Ro­han’s love let­ters.  Jeanne dic­tated the let­ters to sec­re­tary de la Vil­lette’s  her­self. She made sure that the queen’s an­swers were brief and re­served. Just enough to keep the car­di­nal on board and yet as un­emo­tional as the queen ac­tu­ally was known. The more brief and re­served the an­swer, the more con­vinced the car­di­nal was. De la Vil­lette im­plored the car­di­nal to burn the let­ter, but he kept the let­ters and only had them burned when he was ar­rested. At least the queen let it be known that she for­gave the car­di­nal for his mis­deeds in Vi­enna and then also that she took note of the idea that he wanted to be prime min­is­ter. Benev­o­lently. 


Jeanne knew, like ev­ery­one else in Ver­sailles, that the for­mer king had had a beau­ti­ful piece of jew­elry made for his lover, Madame du Barry, by two jew­el­ers in Paris. But the king died and du Barry dis­ap­peared with him. The jew­el­ers pre­sented the di­a­mond neck­lace to the new king, who de­clined.  For the price of 1.8 mil­lion livres, you could build two war­ships, the king grum­bled. Marie An­toinette also thought it was far too ex­pen­sive. She had re­ceived a di­a­mond ring or di­a­mond ear­rings when her chil­dren were born, but she would never hang two war­ships around her neck, she said, laugh­ing. The jew­el­ers turned to kings and queens, but no buyer was found. Jeanne was no longer sat­is­fied with all the gold that Ro­han was throw­ing at her. She wanted noth­ing less than the di­a­mond neck­lace.


She cast her net clev­erly. The Queen men­tioned in pass­ing that she could get the po­si­tion of Prime Min­is­ter for a gift. The cor­re­spon­dence dragged on for a long time, and the Queen of­ten took weeks to re­ply. Jeanne fucked the Car­di­nal ev­ery day, not be­cause of her or­gasms, but to ob­serve him. Af­ter months, the break­through came. The Queen was in­ter­ested in the du Barry di­a­mond neck­lace, but 1.8 mil­lion livres was too much, per­haps the dear Car­di­nal could ne­go­ti­ate a price? Of course he could, he pestered the jew­el­ers un­til he had ne­go­ti­ated it down to 1.6 mil­lion livres. The Queen was de­lighted, she sug­gested four half‐yearly pay­ments of 400,000 livres, which she could just about man­age. 


Jeanne was very care­ful about what she dis­cussed with Ro­han. The ox had to go through the barn door, and he was nowhere near ready.  Jeanne fucked Ro­han like a wild woman, she had to make her moves. Ro­han was flat­tered by how wild Jeanne was about fuck­ing, what proof of his mas­culin­ity, his loin strength! He mounted the pretty young woman when­ever he got the chance. He watched the queen fuck and smiled ar­ro­gantly when King Louis fucked his Marie An­toinette again for once. The king only had a very small cock, which looked down­right ridicu­lous next to Axel von Fersen’s Swedish cock. Marie An­toinette’s face only be­trayed her ful­fill­ment of duty, she obe­di­ently let the king fuck her and feigned ex­cite­ment to her hus­band.  Car­di­nal Ro­han had to laugh in­wardly, be­cause how dif­fer­ent, how pas­sion­ate and how ex­cited the Queen was when she was be­ing fucked by the Swede!


Jeanne worked Ro­han over suc­cess­fully, and in par­al­lel to her good fuck­ing she let her friend, the Queen, know that she was wor­ried about whether she would be able to pay the 30,000 livres down pay­ment that was re­quired. She clev­erly had Ro­han can­cel two ap­point­ments be­cause the Queen was com­pletely strapped for cash at the mo­ment. She had to get the money past the watch­ful court of­fi­cials, and that failed twice. Aha! Jeanne gave Ro­han the idea of putting up the 30,000 him­self. Yes, that was a good idea, said Jeanne af­ter think­ing about it for a long time. Can­celling an­other ap­point­ment would be a first‐class dis­grace. 


So the ox went through the barn door. The jew­el­ers brought the mag­nif­i­cent neck­lace and re­ceived the 30,000 livres.  Jeanne’s hus­band, dressed in the queen’s liv­ery, was wait­ing out­side the door. Jeanne handed the neck­lace over to the sup­posed court of­fi­cial, who dis­ap­peared with­out a sound. That evening, Jeanne and her hus­band took the neck­lace apart and broke out the di­a­monds with brute force. Count de la Motte went to var­i­ous jew­el­ers and di­a­mond deal­ers in Paris, but no one wanted to buy the stones. Jeanne im­me­di­ately de­cided that her hus­band had to go to the Stevens in Lon­don and sell the di­a­monds there. 


The Stevens knew her from small joint deals on the fringes of le­gal­ity. At that time, Jeanne had set her hus­band on Stevens, a very shy and faith­ful wife, and had him fuck the shy and in­tim­i­dated girl hard and bru­tally, which bound her and her hus­band to her. The Stevens girl was com­pletely fright­ened at first be­cause she had never mas­tur­bated and never  fucked any­one other than her Stevens and feared the worst. But her drunken hus­band pushed her un­der De la Motte him­self and en­cour­aged her with a dirty laugh to let the French stal­lion mount her. She prayed humbly and obe­di­ently as de la Motte mounted her and fucked her thor­oughly. She had never been fucked so bru­tally be­fore, but she re­ally en­joyed the or­gasms. Now De la Motte was back, she low­ered her eyes de­murely and, at her hus­band’s in­sis­tence, let the French no­ble­man fuck her re­ally hard and then her hus­band did the same. Madame Stevens was ad­dicted to be­ing fucked by the French no­ble­man and con­stantly urged him to mount her, which he did more or less will­ingly. De la Motte not only fucked the en­am­ored Stevens girl, he ac­tu­ally sold a lot, lived in lux­ury in Lon­don and did what his wife de­nied him in Paris. He fucked ev­ery­body who would let him fuck. Young and old, no­bles, com­mon­ers and serfs. He ejac­u­lated more than ever be­fore in his life.


Jeanne fucked de la Vil­lette and the brute one for days and gave them money at the end. The brute dis­ap­peared and never re­turned, and de la Vil­lette rented a room in Geneva, Switzer­land. He had noth­ing else to do at the mo­ment but spend Jeanne’s money spar­ingly. He was from Geneva, had a few gold coins in his pocket and could now fuck all of his child­hood sweet­hearts who had pre­vi­ously ig­nored him, the poor wretch. Now the beloved girls had be­come ma­ture women and were dis­ap­pointed with mar­ried sex life. They hap­pily and will­ingly gave them­selves over to the con man from Paris, he fucked a dif­fer­ent one ev­ery day and en­joyed his power over his exes. Fuck­ing the women he had adored then was more sat­is­fy­ing than ever! 


Jeanne made the only mis­take in her plan.  She wanted to get a lit­tle more gold from the car­di­nal and fuck him a few more times, be­cause he was pretty good at fuck­ing!


The jew­el­ers called in Ver­sailles to col­lect the first in­stall­ment. The queen called the king, who called the min­is­ter of po­lice. He knew full well that Car­di­nal Ro­han had bought the neck­lace for the queen, all of Ver­sailles knew about it. The king was fu­ri­ous and had the car­di­nal ar­rested in front of the church. Then Cagliostro and hours later Jeanne. The game was over, but not in the way Jeanne had planned. All three were sent to the Bastille.


Ro­han’s gold opened the doors of the Bastille. Jeanne was able to slip into the cell where Ro­han and Cagliostro were lan­guish­ing ev­ery day. For months she fucked both men one af­ter the other and was able to dis­cuss the charges with them. In the end, how­ever, both men were able to ex­plain them­selves and talk their way out of it, say­ing they had noth­ing to do with the brazen rob­bery.  The agents of the French po­lice were able to track down Jeanne’s hus­band in Lon­don and gave a de­tailed re­port on the pro­mis­cu­ous and waste­ful thief. The great­est coup, how­ever, was that de la Vil­lette was ar­rested in Geneva and brought to Paris. He talked like a wa­ter­fall and re­vealed Jeanne’s plan. 


The re­lease of the stupid but pop­u­lar Ro­han was cel­e­brated like a pub­lic fes­ti­val, Cagliostro qui­etly left through the back door. Jeanne, pushed into a cor­ner, now placed a heavy bur­den on the queen. No one be­lieved her when she said the queen had stolen the neck­lace. But her love life, dragged into the light of day by Jeanne, dom­i­nated the press and gos­sip like hardly any­thing else. No one be­lieved her chaste life, Axel von Fersen topped the end­less list of her lovers, min­is­ters and of­fi­cials, ser­vants and sta­ble boys pop­u­lated the queen’s bed of las­civ­i­ous­ness. Noth­ing dam­aged the rep­u­ta­tion of the royal fam­ily more than the queen’s de­bauch­ery.  The rev­o­lu­tion came in­evitably, the king and queen lost their heads on the guil­lo­tine, the An­cien Regime was dead.


Jeanne and her hus­band were the only ones who were con­victed. Her hus­band was safe from per­se­cu­tion in Lon­don, which made it all the harder for Jeanne. She was sen­tenced to be whipped with a broom, a V was to be burned into her shoul­der as a sign that she was a “voleuse”, a thief, and then locked up for life in Salpetriere prison. She was whipped, but when they tried to brand her with a brand­ing iron, she fought like a tiger. She tore off her clothes and fought naked against 6 men. The brand­ing iron slipped and the V was burned into one of her breasts. She fainted and the men raped her on the spot in front of the gawk­ing peo­ple, all 6 of them fucked her in pub­lic, and then she was locked up.


The mag­i­cal hands of Cagliostro and the gold of Ro­han helped her es­cape to Eng­land.  Her hus­band was not very happy to have her back, but she wrote three books in Lon­don to ex­pose her in­no­cence and the Queen’s wild sexlife. She de­scribed how the queen dragged her, the poor in­no­cent one, into her les­bian whore life and tried to make her an ac­com­plice. She did not spare any saucy de­tails re­gard­ing Marie An­toinette’s les­bian sex ac­tiv­i­ties. Al­though of no le­gal value, her pam­phlets sold like hot­cakes in France, some­thing that even the King could not pre­vent in the pre‐rev­o­lu­tion­ary world, even when he had all the printed copies bought up. A sin­gle copy was enough to print a new edi­tion. But Jeanne did not ben­e­fit much from her lit­er­ary suc­cess; plagued by mad­ness and para­noia, she threw her­self out of a win­dow and died at the age of 35 pen­ni­less in Lon­don.


The Rev­o­lu­tion broke out, King Louis XVI and Queen Marie An­toinette were im­pris­oned and be­headed on the guil­lo­tine. Her daugh­ter Marie Char­lotte, only 14 years old, was sent to one of Marie An­toinette’s maids, Madame Elis­a­beth, the king’s sis­ter and was then placed in the care of a tu­tor, Lord Frank But­ter­ill from Lon­don.  The son Louis was taken into the care of a shoe­maker to be raised as a good cit­i­zen. The de­praved boy, only 11 years old, fucked the shoe­maker’s wife up to five times a day. But the shoe­maker and his wife, who had tol­er­ated and ex­pe­ri­enced the boy’s wild fuck­ing, were sent to the guil­lo­tine and Louis was sent back to the Bastille, where he died of pneu­mo­nia that same month. 


Frank taught Char­lotte con­sci­en­tiously and did not let him­self be thrown off track when Char­lotte’s hand dis­ap­peared un­der her skirt. He only looked up when she sank back and quickly mas­tur­bated to an or­gasm. The princess was an ob­sessed mas­tur­ba­tor, com­pletely ad­dicted to con­stant or­gasms. She learned well, how­ever, and af­ter half an hour at the lat­est her hand dis­ap­peared un­der her skirt again to mas­tur­bate. Frank asked her if she didn’t want to fuck prop­erly? “You mean like a grown woman? Would you want to make me a woman?” she whis­pered in sur­prise. Frank de­flow­ered the princess and fucked her ev­ery day for two years un­til he lost his job and the princess was al­lowed to go to Aus­tria.  Madame Elis­a­beth was nei­ther blind nor stupid, but she pre­ferred an Eng­lish Lord rather than a stink­ing rev­o­lu­tion­ary fuck­ing her princess day in, day out. 


As time went on, Marie Char­lotte re­vealed ev­ery­thing about Marie An­toinette’s last days. Prince Louis was used to ly­ing on his back in his mother’s lap and hold­ing his cock in his hand. Marie Char­lotte was al­ready 14, but she had never seen a cock be­fore. She was sur­prised at how big her brother’s cock was, the fore­skin stretched over the swollen glans, which had a large hole in the front from which he squirted his se­men in thick jets. Marie Char­lotte leaned for­ward and grabbed the cock and ex­am­ined it. Marie An­toinette ex­plained ev­ery­thing about the cock to her.  The Queen stroked his head and placed her warm hand on his cock. “Don’t mas­tur­bate so much, my love!” she would say. He nod­ded obe­di­ently, but when his mother took her hand away, he pulled back the fore­skin so of­ten that his cock be­came stiff, then he be­gan to mas­tur­bate his sur­pris­ingly large cock.  Marie An­toinette good‐na­turedly ca­ressed the prince’s balls and cock with a filthy grin, when he mas­tur­bated, and when he came to squirt, she en­er­get­i­cally took over her son’s cock and made him squirt from the big hole in his glans. She warned her son not to mas­tur­bate so of­ten, it was bad for his health.  But she did not stop him and made him squirt laugh­ing, while look­ing into her daugh­ter’s as­ton­ished eyes with a haughty smile. She had rubbed her hus­band for 7 years with­out ever fuck­ing him and she knew very well how strong the power of the per­son was, whose fist rubbed him.


This went on for a few weeks, then the guards came into the cell and raped the queen. Marie An­toinette re­sisted firmly, but they ripped off her dress and raped her, one af­ter the other. Marie An­toinette laid her face in Marie Char­lotte’s lap and cried for hours. But the next day, when the wild guys came again, the queen un­dressed her­self so that they would not tear her dress. She laid her head in Marie Char­lotte’s lap and whis­pered that she should not be afraid, it would soon be over. The daugh­ter ca­ressed the face and hair of the queen on her lap who was be­ing fucked by the rough guys.  The wild guys had to fuck Marie An­toinette for a long time to bring her to the first or­gasm, but then or­gasm af­ter or­gasm fol­lowed and Marie Char­lotte had to hold her and ca­ress her be­cause the queen was or­gas­ming wildly. 


The men left and the queen lay heav­ily in the princess’s lap. “It’s just a phys­i­cal re­ac­tion, the or­gasms,” she said to the wor­ried princess, “or do you think I love one of those pigs!?” The princess didn’t un­der­stand a word. “It’s just my body that re­acts to fuck­ing, my love!” Louis mas­tur­bated in front of the queen’s pussy and squirted upon it. “I’ve fucked Made­moi­selle Neville many times,” the boy com­mented and Marie Char­lotte scolded him loudly. The next day the guys came again, the queen let her­self be fucked with­out re­sis­tance and when they left again and the queen lay com­pletely ex­hausted in the princess’s lap, Louis ap­proached the queen’s pussy­hole with his stiff cock. The princess saw her brother slowly rub­bing his cock and the hole in his glans widen­ing greed­ily. She screamed at him that he wasn’t al­lowed to do it, but he didn’t lis­ten, his cock ap­proached, parted her labia and now Louis mounted the queen and fucked her.  The princess shouted at him, but Marie An­toinette, com­pletely ex­hausted, waved off, “Let the dirty lit­tle bas­tard do, my love!” and so it hap­pened that ev­ery time Louis fucked the queen af­ter the rough guys. Ev­ery day, Marie Char­lotte saw her brother stick his thick cock into Marie An­toinette’s re­ally small and tight pussy­hole and fuck her. She was usu­ally far too tired, but again and again she arched up in or­gasm and clung to the lit­tle sex of­fender who squirted in­side like an id­iot. She kept telling her daugh­ter that it didn’t mat­ter to her if he was an­other bas­tard more, be­cause she de­spised her son very much dur­ing those mo­ments. The princess also de­spised Louis, be­cause af­ter he had squirted, he left his cock in­side the queen and waited a mo­ment, then he fucked Marie An­toinette a sec­ond and some­times a third time. Marie An­toinette clung in­ti­mately to her fuck­ing boy, whose cock filled her lit­tle pussy­hole so won­der­fully and aroused her very much. Ob­vi­ously the thought of in­cest ex­cited her to the ex­treme, she whis­pered “Yes, fuck me well, my boy!” and her fin­ger went se­cretly onto her clit. She usu­ally or­gasmed dur­ing the sec­ond fuck. Marie Char­lotte, who held her mother’s head and face in her lap, felt her or­gasm, as strong as if she were or­gas­ming her­self. The boy con­tin­ued to fuck her un­til he reared up and squirted into her again. If he still hadn’t had enough, he con­tin­ued to fuck her for the third time, trig­ger­ing small, gen­tle or­gasms that the queen only no­ticed tiredly as she was com­pletely ex­hausted and drained. At the end he ca­ressed her pussy very sadly and said, “I’m sorry, Mom, I just have a very strong urge, sorry!” Marie An­toinette sank deep into the princess’s lap and breathed gen­tly, “Okay, Louis, I get it, it’s all­right.” Marie Char­lotte wasn’t sure whether she should hate Louis or ad­mire his au­dac­ity. The com­pletely de­praved and li­bidi­nous Louis fucked Marie An­toinette two or three times a day in her last months and she wasn’t even an­gry with him but lov­ingly em­braced him, and her daugh­ter was very con­fused be­cause she didn’t un­der­stand. Why did the mother let it hap­pen with­out giv­ing the lust­ful bas­tard an an­gry lec­ture!? 


Marie Char­lotte, who kept her hand un­der her skirt all day long be­cause she couldn’t do any­thing else in the dun­geon, was al­ways amazed at how the mother re­acted to her son’s urges. She stayed seated and lifted up her skirt. She spread her legs and let Louis stand be­tween them, she of­fered him her bare cunt. “Come, my dear, come and squirt!” and she didn’t have to ask him twice. He leaned his head on his mother’s breasts and fucked while stand­ing be­tween her legs. Louis was al­ways very sad af­ter squirt­ing in­side, but she pressed his head against her breasts and kissed him on the top of his head. “You have a strong urge, my boy, you got that from your grand­mother!” She pulled his cock out and rubbed out the last drops of se­men with a firm grip of her fist. Marie Char­lotte took her hand out of her skirt and hugged her mother and brother at the same time. She didn’t un­der­stand why she let him squirt in­side sev­eral times a day? Marie An­toinette al­ways said, “Be­cause I love him as much as I love you, dear Char­lotte!” 


 Marie An­toinette pulled Louis onto her lap and took off his pants com­pletely. He lay in her arms like a baby and said tiredly and tear­fully, “I love you very much, Mommy, and I just have to fuck!” She stroked his head, “It’s okay, my Louis, don’t be sad about it!” He nod­ded obe­di­ently and fell asleep in her arms. She stroked his soft cock very gen­tly and ten­derly, with­out mak­ing it hard.  “Lis­ten, Char­lotte, the fact that the dun­geon mas­ters rape me is sim­ply dis­gust­ing. But the fact that my son fucks me be­cause he has too strong an urge fills me with joy. He loves me with all his heart, like he loves no one else. It makes me very happy that some­one still loves me and fucks me with love. Don’t look so hor­ri­fied, I know very well that he is my son. When you grow up, let any­one who loves you fuck you! I mean that quite se­ri­ously, be­cause I was not al­lowed to live by that ad­vice, for me there was only Daddy and Axel, only those two. You are grow­ing up in a new time, so re­mem­ber my ad­vice. Even if you are sold off to a wretch, only lis­ten to your heart, fuck and love!” 


Marie An­toinette’s hand played very gen­tly and ten­derly with the sleep­ing child’s cock. She paused as the se­men oozed out of the soft cock, then af­ter a while she con­tin­ued to ca­ress the soft cock. “Tell me, Char­lotte, my love, do you al­ways mas­tur­bate so much?” Char­lotte low­ered her gaze. “Yes, Mom!”  she an­swered qui­etly, stub­bornly ig­nor­ing her mother’s use of Madame. “And since when have you been do­ing it?” she asked, and Char­lotte was once again em­bar­rassed to an­swer. “I had my first or­gasm when I was about 8. I im­me­di­ately showed Made­moi­selle de Taber­ney and she was not at all pleased. But she took my fin­ger and showed me how to do it prop­erly. She also made it clear to me that it was very pri­vate, that I was not even al­lowed to do it in her pres­ence, and I stuck to that. Only — there is no pri­vacy in this cramped cell!” Marie An­toinette was still stroking the cock, light and ten­der as a feather. It wasn’t long be­fore the se­men started seep­ing and ooz­ing out of the cock, which was now a lit­tle bit stiffer. Af­ter a while the mother con­tin­ued ca­ress­ing his cock and con­tin­ued talk­ing. “When you are both asleep and I am con­sumed with long­ing for Axel to fuck me, I do it too,” she said, “and one or­gasm is enough for me, but you make your­self two dozen or­gasms or more, ev­ery day.” Marie Char­lotte hes­i­tated.  “It’s not just the sit­u­a­tion, Mom,” she said thought­fully, “I’ve needed it so of­ten for years, it’s like I’m ad­dicted.” Her mother nod­ded smil­ing, and changed the sub­ject. — Mas­ter Frank in­ter­rupted Char­lotte. “I know you’re ad­dicted to or­gasms, mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gas­ming, but it’s not a bad or threat­en­ing ad­dic­tion, it won’t harm you or your body!” — Marie An­toinette con­tin­ued to ca­ress the cock of the child sleep­ing in her arms and Char­lotte smiled as the cock con­tin­ued to stand up. “The am­bas­sador told me that the Em­peror was heav­ily ne­go­ti­at­ing with the rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies,” Marie An­toinette said to Char­lotte, who watched the cock stroking in fas­ci­na­tion. “The rebels must elim­i­nate the monar­chy, there is no doubt about that. They will put Papa, the King, on trial, but the ver­dict has long been de­cided. He will be mur­dered, be­headed on the guil­lo­tine.” The mother con­tin­ued to stroke the cock thought­fully. “The same fate awaits me, the ver­dicts have long been de­cided!” She looked ab­sent­mind­edly at the cock, from which the se­men was ooz­ing again. “Ap­par­ently the rebels promised the Em­peror that they would let you and Louis travel to Vi­enna.” In a fit of emo­tion, she rubbed the cock very hard and Louis woke up smil­ing and ac­tu­ally squirt­ing. Marie An­toinette woke from her ab­sent­mind­ed­ness.  “I hope these bar­bar­ians keep their word!” she cried, com­pletely ag­i­tated. She was re­ally an­gry and squeezed the last drops of se­men out of his cock with her fin­gers, then she let Louis go.


Some­times, when she had let Louis fuck her, Marie An­toinette would throw her­self on the bed in de­spair and cry for a long time. Then Char­lotte would take Louis on her lap like her mother had done. He would push up her blouse and take Char­lotte’s lit­tle breast in his mouth like a baby, lick­ing and suck­ing on her nip­ples tick­led so fine! She would wait un­til he fell asleep and ca­ressed his cock like her mother had done. She would let his se­men flow out slowly and then con­tinue af­ter a while. It was the first time for Char­lotte to let a boys se­men flow out, but Louis was asleep, smil­ing hap­pily. When he woke up, she mas­tur­bated him vi­o­lently be­cause the lit­tle ras­cal was suck­ing hard on her teats. 


Marie Char­lotte found it very dif­fi­cult to talk to Mas­ter Frank about what fol­lowed. Made­moi­selle de Neville had com­pletely cor­rupted and de­praved the young prince, Neville had mas­tur­bated him a thou­sand times and let the young boy fuck her a thou­sand times. Louis was so lust­ful that he did not even stop at her, his sis­ter. She se­cretly rubbed her clit and mas­tur­bated un­der her skirt, he some­times ap­proached her with his stiff cock and lifted up her skirt. She al­ways had the pres­ence of mind to form a tun­nel in front of her pussy with both fists, in which tun­nel the boy could fuck with­out en­dan­ger­ing her hy­men. She let go when he ejac­u­lated into her vagi­nal vestibule. The or­gasm that fol­lowed was al­ways pow­er­ful, as she rubbed the se­men on her clit. But it hap­pened not very of­ten.


Marie An­toinette smiled as she talked to her daugh­ter about it. “That is the only thing that still gives me joy in this deadly bit­ter sit­u­a­tion, that you both have in­her­ited your grand­mother’s sex­ual lust.”  She of­ten spoke very openly about the love life of her mother, the em­press. Maria  There­sia was only re­cently mar­ried and com­plained of her suf­fer­ing to the court’s doc­tor. He sus­pected dys­pare­u­nia, the fear of mat­ing, which pre­vented her from hav­ing or­gasms when she was hav­ing sex. She or­dered him to fuck her and make sure his opin­ion. He fucked much bet­ter than her hus­band, but no mat­ter how of­ten the brave doc­tor fucked her, she still couldn’t reach or­gasm. The young em­press’ pussy was burn­ing brightly af­ter each fuck­ing be­cause the doc­tor fucked her ev­ery time as if she were an or­di­nary peas­ant whore. Af­ter­wards she ex­pe­ri­enced the first or­gasms of her life thanks to the doc­tor’s skill­ful fin­gers. The doc­tor showed the em­press, who had been brought up in com­plete chastity, how to mas­tur­bate and rec­om­mended that she mas­tur­bate be­fore, dur­ing or af­ter fuck­ing to re­lax her sex­ual ex­cite­ment. At this time, Maria Theresa de­cided to let her­self be fucked by a dis­creet con­fi­dant in ad­di­tion to her hus­band, much to the cha­grin of her hus­band, Franz Stephan. But he was a weak, sub­mis­sive char­ac­ter and sub­mit­ted to her de­ci­sion.  They both knew, that he wasn’t a great fucker. Marie An­toinette re­ported how much her fa­ther was up­set when a ri­val fucked his wife. Un­til she was very old, she let Franz Stephan and then one of her con­fi­dants fuck her in the morn­ing be­fore break­fast while she mas­tur­bated. She mas­tur­bated un­til she was sex­u­ally re­laxed.  The fact that the chil­dren were play­ing and romp­ing around her did not bother her, she did not hide her sex­u­al­ity from her chil­dren. So she, Marie An­toinette, also learned to mas­tur­bate and watched them fuck a thou­sand times. Franz Stephan crawled onto her fat, bulky and usu­ally preg­nant belly and fucked her quickly and fu­ri­ously, be­cause af­ter him her con­fi­dant climbed onto the em­press’ bulky and un­wieldy body to fuck her with great plea­sure and de­light while she mas­tur­bated non­stop. The Em­press’s big, fat ass­cheeks be­gan to shake and twitch long be­fore she or­gasmed.  Her hus­band was only al­lowed to fuck her alone when the em­press wanted to have a child, and she would not let any­one else fuck her in this time.


Mas­ter Frank, who had not known the Em­press, who had died over 10 years ago, and knew very lit­tle about her, asked Marie Char­lotte whether it was not clear to the Em­press that her own be­hav­ior was in stark con­trast to her sex­ual moral laws, pre­scrip­tions and to her ‘chastity in­spec­tors’? “But no,” said Marie Char­lotte, “she was only fol­low­ing Doc­tor Van Swi­eten’s med­i­cal ad­vice! She let her­self be heav­ily fucked ev­ery morn­ing to ig­nite the flames in her pussy and she mas­tur­bated to re­lax her­self sex­u­ally. She only for­bade her peo­ple from whor­ing, she would never have con­sid­ered or de­scribed her own be­hav­ior as whor­ing!” Frank shook his head, be­cause the im­age of the great ruler was be­com­ing deeply cracked in his eyes.


The princess was very up­set when she told Mas­ter Frank, Madame Elis­a­beth had found out ev­ery­thing that Louis was do­ing at the shoe­maker’s. The shoe­maker’s  were in­cred­i­bly im­pressed by his rank  and put up with the lit­tle prince’s as­saults. The shoe­maker’s wife low­ered her eyes in shame when the boy lifted her skirt for the first time. “I am a faith­ful and chaste wife!” she cried des­per­ately to the boy. She was very young and had never fucked any­one other than her hus­band, she cast a des­per­ate look at her hus­band when the boy pulled out his stiff cock. “You must let him do, he is the prince and heir to the throne!” mur­mured the shoe­maker and nod­ded in con­fir­ma­tion. She held her skirt tight and grabbed the boy’s cock. She buck­led be­fore the sup­posed au­thor­ity, “in God’s name!” she said qui­etly and shiv­er­ing in­serted the royal cock into her cun­t­hole. He fucked her with plea­sure and en­thu­si­asm, but when he squirted in­side, she let out a dis­mis­sive sound. She did not want to be im­preg­nated by the com­pletely de­praved boy! But she obeyed her hus­band, the roy­alty and God, who de­manded all this of her. She sighed in shame and sub­mis­sion when the prince mounted her and fucked her li­bidi­nously, again and again. The naughty prince showed her how to mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing. She had the first and only or­gasms of her life. She felt a lit­tle dar­ing and friv­o­lous when she mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing and smiled bliss­fully with lust at her sad hus­band. For the young prince they were serfs, it was his right to fuck the woman in front of her hus­band. She sur­ren­dered to her fate with be­ing fucked by the lust­ful, li­bidi­nous prince over and over again for two months. Two months later the boy was dead like the shoe­maker’s.


The maids, who brought fresh clothes ev­ery week, brought a black dress, dressed the queen and did her hair nicely. They wept as the queen said good­bye to her daugh­ter and walked out, head held high, truly roy­ally, into the great court­yard where the guil­lo­tine stood. Axel was nowhere, he was de­tained in Den­mark be­cause he was not al­lowed to be­come en­tan­gled in the mael­strom of the French Rev­o­lu­tion. She walked up the steps, looked con­temp­tu­ously at the on­look­ers and prayed qui­etly. Then she bowed her neck.


The An­cien Regime ended at that very mo­ment.



● ● ●







Fuck­ing with Scheng’s Ghost


by Jack Faber ©  2024




From an early age, the wet nurse who had nursed me as a baby slept in my bed, that was the norm. Nana was still quite young, per­haps only 20 years old, and she could re­ally do witch­craft, as I later found out. I re­mem­ber very clearly that she al­ways mas­tur­bated ev­ery night, but as a child I didn’t know what to do with it. She al­ways told me that a ghost came ev­ery night, her fallen fi­ancé Scheng, who would shake and wig­gle her with his love, that’s how she ex­plained it to the lit­tle boy. She came from the ban­dits of Wu‐Dan‐Shan, and Lieu­tenant Scheng had snatched the 12‐year‐old girl from the ban­dits. He served un­der China’s Em­peror Teng in the Im­pe­rial Army, but things were re­laxed there at the front. It was not at all un­com­mon for an Im­pe­rial Of­fi­cer to have a  cap­tured girl in his tent. And Nana, who lived a slave life in Wu‐Dan‐Shan, im­me­di­ately fell in love with Scheng, her saviour, who treated her like a hu­man be­ing, like a pre­cious young woman. She was no longer a vir­gin, she had been fucked by a whole lot of ban­dits, so she nat­u­rally lay down next to Scheng and fucked him lov­ingly. And the young of­fi­cer was very flat­tered to be able to fuck such a pretty young girl ev­ery night; he con­sid­ered it a great gift from the gods.


She re­mained his com­pan­ion for 8 years, un­til one day he did not re­turn from a bat­tle. The death money that the em­peror paid was only enough to make it to our city. Chance brought her to our house, she only had her beau­ti­ful body to of­fer. My mother needed a nurs­ing wet nurse for her child, me. My fa­ther was still alive at the time and was lick­ing his lips, a new, pretty girl in the house, I don’t need to say more. Nana had al­ready fucked hun­dreds of men and now she was ly­ing with my fa­ther. But 5 years later he was dead, my mother kept her as a wet nurse for me, she nursed me for a good 16 years. She nursed other ba­bies too and only took the child’s fa­ther as pay­ment. She would have had to give my mother any money or gifts, and the two of them kept their dis­tance. So Nana de­manded that ev­ery child’s fa­ther had to fuck her dur­ing or af­ter nurs­ing, since my fa­ther was dead and our house­hold was firmly in the hands of women. Dur­ing this time Nana let her­self be fucked by hun­dreds, maybe even a thou­sand men.


When I was grow­ing up, Nana would nurse me be­fore sleep­ing and tell me about the day’s fuck­ing. I was of course much too young, but ev­ery evening she would tell me how many men had fucked her that day. Of course I wanted to know all about the cocks and the fuck­ing and about the wives who watched, un­happy or in­dif­fer­ently. Most of the men fucked her when the baby was nursed on her breasts, but most of them didn’t last long enough, be­cause the baby had to nurse sev­eral times and the poor man had to fuck her sev­eral times a day, which was dif­fi­cult for most of them. But so that the ba­bies didn’t starve, the moth­ers re­peat­edly made the fa­thers hard with their hands, mouths or tongues. That, Nana said, was a very ex­cit­ing thing! But some­times she got a man with strong loins, and that fuck­ing was what she liked to talk about the most. And about ghosts and gods and the ghost of her fi­ancé Scheng, who would shake and fuck her ev­ery night be­fore she fell asleep. She would strip naked, put me to her breast and give me her milk to drink. I sucked and licked her nip­ples, even though no milk was com­ing out, but she had said how won­der­fully horny my suck­ing her nip­ples made her. She lay on her back and lay there spread‐ea­gled like a frog, the soles of her feet pressed to­gether and her eyes be­came milky and glassy, they rolled up­wards un­til only the whites were vis­i­ble. She was re­ally horny now and I stopped teas­ing her nip­ples. I watched her very care­fully be­cause I re­ally wanted to see the ghost of Mas­ter Scheng. She was no longer aware of her sur­round­ings, I could poke and poke her, she was not aware of any of it, she was com­pletely out of it.  She rubbed her clit with one fin­ger for ten to twenty min­utes un­til the spirit shook and tore her around wildly in or­gasm. While she rubbed her clit, I could spread her pussy hole with my fin­gers and look in­side, be­cause in­side her cun­t­hole the flesh moved and ground in the same pace with her clit rub­bing. When the spirit then at­tacked her and made her body shake and trem­ble, I let go of her pussy hole and pulled back. Then her eyes cleared, she gave me a won­der­ful good­night kiss, and then we slept. 


I watched this night af­ter night for years. But when I pre­tended to be asleep and held out my lit­tle erec­tion to her, she rubbed the sleep­ing boy un­til the erec­tion sub­sided or later squirted. She nod­ded very con­tent­edly, she re­ally liked do­ing that. I could never see Schengs ghost and when I told her, she threw her hands up over her head.  “You mustn’t watch me when the ghost comes to me, I have to hide my eyes too be­cause you can’t look at a ghost! Got it?” Of course I had un­der­stood it, but I just didn’t be­lieve the fairy tale about Scheng’s ghost any­more. I then watched my mother fuck­ing a few times and asked Nana hon­estly. Again she threw her hands up over her head, “you’re still much too young to talk to me about fuck­ing me!”


Okay, I waited un­til her eyes turned milky, rolled back and only the whites were vis­i­ble and she rubbed her clit with con­cen­tra­tion. I was re­ally young and couldn’t squirt yet, but I stuck my lit­tle cock in her pussy and fucked her like the grown‐ups fucked my mother, un­til Nana’s or­gasm woke her up. Of course I pre­tended to be asleep and Nana was very sat­is­fied be­cause I hadn’t watched her fuck­ing her ghost.  She rubbed my lit­tle cock very de­vot­edly and made it squirt won­der­fully in a foun­tain, be­cause one day I could fi­nally squirt. I did that ev­ery night for years. I was as proud as a pea­cock, but I didn’t tell any­one. Now I squirted into Nana’s pussy hole night af­ter night while she mas­tur­bated com­pletely ab­sent­mind­edly. Some­times I would pull my cock out, spread her pussy hole wide open with my fin­gers and squirted in­side her hole from an inch away, it looked re­ally funny!
 

You have to imag­ine it like this. Ev­ery evening I lay in her arms like ba­bies, I sucked and drank her milk un­til her breasts were empty and pulled and sucked hard on her nip­ples, which made her very horny. She sank back and whis­pered that I wasn’t al­lowed to watch. I nod­ded obe­di­ently, but I watched. She lay naked on her back spread‐ea­gled, pulled her knees up like a frog and pressed her soles against each other. In this po­si­tion I could see deep into her lit­tle pussy hole.  She whis­pered that I was not to look and her mid­dle fin­ger be­gan to rub the hid­den clit. The clit was hid­den deep in her flesh, only a small bump show­ing where the pea‐sized clit­head lay hid­den. Her eyes turned milky and glassy as she whis­pered to the spirit “I hide my eyes as you com­manded,” and she rolled her eyes, los­ing her grip on re­al­ity. She squinted briefly, then rolled her eyes up­ward so that I could only see the whites. 


“Come on, fuck me, my dar­ling Scheng!” she breathed af­ter I had pen­e­trated her cun­t­hole. I fucked her for an end­less time, she con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate with­out stop­ping. “Just squirt in­side, my love!” she whis­pered over and over again un­til I ac­tu­ally squirted in­side. “Yes, that’s good, just squirt in­side, my love!” she whis­pered and in­creased her fin­gers pace. It wasn’t long now be­fore the ghost grabbed her with all its might and shook her body vi­o­lently. She pressed her fin­ger upon her clit in or­gasm and her eyes slowly rolled back down. “Aaah!” she let out a breath and looked through me. “Have you seen him?” she asked and I nod­ded, “he’s a beau­ti­ful, friendly ghost!” I an­swered. “And you didn’t look?” she wanted to know and I an­swered obe­di­ently, “No, just a lit­tle bit!” Her face glowed with hap­pi­ness.  “Imag­ine, I could feel Scheng in­side me very clearly, his spirit fucked me won­der­fully and squirted in­side me, it was re­ally won­der­ful!” I asked her to tell me and she told me ev­ery­thing. She could feel me fuck­ing and made it up, it was Scheng’s spirit! 


She of­ten asked me about the spirit and I had to de­scribe his cock and his fuck­ing in great de­tail while she played with her clit, but not to the point of or­gasm. I didn’t have to in­vent any­thing, I de­scribed the cocks and the fuck­ing of my mother’s lovers, be­cause my mother had awak­ened sex­u­ally af­ter my fa­ther’s death and was sex­u­ally very ac­tive. When Nana had drunk a few glasses of wine, I was some­times al­lowed to stick my cock in her pussy hole for a short time, just to demon­strate to me. But she wouldn’t let me fuck her, I was still too young. That was the end of the mat­ter, she gave me a big good­night kiss and we fell asleep in a tight em­brace.  


A few times my mother ap­peared un­der the door as I was fuck­ing the to­tally stunned Nana. She caught on in an in­stant and waved me off to con­tinue. She seemed im­pressed by the way Nana mas­tur­bated ab­sent­mind­edly with her eyes rolled un­nat­u­rally up. Once I showed her how I stretched Nana’s pussy hole wide open to squirt and squirted in­side in thick jets from two inches away. I think that im­pressed her too. 


Af­ter a few months I was able to squirt twice and I en­joyed it very much. About two years must have passed when I was able to fuck and squirt three times in a row. But now the lit­tle knight was run­ning out of time and she woke up right af­ter her or­gasm, much too early. I con­tin­ued to fuck doggedly and she protested a lit­tle bit. But I fucked and fucked, I just couldn’t stop in the mid­dle of it, only af­ter I had squirted. I en­dured her whiny laments and ar­gued that I was al­ready learn­ing to ride a horse, use bow and ar­row and fence with a wooden sword like an adult, but she didn’t ac­cept that. “The good spirit fucked you two or three times,” I said with con­vic­tion, “then he smiled at me and asked if I didn’t want to fuck you too? So I was al­lowed to fuck you!”  Nana looked at me un­cer­tainly, but if Scheng’s spirit had al­lowed it, well …   Nana smiled shyly, “if he al­lowed you to, …!” I stuck to my story, kneel­ing in front of Nana’s pussy­hole with my bay­o­net fixed. “I’ve watched Scheng fuck you hun­dreds of times, he’s al­ready let me fuck you twice!” Nana looked at me with wide eyes. “And Scheng told me that I had to hold your ass­cheeks firmly when I squirt in­side, so that your rose opens wide and soft and I can squirt ev­ery­thing in!” Nana had cer­tainly al­ready for­got­ten that she had told me that de­tail her­self years ago. Her eyes widened, she was now quite sure that Scheng him­self had asked me to do it. She only ob­jected qui­etly that I shouldn’t squirt all in­side, she didn’t want to get preg­nant! I nod­ded, but I didn’t care. Nana lay back and let me timidly and fear­fully pen­e­trate her again. I started fuck­ing her all over again.  If she woke up too early af­ter the sec­ond squirt and I hadn’t fin­ished fuck­ing her yet, she would smile shyly and qui­etly and wait un­til I was fin­ished. Of course I squirted in­side her ev­ery time, the full load and her quiet moan­ing didn’t bother me. 


I al­ways waited pa­tiently un­til her eyes were milky and glassy and she stared un­blink­ingly at the spirit, and then I con­tin­ued to fuck her in her trance, ev­ery night. When I turned 13, she spoke to my mother and got the per­mis­sion. Now she was al­lowed to let me fuck her, dozens of times a day, and she taught me ev­ery­thing, the good soul. As a teenager, I fucked her like a berserker, she was al­ways ready and I never was tempted of fuck­ing the neigh­bor’s daugh­ters or the ser­vants. At 13, I ex­pe­ri­enced for my­self that Nana re­ally could do witch­craft.  She had per­mis­sion from my mother, who was only think­ing about her af­fairs, to teach me how to fuck and to let me fuck her, and that was all right! Nana came to me beam­ing with joy and told me that my mother had al­lowed it and that she was al­lowed to trans­form my cock into a more suit­able cock. 


It was just stupid women’s talk, I thought, and I was very wrong. She made a sour tea made from lots of herbs, and I had to drink two large cups ev­ery day. Ev­ery day she took my cock in her hand and ex­am­ined it. At first it was a com­pletely nor­mal, small boy’s cock. But I was amazed and as­ton­ished to see that it very quickly turned into a big man’s cock, a heavy, lust­ful piece that wanted and needed to fuck con­stantly. She turned my sweet lit­tle one into a mon­strous meat cock, so that I could fuck for as long as I wanted, I hold my erec­tion well over half an hour, re­gard­less of whether I had squirted, and that’s how it has re­mained to this day. She was a real witch, damn it! 


But when I was 17, she got preg­nant and I had to fuck her day and night. She only wanted to mas­tur­bate very rarely and fuck in­stead. Nana was quite sure who the fa­ther was and it wasn’t one of the chil­dren’s fa­thers.  My mother gave her a lot of money and sent her away when she was al­ready vis­i­bly preg­nant. I never saw her again and don’t know any­thing about our child, my mother never an­swered that.


Even as a small boy, I would sneak into my mother’s bed­room in the af­ter­noons, where she was let­ting her af­fairs fuck her, af­ter my fa­ther’s death. I learned there, how adults did fuck. I stood silently next to the ser­vants, who stood mo­tion­less in the bed­room and watched ev­ery­thing, but were not al­lowed to see any­thing. The younger ser­vants had all been de­flow­ered by my fa­ther when he came home from the cam­paign for a night or two. As a se­cretly spy­ing child, I found de­flow­er­ing in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing. The girl lay on her back on my mother’s naked cunt, who ca­ressed her from be­hind and whis­pered sooth­ing words in her ear. Then the fa­ther came in, as the prince of this part of town and there­fore rightly in­sist­ing on his right to de­flower the ser­vants.  He rammed his cock into the ten­der child and fucked her bru­tally, of­ten leav­ing a bas­tard in­side her. So I sneaked over to the ser­vants and was fas­ci­nated for a while by the af­fairs fuck­ing my mother, but that alone quickly be­came bor­ing. 


I be­gan to reach un­der the ser­vants’ dresses be­cause I was amazed at how many dif­fer­ent breasts these girls and women had. My cu­ri­ous hand slid deeper to the wet, moist‐slip­pery pussies. I felt them cu­ri­ously, they were not al­lowed to move and had to look straight ahead in si­lence and see noth­ing. I found the lit­tle bud in all the roses, I rubbed them skill­fully, as I had seen my wet nurse Nana do, and they trem­bled and twitched quite se­cretly. I did it again and again be­cause I found it ex­cit­ing that each one had to let it hap­pen de­fense­lessly. I grew older and lost in­ter­est.


One time my mother was ill, I sneaked over to her and lay down next to her be­cause she was sleep­ing. It is still com­mon in bet­ter fam­i­lies for moth­ers to let their sons fuck them, I knew that and that was what I was think­ing about. I un­cov­ered her and looked at her beau­ti­ful body, she was only 37 years old. My cock woke up, and at 15 you just have to fuck. My mother lay on her side, I pulled her ass cheeks apart with force, searched for the path along the crease of her ass to her pussy hole with my cock and rammed it pretty roughly into the tight lit­tle pussy hole. She squeaked briefly, but she just went back to sleep. Then I fucked her like a lazy mare in a poppy field, be­cause I knew that was how she liked it best. She wasn’t fully awake, but she moaned and grunted very con­tent­edly, her fin­ger grop­ing for her clit in her half‐sleep. I squirted deep in­side and she didn’t wake up, only the two maids put their hands over their faces in dis­gust. I was a lit­tle pompous prince and the ser­vants’ aw­ful re­ac­tions didn’t bother me. I came to my mother ev­ery morn­ing and fucked her, my lazy mare in the pop­py­field. She wanted to keep doz­ing when I fucked her for the sec­ond time. Af­ter a few weeks she was well again, she scolded me prop­erly and that was the end of it.


Nana was gone, my mother let me fuck only in the early morn­ing, so I started to fuck the ser­vants in our house. First I ap­proached the young ones, my own age.  They al­ways acted very chaste and shy at first, but in truth they were just as crazy about fuck­ing as I was. I knew how scared they were if they were caught fuck­ing the other ser­vants. My mother only pun­ished them very mildly, but some mis­tresses had a girl be­headed as a de­ter­rent.


This took place once or twice a year on the big square and I al­ways pushed my way to the front row. It wasn’t the be­head­ing that at­tracted me, but what hap­pened be­fore. The ex­e­cu­tioner stripped the girl naked and laid her face down on the ex­e­cu­tioner’s block  spread­ing her legs. I stared into the lit­tle pussy hole as if hyp­no­tized. The ex­e­cu­tioner al­ways made a great show of fuck­ing the girl from be­hind. He or­dered her to mas­tur­bate like a proper Chi­nese woman while fuck­ing. I couldn’t look away be­cause he pushed his cock in very slowly and fucked the girl thor­oughly. I knew that the ex­e­cu­tioner fucked ev­ery woman and girl in pub­lic be­fore the be­head­ing, that was his right and tra­di­tion. He ejac­u­lated in­side the mas­tur­bat­ing girl and stood up.  Then he be­headed the girl dur­ing her or­gasm, some­times he had to hit her a sec­ond time un­til the head was sev­ered. I was  fas­ci­nated by her or­gas­ming in death and af­ter. He would pause and then pick up the head and show it to the peo­ple, that was the rule. The street urchins mean­while pounced on the head­less body on the ex­e­cu­tioner’s block and the most im­pu­dent of them be­gan to fuck the corpse. The guys who fucked her were a pile of filth. Sooner or later the ex­e­cu­tioner would chase them away with some boot­kicks, then he would throw the body into the wicker bas­ket with the head in it, where her rel­a­tives would pick her up. My cock be­came hard as hell, when the hench­man started to fuck the obe­di­ently mas­tur­bat­ing girl and I pressed it into the ass­crack of the woman stand­ing in front of me. Some flinched and tried to es­cape, but that was im­pos­si­ble be­cause of the crowd. I bared her ass­cheeks and fucked her vi­o­lently in the ass­crack and then in the ass­hole, squirt­ing my juice deep into her ass­hole. But most of the women grabbed my cock grin­ning and stuffed it into her pussy­hole from be­hind, as there was fuck­ing go­ing on all around in the crowd. I some­times imag­ined that the girl’s body con­tin­ued to or­gasm even at and af­ter the be­head­ing, I fucked in beat with the lit­tle ras­cals who were fuck­ing the life­less girl. Some­how it was re­ally arous­ing to watch them fuck and fuck at the same time. Af­ter I had squirted in­side, I ran away hor­ri­fied with­out look­ing back at the anony­mous woman I had fucked. I was so hornily watch­ing and fuck­ing and only much later did I re­al­ize that a poor girl was dead. When I grew up, I stopped go­ing to this spec­ta­cle. 


Af­ter a year, when I was about 17, I had fucked all the ser­vants in our house ex­cept the old ones who didn’t ex­cite me. My mother didn’t have so many lovers any­more, so she called me over ev­ery morn­ing and let me fuck her as the lazy mare in the poppy field, the only po­si­tion in which she reg­u­larly came to or­gasm. She lifted one leg, spread with a hand her ass cheeks wide, and used one hand to guide my cock into her pussy hole. She cheered me on, she wanted to be fucked re­ally hard un­til her or­gasm hit her. Her fin­ger was al­ways on her clit, but she didn’t have to use it of­ten. Af­ter­wards she was hug­ging and kiss­ing me be­cause she re­ally loved me. She was in­sa­tiable, but she still let me go to my ser­vants. The meaty cock that Nana had witchcrafted for me did its job well.


For the next 4 years I had one of them lay with me ev­ery night, most of them for just one night, some stayed longer be­cause they were good to fuck. I told the girls to de­cide among them­selves who would lie with me that night. That saved me the an­noy­ing, stupid flirt­ing. I said I was only good at three things. Fuck­ing from the front, the lazy mare or from be­hind. And if one of them was wor­ried about get­ting preg­nant, I would fin­ish by squirt­ing in her mouth. I didn’t count, but I squirted in the mouth of about a third of them.
 

At 21 I fell in love for the first time, at a ban­quet to which I was in­vited as the man of our house, I was at a ban­quet for the first time. 


One of the young ladies aroused my in­ter­est, I be­haved very awk­ward.  But she smiled and laughed at ev­ery mishap and linked arms with me. She told me her name and ad­dress, be­cause she had to leave very soon. I was still com­pletely in­ex­pe­ri­enced in deal­ing with strangers and ac­com­pa­nied her home. We kissed for the first time in front of the gate and I was more con­fi­dent in that kiss­ing part. I now went to her house ev­ery af­ter­noon, we went for a walk and on the first day she led me be­hind the bushes. She fucked greed­ily and very grace­fully, I fucked madly with love! We fucked be­hind the bushes ev­ery af­ter­noon and I grad­u­ally learned her truth. In two weeks she would be taken to the neigh­bor­ing king­dom of Han and marry a rich prince there. He was the wrong man, she knew that, be­cause there were hun­dreds, maybe thou­sands of princes there, and she would have pre­ferred any other to this old, de­praved drunk­ard. But busi­ness is busi­ness, said her fa­ther, “you can take a lover any time, my dear daugh­ter!” I was dev­as­tated. We had a few days left and she fucked hap­pily and cheer­fully be­cause hun­dreds, maybe thou­sands of lovers were wait­ing for her there. I knew now that I was just a pas­time and a stop­gap, noth­ing se­ri­ous. But I was so damned in love that I wanted to run away with her. She knew about my fi­nan­cial sit­u­a­tion and laughed at me. I was dev­as­tated and mourned for weeks as if she had died. 


I would have liked to have con­tin­ued to mourn for a while longer, but the queen had me called to the palace. She had seen me at the ban­quet weeks ago and in­vited me to af­ter­noon tea in the palace. I threw my­self on the floor in front of the king and queen, I was al­lowed to sit at their ta­ble. The king left af­ter a few min­utes, he had things to do. He let me stand up, but not kneel on the floor. “Once a day, that’s the cus­tom, my dear boy,” he said and left. The queen looked at me amused. “You won him over in 5 min­utes, Sir, he very rarely says ‘my dear boy’, I must say!”  I had no idea how I had “won” him and the queen ig­nored my ques­tion. She wanted to know ex­actly who my teach­ers were and which books I had stud­ied. “I just read them, I didn’t study them. I can re­mem­ber ev­ery­thing I’ve ever read.”


The queen smiled cryp­ti­cally. “Have you read the fairy tale of Lin Po Po?” she asked and I nod­ded. “Both ver­sions of them, in­clud­ing the For­bid­den One, my queen!” I an­swered hes­i­tantly and her eyes be­gan to sparkle. “Does that mean you know it by heart, Mas­ter Tschin?” and I nod­ded, “Yes, my queen!” Our con­ver­sa­tion only re­volved around the books, which on the one hand amazed me and on the other hand put me on safe ground. She wanted to know what my cur­rent tasks were and I con­fessed that I spent the smaller part of the day man­ag­ing my wid­owed mother’s for­tune be­cause one day it would fall to me. I de­voted the larger part of the day to read­ing; there were still mil­lions of bam­boo scrolls that I had not read yet. Yes, I bor­rowed the books, I didn’t have to buy them. The queen got to the point. Could I take the time to read to her from mem­ory for an hour or an hour and a half af­ter lunch when she lay down af­ter lunch?  I agreed and be­came her reader.


Ev­ery mid­day I went to the queen in her bed­room. For rea­sons of pro­pri­ety, a trans­par­ent screen had been set up in front of her  couch. Her two ser­vants, and they were al­ways the same ones, un­dressed the queen and she lay naked on her daybed. The two ser­vants stood like mar­ble stat­ues against the wall, their eyes straight ahead. The queen then had me “read aloud”, first the for­bid­den Lin Po Po and then ev­ery other saucy work that I had read. She ca­ressed her beau­ti­ful, still youth­ful‐look­ing body for about an hour, then she mas­tur­bated very quickly and de­ter­minedly to or­gasm. Like the ser­vants, I could see ev­ery­thing, and I stopped for a short break when she or­gasmed. She let it fade away slowly and asked me to re­mem­ber the pas­sage and con­tinue from there the next day. That was my sig­nal, I bowed deeply and went home.


Once ev­ery few weeks she in­vited me to tea.  She was very in­ter­ested in how my for­tune was do­ing and ex­plained why she wanted and had to pay me, her reader. I gladly ac­cepted the money be­cause I was do­ing some­thing to earn it  and I could re­ally use the gen­er­ous pay­ment. “And do you sleep alone at night, Mas­ter Tschin?” she asked once over tea. “Of course not, no­ble lady, never!” I an­swered, but she waved her hand. “I know that you are not mar­ried or tied up, no­ble mas­ter, and you don’t fuck young boys,” she said im­pa­tiently, “my men are al­ways keep­ing an eye on you. So the only thing that re­mains is that you are still ly­ing with your mother de­spite your age?” Her look was strangely an­gry and I an­swered im­me­di­ately. “Not for a long time, Your Majesty, I have long since put that be­hind me. She rarely calls me more than two or three times a year, she is free to do so.” I low­ered my head and won­dered why I was telling all this to a stranger I had known for barely half a year? The queen leaned for­ward cu­ri­ously.  “So, who’s on your sleep­ing mat?” The cat was out of the bag. 


“Our house­hold has 43 women, only 3 of them are old. There is no one in par­tic­u­lar among the 40 women that I pre­fer, at least not in the long term. Has your cu­rios­ity been sat­is­fied, no­ble lady?” She nod­ded and thought. “That sounds un­usual to me, dear mas­ter,” she picked up the thread, “I don’t know a sin­gle man who only gets in­volved with the ser­vants. Just in be­tween, yes, I hear that some­times. But in the long term!?” Now the ball was in my court again. “I am very happy with that, Your Majesty,” I said, “it is enough va­ri­ety for me and I don’t ex­pe­ri­ence any nasty sur­prises, I had sent those away long ago.” The queen thought for a long time and asked if I would tell her about the ser­vants, about their phys­i­cal ad­van­tages and about their fuck­ing style?  I nod­ded obe­di­ently, her cu­rios­ity matched the saucy stuff I was read­ing to her.


For an hour I de­scribed my ser­vants, their naked bod­ies, their way of fuck­ing, their fa­vorite po­si­tions and who had an or­gasm dur­ing fuck­ing and who mas­tur­bated while do­ing it, as was usual with Chi­nese women. The queen asked this and that in be­tween and was very sat­is­fied. When I had de­scribed ev­ery­thing, the tea time was over. 


At the next tea time she asked if I had ever seen her naked body? I con­firmed, “Yes, ev­ery day, Your Majesty!” She smiled faintly. “And do you like what you can see but shouldn’t see, Mas­ter?” Her smile was sim­ply mis­chievous. I im­me­di­ately an­swered, “Yes, Your Majesty is blessed with a beau­ti­ful body, and if you don’t want me look­ing, then just let me blind­fold! I, for one, en­joy look­ing at you, it is a great honor for me!”  I hope I chose the right words, it could cost me my head. But she smiled like a purring cat. “Ev­ery­thing is as I want it, my dear mas­ter. Your read­ing de­lights me, the sight of my body should de­light you!” She was silent for a mo­ment. 


“And oth­er­wise, do you see ev­ery­thing, good man?” I an­swered im­me­di­ately. “I see ev­ery­thing, no­ble lady, my eyes are not blind­folded! I am happy ev­ery time when my sto­ries, my words, ex­cite you, as they should!” I knew we were tread­ing on dan­ger­ous ground. The queen sighed deeply. “I have been do­ing it since I was a young girl, mas­ter!” I nod­ded humbly. “Ev­ery girl has to have a good re­la­tion­ship with her clit, Your Majesty!” I said qui­etly and she con­tin­ued, “Since nei­ther the king, my dear­est hus­band, nor the few men I had to fuck for state rea­sons can ex­cite me as much, I have suf­fered a lot. But since you have read to me from your books, I am happy again as I used to be. This is partly thanks to you and I am very grate­ful to you for it.”  The Queen abruptly changed the sub­ject and tea time came to an end. 


Thank God our re­la­tion­ship re­mained in­tact. The only thing was that the queen moved the trans­par­ent panel with her foot so that noth­ing re­mained be­tween us. She turned to me to mas­tur­bate and we looked each other straight in the eyes, how in­ti­mate that made us! Half a year had ac­tu­ally passed and we had be­come closer than many lovers. I paused in my lec­ture and watched as she parted her labia with one hand and mas­tur­bated very quickly and in­tensely with her mid­dle fin­ger for less than two min­utes. Af­ter the or­gasm, her face took on a sad ex­pres­sion for a mo­ment and then she smiled guiltily at me. How I loved her! I was aware that she was the queen and I was a lit­tle sub­ject, nei­ther of us could change that. Or could we? 


It was an­other tea time. The queen no longer took any de­tours. She had had a one‐on‐one con­ver­sa­tion with each of her two ser­vants and con­fi­dants. Since her birth she had not been “alone” for a sin­gle mo­ment. At least they, her most trusted ser­vants, were al­ways there. Whether she was fuck­ing her hus­band or a de­sired or a forced lover, they were al­ways there. And also when she was mas­tur­bat­ing. Other peo­ple, other women some­times had a mo­ment “alone” for them­selves, only she, the queen, did not.  She asked her girls how it was for them to be “alone”? But the girls couldn’t an­swer her ques­tion, even with the best will in the world. “You were alone when no one else was around, quite sim­ply. That wasn’t re­ally any­thing spe­cial, Your Majesty,” both as­sured each other in­de­pen­dently. The queen changed the sub­ject.


“Do you know my son, the heir to the throne Feng, mas­ter?” Her ques­tion came as a sur­prise. “No, Your Majesty, but I’ve only heard good things about him, they say he’s very ea­ger to learn,” I an­swered truth­fully. She thought about it and then said that she had ban­ished him from her bed sev­eral weeks ago. He was al­ready 13 and should sleep in his own bed with his wet nurse, she had told him. I lis­tened in si­lence.  “He al­ways slept with me, but now he was over 13 and could ejac­u­late. I al­ways ca­ressed and fon­dled his body and his cock too, but when he ejac­u­lated while I was ca­ress­ing his cock, I with­drew. He had been ejac­u­lat­ing for months when I ca­ressed his cock, I mas­tur­bated him and I did it to him sev­eral times when he begged. But one day it changed, he rubbed him­self on his knees in front of me and ejac­u­lated on my body, on my pussy, which he had only touched shyly and in­no­cently be­fore. I did not like that he now mas­tur­bated ev­ery evening kneel­ing in front of my pussy and ejac­u­lated over my pussy from an inch away, so I spoke to his nurse, who fol­lowed my or­ders. — Did I do it wrong, dear mas­ter?” I did not have to think, but I pre­tended. “Al­low me to an­swer freely, Your Majesty!” I said and she nod­ded in agree­ment.  “I told you about my own youth, Your Majesty, and that I slept with my wet nurse and fucked her too. But it was very spe­cial to fuck my mother. Al­though she al­most al­ways made love as the lazy mare in the poppy field, she al­ways hugged me af­ter­wards and let me feel how much she loved me, even to­day she still does. I be­lieve the cus­tom of fuck­ing sons is a very es­sen­tial and im­por­tant part of be­com­ing a man. Moth­ers have been do­ing it for many thou­sands of years, it can’t be wrong. When I see or­phans, I feel this deep hole in their hearts. — You didn’t re­act cor­rectly, Your Majesty!” I ducked my head in fear she had chopped it off. 


The queen was very sur­prised at my an­swer. She was nei­ther an­gry nor an­noyed, just shocked. She pulled her­self to­gether and re­ported on her con­ver­sa­tion with Feng’s wet nurse to­day. The nurse, nearly 50 years old, had let him do what­ever he wanted.  He didn’t want to fuck yet, she said con­temp­tu­ously, he mas­tur­bated kneel­ing 4 or 5 times a night, he pre­ferred to squirt on her pussy. To squirt he had re­cently started putting his pe­nis into her pussy, but no, he didn’t want to fuck her prop­erly yet, al­though she was al­ways will­ing, as or­dered. The nurse ob­vi­ously de­spised him, con­cluded the queen.


I thought about how I should ex­press my thoughts, but then de­cided to an­swer sim­ply and di­rectly. “Do your lovers lie with you ev­ery night, if I may ask?” She looked at me in sur­prise, even in­dig­na­tion. “I have no reg­u­lar lovers, Mas­ter Tschin! Only when my mas­ter, the king, or­ders me to! We have been mar­ried for 17 years and in all these years he has or­dered me to fuck a dozen times for rea­sons of state, maybe 13 or 14 times, not more of­ten. I fol­lowed the kings or­ders with­out a word of protest, but fuck­ing the state guests was al­ways lousy!” I un­der­stood, “so there was noth­ing against prince Feng sleep­ing with you,” I said qui­etly. She looked at me ques­tion­ingly.  “Yes,” I gath­ered all my courage, “you should take him back. As long as he only mas­tur­bates and squirts, you should be his best friend, his well un­der­stand­ing girl­friend. He likes it just as much as you do, re­mem­ber that. And if he wants to fuck some­one, it should be you, not an old nurse who doesn’t ex­cite him sex­u­ally at all. But you, you are beau­ti­ful, young and a sex­u­ally de­sir­able woman. You have your pu­bic hair plucked, your pussy is more rem­i­nis­cent of a 13‐year‐old girl, which ex­cites ev­ery man, cer­tainly prince Feng too. Yes, you should be the one to teach him how to fuck, as you love him with all your heart as he loves you.” I was silent and waited, she thought very in­tensely and then called her son Feng for tea.


He was a pretty, nice boy and was quite un­set­tled be­cause it was the first time he had been called for tea. I loos­ened him up by ask­ing him about his stud­ies, he was on the right track.  The queen joined in and ex­plained to him that I was her reader and clos­est ad­vi­sor, and that she wanted me to be there for this in­ti­mate topic. I was very flat­tered, but I sus­pected the di­rec­tion the queen was go­ing in. Feng shrugged his shoul­ders res­o­lutely, “in­ti­mate topic?”


She asked him about sleep­ing, about the wet nurse. He cast a side­ways glance at me, so she added that he should speak openly and freely. He slowly thawed out. Yes, he had to squirt 4 or 5 times in a row, that’s how it was. Usu­ally he man­aged to per­suade a young ser­vant to lift up her skirt so that he could mas­tur­bate at the sight of her pussy. They were will­ing to let them­selves be fucked, but he didn’t dare yet, the boy said al­most in­audi­bly. “And what about the wet nurse?” the queen con­tin­ued to probe kindly.  “Yes, she al­ways wants to fuck me too, but I find her old, ugly and re­pul­sive in char­ac­ter. She goes to the sta­ble ev­ery af­ter­noon to let the sta­ble boys fuck her, I saw that with my own eyes,” said the boy Feng. “The fuck­ing looks so dis­gust­ing and vi­o­lent, it doesn’t ap­peal to me at all. I let her lie naked and spread‐ea­gled in front of me, I mas­tur­bate kneel­ing in front of her and squirt ev­ery­thing over her ugly cunt!” His mother smiled and grinned, “I hear you pen­e­trate her to squirt, my dear son!” and her smile was dis­arm­ing. He low­ered his head in shame. “Yes, mother, that’s hap­pen­ing more and more of­ten now. As much as I dis­like her, I’m at­tracted to squirt­ing into her soft, warm pussy­hole. But I don’t want to fuck her, as she wants it bru­tal and vi­o­lent, and I can’t and won’t do that.” 


The queen put her arm around his shoul­der and hugged him. “What do you think, would you rather sleep with me, like be­fore?”  He nod­ded and paused. She kissed him on the top of his head. “It’s OK, you can mas­tur­bate as of­ten as you want and you can also squirt on my pussy, you seem to like that!?” He gave me a des­per­ate look, then nod­ded silently. “But we still have to be very care­ful about squirt­ing in­side, be­cause I’m only 35 and I don’t want to get preg­nant again!” she said and kissed him on the head. He nod­ded hap­pily and beamed. The queen let go of him and changed the sub­ject. 


Now Feng was ly­ing in her bed again, she re­ported at the next tea time, he pressed him­self close to her body to mas­tur­bate. To ejac­u­late, he lay on top of her and pen­e­trated her cun­t­hole deeply. “So won­der­ful, so fine, so tight!” he ex­claimed in sur­prise, but then he fell silent and thrust in three times to ejac­u­late.  She said how much her heart re­joiced, she ca­ressed and kissed him end­lessly be­cause she loved him so much. She took my hand and smiled, my ad­vice was good and right, she thanked me for that. She would raise my salary, she said, be­cause Feng would prob­a­bly lie next to her af­ter lunch.


And so it hap­pened. Feng lis­tened to my saucy tale and be­gan to mas­tur­bate when he got hard. I watched the ser­vants, but they didn’t bat an eye­lid, they stood like mar­ble stat­ues. I con­tin­ued read­ing, usu­ally he mounted the queen three times, fucked her rev­er­ently and squirted in many jets in­side, then she started to mas­tur­bate her clit. The read­ing took a lit­tle longer now. 


The king called me for tea. He had spread the map out on the ta­ble and was dis­cussing with the queen. She knew even less about war­fare than I did, I had read a dozen books about it be­fore, but I was not a sol­dier, I said to the king. He just nod­ded, he saw an army ap­proach­ing from the north and he only had a vague idea. There was a tra­di­tional bat­tle­field where the fight­ing took place ev­ery few decades. But now an army was com­ing, the size of which had never been seen be­fore. He said we were far fewer than them and that he would lose the king­dom. I con­tra­dicted him, I could not imag­ine liv­ing un­der a for­eign king. “Could the em­peror Teng not help us?”  “No,” said my king, “he was com­pletely at log­ger­heads with Wu‐Dan‐Shan and did not have an army at hand.”  


I looked at the map and trem­bled be­cause it was so hope­less. My fin­ger went deeper, to the south­ern end of the king­dom. A des­per­ate idea. “We split our army in two and hide them on the left in the wooded hills and on the right in the sparse forests along the river. We don’t con­front them di­rectly on the great plain like we did be­fore, we lure them to the south with small mock at­tacks. They have to aban­don their bat­tle for­ma­tion and force their way through the swampy bot­tle­neck. This is our chance!” The king stared at the map. “We avoided the area be­cause it is very swampy!” But he thought about it, lis­ten­ing me say­ing, “The swamp is caus­ing us prob­lems, but it is also caus­ing them prob­lems. And they will get stuck with their heavy wag­ons, we won’t, we will just fight with the swamps, no wag­ons.” The king looked at me for a long time. “You don’t hap­pen to plan to serve as a gen­eral!?” There was si­lence, then I could no longer hold back and burst out laugh­ing.  “Serv­ing the queen is hard enough, Your Majesty!” I ex­claimed laugh­ing. He looked back and forth be­tween her and me and asked doubt­fully, “But you are not serv­ing be­tween her loins?!” I paused and felt the cold steel of the ex­e­cu­tioner on my neck. The queen looked at him kindly. “Fight the en­emy army first, my lord and mas­ter, we will talk about my loins later!” 


The king’s gen­er­als re­fined his idea and soon the en­emy army was em­bar­rassed. Up to their knees in the swamp they were ready to ne­go­ti­ate. 


The queen took her time se­duc­ing Feng, but she did it. Nei­ther I nor the ser­vants bat­ted an eye­lid. She hadn’t had many lovers, but she was ob­vi­ously a nat­u­ral fucker. I watched her fuck for the first time and I fell for her from the first time. That’s the truth and she com­pletely con­quered me. I had only once been in love and I pulled my­self to­gether. She be­longed to Feng now, not to men­tion the king. I read aloud with con­cen­tra­tion, but I watched the two of them fuck af­ter lunch. Feng was a smart guy, he soon fucked like a grown man. I put my hands in my lap so that my erec­tion didn’t at­tract at­ten­tion. The ser­vants stood like im­mo­bile stat­ues, but noth­ing es­caped them.  When I wanted to go home in the evening, they caught me. They re­laxed me just in time be­fore my cock ex­ploded. One fucked me, the other gig­gled, then they swapped. I wasn’t proud of my­self, but I was deeply re­laxed. 


As soon as Feng turned 15, his fa­ther, the king, put him in the mil­i­tary. For the fu­ture king, this was a must. From one day to the next, the queen no longer had any­one to fuck her prop­erly, noon and night. The king only fucked her rarely, ev­ery few months, and un­for­tu­nately it had to be ad­mit­ted that he wasn’t a good fucker. The two loved each other with all their hearts, but they had to ac­cept that he only had good suc­cess with very very young girls. She was in her mid‐30s, so no longer a very young thing. The king be­lieved that I was her se­cret lover any­way, and he hadn’t had me be­headed yet.  The queen mas­tur­bated like a mad­man dur­ing her lunch break, but it was too lonely for her, this lit­tle in­no­cent vice. Were the ser­vants smil­ing mis­chie­vously at me or did it just ap­pear that way!? 


I didn’t have to wait long. First the queen asked me to sit next to her on her daybed, and one thing led to an­other. Feng hadn’t been in the mil­i­tary for ten days yet when I was al­ready fuck­ing his mother af­ter lunch and then read­ing her saucy books un­til she was ready to fuck again. The queen was slim and pe­tite like a girl of 13 or 14, even though she was 35, she had the curves of a woman, her breasts looked vir­ginal and she had no pu­bic hair, she had had it plucked out. Her pussy looked girl­ish too, her lit­tle clit was well hid­den. She was so won­der­ful to fuck, her pussy was tight and warm and silky soft. She went along with our shared pace com­pletely nat­u­rally, she gave in to her ex­cite­ment and came more and more of­ten to or­gasm be­fore I squirted in­side. Feng had to pull out his cock to squirt on cer­tain days, but she let me squirt in­side with­out any fear. Al­ways.


I was in­vited to din­ner with the king ev­ery evening and she made no se­cret of it, af­ter which we con­tin­ued to fuck and I didn’t go home un­til night­fall. The king smiled qui­etly to him­self, he had al­ways known it.


I was the queen’s lover for the next 3 years. Then, one evening, the king and queen be­came ill af­ter din­ner. I vom­ited my guts out for 3 days, then it sta­bi­lized again. All three of us had been poi­soned, there was no doubt about that. I rum­maged through my mem­ory, but un­for­tu­nately I had only skimmed over the medicines and poi­sons. I had saved a small jar of my vomit, and now I ran to the royal li­brary and looked for the book on poi­son­ing. The king and the queen were dy­ing, there was no time to lose. I con­sulted the best doc­tor, we car­ried out the most un­usual tests be­cause the usual ones didn’t give an­swers. Then, dur­ing the night, the break­through came, it was the sil­ver gen­tian’s poi­son. I im­me­di­ately brewed the rec­om­mended herbal tea, drank it first and when I soon felt bet­ter, I gave some to the king and the queen. Nev­er­the­less, it took weeks be­fore I could breathe a sigh of re­lief. The king, still ly­ing in bed, sum­moned his four best de­tec­tives. He wanted to know im­me­di­ately who was try­ing to get at him and the royal fam­ily. I was to be present dur­ing the in­ves­ti­ga­tion, the king or­dered. And a room was to be pre­pared for me, as I had to be his guest dur­ing the in­ves­ti­ga­tion. The king, ly­ing in bed, held me back by the sleeve while ev­ery­one else left. I knelt down so he could whis­per in my ear. 


“Apart from the doc­tors’ re­port, how is she?” he asked, breath­ing heav­ily. I stuck to the truth. “The queen has had it the worst, Your Majesty,” I said qui­etly, “but I have the im­pres­sion that she is re­spond­ing well to the an­ti­dote. She sleeps 20 hours a day, which is a good sign. I am quite sure that in a few days, a week per­haps, she will be over the hill.” He nod­ded and closed his eyes. “I have had the room next to hers pre­pared for you so that you can look in on her at any time through the wall­pa­pered door, I beg you. I am very at­tached to her!” It was dif­fi­cult for him to speak.  “I got over it pretty quickly,” I said, “and of course I will keep an eye on her, as well as on you, Your Majesty! You will be able to sit in three days and stand in five, Your Majesty, I am sure of that, even though I am not a doc­tor.” He smiled with his eyes closed. “Af­ter all, you worked bet­ter and faster than any of my doc­tors, Mas­ter, that’s the truth!” he whis­pered. He coughed and I wiped the sweat from his fore­head. “I am very at­tached to her, I love her very much!” he whis­pered, “I am al­ready over 60, an old man who can only train him­self on very young vir­gins. Nev­er­the­less, I love her like no other. And I am glad with all my heart that you are her lover and not a less one. Thank you, Mas­ter Tschin!” I was not em­bar­rassed, it was noth­ing new for him and I had had his tol­er­ance for years. “I am aware of how much re­spon­si­bil­ity lies on my shoul­ders and I will never dis­ap­point you!” I an­swered. He squeezed my hand.


“I am very wor­ried be­cause I have no en­e­mies, or rather a mil­lion, but no one I would be­lieve to be ca­pa­ble of this at­tack. I was sure that the peace treaty af­ter the last war would hold, but I may be wrong. In­ves­ti­gate it any­way. The same goes for the court, I can’t have made any­one so an­gry there ei­ther, but in­ves­ti­gate it! I have many who are dis­sat­is­fied with me, but I thought I hadn’t made any­one so an­gry. So don’t lis­ten to your king, I would tell you about ev­ery sus­pi­cion if I had one. Ques­tion, in­ter­ro­gate, tor­ture! But find the guy!” I was still pretty un­steady on my feet, but I bowed to the ground. 


First, a de­tec­tive or­dered that the guards on the king and the queen should be dou­bled, tripled. Food and drinks to be checked in ad­vance. That seemed right to me. The de­tec­tives split up. They had to in­ter­ro­gate the for­eign spies, they tack­led the pro­fes­sional as­sas­sins, they probed the known op­po­si­tion par­ties. 


They in­ter­ro­gated hun­dreds, fol­lowed ev­ery lead. The de­tec­tive who was fol­low­ing the trail of the sil­ver gen­tian grad­u­ally made progress, I stayed with him be­cause that seemed the most promis­ing track to me. There were only 3 phar­ma­cists in the area who stocked the gen­tian.  They were in­ter­ro­gated un­til they named ev­ery­one who had re­ceived the gen­tian. They were all ar­rested and in­ter­ro­gated in the most scrupu­lous way, with no re­sult. The search was ex­panded, now they went back 10, then 15 years. But noth­ing, noth­ing at all. I re­peated the tests again and again, but it was 100% the sil­ver gen­tian, no doubt about it. 


But why hadn’t we died? 


A thought, an im­age tore me from my sleep. The queen turned to the side when I got up. I sat for hours at the queen’s dress­ing ta­ble. First thing in the morn­ing I had all the herb col­lec­tors ar­rested again. The sil­ver gen­tian only grew in Ti­bet, a priest state that strictly con­trolled ex­ports. It was the best rem­edy for stom­ach ul­cers and was only given in tiny doses. The records were thor­oughly re­viewed again, ev­ery­one had to give an ac­count of ev­ery gram. But not a sin­gle gram was miss­ing, the plant was still crushed in Ti­bet and sold by weight. Not a gram was miss­ing. We had to let them all go again.  


But why are we three still alive?


I slept very rest­lessly, even though the ill and tired queen had let her be fucked un­til I was com­pletely ex­hausted. The so­lu­tion was ob­vi­ous, but not on my tongue. I dream that I am a lit­tle boy and an old man is lead­ing me by the hand. He smiled dis­gust­ingly. “They are look­ing for an old man and a lit­tle girl! So not both of us, am I right??” I woke up from the dream again. I stayed sit­ting there un­til morn­ing and ran back to the de­tec­tives. All the phar­ma­cists and herbal­ists were brought here again. We asked them, who was miss­ing? Which for­mer phar­ma­cist, which for­mer herbal­ist was miss­ing? Hours of guess­ing fol­lowed. Then came the break­through. 


A sin­gle herbal­ist dared to talk about it. Long Qin, the king’s older brother, had been on an ex­pe­di­tion to Ti­bet ages ago; as a young man he had brought back many of Ti­bet’s spe­cial plants and herbs 30 years ago. The en­tire fam­ily of the king and the queen had been ques­tioned as to who might be go­ing af­ter the king.  All and none, in short. I in­sisted on call­ing the brother in and ques­tion­ing him. He would come with them in a minute, he told the in­ves­ti­ga­tors, he just wanted to fin­ish his cer­e­mo­nial cup of tea. He pre­pared his tea while our men waited out­side, poured it care­fully and then drank a cup and a sec­ond, bow­ing humbly be­fore the house al­tar. He dropped dead within min­utes. The tea con­tained a lot of aconite or monks­hood, a large amount of the sil­ver gen­tian and other poi­sons were also found in his home.


It all came out. The gen­tian had lost much of its strength, af­ter 30 years the brother had also lost his mind. No, said the king, who was to­tally dev­as­tated by the news, his own brother! The fa­ther had fore­seen that the brother was no good and de­nied him the throne. 30 years later he lost his mind com­pletely to grab the throne, and wanted to re­al­ize his fan­tasy by com­mit­ting frat­ri­cide. Nev­er­the­less, the king mourned. The bribed cook, whom the de­tec­tives had soon iden­ti­fied, was be­headed. 


At the King’s ex­press re­quest, I re­mained in the palace, in the room next to my Queen, as the reader of the Queen’s mid­day rest. 



● ● ●







A true quirk


by Jack Faber © 2023




I couldn’t re­mem­ber later how the ac­ci­dent had hap­pened. A car had knocked me to the ground un­in­jured and the fol­low­ing truck had run over my legs. I was in the hos­pi­tal for 8 weeks with bro­ken lower legs and an­kles. I couldn’t get up, of course, and had to ring for the nurse my­self to pee. 


The nurse was very young and very shy when she washed me naked in bed or held my cock in the jar to pee. For two days I could con­trol my­self, but then I per­sisted af­ter pee­ing. She would have to con­tinue hold­ing my cock while I be­gan to mas­tur­bate. I watched her closely and saw the aroused glint in her eyes. I was too weak, I cheek­ily claimed, she had to keep rub­bing. She was silent for a long time and af­ter a minute said she hadn’t done it very of­ten and prob­a­bly wouldn’t do it well. I shrugged and said that was okay. She bit her lips and be­gan. She re­ally didn’t do it very well, she was too slow and didn’t squeeze the cock hard enough. Will it come soon, she asked whis­per­ing in be­tween and I nod­ded, soon! An eter­nity later I fi­nally squirted, she just held the cock and held it mo­tion­less in the glass neck of the ves­sel. She was deeply flushed and went fast away. But she did it du­ti­fully ev­ery day un­til the end of the week. Then a new nurse ar­rived. 


She was an older Fil­ip­pina and didn’t speak our lan­guage well. On the sec­ond day, af­ter she had held my cock while pee­ing with­out bat­ting an eye, I asked her. But she shook her head dis­mis­sively, Je­sus no!, she never did any­thing like that! I was dis­ap­pointed and an­gry, she had to hold the cock re­ally tight, damn it! She obeyed and held her breath, star­tled. For I pushed back and forth in her fist. She squinted her eyes in hor­ror and mut­tered softly in her lan­guage, but she held the cock re­ally tight in her fist. She looked at me with deep dis­dain, but she didn’t let up and held it tightly in her fist. Af­ter I had cum, she vig­or­ously rubbed the last drops out of my cock with two fin­gers, as she knew very well, how it has to be fin­ished. We re­peated this through­out the week twice a day and the next week, she still squinted her eyes into slits and mut­tered her pa­gan prayers, but she seemed to ac­cept it. The sec­ond week I stopped in the mid­dle and she vig­or­ously rubbed my cock with her fist and made me cum. She mas­tur­bated me now from the be­gin­ning and I no­ticed that she had a great prac­tice in it. She squeezed out the last drops with her fin­gers each time, we gave each other a friendly nod, and then she left. I gave her a fifty when she said that she was be­ing trans­ferred to an­other ward. The first time she smiled in two weeks. 


Where the next one came from I did not find out. She spoke only Span­ish, a strange rolling Span­ish. My long spilled Span­ish at least made her smile, I was a fine gen­tle­man talk­ing to her in her lan­guage. She held my cock in the jar five times a day and looked pretty pissed off. She wasn’t en­joy­ing it, God knows! I made a cau­tious ad­vance, as­sum­ing that she was a damn stock Catholic. So it was. She didn’t want to mas­tur­bate me or hold my cock when I started to thrust. She took the jar away vig­or­ously, shak­ing her head, but she stopped for a mo­ment be­fore leav­ing. “I’m not do­ing that, I’ve never done it by hand be­fore! I just do it right!” What could I pos­si­bly say in re­sponse? She looked back from the door and waited for me to stow my stiff cock away. “Okay, right then,” I said half aloud and to my amaze­ment she nod­ded and left quickly. 


How amazed I was, how­ever, when she came into my room late that evening and pushed the door latch for­ward. We didn’t speak a word, me not be­cause I was speech­less and her not be­cause she was de­ter­mined. She was in her 40s, maybe 50s, chubby and round. She looked very dif­fer­ent in civil­ian clothes, with­out her white bon­net. She got on top of me with­out a word, pulled her panties aside un­der her skirt and in­serted my cock into her densely hairy cunt with a soft sigh, then pulled down her skirt, ob­vi­ously not want­ing me to look. Her vagina was soft, moist and pleas­ant. She propped her hands on my shoul­der and rode me slowly. She smiled.


She rode me for what seemed like an eter­nity. Steadily and not quickly. I ob­served that she was aroused very soon, but she did not have an or­gasm. She put my hand aside and shook her head, as I reached for her clit. She con­tin­ued to fuck me even while I was cum­ming and only stopped when my cock went soft. She stayed on my cock for a few mo­ments. “Bueno?” she asked softly, was it good? I nod­ded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally. She stood up, straight­ened her clothes and put her hand on the door han­dle. “Do it right, bueno?” she asked and I nod­ded in agree­ment. “Bueno en­tonces bien!” — well then, and she scur­ried out. Ev­ery night for two weeks she came and fucked me with­out a word, hav­ing vi­o­lent or­gasm of my clit rub­bing. What was there to talk about? 


In the sec­ond week she no longer pushed my hand away and I mas­tur­bated her clit very del­i­cately. She col­lapsed over me in or­gasm and con­tin­ued to fuck me with­out a word. She al­lowed it from now on. At the end of the third week she said, rotación, she was go­ing to work in an­other de­part­ment to­mor­row. I gave her two hun­dred, “gra­cias por todo,” thanks for ev­ery­thing, be­cause I didn’t know how to say fuck­ing in Span­ish. She came late that evening for the last time fuck­ing me in lust. On the next days dif­fer­ent nurses came, how the ser­vice plan was I didn’t find out. At least, I made progress in re­me­dial gym­nas­tics and could walk again, un­for­tu­nately only with a hard limp. 


For the last two weeks, Lu­cifer him­self must have put in a word for me in heaven. The head nurse came into my room for the first time and stopped, wring­ing her hands. All the rooms were al­ready over­crowded and whether it would not be pos­si­ble, for once, to ac­com­mo­date some­one in my room? I didn’t get a word in edge­wise, she kept on chat­ter­ing. I would only be charged half the price and how grate­ful the hos­pi­tal man­age­ment was to me! “Thank you very much, doc­tor!” and she was gone. I had been an­noyed for 4 weeks that I was called the doc­tor, al­though I am not a doc­tor. A typ­i­cal Aus­trian bad habit from the im­pe­rial era, I think.


Two nurses pushed a bed into my one‐bed‐room, which was now over­flow­ing. I ex­am­ined the new ar­rival closely. A woman! I rubbed my eyes. Frau Kom­merzial­rat Mor­gen­thaler, no first name, was writ­ten on the sheet of pa­per; she was 65, 5 years younger than me. She was still sleep­ing off her anes­the­sia, her two arms ban­daged up to the armpits and splayed out to the sides with a metal frame like an­gel wings. I read on. Bi­lat­eral com­pound frac­tures and the skin of both arms burned, level III. I looked at her face, very wrin­kled but not un­sym­pa­thetic. Again and again dif­fer­ent nurses came to check on her. In the evening she was wide awake and full of mor­phine. We talked per­func­to­rily for prob­a­bly an hour, I said Frau Kom­merzial­rat and she Herr Dok­tor. The nurses came and lifted her onto the piss pan, they were at pains to hide the woman’s naked­ness from me. I was not par­tic­u­larly cu­ri­ous but very sur­prised as she had a clean shaven pussy, rare in women of that age in my opin­ion. 


It was cer­tainly al­ready af­ter 10pm when the nurses let her piss again. Af­ter that I sat on the edge of my bed and played in­de­ci­sively with her bed­spread. She acted very sur­prised, what am I do­ing? I said hon­estly that I was think­ing about whether I wanted to fuck her now. She widened her eyes. And then she in­dig­nantly re­jected it. She was an old woman, no man wants to fuck an old woman! I was not sur­prised how eas­ily she used the word fuck. Be­sides, she cal­cu­lated briefly, she was not only too old to fuck, she had not fucked a man in about 15 years. I nod­ded in agree­ment, it was clear that she was only fool­ing around on the sofa with other old broads. I kept my mouth shut, I knew it from a di­rect source.


Whether she wants fore­play be­fore fuck­ing, a lit­tle mas­tur­bat­ing per­haps? I had un­in­ten­tion­ally used a fa­mil­iar speech form to her and it had left her speech­less. No, she didn’t need any fore­play or mas­tur­ba­tion be­fore fuck­ing, she didn’t want to fuck at all, not with a stranger! I laugh­ingly called my name and un­cov­ered her, push­ing her hos­pi­tal gown up to her neck. She couldn’t move her arms and I looked at her thumb. There was the but­ton at­tached, but she didn’t lift a fin­ger, didn’t call a nurse over.


Her eyes were star­ing at my cock. He’s cer­tainly not scary; one is more mod­est at 70, af­ter all. “You’re not go­ing to fuck me, are you, Doc­tor?” Her voice a bit de­spon­dent, not par­tic­u­larly fear­ful, more ques­tion­ing. “I don’t want to be fucked,” she mut­tered sev­eral times and put her knees up, slightly un­fold­ing them. “No, of course not,” I said jok­ingly, “I’m sure it won’t hurt you!” I knelt be­tween her legs and she closed her eyes. I caught an­other slight smile of her as I pen­e­trated. She let me fuck her with­out re­sis­tance, she was very aroused at the end, but she had not had an or­gasm. I knelt up again af­ter I had squirted in. She opened her eyes. “You are a piglet,” she said softly, look­ing di­rectly at me. I had touched her burst­ing stiff clit with my fin­ger and she closed her eyes again. I mas­tur­bated her as finely as I could and she trem­bled vi­o­lently in or­gasm. Now she looked at me with a friendly smile. “You are very sen­si­tive, Doc­tor!” she mur­mured in­audi­bly softly as I cov­ered her. The Mrs. Kom­merzial­rat liked to be fucked more and more ev­ery time. She put her knees up and will­ingly let them un­fold side­ways. I didn’t find her jagged in­ner labia par­tic­u­larly at­trac­tive, but I mas­tur­bated her ev­ery time af­ter I fucked her, and usu­ally in the af­ter­noon, be­cause she wasn’t at all shy about ask­ing for it any­more. I held the phone to her ear when she wanted to talk to her bo­som friend. When she came to visit her, I hob­bled out into the hall­way, not in­ter­ested in her in­ti­mate whis­per­ing. I stayed for more than two weeks and I fucked her ev­ery night once or twice and mas­tur­bated her af­ter­wards. We barely spoke, she lis­tened to the ra­dio and I read on my tablet. She was still de­fense­lessly bound to her rack when I gave her a lit­tle kiss on the cheek as I left.


Af­ter 8 weeks in the hos­pi­tal, I could walk with a limp again, but it was a slog. The old jan­i­tor woman, who had helped me out now and then in sex­ual need since I had be­come a wid­ower, had moved to a nurs­ing home and the new girl, Ma­rina, was a bloody young preg­nant girl. She was al­ready 4 months preg­nant and had taken over the jan­i­tor’s job be­cause she needed a roof over her head and a lit­tle money. There was no hus­band or friend to be seen any­where. We be­came friends a bit, soon she came over to my place ev­ery night, we ate my sup­per, drank lemon­ade or red wine and chat­ted for hours.


We soon got to the point. She com­plained a bit that her friends only vis­ited her to fuck, they all just wanted the one thing. She did not in­vite them for some time, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night a lot and that suited her so. Of course we didn’t talk di­rectly, but we did talk about it. I didn’t com­plain, I was a wid­ower and mas­tur­bat­ing was part of it. I let it slip that the last jan­i­tor lady some­times spent the night with me. Of course I knew that an 18 year old would not lie down with me. I had guessed cor­rectly, be­cause she said that she was al­ready al­most 20 and that age was just a num­ber for her. She had al­ready fucked many men, a hun­dred or maybe less. I kept it care­fully on a low flame, fuck­ing her was a nice dream, but just a dream. I didn’t count on it. Again Lu­cifer put in a good word for me. Ac­tu­ally two words from the dark prince in heaven. 


I found out that Ma­rina couldn’t do a rec­om­mended phys­i­cal ther­apy be­cause the Kassa wouldn’t pay for it. I gave her money and urged her to do the ther­apy. When you’re 20, you think you can do it, but when you’re 70, you cry bit­ter tears. I told her that she could pay it back some­day, no mat­ter when. I had enough on the side and it didn’t hurt me. She was very re­luc­tant be­cause she didn’t want to be be­holden to me and she said so. I as­sured her that I didn’t ex­pect any­thing in re­turn, she didn’t need to fuck me be­cause of that. It was the right ar­gu­ment at the right time. 


The sec­ond thing the dark prince threw at me was that the child’s fa­ther made no ef­fort to sup­port Ma­rina fi­nan­cially. He had not been able to push through an abor­tion, he chose the lux­u­ri­ous life with his rich wife, he wanted no prob­lems, so he dis­owned the preg­nant Ma­rina and laughed his ass off. I called the guy and ar­ranged a 5‐minute‐meet­ing at the Cafe­te­ria across the street. He was sur­prised be­cause I was older than he thought and I sized the guy up cor­rectly in the first few sec­onds. I have smoked guys like him in the pipe, as they say, mean­ing I could over­come the cow­ard eas­ily. I skipped the small talk and got right down to hard busi­ness. I just had to grab him by the balls and squeeze hard. I barely had time to watch him col­lapse. I put the piece of pa­per with Ma­rina’s bank ac­count num­ber on the ta­ble, ex­pect­ing him to make an ini­tial pay­ment for the past few months within a week and then monthly the le­gal al­imony for the next 18 years. He nod­ded de­ject­edly. I left with­out say­ing good­bye, leav­ing him to pay for my cof­fee. 


Ma­rina was flab­ber­gasted when she re­ceived the money. I had not be­trayed with a syl­la­ble that I had spo­ken a clear word with the guy, but she knew it even so and I did not deny it. I had some­how taken Ma­rina to my heart and was de­ter­mined to be there for her. She wasn’t a beauty af­ter all, in my younger years I wouldn’t have even no­ticed her. She never wore bra and panties and al­most al­ways the same shabby dress that re­vealed more than it hid, per­haps on pur­pose. I also rec­og­nized in the translu­cent dress that she did not shave her pu­bic hair, but that was not im­por­tant. Her breasts were not very big and grew like her belly. She was a very clean per­son, she bathed daily and washed her beau­ti­ful red­dish‐blonde hair that reached her chest line. I liked her white‐blonde eye­brows and long blonde eye­lashes, which con­trasted beau­ti­fully with her light green eyes. 


I held back, I was 70 and she was around 20, god­dammit! She liked to lis­ten to me, be­cause she wanted to over­come the gen­er­a­tion gap. She talked of­ten and gladly about sex. She had com­pletely given up invit­ing her for­mer boyfriends to fuck her. She talked will­ingly and frankly about her lust­ful daily mas­tur­ba­tion, de­scrib­ing all her tech­niques, and we both laughed when she said on some things that should be shown rather than de­scribed. I nod­ded in agree­ment, but I didn’t push her. I was also open and hon­est about my sex, there wasn’t much to re­port. She kept ask­ing how much I missed it and I an­swered, hon­estly, a lot. She kept say­ing that she didn’t like giv­ing hand­jobs or blowjobs, she had done that of­ten enough in her school days. Fuck­ing reg­u­larly or not at all, she saw it as sim­ple as that. I had heard that be­fore at some point.


One evening she took the lead. She sat down sur­pris­ingly on my thighs, we kissed for the first time, and how! She kissed me with her tongue kisses to the sev­enth heaven. She felt my stiff cock and half stood up to take off my pants. She sat back down wide‐legged on my bare thighs and pulled her dress off over her head. “I want it, your big boy wants it, do you want it too?” she whis­pered in the em­brace. I nod­ded, of course!  She fucked me for the first time, I felt her round belly against me and ca­ressed her breasts. She fucked me slowly but firmly and our tongues fought for ev­ery thrill. It took a very long time be­fore I squirted. She was al­ready very aroused and bit my lips lightly while I squirted in her pussy. She held me tight and stayed on my cock even though it was rapidly soft­en­ing. 


She was still quite aroused from fuck­ing, she said, but she never or­gasmed while fuck­ing, could she do it now or did it bother me? I nod­ded and nod­ded, I would love to be here and I had told her be­fore that I loved watch­ing women and girls mas­tur­bate. She reached down and mas­tur­bated firmly and pas­sion­ately. We kissed dur­ing her or­gasm. We al­ways fucked the same way sit­ting up ev­ery night un­til she gave birth, she liked that bet­ter than ly­ing on her back like a bug. 


I waited in the wait­ing room un­til she gave birth to lit­tle Erik af­ter a long de­liv­ery. She let me come to her im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards as if I were her lover. We stayed to­gether for months, she fucked me again quite soon in the evening. I helped her out with money, lit­tle Erik should want for noth­ing. When he be­came two, she moved into a larger apart­ment with a nurs­ery and vis­ited me sev­eral times a week for plea­sur­able fuck­ing. 


She lets the lit­tle one play naked on the floor while she fucks me naked on the kitchen bench. She also thinks that he can see us qui­etly, we do lov­ing sex and noth­ing per­verted. We talked about the sub­ject once and I thought she should teach him to mas­tur­bate at 7 or 8 and when he is 11 or 12, to fuck her. Ma­rina looked at me big time. In­cest? I nod­ded, fuck in­cest! She thought about it and said she would make it de­pen­dent on how Erik turned out. 


The lit­tle boy started out spread­ing Ma­rina’s ass­cheeks apart with his lit­tle hands and bend­ing down to check if my cock was re­ally in her fuck­hole, but soon he wasn’t in­ter­ested any­more. I got her to lie down on the bench to watch her mas­tur­bate. She had a re­ally nice cunt, nice full labia and al­most in­vis­i­ble in­ner labia. She pulled back the pro­tec­tive fold of skin over her clit at the be­gin­ning. Her clit was the size and shape of the eraser at the top of a pen­cil and she only teased it very briefly be­cause she was still aroused and horny from the pre­vi­ous fuck­ing. First slowly, then faster and faster she rubbed the clit and let the or­gasm come. She pressed her hand on her pussy and closed her legs very tight to en­joy the con­vul­sions with her eyes closed. She rarely mas­tur­bated a sec­ond time.


She re­ally liked it when I mas­tur­bated her to or­gasm, tak­ing over near the end. I fucked her with a fin­ger while she mas­tur­bated, she liked that very much. At night she some­times took a big soft rub­ber pe­nis to fuck her­self in­tensely dur­ing the clit rub­bing, she once said laugh­ing, but I never got to see the thing. 


I af­firmed her to in­vite her friends again. Her young body was still very much in need of a strong cock, and rid­ing my old one cer­tainly wasn’t enough. She shook her head re­prov­ingly, she liked to fuck me very much sit­ting on my lap, there she had more con­trol than ly­ing de­fense­less on her back like a bug. And my cock was still per­fectly fine, she re­buked me. But she al­ways in­vited friends over to get fucked re­ally hard in the af­ter­noon. She told me ev­ery evening about fuck­ing in the af­ter­noon and was very fond of de­scrib­ing it with all the de­tails. The friends got her to have her pu­bic hair shaved. I shaved them once or twice a week. 


Af­ter all, all three of us were naked in my apart­ment in the evening, and Ma­rina lay down in the bath­tub to shave. Lit­tle‐Erik found shav­ing very, very ex­cit­ing. When I fin­ished shav­ing and cleaned Ma­rina’s smooth pu­bic mound with a warm wash­cloth, he would coura­geously in­ter­vene. “Make mommy all clean!” the lit­tle boy or­dered me, rub­bing her firmly. Lit­tle‐Erik looked at me de­mand­ingly. “Look, I know how to do it right now!” he said to me, stuck his lit­tle cock in Ma­rina’s cunt and showed me how the fuck­ing goes. Af­ter a few thrusts, he groaned and mim­icked the squirt­ing. Ma­rina and I laughed out loud and the lit­tle guy stamped his foot. “Keep go­ing, keep go­ing, give it to me right! That’s what Mama says and you can be­lieve me!” I tried to stay se­ri­ous. And now ev­ery time af­ter shav­ing, he stuck his lit­tle cock into her cunt and fucked her briefly, some­times longer and groan­ing mim­icked the squirt­ing. Fi­nally, he gave her a good slap on the but­tock. “That’s the way to do it,” he in­structed me tri­umphantly. I wanted to know why, my boy? As if shot out of a pis­tol, he an­swered, Mama al­ways says that to the man, “that’s right, keep it that way!” he quoted her. Ma­rina and I held back from laugh­ing out loud. Once, when the lit­tle one fucked her quite long play­fully, I said laugh­ing, the ques­tion of in­cest prob­a­bly no longer arises.


For over 5 years she comes at least once a week, she did not need sex more than once a week she said. I am grate­ful, be­cause I too have grown older and weaker.


I am grate­ful to Lu­cifer, he has given me a beau­ti­ful gift in my old days. 






Devil’s Brat


by Jack Faber © 2023




I walked into Ms. Hooker’s of­fice very wor­ried. The Se­cret Ser­vice di­rec­tor looked up from her lap­top and half‐closed it. I sat down as she said “Jones” in place of a greet­ing and pointed to the chair with her chin. “Good morn­ing, Ms. Hooker,” I said and waited, I hadn’t done any­thing wrong and was re­ally just cu­ri­ous. Her eyes were hard as di­a­monds and looked straight at me. We had never met in per­son be­fore, but I knew from other agents that she never made even a sec­ond of small talk. So it was. 


“Lewis is leav­ing us, she’s hav­ing a baby.” I had noth­ing to do with Lewis, it wasn’t my child. “The Sec­ond Lady in­sists that you take over from Lewis and be re­spon­si­ble for her daugh­ter. She in­sists.” I didn’t know the vice pres­i­dent’s wife or daugh­ter. How­ever, it was a tremen­dous ca­reer move for an agent who had only been there for three years. “You ser­vice starts at One Ob­ser­va­tory Cir­cle the day af­ter to­mor­row at eight sharp,” she said with­out a beat. I nod­ded in agree­ment and mut­tered that it would be a great honor. She ig­nored it com­pletely. “I wanted a fe­male agent, but noth­ing could be done, she re­quested you by name. Ex­plic­itly. Jones. None other.” I re­turned her ques­tion­ing look. I didn’t know the Sec­ond Lady, the VP or the daugh­ter, I said in a firm voice. “There’s noth­ing, not a tini­est thing, on my part,” I con­cluded. “I’m go­ing to find out one hun­dred per­cent, Jones.” I held her gaze and smiled, there was noth­ing. She flipped open her lap­top and I said good­bye, stop­ping with the door han­dle in my hand. “Jones.” It wasn’t good­bye, she still had some­thing to say. “This is pri­vate now, Jones,” she said, and her eyes were no longer di­a­monds but ice cubes, melt­ing at the bot­tom of the whiskey‐tum­bler. “Be on your guard, Jones, that lit­tle girl is a god­damn fiend, horny as a bitch in heat! I’ll fire you right away if you can’t con­trol your black ass!” I gulped. What the hell was I sup­posed to say in re­sponse? 


I started my ser­vice and was with Lynn, the VP’s 16‐year‐old step­daugh­ter, around the clock. The wise old gen­tle­man might be an ex­cel­lent con­nois­seur of Chi­nese pol­i­tics, but his knowl­edge of hu­man na­ture was zero. He had mar­ried a much younger woman along with a pubescent daugh­ter and it was re­ally true, this woman was a real hooker, there was no other way to put it. 


But it was Lynn who had her eye on me and had asked for me via Mama. She had seen me at the White House some­time, I don’t know when. And old Ms. Hooker was right, Lynn flirted with me fiercely from the first mo­ment on. I held back com­pletely, cor­rect as the book says, but I still had to pull my­self to­gether be­cause Lynn wasn’t wear­ing any un­der­wear and was flash­ing her jew­els at me ev­ery chance she got. She wasn’t a par­tic­u­larly pretty girl, but al­ways kept her makeup clean and neat. I sat in front of her class at school, read all the pa­pers, and rou­tinely re­ported to the main of­fice. 


Lynn trained with me ev­ery day in the small gym. Krav Maga, judo, hand‐to‐hand com­bat, self‐de­fense. She was re­ally good at it, she learned very quickly and loved to hold or touch me for frac­tions of a sec­ond longer than nec­es­sary. We trained un­til she ran out of breath and we were al­ways last in the gym. She had ex­plored ev­ery inch of my body af­ter 10 days and started her of­fen­sive com­pletely by sur­prise. 


She had thrown me to the ground with a seoi nage, a tra­di­tional shoul­der throw, and sat on my thighs against all the rules. I looked un­der her gym shorts, as she wore no panties as usual. I also knew ev­ery inch of her body, had seen her sparsely hairy pussy many times when her pants re­vealed ev­ery­thing. She grinned shab­bily and unashamedly, she loved to show her pussy. “No cam­eras, just the two of us!” With a tug, she pulled down my gym shorts. Word­lessly, she tossed hers next to them and mounted me, in­sert­ing my cock to her­self with a soft sigh. 


I thought about Ms. Hooker for just a split sec­ond and im­me­di­ately threw her out of my mind. Lynn was no par­tic­u­lar beauty, but who would scorn a young 17 year old sit­ting on his cock? I will­ingly let my­self be fucked and fucked her from be­low. I en­joyed her wild, de­mand­ing tongue kisses and felt the cum ris­ing up in my cock. With a loud sigh, Lynn col­lapsed over my chest, shak­ing a mo­ment in or­gasm. I con­tin­ued to fuck her wildly for a few mo­ments, grip­ping her ass cheeks as I squirted in­side. 


We sat side by side in si­lence. “My first black cock,” she breathed, I al­most couldn’t hear it. She qui­etly told me that she had watched her mother fuck from a very young age on, she wasn’t fool­ing her child. “I mas­tur­bated from a very young age, ea­gerly wait­ing ev­ery day to fuck one day. But all I had left was mas­tur­bat­ing un­til I fi­nally had some­one to fuck three years ago.” Whis­per­ing, she told of her at­tempts at walk­ing and of all the oth­ers with whom she learned to sprint. She didn’t al­ways or­gasm while fuck­ing and was glad it had worked with me now. Lynn wanted to fuck again right away and so we did it again, but this time in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. I waited with clenched teeth un­til she or­gasmed and then fi­nally squirted in­side.


The other day, as I was check­ing in with dis­patch, Ms. Hooker barked in be­tween, say­ing she would call me im­me­di­ately, that I should stand by. “You id­iot, not two weeks and you can’t con­trol your black ass.” I was an­noyed not at the racist re­mark, but at be­ing caught. “Jones. For God’s sake, you can’t even piss with­out be­ing recorded in our build­ings, have you for­got­ten that?” I stam­mered around, but Hooker in­ter­rupted me woozily. “And of course I cleaned up the mess be­hind you and erased it from the tape. Stupid mommy wip­ing her baby’s black ass.” I was sure I was go­ing to get fired and growled, “Thanks, Mommy!” She didn’t re­spond to my blas­phemy. “If it hap­pens again, mes­sage me di­rectly. Now.” I heard her rus­tle in the notepad. “Just 1147, Jones.” I heard her note, “Eleven forty‐seven, Jones. Jones was squirt­ing in par­adise.” I re­peated the code and breathed a sigh of re­lief, ap­par­ently I wasn’t fired. “I warned you. So, 1147 right im­me­di­ately, so I can erase the tape. And make it good, damn it, and make it real good, not that the stupid brat is go­ing to run to Daddy and com­plain your bad fuck­ing!”  She hung up with­out a greet­ing and I was glad, she seemed to want to cover for me.


The ro­mance lasted six weeks. Lynn called me over day or night, whether at One Ob­ser­va­tory Cir­cle or at the White House, where they stayed overnight sev­eral times when the Pres­i­dent and VP worked late. I loved fuck­ing with Lynn, it was the only good thing about the ser­vice. I texted 1147 ev­ery time as or­dered, of course. Af­ter 6 weeks Lynn’s en­thu­si­asm grad­u­ally waned and she ad­dressed it openly and hon­estly. I nod­ded in un­der­stand­ing, I wasn’t in love af­ter all. Lynn kept call­ing me, but ir­reg­u­larly. It was fine with me. I took her to girl­friends to study and woke up in front of the door, be­hind which Lynn fucked loudly and pas­sion­ately with one or an­other lad, some­times she fucked with the girl­friends too. She went to study very of­ten. 


We stayed at the White House once again, Lynn slept in the Teddy Roo­sevelt Bed­room and af­ter we fucked un­til mid­night, she slept and I kept watch out­side the door. Stand­ing at the watch and halfways asleep in full at­ten­tion was some­thing you learned quickly in the Se­cret Ser­vice. I no­ticed a move­ment, some­one was com­ing out of one of the rooms. I knew in­stantly that the hooded fig­ure with the large cal­iber weapon in his hand did not be­long here. I heard the hiss­ing pop of the si­lencer, the bul­let pierced my thigh and jerked me to the ground. But I fired at the guy in ly­ing po­si­tion, emp­ty­ing my mag­a­zine and fir­ing all 7 rounds with­out miss­ing the tar­get. The loud pop­ping of my pis­tol called other agents to at­ten­tion, and two agents lay pros­trate in the back of the hall­way, un­con­scious. I lost con­scious­ness.


Ms. Hooker was the last one I ex­pected to see at the bed­side when I awoke in the hos­pi­tal. Her ice cube eyes had nearly melted. “Got your 1147, Jones, and was on my way to bed af­ter eras­ing the tape, then this.” She gave a short laugh, prob­a­bly for the first time in her life. “You know the first thing I thought, Jones? ‘At least that lucky boy was least squirt­ing in par­adise one more time, that Jones!’” She gig­gled and put her hand over her mouth. She said she had col­lected all the erased se­quences and she watches them at night while mas­tur­bat­ing. I wasn’t go­ing to be taken for a fool. “First of all, I don’t think that an ice­berg like you would ever feel an or­gasm,” and she in­ter­rupted me an­grily protest­ing, “and sec­ondly, old hard­lin­ers like you col­lect ev­ery­thing to have some­thing on me or Lynn in hand.”  She looked at me fixedly. “Jones, when you’re back on your feet, I’ll grab you and we’ll sort out the or­gasm thing. Ugh! No or­gasm! Well, you’ll see!” Was that a smile I de­tected be­hind her mask? 


She abruptly be­came se­ri­ous again when I asked her. It was a North Ko­rean fe­male agent, known to us for be­ing a con­sum­mate and ex­cel­lent bur­glar. Whether she was just to steal doc­u­ments or as­sas­si­nate the pres­i­dent, no one will ever know. The pres­i­dent said he wanted to sweep the whole thing un­der the rug, and they wanted to find out how she had made it to the pres­i­dent’s bed­room. “So not a sin­gle word to the me­dia, Jones!” I nod­ded, that was clear. And Lynn…? She looked at me coldly. “Her safety was taken care of, calm down, Jones. When you’re back on your feet, Jones, we’ll see.” She left as a nurse en­tered the room.


At the end of my re­cu­per­a­tive leave, one evening Ms. Hooker showed up at my door. She had a good mem­ory and re­minded me how much I had of­fended her in the hos­pi­tal. She locked the door and went straight into the shower. She would be right back with me, she said, that’s all, Jones. She proved to me over the next two days and three nights that she could han­dle Lynn’s fuck­ing and Lynn’s or­gasms as well as Lynn. She fucked me day and night with­out let­ting up or get­ting tired, let­ting me sleep for a while and in­sist­ing on do­ing it again and again. She made sure to or­gasm as of­ten as pos­si­ble while fuck­ing, but she never mas­tur­bated in my pres­ence. Dur­ing breaks, she sat naked in front of her lap­top or talked on the phone. I tried to find out more about her per­sonal life, but she re­buffed. She had been a hot chick in her youth and she had kept a few male and fe­male lovers from that time. She didn’t ex­plain de­tails of them, not a syl­la­ble. She had never mar­ried, but had a daugh­ter who lived in the South. She didn’t let out any­thing more pri­vate than that. She vis­i­bly en­joyed this long week­end with me. At one point she said that it was also spe­cial for her to fuck some­one 30 years younger. She was not the first older woman I fucked, but one of the most re­mark­able. She was old and wrin­kled all over, but she could fuck re­ally won­der­fully, by God, I had to ad­mit. When she left, she told me to for­get this week­end and to re­sume our pro­fes­sional re­la­tion­ship as be­fore. 


Af­ter four months, I was back in tip‐top shape and re­ported for duty. I had been pro­moted, got a nice bonus pay­ment and a higher salary. To the other agents, I was a hero whose hero­ism could not be spo­ken of, and the Pres­i­dent put a medal on my neck in the Oval Of­fice. I was a group leader, had 6 agents un­der my com­mand, and was never as­signed to pro­tect Lynn again, al­though we con­tin­ued to meet pri­vately for years.






On Va­ca­tion


by Jack Faber © 2023




I had been with Kati, my lit­tle sis­ter and her daugh­ter Alina, called Lina, for three months now. I was 700km away from home, but the pan­demic had forced me to work in the home‐of­fice. It didn’t mat­ter where I was phys­i­cally. I had man­aged my work­load as an ed­i­tor and proof­reader for the Michaelis‐Ed­i­tors well even dur­ing the pan­demic, twice a week we did a video con­fer­ence or even when needed and that was quite suf­fi­cient. I even found time to con­tinue work­ing on my first novel. 


Kati was thrilled and grate­ful that I had time for her. I could look af­ter 16‐year‐old Lina in the af­ter­noons, and she could work full time at the hos­pi­tal and con­cen­trate on her train­ing as a grad­u­ate nurse. I hadn’t promised any­thing, but it seemed like the right thing to do, to help her through the end of her pro­fes­sional train­ing. I had cleaned out my apart­ment and rented it out, and a good friend took over the du­ties around it. Main­tain­ing friend­ships via email wasn’t as easy as go­ing out for a beer with some­one, that was the only downer. 


Lina had been a re­bel­lious, ag­gres­sive child dur­ing my pre­vi­ous vis­its. Kati had found a new ther­apy, cannabis‐drops with CBD. Lina was now a changed girl, a fine, quiet 16‐year‐old who was a bit re­tarded in some ways. She was a bor­der­liner, but she was in the midst of pu­berty, on the men­tal level of maybe a 12‐year‐old. She amaz­ingly had no prob­lems in school, she stud­ied dili­gently ev­ery af­ter­noon with­out hav­ing to be told to do so. She im­me­di­ately ac­cepted that I had to con­cen­trate on my work in the morn­ing and the af­ter­noon and we had an agree­ment that I would take half an hour in the af­ter­noon for her. So I was able to fo­cus on my work very well. 


Lina got 5 drops on a sugar cube at noon and again in the late af­ter­noon. Af­ter the sugar cube, she reached out her fin­gers de­mand­ing, 2 more drops on her fin­ger. She pushed down her panties and rubbed the drops on her clit and vagi­nal en­trance. The first time I asked why and she said it made her feel so  won­der­ful in her Mumi. I re­al­ized right away, that she didn’t know the true ex­pres­sions and said the Mumi means pussy or cunt. She nod­ded, she wanted to learn all that words, she said. Kati had strangely re­tained the child­ish ex­pres­sions.


I al­ready re­al­ized the first af­ter­noon what Lina meant. Af­ter hav­ing rubbed the arous­ing drops on her clit, she sat down at the sec­ond desk, took off her panties and pulled her legs up, her heels on the seat next to her butt. She watched a lit­tle movie on her tablet and played pen­sively with her clit. In a very unique way, she tick­led the clit only with the last fin­ger limb and fin­ger­tip, for what seemed like an eter­nity. She didn’t mas­tur­bate like other girls, rub­bing the clit firmly up and down, but her fin­ger limb moved quickly up and down as if she was tick­ling the clit’s chin. Af­ter only 2 min­utes her thighs be­gan to trem­ble slightly and af­ter an­other 10 min­utes of trem­bling she was done, with no ap­par­ent or­gasm. Then she turned off the movie and started study­ing. Late in the af­ter­noon she got the next arous­ing drops and rubbed them on her clit and vagi­nal en­trance again, watch­ing an­other movie while mas­tur­bat­ing as be­fore.


Nat­u­rally, I asked her the first af­ter­noon. She had no qualms about me and gave in­for­ma­tion. She watched some porn movies and did the small Kitzi‐Kitzi, the big Kitzi‐Kitzi she did only be­fore fall­ing asleep. I said that the kitzi‐kitzi was prop­erly called mas­tur­bat­ing and asked what the dif­fer­ence was. Lina thought for a long time. When she mas­tur­bated a lit­tle, she didn’t do it so hard and didn’t set off a strong ex­plo­sion. Be­fore fall­ing asleep, she mas­tur­bated the way she had seen her Mom do it, with a strong ex­plo­sion at the end. The ex­plo­sion is called or­gasm, I said. Oh, and how did she see it? I asked in sur­prise, and she said that the bed­room door was dam­aged on the side and that one could see in­side, and that her mother al­ways left the lit­tle light on at night, even when she was asleep, fear­ing the dark­ness. She said freely that she had learned to mas­tur­bate many years ago by watch­ing, with great ex­plo­sion at the end like Mommy did. And Mommy does it ev­ery night, of­ten and for a long time, fight­ing her clit might­ily from deep sigh ex­plod­ing to deep sigh ex­plod­ing un­til she falls asleep when no man sleeps with her. So I learned that Kati brought home a one‐night‐stand ev­ery few weeks. And then they do the tuck­ing and push­ing, Lina said with red cheeks. They fuck, I said, that’s called fuck­ing. Lina nod­ded, they usu­ally fuck only once, not twice like Tobi.


My in­ter­est was piqued. Who is Tobi? The neigh­bor boy who only comes for the Easter va­ca­tions. “He’s a year younger than me,” Lina said, “and he has to go to a spe­cial school be­cause he’s very stupid.”  Tobi used to only al­low her to mas­tur­bate his cock and make him squirt, Lina in­structed me, she learned how to mas­tur­bate a cock from him. She was scared at first when it squirted out of his cock, but he said that was all­right. So she let him squirt as of­ten as he wanted.


But since the last Easter va­ca­tions he fucked her for real, usu­ally two, some­times three times in a row in the af­ter­noon. But it only had hurt the first time, not since then. I must have looked very stupid, be­cause Lina asked if I hadn’t known? I shook my head, no, that was new to me. And what did Mommy say about it? Lina low­ered her head. “I didn’t tell her be­cause Tobi said that Mommy would surely for­bid us.” I nod­ded thought­fully, “he could prob­a­bly be right about that, your stupid Tobi.”


There was still time be­fore the next sugar cube. I asked Lina if she was also watch­ing us, Kati and me? Maybe I didn’t ask sen­si­tively enough, be­cause Lina turned pale. At last she whis­pered, “yes, of course, ev­ery night. When you’ve fucked.” A long si­lence fol­lowed. “Aunt Doris said the other day that you mustn’t do that, it’s an in­fec­tion.” I au­to­mat­i­cally cor­rected, “In­cest, it’s called in­cest,” and thought about how to ex­plain it to Lina. Doris was ac­tu­ally my rich aunt and Lina’s great aunt. Kati and I didn’t have a good re­la­tion­ship with her, even though Kati’s apart­ment was hers. She had been in­ter­fer­ing in Lina’s up­bring­ing for 16 years, and her views and ideas were from a time long past. What busi­ness was it of hers that Kati and I were fuck­ing? 


“Lis­ten to me care­fully, Lina. Kati and I slept in the same bed when we were kids, at some point we ended up fuck­ing each other, for many years. Then you were born, your fa­ther didn’t want you and he didn’t want to marry Kati ei­ther, so Kati moved here. As you saw for your­self, Mommy only has a man to fuck now and then, and when I visit her, we fuck like we used to, when­ever she likes. I know what Aunt Doris means, it’s ac­tu­ally not al­lowed. But cross­ing the street at a red light is not al­lowed ei­ther, yet ev­ery­one does it when no car is com­ing. It’s the same with in­cest, when no one is look­ing, a lot of peo­ple do it. Why don’t you ask your girl­friends at school how many have in­cest? I think, it’s right, be­cause it’s good for Kati and me to fuck each other. You also like to let Tobi fuck you, be­cause you like it and even though your Mom would prob­a­bly for­bid it.” Lina nod­ded. “I think I un­der­stand now. Maybe Aunt Doris is the­o­ret­i­cally right, but she doesn’t know the sit­u­a­tion as well as you do and she just over­rides your feel­ings?” I nod­ded, that was a good sum­mary. 


Lina still had some­thing to say. She flailed around un­til she fi­nally got it out, “Do you know my dad?” I took my time. “Yes, I’ve seen him two or three times, greet­ings and good­byes, noth­ing more. I also only know how he dealt with Kati, not very fine. He didn’t want to get di­vorced af­ter all and marry Kati, that was pretty cow­ardly and just mean. Kati had be­lieved him that he wanted to di­vorce and then marry her, but that was just ly­ing!” Lina was chew­ing her lower lip, so I beat her to it. “I’ll talk to Mom about talk­ing to you about your fa­ther, you should hear that from her di­rectly.” Lina nod­ded grate­fully and then it was time for the drops. Lina rubbed the cannabis oil on her clit and sat down to the tablet, watch­ing porn and play­ing with her clit. It made her so happy! 


Kati and I slept in the same chil­dren’s room at that time and each had his own bed, of course. Af­ter our mother died, 12‐year‐old Kati went to her fa­ther ev­ery night and mas­tur­bated him. He never messed with her and she mas­tur­bated him pas­sion­ately and gladly. I de­spised him for a minute at most, I was 15 and had to mas­tur­bate my­self, I had no daugh­ter to make me squirt. But it was only for a mo­ment of stu­pid­ity, be­cause of course Kati mas­tur­bated me as of­ten as I needed it, be­cause at that time she loved to rub cocks and watch glee­fully  the squirt­ing. I learned from her then how to mas­tur­bate a girl prop­erly. Later, when Kati was 14, she was out to get de­flow­ered and get fucked like all her girl­friends. I didn’t hold out for long, I de­flow­ered her and we fucked our brains out ev­ery night un­til she fell in love with her boss, the pri­mary doc­tor Erich, and promptly got preg­nant. I com­forted her when he pushed her away and I ad­vised her to move into her aunt’s apart­ment and train to be a nurse there. I still think it was not a bad ad­vice.


In the evening, in bed, I re­ported to Kati about the con­ver­sa­tion with Lina. She had been wor­ried at the be­gin­ning that I would have a prob­lem with Lina mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery af­ter­noon, she knew all about that. But I dis­pelled her con­cerns, Lina’s mas­tur­bat­ing was quite okay for me. Kati was hor­ri­fied that Lina had fucked Tobi. I pointed out that Lina was phys­i­cally at least 16 or al­ready 17 and that it didn’t sur­prise me at all, that was com­pletely nor­mal at her age. Kati grad­u­ally calmed down, thank God Lina didn’t have her pe­riod yet and there was no dan­ger that she could get preg­nant. I tried to gen­tly tell Kati that Lina was spy­ing through the dam­aged door, but she laughed up­roar­i­ously. Of course she knew that, the child should see the nor­mal, nat­u­ral love­mak­ing of course, that’s what she wanted. She was a lit­tle ashamed of hav­ing had men for   one‐night‐stands, but I re­as­sured her that it was per­fectly okay with me and not a prob­lem at all. Kati breathed a sigh of re­lief, but we were not done yet. 


Lina’s fa­ther. Kati gulped and swal­lowed, she couldn’t, not yet. I didn’t un­der­stand. Even­tu­ally Kati came out with her prob­lem, very awk­wardly. Do I re­mem­ber Erich? Vaguely, I said, very vaguely, I only saw him for sec­onds. He has a Hab­s­burg‐lip, Kati said, a re­ally no­tice­able Hab­s­burg‐lip. It re­ally hangs for­ward, and that is hered­i­tary. Grad­u­ally I re­al­ized what she was get­ting at. “Lina doesn’t have a Hab­s­burg‐lip, def­i­nitely not!” I said. Kati held her breath, when did the penny drop for me? I shook my head, Lina doesn’t have a Hab­s­burg‐lip, so what? Wasn’t Erich the fa­ther? Kati was des­per­ate, the penny didn’t and didn’t drop. “I only fucked two men back then, I was not a naughty girl who fucked ev­ery­one” said Kati. Damn, what was she get­ting at? Okay, I said, you only fucked with two men, Erich — and who else? I was in­dig­nant, she never said any­thing about a sec­ond guy, I grum­bled rather an­grily. Kati gave up. “Erich, and you!” The thought hit me like a blow. My eyes snapped open. “You don’t mean that!” Kati said she didn’t know, she had been rack­ing her brains for 17 years. Wasn’t the Hab­s­burg‐lip an ar­gu­ment? I did not know, I did not want to know, I wanted to es­cape to sleep. But I could not sleep. I jumped up, ran naked into the study and al­most ran over poor Lina, who was spy­ing out­side the door. I searched the en­tire In­ter­net, up and down. I was still sit­ting in front of the screen when hours later Kati got up and made cof­fee. I said tri­umphantly that the shitty Hab­s­burg‐lip was not al­ways and not ev­ery time in­her­ited. I had writ­ten down ev­ery­one who did not have a Hab­s­burg‐lip, it was a con­sid­er­able list. Kati ran to work, “let’s talk about it in the evening!”


I slept un­til noon and Lina woke me up in bed. She un­cov­ered me and asked if she could look at my cock. I mum­bled sleep­ily and she took it in her hand. Grad­u­ally I woke up and gave her the drops. She was al­ready sit­ting at her desk watch­ing porn and tick­ling her clit with her fin­ger­tips. I started to work, but got nowhere. Lina had fin­ished the tickle game as usual and did her home­work. She looked up af­ter­wards and came to me, I turned off the screen, our half hour be­gan. 


As she had done so many times be­fore, she sat down on my thighs and we dis­cussed things from school that were both­er­ing her. She rem­i­nisced about the con­ver­sa­tion a few days ago about in­cest. She had ac­tu­ally quizzed a lot of girl­friends, and there weren’t many, but there were some who had in­cest. All but one with the brother or broth­ers, only one hav­ing in­cest with the fa­ther. Lina was very stunned and had al­ready cal­cu­lated it, 32% had in­cest, 68% did not, they were still vir­gins. “Or they lied to you,” I in­ter­jected grin­ning. Lina had a prob­lem with the con­cept of ly­ing. You don’t lie to some­one on pur­pose, she said in ex­as­per­a­tion. I said that ev­ery­one lies an av­er­age of 120 times a day. Mostly small, hid­den lies, of course. One is asked, “how are you?” and one an­swers, “fine, thank you!” when hon­estly one should an­swer, “Shitty, crappy! and ask no more!” But who says that? Lina thought for a long time and thought that might even be true. Still, she hadn’t re­al­ized what and why the oth­ers were ly­ing. She changed the sub­ject abruptly and sur­pris­ingly. 


“I looked at your cock when I woke you up, it’s re­ally big, big­ger than Tobi’s and it looks great!” I growled, “in fact you’ve been grop­ing it for min­utes!” She looked at me in­scrutably and said she had pulled the fore­skin back and forth to make him squirt, but I had held her wrist. “Did I mo­lest you?” I said, “Hell, no!” and we both laughed out loud. She had ac­tu­ally rubbed me un­til I squirted, but she had left the room just a sec­ond too soon, and thenafter I squirted. Still laugh­ing, she asked if she could mas­tur­bate him now, make him squirt like she had done with Tobi? I was sud­denly wide awake. I re­al­ized that she was to­tally se­ri­ous. I had to put up a hur­dle with­out hurt­ing her. “But only if you’re com­pletely naked!” She could not over­come that, that hur­dle was too high.


I had hardly said it when she stood up, pulling her dress and T‐shirt over her head, panties she never wore in the af­ter­noon. With a jerk she pulled down my pants and sat down com­pletely naked on my thighs again. I was flab­ber­gasted. She reached for my cock as a mat­ter of course. He was al­ready stiff. I had to set the hur­dle even higher. “You have to pinch my cock with your labia when you mas­tur­bate it,” I said, hop­ing she would give up. Way off! She did it, ex­per­i­ment­ing and asked if it was right that way, and pinched the cock be­tween her labia. “And press the clit hard against the cock so you feel it too,” I said lamely, for I had long since lost. “You have to push against the cock with your clit like when you’re fuck­ing,” I con­tin­ued to build the sce­nario, “and when it comes for me and I yell ‘Now!’ you have to put the glans be­tween your lips and in your mouth, so the se­men doesn’t spill!” I said meanly. Lina’s eyes widened fear­fully. “But then it does squirt into my mouth,” she said plain­tively, and I hoped now she would give it up. Far from it! She thought for a few mo­ments, “and can I swal­low it?” I was struck. “Yes, of course, my lit­tle one, it comes from the innner body af­ter all, it’s not poi­sonous!” I had an­other one in my quiver. “And when it’s all squirted into your mouth and you’ve swal­lowed it all, then lick the glans very del­i­cately and gen­tly clean with your lips, that’s the way to do it in the proper way!” Lina held my cock mo­tion­less and re­peated ev­ery­thing softly whis­per­ing. Then she nod­ded, okay!


She mas­tur­bated my cock for 10 min­utes, she pressed her clit to the cock and I re­minded her to fuck with her clit. Her thighs were al­ready trem­bling af­ter a few min­utes. It came to me, I said “Now!” and she took half the cock in her mouth. She blinked anx­iously as it squirted into her mouth, and she blinked again as, af­ter much hes­i­ta­tion, she swal­lowed the cum in care­ful gulps. Her thighs trem­bled like as­pen leaves as she licked the glans clean with her tongue and lips. She looked up, her thighs shak­ing re­ally hard. I took a deep breath, her thighs were still trem­bling aroused. Didn’t she want to mas­tur­bate prop­erly now, prop­erly with or­gasm, with ex­plo­sion? I asked. She didn’t need a spe­cial push, she was still horny from lick­ing my cock. She mas­tur­bated now just like Kati, mal­treated the clit en­er­get­i­cally with a fin­ger firmly up and down and curled up cramped when the or­gasm over­took her. I pressed her head to my chest and ca­ressed her face softly. 


Af­ter the sugar cube, she rubbed the drops on the clit and vagi­nal en­trance as usual, sat down to porn and only the last fin­ger limb rubbed quickly up and down on the clit as usual. I turned to the screen and tried to work, but my mind was rac­ing, turn­ing in­ces­santly around the new de­vel­op­ments. What had I been teach­ing the child? No, she wasn’t a child any­more, she was 17, al­ready had round, wom­anly hips and small, firm breasts. No, def­i­nitely not a child any­more! 


Kati fucked me at night more pas­sion­ately and soul­fully than she had in a long time. We sat in bed and smoked a joint as usual. I quickly broke off the de­bate about the Hab­s­burg‐lip, it was lead­ing nowhere. If it was im­por­tant to her, she could do a pa­ter­nity test, I didn’t care! Above all, I did not want to hear any­thing more from Erich the ass­hole.


Kati kept silent, we let our souls glide over snow‐cov­ered slopes and mir­ror‐smooth ponds. I told what had hap­pened to­day. Kati didn’t get up­set at all. She was per­fectly okay with it, which sur­prised me a bit de­spite the curl­ing fog in my brain. She whis­pered that sooner or later the girl would fuck me and that was ab­so­lutely fine with her. “Just, please don’t make her a baby!” she re­peated, and I as­sured her that Lina didn’t have a pe­riod yet. We held hands in si­lence. She squeezed my hand. “Stupid Tobi al­ready de­flow­ered her and fucked her, that’s ac­tu­ally a shame!” she whis­pered, “but you can do bet­ter, you can show her how nice fuck­ing is!” 


We smoked an­other joint, for once. Kati asked if I will con­tinue to let the lit­tle one mas­tur­bate me. I didn’t have to think long. Yes, of course, if you don’t mind, I mum­bled, what a stupid ques­tion! Kati let me tell her again about mas­tur­bat­ing and cock lick­ing. With a heavy tongue I told ev­ery­thing and it struck me how much I no­ticed the small­est de­tails now. Kati drew in the smoke deeply and her fin­ger was al­ready play­ing with her clit the whole time. She said, also with a heavy tongue, that the lit­tle one had made it so eas­ily to squirt in‐the‐mouth‐and‐swal­low‐se­men, she had needed a run‐up for days un­til she could please Erich that way, she wanted it so much, to please him with ev­ery­thing! 


I stared in won­der at her clit, it curled a good half me­ter around her green hand that trem­bled and shook in the air. I wasn’t sur­prised at all that her clit was now reach­ing her lips and she was lick­ing it like an ice cream cone. No, I was not mis­taken, Kati gasped and moaned as if in or­gasm, her legs kicked out as usu­ally only in or­gasm and now she stuffed the shrunken clit back, be­tween her labia, she pressed and squeezed her hand on the clit as if in or­gasm. I took an­other deep lung­ful, it was so beau­ti­ful how Kati snug­gled into my armpit, she al­ways did that af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing. The joint was fin­ished, I threw the butt into the sec­ond ash­tray where we col­lect the butts for re­use. I was sure I was just dream­ing as Kati mas­tur­bated again very gen­tly. 


The next day Kati had the day off (or had she taken the day off?), she bought steaks and fries and made a swell lunch, bet­ter than the usual pizza‐, falafel‐ and ke­bab‐trash I usu­ally had de­liv­ered. Al­though I was re­luc­tant to go for a walk, the three of us went to the park un­til it was af­ter noon and time for Lina’s drops. I gave her the sugar cube and the drops on her fin­ger, which she spread on her clit as usual. Kati went with us to the study and took off my pants, then she un­dressed Lina. She smiled kindly and mur­mured to Lina that she would stay with her and that she should do it like yes­ter­day. Lina sat down on my bare thighs with an un­cer­tain look. Kati gen­tly stroked her hair and whis­pered that she was no longer a child, she could do it now like a real woman. Lina smiled, then clamped my cock be­tween her labia and fucked the cock re­ally hard with her clit while mas­tur­bat­ing me. Her thighs trem­bling with ex­cite­ment, she fucked me re­ally hard with her clit. I whis­pered “Now!” and she took my cock in her mouth and made me cum in­side. Bolder than yes­ter­day, she swal­lowed the se­men and licked the glans with her lips gen­tly. She was trem­bling with ex­cite­ment, so I gave her a friendly af­fir­ma­tive nod and she mas­tur­bated quickly and vi­o­lently. She gasped and panted with ef­fort and con­tracted in spasms as the or­gasm ex­ploded in­side her. Kati gen­tly stroked her hair and praised her, she did ev­ery­thing won­der­fully. Kati walked out, Lina sat down to her porn and did her soft clit play. I was re­laxed and started to work, I was ac­com­plish­ing much more than yes­ter­day.


Lina was like changed. The con­fir­ma­tion of Kati was im­por­tant for her, she mas­tur­bated me now ev­ery day in our half hour and she did it re­ally per­fectly. The days flew by, the weeks and the months. Lina did her clit play twice in the af­ter­noon as be­fore, af­ter let­ting me cum in her mouth she mas­tur­bated to a great ex­plod­ing or­gasm ev­ery time. The new school year started, she had to study a lot more and cut the clit­play short, the mas­tur­bat­ing of course not. 


Kati was no longer with us af­ter that one time. Some­times she asked if I fucked Lina, but I shook my head, “just squirt­ing in her mouth.” I was per­fectly happy with that and be­cause of me, fuck­ing didn’t have to be. And Lina re­ally liked to do it, she en­joyed it as she got hornier and hornier. Kati nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion. She un­der­stood very well that I did not want to force the fuck­ing.


Af­ter fuck­ing I usu­ally wanted to sleep im­me­di­ately and now sat dazed next to Kati on the bed. She rum­maged out a big en­ve­lope, “we should open this to­gether!” It was the pa­ter­nity test. She skimmed over it and handed it to me. She hugged me and kissed me on the mouth. I was com­pletely over­whelmed. 


Lina was my daugh­ter. 


I was im­me­di­ately wide awake. Kati lit two joints, she wanted to talk. I took deep lung­fuls, I was lit­er­ally speech­less. Kati nod­ded smugly. “Now we have it in black and white, I don’t have to guess around any­more. My lit­tle girl is go­ing to fuck her daddy, I think that’s good, that’s re­ally good!” I shook my head slowly, we weren’t there yet, not by a long shot, I mum­bled in a daze. My head was spin­ning, and not just from the joint. 


I no­ticed the glint in Kati’s eyes. “If you knew how much I would have wanted to be de­flow­ered and fucked by my fa­ther back then! But he was strictly against it, that would be wrong, he said ev­ery time, he only wanted me to do it to him with my hand. That was also wrong, he said ev­ery time af­ter he cum, but only a lit­tle bit wrong. I was young, in­ex­pe­ri­enced and proud of rub­bing him. It wasn’t un­til I was preg­nant that I just bru­tally grabbed him, I was re­ally tired of hand rub­bing!” Only slowly did it dawn on me what she was say­ing. “You did…?” I mut­tered, and she nod­ded res­o­lutely. “When I was preg­nant and Erich aban­doned me cold as ice, I clung to what I had not yet achieved. Fa­ther sat in his chair ev­ery morn­ing, I pulled down his pyama pants and also my panties. I sat down firmly on his morn­ing wood and rode him greed­ily and bru­tally. I had rolled over his in­hi­bi­tions, I had fucked him down. From then on I fucked his morn­ing wood ev­ery morn­ing in his chair, even if he couldn’t cum ev­ery time. He never com­plained again that it was wrong, he en­joyed be­ing fucked ev­ery morn­ing, whether he squirted or not!” I lis­tened word­lessly and sucked in the smoke deeply, “I did not know that,” I said. 


Kati nod­ded, she didn’t want to bring it up to me, I had enough on my plate my­self. I nod­ded in agree­ment, that’s how it was. I got in­volved with a fuck‐hun­gry, horny mid‐fifties lady back then and was now passed around in her cir­cle of her girl­friends, they were all over 50, some well into their 60s. Kati agreed with me, “you were the sug­ar­sweet dessert of these old harpies, you al­most fucked your­self to death!” How right she was. I had fucked the old broads, the strict Catholic prud­ish mar­ried wives, for years in my youth. Young girls didn’t in­ter­est me, they were in­ex­pe­ri­enced, bor­ing as rain­fall and had no money at all. “I’m glad you gave our old man a few more good months,” I mut­tered, squeez­ing lov­ingly Kati’s hand. She brought up fuck­ing Lina again, she was re­ally in­sis­tent. It would do the lit­tle one only good to be fucked, that was her firm con­vic­tion. “I wasn’t even sure I wanted to fuck my daugh­ter,” I mut­tered in ex­as­per­a­tion. I have a daugh­ter, I have a daugh­ter! I threw the last pen­nies into the con­ver­sa­tion. Maybe when she’s eigh­teen, maybe. Kati nod­ded, though she wasn’t so con­vinced to wait an­other year to do it. I dozed off. 


Lina was in the prepara­tory year be­fore high school, she was one of the best and some­times stayed with a class­mate in the af­ter­noon to study. When she then sat on my thighs in the late af­ter­noon, she some­times said that she and the class­mate had also fucked the brother, but it didn’t hap­pen very of­ten. Lina was in­ca­pable of ly­ing, it made no sense to her. I re­as­sured her, be­ing able to lie was not re­ally im­por­tant in life and if she wanted to fuck a brother then she should do it, that was hun­dred per­cent okay with me. She had con­tin­ued the sur­vey among her class­mates, all but 3 girls were no longer vir­gins in the class, 46% had in­cest with broth­ers or fa­thers. “You were re­ally damn right,” she said. 


Lina had wanted a dildo from us for her birth­day. We were all ex­cited when she un­wrapped her gift. I was also al­lowed to take it in my hand. About the size of my dick, but made of a soft, semi‐trans­par­ent rub­ber. It had no mo­tor and no bat­tery, it’s not a vi­bra­tor, you lit­tle silly! With feigned an­noy­ance, Lina ex­plained to her un­e­d­u­cated dad that it was a dildo, which you put in and fuck your­self with your hand. And that it was so soft, that was in­tended. I didn’t even ask how Lina knew all that and I didn’t need to ask Kati ei­ther, she turned and turned the thing with glit­ter­ing eyes in her hand and I would have given a gold­coin for her thoughts. I never saw the dildo again, and cer­tainly not in ac­tion, Kati and Lina kept that very, very se­cret from me. 


One af­ter­noon, when she had signed off to study with a class­mate, she didn’t get home un­til very late in the evening. Kati was about to call her, when Lina came home. She looked into her lit­tle girl’s face and dis­ap­peared into the bath­room with her. She washed her daugh­ter care­fully and ex­am­ined her cunt ex­pertly. The two dis­ap­peared naked into our bed­room, gig­gling. I was about to fin­ish my work for the day when I re­mem­bered that Lina had not yet got­ten her drops. I brought the sugar cube and the pipette, drib­bled the drops onto her fin­gers and she rubbed her clit with them in a lust­ful purr. Kati told me to lie down with them, then Lina wouldn’t have to re­port twice. Lina’s fin­ger limb twitched on her clit and her thighs trem­bled a lit­tle bit as she told. 


They had barely been do­ing math for 10 min­utes when the two broth­ers, 16 and 15, walked in. The girl­friend had been de­flow­ered by the younger one just a few months ago, they slept due to space con­straints both still in the nurs­ery and fucked their brains out ev­ery night, she had thrown all her mis­giv­ings over­board and fucked with true en­thu­si­asm. The broth­ers wanted to fuck both of them and Lina had no ob­jec­tions. They fucked all 4 at the same time, one took turns and the girl­friend soon had enough. Now the broth­ers, buoyed up by pills and drugs, fucked Lina al­ter­nately and non­stop un­til the evening, al­though Lina was al­ready long ex­hausted and had enough of fuck­ing. Lina then had fin­ished it en­er­get­i­cally and came home. No, it was not rape. 


Lina ended the re­port and looked at my cock, which had be­come stiff by her metic­u­lously con­sci­en­tious re­port. She looked to Kati (and not to me) and asked if she could? Kati nod­ded, “do you want to make him cum in your mouth or do you want to fuck him?” she asked mis­chie­vously. Lina quickly replied with sparkling eyes that she had wanted to fuck me for a long time, but that was when I re­belled and stopped the cha­rade, I’m not go­ing to be bartered away af­ter all. “I’ll squirt in her mouth, def­i­nitely” I said em­phat­i­cally and did not tol­er­ate any con­tra­dic­tion. Kati pulled a pout, but Lina sat down du­ti­fully in front of my cock, mas­tur­bated me and swal­lowed the sperm with de­light. 


Kati did not let go. She asked Lina why, how and in what way she would like to fuck me. The two lit­tle dev­il­girls dis­cussed me fuck­ing for a long time, but I had al­ready dozed off and soon fell asleep. Kati dragged Lina also next evening in our bed­room, the child should see the nor­mal, peace­ful and friendly fuck­ing of adults. I fucked Kati rather list­lessly and told her, af­ter Lina had gone to sleep, that I didn’t like it. If she was watch­ing us se­cretly, that’s okay. But fuck­ing like an am­a­teur‐porn‐star in front of my cu­ri­ous daugh­ter, that just wasn’t on. I turned to the wall, not wait­ing for an an­swer. Pe­riod. 


With Lina, noth­ing changed. She mas­tur­bated me in the af­ter­noon and swal­lowed my cum. But Kati had put a bug in her ear, she now talked ev­ery day af­ter my squirt­ing about how she imag­ined fuck­ing me in her nightly phan­tasies when mas­tur­bat­ing. For a week I lis­tened to her erotic phan­tasies. Then I told her she could ride me, but af­ter­wards she had to lick the cock and glans nice and clean. She nod­ded de­lighted and I ex­plained her the tech­nique of rid­ing. 


She closed her eyes, took the cock in her hand and tried to in­sert it into her fuck­hole. “It won’t go,” she said plain­tively, “it’s much too thick! I’ve only had lit­tle boy’s dicks be­fore, they all go in eas­ily. But I’ve never had a grown man’s cock,” she con­cluded plain­tively, the poor dar­ling wouldn’t get one now ei­ther. I grabbed her hips. “You have to put your weight on it, it goes in eas­ily, for sure!” I en­cour­aged her. She closed her eyes and her eye­lids flut­tered all ex­cited as she sat down with her weight on my cock. She sighed deeply. “I can feel him, he’s go­ing all the way in!” she said laugh­ing, “it feels so strange, he’s fill­ing me all the way!” Slowly she be­gan to ride, she did it right from the start. Her thighs trem­bled ever so slightly and I squirted in. She still sat smil­ing un­til my cock shrank. Af­ter that we talked for a long time about the fact that she could of course have an or­gasm while rid­ing me. It took a few more days, how­ever, be­fore she col­lapsed against my chest, trem­bling in or­gasm, and then con­tin­ued un­til I squirted in­side. She was ex­cel­lent at rid­ing and en­joyed it from the start. 


Since then she rides me ev­ery af­ter­noon with great pas­sion and licks me af­ter­wards gen­tly and very ten­derly. She knows how much I like that. Kati had of course heard it right away from Lina, she was very pleased with me and purred like a sated cat. 


A lit­tle some­thing has changed and I sus­pect Kati in­sti­gated it. Lina pulls down my pants now and sits di­rectly in front of me on her swivel chair, legs up and spread wide. She no longer watches porn while play­ing with her clit, she looks at my cock, which slowly and grad­u­ally raises its head, be­cause I watch her horny game and trem­bling thighs. She waits with a horny grin un­til he is hard as a wood and then comes over to fuck me. 


Lina has been fuck­ing me ev­ery af­ter­noon for many weeks, her knees and thighs shake like as­pen leaves and she jerks vi­o­lently when her or­gasm breaks loose. When I cum, she fucks me very slowly, then puts her face on my neck. “I can feel it when you squirt in­side me!” she whis­pers some­times quite moved emo­tion­ally. Only rarely does she have to mas­tur­bate af­ter­wards, if she didn’t have an or­gasm while fuck­ing. She never for­gets to lick my glans af­ter­wards very gen­tly for min­utes, I like that very much. On her days off, Kati lingers in the door­way, hap­pily watch­ing Lina fuck­ing me. 


I don’t know if it was Kati’s idea, but now Lina stands un­der the door at night, her whole body trem­bling slightly with horni­ness af­ter hav­ing fucked with her dildo. Whether she may lie down with me, she asks Kati (and not me) and Kati beck­ons her smil­ing. Lina cov­ers me up and licks my cock stiff when nec­es­sary. I lay on my back and Lina rides me in­tensely. She col­lapses over me quite soon and the or­gasm makes her cunt and thighs quiver for mo­ments. Then she straight­ens up again and rides me un­til I squirt. She al­ways stays on my cock un­til it gets soft, then she licks and sucks it be­cause I like that a lot. Mean­while she comes ev­ery night to fuck me. Al­though she is al­ready over 19, she asks Kati for per­mis­sion ev­ery night.


Of course we will fuck in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion one day, that’s al­most cer­tain. Kati will kneel next to us in bed and praise the right­eous heaven and the Great God­dess. 






A wid­ower’s Life


by Jack Faber © 2023




I be­came a wid­ower at 60. My wife, a few years younger than me, died in the hos­pi­tal within 20 days, breast can­cer. I was blown away, our son had just turned 15 and Kati maybe 2 years younger. They were very in­de­pen­dent and I was not par­tic­u­larly chal­lenged as a fa­ther, ev­ery­thing went like a clock­work. I re­mem­ber my wife’s last words, “Bruno, take care of the chil­dren!” and I swore her up and down. We had fucked ev­ery night, as it should be, from the wed­ding night un­til the day she went into the hos­pi­tal. We were then both still vir­gins and didn’t know any dif­fer­ent as to fuck ev­ery night. I never cheated at her and sus­pect nei­ther did she. I gave up mas­tur­bat­ing when we got mar­ried, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night of her life, from child­hood to her last breath. She mas­tur­bated ob­ses­sively ev­ery night from or­gasm to or­gasm un­til she was ex­hausted. We lived a good, un­spec­tac­u­lar life. 


We had made a spe­cial ar­range­ment be­fore the wed­ding be­cause it was im­por­tant for her. She loved do­ing hand­jobs and blowjobs for her life, she had been do­ing that for a long time be­fore we got to­gether. I im­me­di­ately agreed, she would do hand­jobs or blowjobs to her ad­mir­ers in our bed­room, and of course she was al­lowed to get naked, that only turned the ad­mir­ers on. She promised me high and holy not to fuck with the ad­mir­ers. I would gladly give her the space, re­tire to my study and not dis­turb the two. I should be there the first few times, she said, so I would know what she was do­ing. I sat on a stool and the two em­braced and snug­gled naked on the bed, she played with his cock for a very long time be­fore giv­ing him the hand­job. To an­other she made a blowjob at the end of their snug­gling, but spit out the se­men. I was only sup­posed to watch an­other one, be­cause I was ac­tu­ally con­vinced that she was stick­ing to our agree­ment. She had been rub­bing his cock for a very long time and came over to me. She whis­pered that he couldn’t squirt like that, he had to stick it in her pussy to cum. I was very un­sure, but I didn’t want to ap­pear un­sure and nod­ded in agree­ment, okay! She made him re­ally stiff again with her mouth, then she lay on her back, spread her legs and pulled her labia apart. She gave him a friendly nod, he mounted her and stuck his cock in her fuck­hole. But he still didn’t squirt, so she urged him to fuck a lit­tle to cum. The poor fool had to fuck for al­most three min­utes be­fore he fi­nally cum. It was quite un­com­fort­able for me as I was sit­ting right in the mid­dle axis look­ing di­rectly into El­lis’ cunt and at the poor guy’s fuck­ing cock who had to fuck to cum. Some­how it didn’t suit me very well ei­ther that he had to fuck my wife for so long, but I didn’t let on and nod­ded that it was fine. Hon­estly, it both­ered me a lot to see a stranger fuck­ing my young wife, but maybe I was a bit con­ser­va­tive there. I didn’t re­ally want to watch those hand­jobs and blowjobs any­more and let Elli do it on her own from now on. I knew how much Elli liked to mas­tur­bate and gave her credit for not mas­tur­bat­ing dur­ing the hand­jobs or blowjobs, be­cause it wasn’t sex, as she cor­rectly noted. We both faith­fully kept that agree­ment. 


I dreamed again and again of Elli, my wife. She lay naked on our mar­riage bed, the small light on, and mas­tur­bated in one go, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. I al­ways waited with the fuck­ing un­til she started to or­gasm, she loved that very much, to be fucked in or­gasm. I tried to keep up, of course, and fucked her even with a semi‐stiff dur­ing the next or­gasms, with­out be­ing able to squirt again. But we loved each other very dearly and I al­ways wanted to in­crease her plea­sure dur­ing or­gasm. She had once told me that she had shown our 10‐year‐old son Karl how to mas­tur­bate. They both lay down naked in bed, he sat on her and she mas­tur­bated him, I think for months. She was not afraid to de­scribe it to me in full de­tail. He was of course al­ways al­lowed to stick his cock in her pussy, she made no se­cret of that. Stick­ing his cock in her pussy and squirt­ing in­side, oh yes, of course, that he was al­ways al­lowed, there was re­ally noth­ing to it. But when I wanted to know if she had also let him fuck reg­u­larly, she was per­sis­tently silent and looked at me with her un­fath­omable big eyes. Then I was quite sure that he had fucked her, I was dully jeal­ous, un­til to­day. Once it al­most came to a heated ar­gu­ment be­tween us. “You must think I’m pretty stupid if you think I’m go­ing to let an 11‐year‐old fuck me! No, no and no again! He loves to stick his cock in and squirt, he’s def­i­nitely not fuck­ing me! I stroke his ass cheeks un­til he squirts. He finds it in­creas­ingly dif­fi­cult to squirt and I press him into my pussy by his ass cheeks, gen­tly I push him rhyth­mi­cally into my pussy un­til he can squirt. He much prefers that than to mas­tur­bate and I do not see,  that you call it badly! I fuck only and ex­clu­sively with you, I have never fucked with any­one else and it stays that way! And fi­nally stop ask­ing me, if I let him fuck. I can’t hear it any­more!” It didn’t to­tally con­vince me, but we never talked about it again. When he turned 11, she asked me not to dis­turb them both in the bed­room. Ev­ery af­ter­noon, the two of them would sneak se­cretly into our bed­room, but I com­plied with her re­quest. But once, when he was 17 or 18, I thought­lessly burst into the bed­room. He fucked her, of course, with de­light in her won­der­ful pussy. I stood trans­fixed in the door­way un­til he had squirted in­side and she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. Now she no­ticed me, ran af­ter me hand‐wring­ing and naked into the study and as­sured me with croc­o­dile tears that it had hap­pened only this time, only once in the heat of the mo­ment. I did not be­lieve a word she said. I only know that un­til she died, she still let him squirt into her pussy ev­ery day, al­though he had al­ready fucked so many other pussies. I know that from  her­self. That still out­rages me to­day, be­cause he al­ways fucked her! 
 

When she was dy­ing in the hos­pi­tal, I sat all day by her side  and she told me ev­ery­thing, whis­per­ing shame­ful and softly. That she had se­cretly given hand­jobs to par­tic­u­larly per­sis­tent ad­mir­ers, when she sneaked se­cretly in our bed­room with them, she had men­tioned sev­eral times at the time, but that there were so many I did not know. I al­ways sat strictly in the study as she had re­quested and didn’t dis­turb them when she dis­ap­peared into our bed­room with an ad­mirer. Of course she let them grope her pussy, and some­times she lay naked with one of them and liked to let him mas­tur­bate her, which not many man­aged to do. She gave them hand­jobs and at the end let them stick it in to squirt. Most had to fuck dur­ing the squirt­ing be­cause oth­er­wise they could not squirt, but a few min­utes at most. She didn’t let any one of them fuck her reg­u­larly, quite in the same way like she did fuck with me and that was the truth. My good­ness, she was dy­ing and it didn’t mat­ter now to be an­noyed.


Now it was clear that she had fucked with all of them and she just shrugged guiltily when I mut­tered it qui­etly to my­self. Tears ran down her cheeks, “I cheated on you by the book, ev­ery day, I let all of them  fuck me!” I dabbed her tears away. I re­as­sured her that it was al­ways okay with me if she gave them a hand­job, it didn’t bother me then and it doesn’t bother me now. I didn’t care how she did the hand­jobs and if they squirted in her pussy at the end of a hand­job. She breathed a sigh of re­lief be­cause it al­ways both­ered her to have done so many hand­jobs with­out my knowl­edge and to have let them fuck while they squirted into. I wiped the hand­jobs aside, hand­jobs were not sex af­ter all.


Elli closed her eyes tiredly. She had cheated on Bruno with cer­tainly more than a thou­sand men in the 25 years of their mar­riage. Some fucked well, many fucked badly, two hand­fuls fucked per­fectly. She had al­ways lied to Bruno, the sim­ple‐minded one, about re­treat­ing to the bed­room with her beau to give him a hand­job. He nod­ded un­der­stand­ingly and whis­pered, “okay, I won’t dis­turb you!” He had al­ways nod­ded, turned the mu­sic up louder in the study, and read the news­pa­pers. Never would he dis­turb her do­ing the hand­job. He would stand in front of the record player with his head­phones over his ears, con­duct­ing and she would sneak out the fucker­boy of the day. It was a shame how eas­ily he was led astray. Late in the af­ter­noon Karl would ar­rive and he was the only one she fucked ev­ery day for 12 years now. Tears rolled from her eyes, she would never fuck with Bruno and Karl again. Bruno dabbed the tears from her cheek and whis­pered that she didn’t need to worry, ev­ery­thing would be fine. Elli opened her eyes. There was no need to spill to Bruno the full ex­tent that the truth so non­sen­si­cally claimed for it­self. 


Elli sank back into her twi­light sleep. She had done a lot of hand­jobs and blowjobs in her school days and then, at 19, she fell in love with Bruno for the first time in her life. It was also the first time be­ing in love for him, he had never been with a girl be­fore, had never fucked. She had de­cided to marry him, who was 10 years older than her, on the spot, of­fer­ing him fi­nan­cial se­cu­rity and great wealth. He quit his job at the city gov­ern­ment, they went to Venice for their hon­ey­moon and Elli was happy all around. Bruno was ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing, he was a fre­quent squirter and quickly learned to mount her dur­ing her nightly or­gasms and squirt at the right mo­ment. The first craze was over af­ter 10 weeks, now she wanted to test the deal. Bruno jerked un­com­fort­ably in his chair as she let him watch the hand­job and blowjob. Af­ter all, he agreed and it was okay with him, this wasn’t sex. 


But he winced when she told him the poor guy would have to squirt in her pussy at the end of the hand­job. He nod­ded and clenched his teeth as the guy fucked Elli and squirted in. He didn’t want to watch any­more, though, and made it clear that this wasn’t sex ei­ther. That’s not sex, no way! Sex they both made with each other at night when he fucked her when she or­gasmed, that was the sex for them. They both held on to the fact that fuck­ing at the end of the hand­job was not sex, not real sex. Elli was very sat­is­fied be­cause she could now fuck as of­ten as she wanted and al­ways pass it off as the end of the hand­job. Bruno rarely burst into the bed­room and would just nod, “Aha!” or mut­ter, “just fin­ish the hand­job!” when they were in the mid­dle of fuck­ing. As smart, well‐read, and ed­u­cated as Bruno was, she was glad he re­mained a sim­ple­ton when it came to her fuck­ing. 


When she was no longer al­lowed to fuck him by the doc­tor dur­ing the preg­nan­cies, she took the house­keeper to the mar­i­tal bed. She did not tol­er­ate any con­tra­dic­tion, Bruno had to fuck the house­keeper un­til he had emp­tied his se­men. The house­keeper hadn’t fucked since she was a teenager and was in­sanely shame‐filled to now be fucked by the mas­ter on the mis­tress’s or­ders, and the mis­tress would sit nearby and maybe scold her if she didn’t do it right. The house­keeper turned her head to the side and cov­ered her face, she was ter­ri­bly ashamed to be fucked by the mas­ter in front of his wife. But the mis­tress had specif­i­cally or­dered the fuck­ing, she could not refuse. She waited pa­tiently with her legs spread like a lamb un­til the mas­ter mounted her again af­ter a short break, fucked her pow­er­fully and squirted in­side. It was usu­ally only af­ter 2 or 3 hours over, un­til he had fucked enough. Bruno had to keep fuck­ing the house­keeper for weeks af­ter the birth, un­til Elli was al­lowed to fuck again. He was crest­fallen be­cause he had to cheat on his wife with the house­keeper, but there Elli re­mained un­bend­ing. There­fore, since she was present, it was not a case of cheat­ing. She had to make sure that her hus­band had some­one to fuck ev­ery night.


Her girl­friends vis­ited her at her bed­side. She told them all to let Bruno fuck them when she was no longer. The girl­friends re­sisted at first, as most of them were faith­ful wives, they had never fucked any­one but their hus­bands. Still, Elli man­aged to get al­most all of them to prom­ise to let her fuck the poor guy, and they did, for years. It was a prom­ise they had made to a dead girl­friend, so it was no real car­nal sin, no real adul­tery. 


For Elli it had al­ways been some­thing spe­cial to fuck with Karl’s school friends. They were quite cute boys from 11 to 18 and it was the vir­gin ride for most of them. She was so touched by how shy and de­vout the sweet lit­tle ones were when she let them in on the se­crets. They all wanted to fuck and fuck un­til they were com­pletely ex­hausted. Again tears rolled down the cheeks of the ter­mi­nally ill, tears of emo­tion and sweet mem­o­ries. 


But what was re­ally with Karl, I still wanted to know. In the be­gin­ning she had told me the full truth, she taught him to mas­tur­bate for a few months and mas­tur­bated him for months with her fist. First he squirted on her breasts, but al­ready in the first days he dis­cov­ered that in‐the‐mouth‐squirt­ing. “I let him squirt in my mouth for the next months, I swal­lowed his se­men and sucked his lit­tle cock with very nice feel­ings. He was sup­posed to mas­tur­bate him­self af­ter  months, but he re­fused. He wanted to fuck me like Daddy, he saw that while spy­ing. I scolded him that he was not al­lowed to spy and if he promised not to spy any­more, he would be al­lowed to stick his cock in. He promised it and put his cock in my cunt. He widened his eyes anx­iously as he pen­e­trated for the first time with his lit­tle hard‐on. He blinked ex­cit­edly and with­out mov­ing, he squirted. In­side. He looked at me as if he had done some­thing for­bid­den. I took the lit­tle cock in my mouth and rubbed him. He is like you, my Bruno, a fre­quent squirter, I of­ten had to make him squirt four or five times back then. But the squirt­ing while stick­ing it in my pussy only worked for a week, then I pressed him against my body and ca­ressed his ass cheeks with my hand to squirt, but that didn’t work at all. I reached un­der his ass cheeks, stroked and ca­ressed his lit­tle sack and rubbed the root of his small dick. That worked well, I had to re­peat that ev­ery day and he liked that very much, to squirt in this way in my cunt. But even that only worked for a while, then I grabbed his ass cheeks and pushed him in and out un­til he squirted. He liked that even bet­ter and started mak­ing real fuck­ing mo­tions. When he was 11, I let him fuck, re­ally fuck and squirt in­side, un­til to­day. Ev­ery year his cock got big­ger and big­ger, he very soon learned to fuck me when I or­gasmed, like you do. I do not re­gret it, he fucked me won­der­fully ev­ery af­ter­noon and then you fucked me at night. I know it must hurt you, but I never in­tended to hurt you. If you can, for­give me and for­give Karl, he was in­no­cent in all this.” Of course I for­gave her and she died in peace. Karl, how­ever, be­came more and more alien­ated to me, but I was never an­gry with him, I had promised Elli. 


I was com­pletely beat up by grief, but af­ter 2 months I was half­way back. I hadn’t fucked in 2 months and the need was mak­ing it­self ur­gently felt. I had not mas­tur­bated for 45 years and did not re­ally want to. Re­mained only Erika, my neigh­bor. She lived alone, she was no great mind and not a bit pretty. A rather un­hand­some 60‐year‐old, and she was the only woman within a ra­dius of 20 me­ters, I didn’t look any fur­ther. When the chil­dren were in bed in the evening, I scur­ried one door fur­ther, to Erika. She was very sur­prised, I had never vis­ited her home be­fore. I said straight out what I wanted. 


She gig­gled and said she didn’t want to be fucked, she pre­ferred to mas­tur­bate in­stead. She had let her­self be fucked by the farm­hand on the farm when she was 14, but her Jockl had moved on af­ter 14 days. There was now no Jockl and no more farm any­more. Since then, no man has looked at her, not a sin­gle one. So, she didn’t want to let me fuck her, she much pre­ferred to mas­tur­bate. I slowly and de­lib­er­ately un­dressed her un­til she stood naked in front of me. She re­peated with each gar­ment I re­moved that she def­i­nitely didn’t want to fuck, but she didn’t re­sist at all un­til I had her com­pletely un­dressed. “Are we go­ing to fuck on the kitchen bench or in­side?”, I asked and she said she re­ally didn’t want to be fucked, she much pre­ferred to mas­tur­bate. Her fin­gers played with her lit­tle clit, but her hand pointed at the kitchen bench. I looked at her closely. She was small and fat, her breasts hung down to her belly but­ton like sad mel­ons. She had quite thick dark pu­bic hair. Her face was old and wrin­kled and very mo­rose. She al­lowed her­self to lie down on the wooden kitchen bench with­out re­sis­tance, and of course she af­firmed that she didn’t want to fuck at all, she’d rather mas­tur­bate. But at the same time she had laid down as I ex­pected in fuck­ing po­si­tion. She be­gan to mas­tur­bate in­stantly, fast and very prac­ticed. She tore her big cow eyes wide open and ner­vously licked her lips as I de­ter­minedly pen­e­trated the mas­tur­bat­ing woman.


I fucked her nor­mally, as I was used to, and squirted af­ter a short while. We got up, got dressed with­out a word and I went back to my place. I had told Erika I would come to­mor­row at the same time. So it was, I went to her ev­ery night, I fucked her un­spec­tac­u­larly as she mas­tur­bated, and that was it. For four years, ev­ery evening. At first she had told me that since the Jockl af­fair she had been mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm un­til she fell asleep from ex­haus­tion. I of­ten watched her mas­tur­bate or­gasm af­ter or­gasm for hours, I mounted her from time to time and she would tear her cow eyes wide open and stopped mas­tur­bat­ing for a mo­ment when I squirted in­side her, that was al­ways sur­pris­ing for her. Un­for­tu­nately she got sick, some women’s‐cunt thing and she wasn’t al­lowed, she couldn’t fuck any­more. I lay in my bed un­sat­is­fied and the urge tor­mented me. 


I crept from apart­ment to apart­ment beg­ging to fuck or be fucked. I was al­most never in­dig­nantly re­jected, they took my cock in their hands and rubbed the fore­skin in­dig­nantly un­til I squirted. I sneaked around in the morn­ings and af­ter­noons, get­ting hand­job af­ter hand­job. Even the old, vi­cious drag­ons soft­ened up and made me grin­ning a hand­job. Most of El­lis’s for­mer girl­friends let me fuck them in the dark an­te­room af­ter short hes­i­ta­tion. None of them was a hooker, but a faith­ful mar­ried wife who made an ex­cep­tion for me, the poor wid­ower. Of course, they all knew that Elli had been fuck­ing around like a world­cham­pion and that I was sit­ting un­sus­pect­ingly in the study and was not al­lowed to en­ter the bed­room while she was hap­pily fuck­ing her beau in­side. I was con­sid­ered by ev­ery­one to be an in­cred­i­bly faith­ful hus­band who was prob­a­bly the big­gest sim­ple­ton in the en­tire apart­ment block and prob­a­bly also still be­lieved in the Easter Bunny and Santa Claus. You just had to help such a poor guy in his time of sex­ual need, didn’t you? How­ever, we never had time for de­cent fore­play, it al­ways had to be quick‐fast. El­lis girl­friends were al­ways ready to make an ex­cep­tion, they pulled me word­lessly into the an­te­room, dropped the dress and fucked me stand­ing up. Most face to face with lots of French kiss­ing, a few shame­ful just from be­hind. Hardly a hand­ful got an or­gasm un­der these cir­cum­stances. Many hugged me in­ti­mately be­fore I squirted and whis­pered that I was wel­come to squirt in­side, some low­ered their heads fear­fully and clenched their teeth when I squirted in. They were ob­vi­ously un­sure if they could get preg­nant. They were al­ways very bash­ful af­ter­wards, so I quickly left. There were good days when I could fuck sev­eral of them. My usual yield was mostly a hand­job and a fuck. One had her lit­tle daugh­ter, about three years old, stand­ing next to us suck­ing her thumb ex­cit­edly. An other let her­self be fucked only in the cor­ri­dor, pulling the apart­ment door shut be­cause the hus­band was asleep in­side. An an­cient woman strug­gled up the stairs, the el­e­va­tor as some­times de­fec­tive. She stopped be­side us, pant­ing and short of breath, nod­ding friendly and half‐call­ing, “Yes, do her, make her a baby!” and when I squirted, “Yes, that’s fine, just squirt in­side!” But that didn’t stop us from fuck­ing. It both­ered me more to fuck stand­ing up and do it as quickly as pos­si­ble, I some­times felt like a bur­glar. It was es­pe­cially funny with the fe­male dwarf Erni. She was not more than 1.20m tall and was quite happy to be fucked. She stood on the shoe box, pulled her dress over her head and then I was al­lowed to fuck her naked. I had thought be­fore that, she must have a much too small pussy, but her pussy was sur­pris­ingly big enough.


Once a young girl opened for me. “The mother not there?” I asked hyp­o­crit­i­cally and took the cock in my hand. She shook her head no, she was home alone and stared un­blink­ingly at my cock. She let me into the an­te­room and closed the door. She looked cu­ri­ously at my cock, could she even­tu­ally touch it? Yes, of course, and af­ter a while she asked what I pre­ferred, hand­job, blowjob or real fuck­ing? “Fuck­ing,” I said im­me­di­ately, “real fuck­ing!” Melanie was not pretty, an ugly brat in the mid­dle of pu­berty and she claimed to be 16 al­ready, but I didn’t be­lieve her. She was no longer a vir­gin, she said, she had fucked for real once be­fore, but that was a long time ago. She dropped her pants and panties, put her hands to the wall, fac­ing the wall and stuck out her skinny ass. I came only in­fin­itely la­bo­ri­ously into her lit­tle cunt, I had to wet her cunt with my spit. I fucked her slowly and de­lib­er­ately, she said over her shoul­der “but don’t squirt in­side!” and I con­tin­ued un­daunted. I squirted the first juicy jet in­side her and she im­me­di­ately pulled out my cock, let­ting me splash on the floor. My cock was still stand­ing like a guards­man. “You have to fuck me again, don’t you?” asked Melanie with a silly grin over the shoul­ders re­dun­dantly. I fucked her a sec­ond time and she was so ex­cited that she for­got to pull out the cock in time. I hon­estly didn’t care if she got preg­nant from my squirt­ing in­side or not, as she had an or­gasm ev­ery time I squirted in­side. I didn’t see it ever, but I think she mas­tur­bated while we fucked, trig­ger­ing the or­gasm at the ex­act mo­ment I squirted into her fuck­hole with thick, rich jets. Her skinny ass­cheeks trem­bled vi­o­lently in or­gasm. I ques­tioned her a bit, she had had her vir­gin­ity taken at a wild booz­ing party in the park­ing lot when she was 13, fast and hasty,   the boy fucked her very briefly and then squirted all in­side, but since then she hasn’t found any­one to fuck again. Since her early child­hood, she mas­tur­bated when go­ing to sleep so many times un­til she fell asleep from ex­haus­tion. We fucked for sev­eral more days, I squirted in­side quite eas­ily and left the cock in­side her tight pussy to fuck the sec­ond time right away. Pulling out was ap­par­ently not so im­por­tant any­more, mak­ing the or­gasm at the right time was. On the way out she said list­lessly each time, “but no more squirt­ing in­side to­mor­row!” Un­for­tu­nately, that was also over af­ter a few weeks un­til I met Al­ice. The urg­ing of my loins be­came al­most un­bear­able. 


I was dead un­happy and went door to door, rat­tled off the next apart­ments. The first three women looked pretty stupid, al­though I asked very friendly and with clear words. They gave me a hand job, just for the hell of it, with a scowl on their mo­rose faces and more or less kindly threw me out. The fourth, Al­ice, lis­tened well and asked me in, of­fered me a cof­fee. It was a hor­ri­ble in­stant brew, but I hadn’t ac­tu­ally come for the cof­fee. She lis­tened at­ten­tively and wanted to know a bit about my back­ground as a wid­ower. In the end she wanted to see my cock, that was no prob­lem and she weighed it ex­am­in­ing in her hand, she played with it skill­fully. She didn’t mas­tur­bate him, but she gen­tly pulled the fore­skin back and forth over the glans un­til I squirted into her hand. Al­ice just smiled, “you re­ally needed it badly!” Then she nod­ded, all right! I just had to fol­low cer­tain rules. I was not al­lowed to come here un­til 20 to 1 o’clock and not stay longer than 20 min­utes. Her hus­band left at ex­actly 12:30 at noon, on the minute. She needed 10 min­utes to wash her pussy be­cause he usu­ally fucked her at noon, on the minute. And then her two chil­dren came home from school, by which time I had to be long gone. I was only al­lowed to fuck Al­ice from be­hind, that was the sec­ond rule. Later I found out what the rea­son was: she had an am­pu­tated breast and no­body was al­lowed to see that. She couldn’t have any more chil­dren, so I was al­lowed to squirt in­side at will with­out hes­i­ta­tion. I breathed a sigh of re­lief, she seemed to me to be a down to earth per­son, rea­son­ably pretty and ea­ger to be fucked. She was rather not slutty, she just didn’t have many op­tions and oc­ca­sions as a house­wife and mother. That I had no one to fuck but her would have been the third rule, but it was not nec­es­sary she said. I wouldn’t have fol­lowed rule 3 any­way, be­cause in all those years I of­ten sneaked morn­ings to fuck the midget Erni or young Melanie when she skipped school. Al­ice be­came a long fuck af­fair, 6, al­most 7 years, un­til I went to the nurs­ing home.


To­mor­row I was to come for the first time, 20 to 1 sharp, freshly show­ered. I nod­ded hap­pily, it’s a deal! I was on time and qui­etly scur­ried in. She had only a light silk robe on, she smelled fresh and good. She was smaller than me, slightly plump and I could catch a furtive glimpse of her (one) breast, it was a nice breast. I thought at the time that she must be around 30, but she was al­ready 36. She had put a pil­low on the kitchen ta­ble and lay down with her up­per body on the pil­low. She flipped up the back of her robe, spread her legs and stuck her ass out. “The clock is tick­ing, good man,” she said smil­ing, and I dropped my pants. I grabbed her ass cheeks and slowly pen­e­trated her shaved pussy. She sighed con­tent­edly and I be­gan to fuck her from be­hind. I was very rav­en­ous and full of pent‐up juice and was squirt­ing af­ter only a short time. “No, leave it in­side un­til I’m done,” she mur­mured and I du­ti­fully fol­lowed. Only when she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and stood up af­ter her or­gasm, I pulled my cock out. That’s about how it went with Al­ice and me for over 6 years, once or twice a week she would mas­tur­bate much longer than usual and I could fuck her for a sec­ond time. It was a great pity that I aged so fast and had to go to the old peo­ple’s home.


I don’t even know any­more if I prompted her or if it came from her, any­way my lit­tle Kati was ly­ing in my bed. She im­me­di­ately no­ticed the stiff cock and care­fully took off my pa­jama pants. “Shall I?” asked Kati, “I’ve done it once be­fore,” she added. I nod­ded godly and she mas­tur­bated me cross‐legged. In the mid­dle of it, she stopped and took off her pa­ja­mas. I peeked at her slit, which was clearly vis­i­ble while cross‐legged. She con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate me with her lit­tle fist and asked sev­eral times if I would not rather fuck her? I was to­tally hor­ri­fied, that would not do at all, that would be com­pletely wrong. She asked with a grin if rub­bing my cock wouldn’t be wrong too? I stut­tered around, yes, yes, but only a lit­tle bit wrong. So it came to pass that she mas­tur­bated me ev­ery night for the next few weeks and wanted to fuck me, ask­ing ev­ery day. All her friends had al­ready been de­flow­ered and were fuck­ing their broth­ers or fa­thers. I still stuck with it, for me it would be wrong. 


One evening she beamed all over her face as she mas­tur­bated me. She was fi­nally no longer a vir­gin, not any­more thanks God! I asked of course and she said that Karl had done it fi­nally yestern­ight, her older brother. I said noth­ing about it, that was a pri­vate mat­ter of the two, that was none of my busi­ness. 


The two fucked from noon un­til late at night. I some­times stuck my head in the chil­dren’s room, whether they were al­ready fin­ished and if Kati came to mas­tur­bate. It did not bother the two at all when fuck­ing that I some­times watched their fuck­ing for 10 min­utes or some­times longer. She came very late to mas­tur­bate me, but she had beau­ti­ful red cheeks and was cheer­ful as never be­fore. She tried ev­ery time be­fore mas­tur­bat­ing me, if my cock would go into her fuck­hole, but she gave up, it was too thick. But af­ter a few days she man­aged to put my cock deep in­side her fuck­hole. I didn’t want to fuck her though, I thought that it was wrong. She pulled it half out then and mas­tur­bated me, in the end she let it all squirt in­side. She al­ways did that from now on.


At 16 she went to work in the hos­pi­tal, she wanted to be­come a nurse. It was fine with me, I could af­ford the school fees. Karl was now for days on the road, he had a whole bunch of old broads to fuck, Kati said. She now slept all night with me in the mar­riage bed, mas­tur­bated me at night and in the morn­ing when I had a morn­ing wood. I was sat­is­fied all around. 


When your dick is sat­is­fied, the devil crawls up your ass in se­cret. Oh no, that’s not from me, that’s an old Mon­go­lian or Hawai­ian say­ing, maybe a Bel­gian one. Any­way, it was so beau­ti­fully peace­ful, it could have gone on so well. Karl was plow­ing in the fields of old greedy broads, Kati was des­per­ately in love with her pri­mary doc­tor and lay with me late at night and in the morn­ing to make me cum. 


Kati was preg­nant. The pri­mary doc­tor wanted the abor­tion, Kati did not, no way! He served her ice cold off, no more talk of di­vorce, no more de­sire to marry Kati. Kati lay in bed cry­ing for days, she also didn’t want to mas­tur­bate me with her hand any­more. She sat down wildly de­ter­mined on my cock and fucked me mer­ci­lessly. She wanted it, she needed it, she in­sisted. No more mas­tur­bat­ing, only fuck­ing! That it was wrong, we both knew, but it was no longer an is­sue to talk about. She fucked me ev­ery day, once or twice, and she didn’t care that I of­ten couldn’t squirt any­more. She had de­cided to move into one of my sis­ter’s va­cant apart­ments and com­plete her ed­u­ca­tion there far away. My sis­ter was a widow, but had been filthy rich ever since. We had lit­tle con­tact, liv­ing on dif­fer­ent plan­ets. I could never have killed my wife for the money, — af­ter all, we had been liv­ing off her enor­mous dowry since the wed­ding. 


Af­ter Kati moved out, I went to a re­tire­ment home and signed over our apart­ment to Karl. I had grown old quickly and stuck to the old broads in the old peo­ple’s home, there were enough of them, horny as hell. For a while I was friends with a cleaner, the pe­tite Asian girl came ev­ery Sun­day evening to fuck me for a fifty bill. Her name was Lin or Li, I didn’t hear that good enough, she could be 20 as well as 40, she never an­swered that ques­tion. She was strictly mar­ried and could only on Sun­days be­cause her hus­band went to gam­ble in the gam­bling hall. She fucked out­ra­geously well and she said that I had to fuck her twice in a row for the fifty bill. Ac­tu­ally, she fucked me in my chair like Kati had fucked me, rid­ing my old war­rior very well. She rode me with a shame filled and pas­sion­ate ex­pres­sion on her face and made me cum won­der­fully. She stayed on my soft cock, whis­pered dirty things in my ear and rubbed her clit un­til my cock was stiff again from watch­ing and feel­ing her soft clit­play. Af­ter that she fucked me a sec­ond time and now the clit­play brought her an or­gasm. I loved the way she or­gasmed. She curled up and pressed her fore­head to my chest. Her ab­domen twitched for sec­onds, her pussy squeezed my cock and she made soft sounds like a kit­ten. She con­tin­ued to ride me un­til I squirted a few sad drops. Af­ter al­most a year she said adieu, she was as­signed some­where else to work. She was sad­dened like me, be­cause it was an eas­ily earned fifty bill.


I then stuck to the old broads again, and the staff didn’t look or looked the other way, when I had a hand up an old lady’s skirt. I sighed, be­ing old is not a nice thing. 


 Kati brought her daugh­ter Lina with her when she vis­ited me, a sweet, wild lit­tle girl. One day she’ll be just as randy and in heat as my wife was. She’s got that sex­ual de­sires from her.






Chil­dren’s Games


by Jack Faber © 2023




As usual, I sat in my arm­chair in the study, read­ing a good book and keep­ing an eye on the bed in the nurs­ery next room. My grand­daugh­ter Lina, not quite 13 yet, and the two neigh­bor daugh­ters, 12 and 11, were romp­ing all over the house dur­ing their sum­mer va­ca­tion. They played “Dress Up” and I old fool tore my eyes open when the girls un­dressed‐  and then dressed again. I was by God no ped­erast, but to look at young, naked girls just does my eyes good.


This went on for days. The scream­ing of the chil­dren did not bother me at all, I let my eyes wan­der hap­pily, naked chil­dren at that age are al­ways pretty to look at. They some­times played an­other ex­cit­ing game, “Catch and Tickle”. There all three ran naked through the house, shriek­ing with de­light. Un­til two of them got to­gether and “caught” the third one. The third was dragged by the two into the chil­dren’s room and “held cap­tive” on the bed. There was then pro forma a small scuf­fle, at the end of which the pris­oner let her­self be held by the arms and will­ingly spread her legs. Now came the “tick­ling.” That meant tick­ling the pussy and es­pe­cially the clit of the pris­oner, that was fun to watch!


The tick­ling al­ways ended with the tick­ling of the cap­tive’s clit, which more and more of­ten turned into real clit rub­bing. The youngest al­lowed it only briefly, her legs twitched briefly and she broke free. But the two big­ger ones mas­tur­bated each other prop­erly and I held my breath when the cap­tive came to or­gasm. Then they jumped up and the wild chase con­tin­ued. One day I beck­oned my grand­daugh­ter Lina to me af­ter the play­mates had left. 


She stepped up to me un­abashedly, grandpa was part of the in­ven­tory af­ter all. I stroked lightly over the naked girl’s body, very lightly over the light blond fuzz on her pu­bic mound. I ques­tioned her about the game and she nod­ded, of course tick­ling the cap­tive’s clit un­til it ex­ploded. She rolled her eyes in feigned ex­as­per­a­tion, “Grandpa, it’s all part of the game!” and smiled pity­ingly be­cause I old fool knew so noth­ing about the tickle play. I asked her di­rectly and when she didn’t im­me­di­ately un­der­stand the word mas­tur­bate, I rubbed her clit once. 


She turned all red and stam­mered, “I don’t know if I’m al­lowed to tell you that!”


I nod­ded re­as­sur­ingly, “I am your grandpa af­ter all, of course you can tell me!”


She fi­nally nod­ded. “I do it ev­ery night be­fore I go to sleep, but at first I only do it un­til just be­fore the ex­plo­sion, and then when I’ve had enough, I do it un­til the real ex­plo­sion. Then I can stop and go right to sleep.” She im­me­di­ately an­swered my ques­tion, “I’ve been do­ing it since for­ever, Flora too.” That was the neigh­bor’s older daugh­ter. “Flora and I, we both like to rub the other to the point of ex­plo­sion, we’re al­lowed to do that, aren’t we?” I nod­ded, of course they are. “And,” she con­tin­ued, “is it true that your cock gets hard from watch­ing us and then you have to rub it, as Flora claims?” I nod­ded a lit­tle un­hap­pily, it’s true, but Flora didn’t see it? “She claims to have seen it, but I don’t be­lieve her,” Lina said. I replied that Flora couldn’t have seen it at all, be­cause I only do it when they’re gone again. This was an out­ra­geous lie be­cause mostly I se­cretly rubbed my cock when the girls mas­tur­bated each other or mas­tur­bated them­selves. From then on, I took my cock in my hand and rubbed it very lightly with­out squirt­ing as I watched the girls mas­tur­bate each other or mas­tur­bate them­selves.


“And the lit­tle one?” asked I and Lisa shrugged con­temp­tu­ously. “She’s still too lit­tle, she doesn’t dare and is afraid of ex­plod­ing. Even though Flora had al­ready done it right to her x‐times, had done right to the point of ex­plod­ing, she’s just too cow­ardly!”


This was in­for­ma­tive all around, and I promised not to tell any­one about it, that was a given, I said. And now, of course, she knew that I was watch­ing their games. It seemed to me af­ter­wards that she was mak­ing an ef­fort to demon­stra­tively show me grin­ning the tick­ling and es­pe­cially the mas­tur­bat­ing. Flora and Lina had  from now on some­times “as pun­ish­ment” right af­ter­wards again to mas­tur­bate them­selves. Lina stared into my eyes or at my cock­rub­bing with a grin, dis­torted by the ef­forts, as she raced to or­gasm. At least, I had the im­pres­sion. 


My daugh­ter had taken in an au‐pair‐girl, she was 16, named Au­die and came from Bel­gium. She spoke our lan­guage per­fectly as her mother was from here. My school French was so bad af­ter 55 years that I gave up af­ter the first few at­tempts. Au­die did go to high school, but she wasn’t very bright. When daugh­ter and grand­son went to the play­group in the af­ter­noon, Au­die had 2 to 3 hours free and she loved to come to me to gos­sip. I soon found out that her fa­vorite thing to talk about was love and be­ing in love, ro­mance and sex. It took a few days for her to sit on my lap and talk di­rectly into my ear be­cause I seemed to be so hear­ing im­paired. 


It’s a spe­cial sit­u­a­tion when a cute 16 year old in a light sum­mer dress sits on your lap, puts her arms around your neck and talks in your ear. I’m just say­ing this so you can see for your­self.


Au­die told all about her first love. She had learned from her sweet­heart to give him a hand­job and du­ti­fully did it all week long. Un­for­tu­nately, the love was over af­ter a week, it was very, very sad. I had al­ready put my hand on her thigh from the be­gin­ning, very in­con­spic­u­ously. I asked her if she got it from him too, but she didn’t un­der­stand right away. I let my hand slide up her in­ner thigh and touched her panties, just very lightly. She turned bright red and shook her head, no, no, no! She only did that her­self, but if he had wanted to, he would have been al­lowed to. I smiled kindly, I see! The Au­gust heat was get­ting to her, my hand on her panties was get­ting all sweaty. “It’s too hot, why don’t you take off your dress, I’m just sit­ting here in my boxer shorts,” I said kindly. She laughed brightly. “Yes, I can even feel that!” she laughed, “he’s al­ways all stiff, I can feel that!” It went back and forth for a while, then she stood up and took off her dress. Now she was sit­ting on my lap in her panties, on top of my box­ers, and I was pick­ing up the thread again. She passed over the fact that my hand was on her in­ner thighs, on her panties.


“So, you would have had René do it, is that right?” I asked, tak­ing the thread in my hand. She didn’t an­swer right away. “Yes, if he had known how to do it. He was al­lowed to fon­dle my Mouchette, af­ter all, but that was un­fa­mil­iar ter­ri­tory for him.” Au­die chuck­led softly. “Af­ter all, I gave him a hand­job all the time, so it would have been only fair if he did the same for me. But I don’t think René knew how to do it with a woman.” She mused on two min­utes and shook her head. “No, he cer­tainly didn’t know how we girls do it.” That sounded very clear, very plain. “And you didn’t want to show it to him?” I asked and she shook her head, mas­tur­bat­ing was some­thing very pri­vate af­ter all, you don’t just show it. “Later, yes, later I would have shown it to him and had him do it, but our time was too short for that.” I had to get away from the sub­ject of René quickly and asked if the girls in Bel­gium only did it in se­cret or if they talked about it freely? I had eas­ily pushed René aside, she an­swered right away. With her best friends she talked openly about it, there were no se­crets. Like her friends, she only did it se­cretly; it had to be kept se­cret in the fam­ily, too. Au­die had no reser­va­tions and in the next hour she told me how she mas­tur­bated, when she mas­tur­bated and how of­ten she did. I nod­ded se­ri­ously, I took her se­ri­ously and treated her like an adult. This did her good, I no­ticed im­me­di­ately. 


Days later — we talked a lot about my sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences
— I asked her at the right time in the right sit­u­a­tion if I could touch her Mouchette? She smiled in sur­prise, but im­me­di­ately took off her panties. I touched her pussy and she let me ex­plore ev­ery­thing. I asked her quite sur­prised that she was no longer a vir­gin, whether René …. ? She shook her head and was very sad. I did not ask fur­ther, I played with her labia and clit, but only play, be­cause she would not let me mas­tur­bate her, she only did that be­fore fall­ing asleep. I un­der­stand, that was okay. 


Au­die came back to the sub­ject her­self. She was not a vir­gin any­more and that was the rea­son why she was here. I lis­tened care­fully, she told the story her­self. A few months ago her brother Richard had caught her mas­tur­bat­ing, he waited with a shabby grin un­til she calmed down af­ter the or­gasm and only now made his pres­ence known. He had bru­tally torn her hy­men, fucked her for min­utes and squirted into her. She was dev­as­tated, but not be­cause she was afraid of preg­nancy, she didn’t have her pe­riod yet and knew that even her mother didn’t get her pe­riod un­til she was 19. Richard snuck into her bed­room ev­ery night and fucked her for over three months. Then the mother caught him, there were dozens of slaps and the fa­ther beat the shit out of him. Then the mother got her this job, far away from Richard.


This was con­ver­sa­tion ma­te­rial for the next few days. I lis­tened well and at­ten­tively be­cause it made her in­creas­ingly re­lieved to talk about Richard’s rape. I was stroking her pussy and clit when she reached down, touch­ing my stiff cock through the fab­ric. “Can I ca­ress it too, that would only be fair?” she asked shyly smil­ing. What was I sup­posed to say? I nod­ded and she took it out. She def­i­nitely didn’t mas­tur­bate me, but she very gen­tly pulled the fore­skin back and forth un­til I squirted. “Oh, par­don­nez moi!” she said with a very red head, wip­ing her hand on my box­ers. 


I wrapped it back up in my shorts. We talked about it and I said I didn’t en­joy it much with the hand, I pre­ferred real fuck­ing. She nod­ded and I could tell she was men­tally go­ing to can­cel the hand­job. “I go over to Mrs. We­ber’s once or twice a week, that’s enough for me, I’m not 20 any­more!” She was very sur­prised. “The Mrs. We­ber, from across the cor­ri­dor?” she asked, shud­der­ing. I nod­ded. “Don’t judge too hastily, Au­die! She used to be a beau­ti­ful woman, she had the great­est men on her dance card, and she was one of the best high‐class whores in town back then!” I saw Au­die nod and think hard. “How do you think she can af­ford to live in lux­ury now?” I asked provoca­tively, and she didn’t an­swer. “I could hardly have af­forded the We­ber back then, but now she’s no beauty any­more and is glad of any man who comes to fuck her.” I hung to my thoughts and Au­die left. 


Nat­u­rally, fuck­ing the We­ber was the new topic. “You don’t for­get ever how to fuck,” I re­as­sured Au­die, “you just don’t get as ath­letic and lim­ber as you used to, that’s all.” I wasn’t wear­ing my box­ers to­day, she was sit­ting on my lap and we were both naked. I said if she wanted to rub my cock I wouldn’t mind, it was just true that I ac­tu­ally pre­ferred the real fuck­ing. She was im­pressed  how close we had got­ten and then also asked if she could give me a hand job, it was re­ally quite stiff now. That af­ter­noon she gave me two hand­jobs and let me mas­tur­bate her clit prop­erly. I stopped in time be­fore her or­gasm broke loose, be­cause I fig­ured that’s how she wanted it. We talked about fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing all af­ter­noon. 


Sat­ur­day and Sun­day Au­die didn’t have the day off, I went over to Mrs. We­ber on both days. Com­ing back Au­die winked at me and thumbs up. Mon­day she sat on my lap again in the af­ter­noon. She had thought a lot over the week­end, she said, she didn’t want to give me a hand­job, she wanted to fuck me. I was hon­estly sur­prised, I didn’t ex­pect that. But she said that in our con­ver­sa­tions she could clearly see and put aside the shit with Richard and she had no qualms about fuck­ing me. I would have helped her so much with the Richard‐thing and would have said, yes, that I would rather have the fuck­ing than the hand­job. I kept quiet. She started fir­ing me up with tongue kisses and I got her clit go­ing at the same time. I pointed my chin at the couch and she went and laid down, ready in fuck po­si­tion. I shook my head smil­ing, I down, you up! She un­der­stood in­stantly, she mounted me and sat on my cock sigh­ing deeply. Her vagina was very tight, warm and al­ready very wet. She lay down on me with her up­per body, with her small breasts and then she fucked me. She pressed her clit on my cock, up and down, as dis­cussed be­fore. She had to fuck me for a very long time and I was re­ally glad that my erec­tion lasted the whole time. I had al­ready shot my pow­der with Mrs. We­ber and still held my erec­tion un­til the end. Au­die trem­bled and sank on top of me in or­gasm. Af­ter a few sec­onds, how­ever, she du­ti­fully con­tin­ued and af­ter a long time I squirted a few sad drops. Au­die kept fuck­ing me un­til my cock went soft. 


Just so you can imag­ine. Au­die, the 17 year old Bel­gian, was ac­tu­ally slim, only her hips were al­ready very wom­anly. Her breasts were as small as bee stings and quite pointed, she had only a del­i­cate dark fuzz above her slit. Her vagina was very tight, warm and moist, the small clit was com­pletely hid­den un­der the fore­skin. She lay with her up­per body on top of me, her face was on my chest and I ca­ressed her head, hair and face. Her round ass was ris­ing and fall­ing in a good rhythm and she was strain­ing to press the clit onto my cock. 


Au­die fucked me ev­ery af­ter­noon for a full four weeks. She had to ex­per­i­ment for a few days un­til she got the press­ing tech­nique of the clit on my cock right. She sank down on top of me sigh­ing in or­gasm, twitch­ing and shak­ing. But she du­ti­fully kept go­ing un­til I cum or my cock went soft. She was re­ally ex­cited about fuck­ing and I re­gret­ted that I no longer had the man­hood of a 20 year old, we could have fucked three times as of­ten. 


Over the week­end I saved my­self a visit to Mrs. We­ber and Mon­day Au­die fucked me again. She had found fun in fuck­ing, she al­ways got an or­gasm now and we talked a lot about sex, fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing again. But we were sloppy. One day, Au­die was just work­ing her way back to my cock af­ter her or­gasm, I caught sight of the three naked girls un­der the door of the chil­dren’s room. We stopped im­me­di­ately. My grand­daugh­ter Lina, close to tears, ran back to the nurs­ery. Shit, big shit!


Lina was a real beast, I was to find out over the next few days. Au­die had left, the neigh­bors daugh­ters had left and I was read­ing my book. Lina came out of the nurs­ery naked and sat provoca­tively on my lap. She got to the point pretty soon. I should fuck her, af­ter all she was al­ready al­most 14 and all her girl­friends had been al­ready de­flow­ered, most from the brother, some from the fa­ther. All fucked al­ready in all se­crecy, ex­cept her, she had nei­ther brother nor fa­ther who could de­flower and fuck her. Af­ter all, she said, I was her grandpa, not Au­die’s grandpa. I shook my head de­ci­sively, she was my grand­daugh­ter, of my blood, I would no more fuck her than I never fucked her mother! I re­mained hard and un­yield­ing. Lina bit­terly drew a pout and left again. It was not go­ing to end well. 


Of course I lied to Lina. I had fucked with her mother Kati, for many years. She slept with me in the mar­i­tal bed since the death of my wife, her mother. She started rub­bing my cock very gen­tly and in­ex­pe­ri­enced, on the first days she pulled the fore­skin back and forth very care­fully un­til it squirted. It was only months later that she mas­tur­bated me with her fist. She was very sur­prised that I needed it in the morn­ing too, of course she didn’t know what a morn­ing wood was at that time. But she pushed the fore­skin gen­tly and del­i­cately back and forth, ask­ing each time if I wouldn’t rather fuck her, like a real woman? I re­fused, I just couldn’t imag­ine it at the time. She asked ev­ery time when she cud­dled up to me and mas­tur­bated, she al­ready liked to mas­tur­bate very much back then. (I saw for the first time at Kati’s how a girl re­ally mas­tur­bates. No kid­ding — my wife mas­tur­bated ev­ery night, but she never let me watch. She made no se­cret of the fact that she mas­tur­bat­ing, but she never showed it to me. Of course I felt her rub­bing, I was al­lowed to hug her, ca­ress her face or her breasts. But I was not al­lowed to touch her “down there” while she was mas­tur­bat­ing. And al­ways in the dark­ened bed­room. So that’s how to ex­plain my spe­cial cu­rios­ity.)  One day Kati lay down beam­ing at me, she was fi­nally no longer a vir­gin, her brother Karl had de­flow­ered and fucked her. I said noth­ing about it, that was her pri­vate mat­ter. She fucked Karl in the af­ter­noon and told me that she en­joyed it in­sanely. She had started her train­ing as a nurse and had fallen in love with her boss. She now left Karl alone, who had his hands full fuck­ing a whole group of older ladies one by one. One day Kati came home cry­ing. She was preg­nant and re­fused the abor­tion that the boss de­manded, that would be mur­der in her eyes. The hand­some boss dropped his mask, there was no more talk of him di­vorc­ing and mar­ry­ing Kati. He dropped her coldly, the next stu­dent nurse was for sure al­ready wait­ing. I com­forted Kati as best I could. She was no longer will­ing to give me hand­jobs, she wanted to fuck me. I still re­sisted, be­cause it was wrong, but she put me naked in my arm­chair, sat on my cock and rode me. I didn’t protest any­more, I liked it in­sanely, even though it was wrong. She was only the sec­ond woman I fucked, I had en­tered the mar­riage as a vir­gin. She rode me un­til her belly be­came too fat. When I had cum, she stayed on my lap and mas­tur­bated with much pas­sion. She had a huge sex­ual ap­petite dur­ing the preg­nancy and mas­tur­bated quite of­ten. I got an erec­tion watch­ing her and she fucked me mer­ci­lessly even when I couldn’t squirt any­more. I fucked her in mis­sion­ary po­si­tion when her belly had be­come too fat, and we had sex much more of­ten than many new­ly­weds. When Lina was born, she moved to the other cap­i­tal to an apart­ment my sis­ter had of­fered her. My sis­ter had mar­ried a rich man and was now a wealthy widow. I had lit­tle con­tact with my sis­ter, be­cause I was very in­se­cure about the ru­mors that she had killed her hus­band for money. In any case, I would have be­lieved that she had done it. I moved in with Kati and Lina, I was a good sub­sti­tute grand­mother and Kati was able to com­plete her train­ing as a grad­u­ate nurse. Kati mas­tur­bated al­ready two days af­ter de­liv­ery, we fucked again two weeks later. She had al­most the same sex­ual ap­petite as dur­ing her preg­nancy. We fucked ev­ery day be­fore go­ing to sleep, but Kati still had to mas­tur­bate af­ter­wards, she just needed that. She only had a few one night stands, this was not hers and she only did it for the man’s sake. I then lay on the couch and lis­tened to their fuck­ing. When Lina was about 9 years old, I stopped fuck­ing Kati on a daily ba­sis. She, too, only wanted to fuck ir­reg­u­larly. In the mean­time, I had con­tacted Mrs. We­ber, who had been a good friend of my wife. That she some­times let her lovers mount my wife with rel­ish grin­ning, I learned only af­ter my wife had died. My wife was not re­ally a cheater, it was only due to the al­co­hol and the mood, that she let her­self be fucked by the We­ber’s lovers. I was not an­gry with her even in ret­ro­spect and would have grudged it to her even while she was alive if she had said a sin­gle word about it. I had fucked only with my wife un­til then, I never no­ticed the temp­ta­tions. Now I some­times went to Mrs. We­ber to fuck, but oth­er­wise I stuck to let­ting Kati fuck me on a case‐by‐case ba­sis. — I’ve pretty much di­gressed now, so back to the story at hand. 


One day Au­die was gone. I im­me­di­ately asked my daugh­ter and she ad­mit­ted to send­ing her home. I would al­ready know why, she said. I probed. Lina had re­vealed to her that Au­die fucked me ev­ery af­ter­noon. It wasn’t me fuck­ing Au­die, she was fuck­ing me, Lina pointed out. I was very up­set and chided her that Lina had only re­turned the fa­vor be­cause I had re­fused her. My daugh­ter widened her eyes anx­iously. Lina was go­ing to…? I re­gret­ted my out­burst, but I added that ap­par­ently her girl­friends were no longer vir­gins and were hap­pily fuck­ing, so Lina didn’t want to stand back, and I was the only man in the house­hold. I had re­jected her.


The mood was poi­soned in the next pe­riod. Lina, my daugh­ter and I went out of our way. I went to Mrs. We­ber now two or three times a week and re­acted off. She had been a beau­ti­ful woman un­til her ac­ci­dent — ma­li­cious peo­ple said, un­til a jeal­ous lover cut her face with a knife ‐ but now ugly scars marred her face. Her fig­ure had re­mained ad­mirably beau­ti­ful even in her late 50s, her breasts amaz­ingly firm and her cunt art­fully shaved. She loved to fuck and took care of her or­gasm her­self. She had only a hand­ful of ad­mir­ers left and for some un­known rea­son she had taken me to her heart. Maybe be­cause she used to be friends with my wife and shared many a lover with her, as I learned af­ter her death. It no longer scratched me, I was now the Li­nus‐dar­ling of Mrs. We­ber and she was de­lighted with my sec­ond spring­time.


Mrs. We­ber had re­ally taken touch­ingly care of me af­ter Alma’s death. She beck­oned me ev­ery af­ter­noon and most evenings in her apart­ment to fuck me lov­ingly. I was very grate­ful to her for this, be­cause it al­lowed me to for­get my deep grief for a few hours. Dur­ing this time she told me ev­ery­thing, with death her obli­ga­tion to re­main silent ex­pired.


Alma had caught her af­ter her ac­ci­dent — she al­ways said ac­ci­dent — and spent ev­ery free minute with her, some­times stay­ing overnight. She didn’t want to see any­one else or fuck a man. A les­bian re­la­tion­ship de­vel­oped be­tween the two of them and I had to keep in­ter­ro­gat­ing — I had no idea about that side of Alma! But Mrs. We­ber af­firmed, Alma loved the les­bian­ism very much and thus helped her a lot to kin­dle her will to live, oth­er­wise she might have killed her­self. I wanted to know ev­ery­thing in de­tail, of course. “We just did nor­mal girl sex in the be­gin­ning, cud­dling and kiss­ing naked on the bed, fondling the breasts and pussy, touch­ing the clit only gen­tly. In the be­gin­ning, each only mas­tur­bated her­self, later we mas­tur­bated each other.” Ms. We­ber smiled in­scrutably. “None could mas­tur­bate me as sen­si­tively and gen­tly as Alma,” she said, smil­ing, “and I’ve been mas­tur­bated by so many.” I nod­ded, when Alma did some­thing it had to be per­fect. “Alma was all over the ninth cloud when I taught her to fuck clit‐to‐clit. She had a much smaller clit than me and could never fuck me well. She much pre­ferred to let me fuck her, and we did that un­til the les­bian pe­riod ended.”  Fi­nally, weeks af­ter the ban­dages were re­moved, fi­nally she dared to start fuck­ing again. Grad­u­ally, Alma was able to leave her alone with the lover. 


I had to in­ter­ject again and again. Yes, of course Alma was in on the phi­lan­der­ing, Mrs. We­ber was al­ways panic‐stricken about get­ting preg­nant. I guess I didn’t un­der­stand cor­rectly, she was a no­ble‐whore, wasn’t she? Now she laughed heartily. Yes, of course, but she didn’t have to fuck the lovers her­self! I had ques­tion marks writ­ten all over my face. She smiled slyly like a cat. “Af­ter all, I al­ways had a num­ber of will­ing house­wives on hand who were very happy to be fucked by my lovers and weren’t afraid of preg­nancy like I was. Alma was one of them.” She feasted on my sur­prise. “Alma couldn’t have chil­dren af­ter Kati was born, so she didn’t care if the guys squirted in­side. She re­ally en­joyed the fuck­ing.” I asked the We­ber to ex­plain it in more de­tail. She had made the lovers happy with con­ver­sa­tion, cud­dled with them, made out with them, and ca­ressed them a lot. She only played with the cocks, but did not make them squirt. Then, when the lover was ready, they all didn’t care about in which hole they could squirt in. She di­rected the lover’s cock into Alma’s cunt, most of them squirted af­ter a short while. But Alma did not re­lease the cock, she kept it un­til it was ready for a sec­ond round. This fuck­ing usu­ally lasted a long time and now Alma could make her­self one or more or­gasms, only then it was over. I lis­tened very at­ten­tively, be­cause at that time I had no idea at all who my Alma re­ally was. We fucked only in the dark bed­room and of course I felt that Alma mas­tur­bated to or­gasm ev­ery time we fucked. The tim­ing she had re­ally well in her mind.


Mrs. We­ber smiled, she had only good cus­tomers. Min­is­ters and prime min­is­ters, diplo­mats and bish­ops, en­trepreneurs and gen­er­als. For Alma they were all the same, men who wanted to fuck and squirt in­side. We­ber her­self al­ways lay down next to the fuck­ing cou­ple, cud­dled up as close as pos­si­ble to them, pressed her body lust­fully against the man, who was there be­cause of her. Ev­ery time he had squirted into Alma and Alma had made him ready for the sec­ond round, she tried to get him off Alma and guide him into her own  pussy. The poor guy got puz­zled and pen­e­trated fi­nally her vagina. Alma smiled and gig­gled glee­fully, as We­ber let him good‐na­turedly fuck for quite a long time. The most men fucked very, very long in the sec­ond round and some­times We­ber got an or­gasm. Oth­er­wise she mas­tur­bated short and sharp to or­gasm, when he fucked Alma again to squirt in­side, be­cause to squirt off he had to switch back to Alma’s cunt. For many years she fucked at most two or three guys a year reg­u­larly, that is, in­clud­ing squirt­ing in­side, if they pleased her so well, that she could mas­ter the panic to be­come preg­nant. I was heav­ily im­pressed, I had not no­ticed all this and only now dis­cov­ered my wife. Mrs. We­ber of­fered Alma a share of the turnover, but Alma took no money, she had enough her­self.


Mrs. We­ber asked if it was true that I fucked the cook dur­ing Alma’s preg­nan­cies? I told her in de­tail that Alma had gen­tly but firmly made me fuck the house­keeper. Alma had told me that the old woman played with her pussy all evening and mas­tur­bated as of­ten as she felt like it — how she knew that, I didn’t guess. For sure it was no prob­lem to fuck her. The house­keeper was quite old and wrin­kled, she hadn’t fucked since she was 14 and only let me fuck her pas­sively and very, very ashamed. Be­fore the first time she cried bit­terly and sobbed that she had not fucked for 50 years and it would be a great shame that the mis­tress had or­dered her to let her­self be fucked by the mas­ter. Alma dragged the poor, sob­bing old woman by the hand into our bed­room. “Un­dress!” she or­dered, and the old woman con­tin­ued to sob and clamor, but she re­luc­tantly and ashamedly un­dressed piece by piece un­til she stood there shiv­er­ing in her bra and panties. “Ev­ery­thing!” said Alma adamantly. The old woman un­fas­tened her bra and let it fall. She had large, full breasts that hung heav­ily down to her belly but­ton like mel­ons. The panties fol­lowed, re­veal­ing the thin­ning gray pu­bic hair, most of which had al­ready fallen out. She sat down on the bed and con­tin­ued to cry and clamor. With­out Alma or I say­ing any­thing she bent over and took my cock in her mouth. She was silent and sucked and licked my cock so, that it was a joy. I had to squirt off al­most im­me­di­ately, the full load into her mouth. She swal­lowed the se­men and looked at me from big cow eyes. “Sorry, it just hap­pened!” and she in­stantly con­tin­ued suck­ing. When he was re­ally stiff, she lay back and slowly and thought­fully in­serted my cock, sigh­ing and moan­ing. She cov­ered her cry­ing face with her arms and turned her head shame­facedly to the side. Alma nod­ded at me and I be­gan to fuck the old woman, who re­mained com­pletely pas­sive. In the course of the fuck­ing she put a hand pro­tec­tively over her clit, but Alma pulled her hand away again. She ob­served that with each thrust the clit moved and be­came quite peaked. I looked ques­tion­ingly at my wife, be­fore I squirted fu­ri­ously with horni­ness, squirt­ing it all into the old cunt. I was done. Alma be­gan to mas­tur­bate the house­keeper de­spite her loud protests, she had seen how stiff the clit had be­come from fuck­ing. The old girl gasped, sighed and moaned. The or­gasm re­ally tore her over and Alma stopped rub­bing the quiv­er­ing and twitch­ing old woman only af­ter min­utes. I knelt in front of her with my half hard‐on, her or­gasm was very ex­cit­ing. Alma urged her to take the cock in her mouth again and make it stiff. The fright­ened old woman obeyed hes­i­tantly, soon I fucked her again and squirted a few sad droplets. Alma mas­tur­bated her again as be­fore and the or­gasm was again very strong. The house­keeper gath­ered her clothes in front of her breasts and ran out of the bed­room naked. I had the im­pres­sion that it was quite al­right with her that Alma al­ways mas­tur­bated her af­ter fuck­ing, to re­lieve the sex­ual arousal that came with fuck­ing. Af­ter fuck­ing, she lifted her ass a lit­tle and joy­fully stretched her stiff clit to­wards Alma’s fin­gers. Be­fore the first fuck, she of­ten licked and sucked my cock so de­vot­edly that I squirted  off in her mouth. I was soon sure that she was do­ing that con­sciously. She looked at me with big cow eyes, fak­ing sur­prise and said “Oh!” or “So-so!” or “Yes!”, then swal­lowed the se­men and kept suck­ing the cock un­til it was stiff again. We did this ev­ery day now, the house­keeper stopped cry­ing and sur­ren­dered to her fate. Months later, af­ter the birth, Alma could fuck again and we left the house­keeper alone. When Alma was preg­nant again, the house­keeper had to come to fuck again. She was not sur­prised and com­plied with shame. Dur­ing the sec­ond preg­nancy, you too, Mrs. We­ber, came some­times here to stand in for your friend Alma, and how happy I was about the change of fuck­ing a beau­ti­ful young woman like you! I did not know then, of course, how far your friend­ship with my wife went! Nev­er­the­less, if you did not come, we called the house­keeper. But I didn’t care, I had to fuck some­one in the pussy, Alma was quite right. It was not a spe­cial feat, I ad­mit.


We­ber had named me two women who had given her like my wife “a help­ing hand”. If Mrs. We­ber was not avail­able, I went to these two to fuck, in the be­gin­ning very of­ten, later less. El­drid had im­mi­grated from Ice­land with her hus­band Snorri and had buried him years ago. She was a gi­ant, cer­tainly 2 me­ters high, beefy and solidly built. I didn’t have to ex­plain much, the men­tion of Mrs. We­ber was open­ing door and cunt. She let me into the an­te­room, un­fas­tened her skirt and dress and got down on all fours, she only ever let me fuck her from be­hind. She was sex­u­ally very starved and usu­ally came quickly to or­gasm. A few times, how­ever, she had to mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing and I left my cock in­side her un­til she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. She was al­ways very friendly and ready to fuck at any time, but we hardly ever spoke. Af­ter each fuck, naked El­drid hugged me close with her nude body, mut­tered a friendly pa­gan say­ing in her lan­guage and kissed me on the head. I bent over and kissed her hair­less pussy in­ti­mately with my tongue. She laughed coo­ing like a dove, spread her labia apart with her hands and of­fered me her big clit to lick. I held on to her big ass cheeks, took the clit be­tween my lips and licked it with my tongue. It took her barely more than a minute, then she trem­bled in or­gasm and tore her clit free from the naughty tongue. I kissed her labia in­ti­mately again, then I left. That said more than any word.


The other was called Irmi. I also found an “open ear” with her, she was also sex­u­ally starved and ready to fuck at any time. She let me into the an­te­room and moved a small box. She dropped her clothes and lay naked back­wards on the box. I fucked and squirted rapidly and she al­ways in­sisted on a sec­ond round even though I couldn’t squirt a sec­ond time. Only the sec­ond time she mas­tur­bated while I fucked her and I fucked her obe­di­ently un­til she or­gasmed. She left the liv­ing room door half open, “at least let the old capon watch us”. I never saw her hus­band, but she as­sured me he would watch us. I re­ally liked how friv­o­lous and ex­hi­bi­tion­is­tic she mas­tur­bated and I al­ways en­joyed vis­it­ing her.


Fuck­ing with Irmi be­came in­creas­ingly pub­lic. She had two chil­dren from dif­fer­ent fa­thers who were not her hus­band. “Ac­ci­dents,” Irmi com­mented dryly. Her hus­band had suf­fered a mas­sive stroke a few months af­ter their wed­ding and re­mained an in­valid ever since, so he couldn’t fuck ei­ther. He was okay with her fuck­ing oth­ers, but not in the apart­ment, not in the mar­i­tal bed. “In the front room, okay, for my sake,” he re­lented a bit. The son, Ben, was 16, would soon be 17. The daugh­ter, Lea, was about to turn 16. And both of them sneaked around us when I was fuck­ing Irmi in the an­te­room. They pre­tended to go to the toi­let, but that changed quickly. Ben watched fu­ri­ously when his mother mas­tur­bated while be­ing fucked and then or­gasmed. Lea just stood next to her mother, watch­ing me squirt in­side the first time and then again for the sec­ond round when I just held the erec­tion un­til Irmi brought her­self to or­gasm. She half‐heart­edly tried to shoo the kids away, with vary­ing de­grees of suc­cess. Then when we were alone, she grad­u­ally told me ev­ery­thing.


She con­tin­ued to let Ben sleep in the mar­i­tal bed naked as she and her hus­band were, even though he was al­ready 11. He pressed up against his mother’s body un­til she showed him how to mas­tur­bate. For days the boy mas­tur­bated with great en­thu­si­asm. He watched her mas­tur­bate, she never made a se­cret of it, and she smiled when the lit­tle man then also mas­tur­bated and squirted over her pussy. That didn’t last long. He wanted to fuck her reg­u­larly, the boys at school talked about it in­ces­santly. Irmi sighed un­hap­pily as she gave in af­ter long hes­i­ta­tion. Since then, the boy fucked her ev­ery night af­ter she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. Her hus­band would get half an erec­tion in ir­reg­u­lar suc­ces­sion when she mas­tur­bated and then fucked Ben. It was his only sex­ual plea­sure that she took his semi‐stiffy in her mouth, licked and rubbed it, then he squirted three drops and she swal­lowed it. He couldn’t stop the two of them fuck­ing next to him in the mar­i­tal bed. 


Lea mas­tur­bated ev­ery night since a long time, Irmi knew that. The girl went her own way any­way, at 10 or 11 she gave hand­jobs to the boys at school like her girl­friends, there was noth­ing to it, she said snot­tily and petu­lantly. When Ben wanted to (and could) fuck sev­eral times in a row at around 15, Irmi told him he should fi­nally find a girl to fuck. Well meant, but he didn’t look for long. He im­me­di­ately made a pass at his sis­ter, he  de­flow­ered her and fucked her ev­ery af­ter­noon since then. Irmi had no chance to turn it off, Lea loved fuck­ing as much as Ben. Lea had climbed up an­other rung on the lad­der and be­longed to the cir­cle of the cho­sen ones who were al­ready fuck­ing reg­u­larly at that age. She was not the only one, some girl­friends fucked with broth­ers, cousins or fa­thers.


One day, Irmi had just un­dressed and laid on the box, Lea came in, naked. She asked Irmi to make room for her, now it was her turn. I stood like a stupid piece of fur­ni­ture next to the two girls, 16‐year‐old Lea and 35‐year‐old Irmi. Lea re­minded Irmi that she had promised her! I looked speech­lessly at Irmi and im­me­di­ately sensed that she had al­ready lost the match. Irmi stood up, Lea lay down. I stepped silently to her. She still had a girl­ish body, very small breasts and I saw it on her hair­less pussy that it had al­ready been through so much.


Irmi stood naked next to her daugh­ter. She nod­ded and Lea grabbed my hard‐on. Obe­di­ently I fol­lowed her silent com­mand, Lea stuck my cock her­self in. Her pussy was not very tight, but quite wet and warm, I slided in­side eas­ily. I did not hug her, but fucked her stand­ing up. Lea was a nat­u­ral won­der, she got one or­gasm af­ter an­other. I didn’t count, I watched Irmi, who nod­ded ap­prov­ingly at each of Lea’s or­gasms and ran her tongue over her lips. Lea stroked her up­per body and tore at her small breasts in or­gasm. I looked at Irmi’s clit, she had pushed her labia aside and I saw her clit grad­u­ally stiffen. I grabbed Lea by the ass cheeks and squirted off, shoot­ing the se­men in rich, full jets in­side. When I was done, I took a step back with my semi‐stiffy. Lea stood up very re­freshed. They didn’t speak a word, now Irmi lay down on the box and Lea re­mained stand­ing next to her. Irmi was al­ready very aroused and my half stiff cock slid in ef­fort­lessly. I fucked her very slowly, giv­ing my cock time to get stiff. Irmi mas­tur­bated frivolously and ob­scenely as al­ways and came to or­gasm af­ter five min­utes. I just couldn’t take it any­more. I said good­bye and left thought­fully. 


This was now the new rou­tine, I first fucked Lea, squirted a full load in­side and then fucked the mas­tur­bat­ing Irmi with­out squirt­ing. I asked her once if it wouldn’t be smarter the other way around, but she shook her head. Lea didn’t have her pe­riod yet, but she did. Ir­reg­u­larly, but still. At first, I crept up ev­ery day to them. It was spe­cial in some in­ex­pli­ca­ble way to fuck a 16‐year‐old whose breasts seemed to grow daily. It was also kind of ex­cit­ing to watch the be­hav­ior of mother and daugh­ter to­wards each other. But half a year later I didn’t come as of­ten, it had lost its ex­cite­ment. I needed more va­ri­ety, El­drid and Mrs. We­ber. When I vis­ited El­drid again af­ter half a year, I felt her ravenous­ness and sex­ual de­pri­va­tion. I stayed longer with her and fucked her twice more, erec­tion was no prob­lem and she could well do with­out squirt­ing. We fucked for the first time in her bed­room, I licked her clit in the breaks to or­gasm and I was very sat­is­fied at the end, I had not lost her, al­though I had ne­glected her shame­fully. But she laughed at the end and tried to teach me some pig­gish ex­pres­sions in Ice­landic. Cock was called hali and cunt was called kut, fuck­ing lata sprengja and mas­tur­bat­ing sjalfs­froa. I learned well, but af­ter a week it was all gone again. El­drid smiled, Ice­landic is hard.


With my We­ber I spoke again of­ten about Alma and that was ac­tu­ally a good feel­ing and nice.
 

Weeks later, Lina snark­ily re­marked that she could have done it with­out me. “He pierced me painfully, squirted in­side me! I’ll fuck now who­ever I want!” I said noth­ing, it was none of my busi­ness. But I told my daugh­ter. The next day she was up­set, she had ex­am­ined Lina in­ti­mately. My daugh­ter cried, the child did not want to be a child any­more! 


For years I re­sisted Lina’s se­duc­tion, she suc­ceeded only at 19 to fuck me, to ride me. For years. 


But that’s an­other story. 






The Mu­sic Pro­ducer


by Jack Faber © 2023




I was both un­lucky and lucky. The car driver who ripped me off the mo­tor­bike was rich and had to pay me 7 fig­ures in com­pen­sa­tion. But I lost my left foot and had a good pros­the­sis that al­lowed me to walk. I sud­denly had money to start my own pro­duc­tion com­pany. 


My wife had di­vorced me three years ago. She had once freed me from the clutches of my nympho­ma­niac mother, whose bed I had shared since I was 11. She had dis­cov­ered that I could squirt at 11 and took me into her bed un­til I was 23. My wife Elsa was my sal­va­tion and we were a con­tented cou­ple un­til she ran off with her masseur. “He can mas­tur­bate me as sen­si­tively, gen­tly and lov­ingly as none of my girl­friends!” she said. But she suf­fered from the fact that he would not and could not fuck her, she had to do it to him with her mouth, some­thing she had al­ways strictly re­fused to do in the past. Now Elsa came over once or twice a week, when she was in town shop­ping, to fuck me. She was so grate­ful that I didn’t hold a grudge against her and let her fuck me straight up. Not an ev­ery­day com­bi­na­tion, but it was okay for all three of us.


I had only one suc­cess pro­fes­sion­ally, Gini, the singing won­der. She had given me dozens of singing sam­ples, which I dis­trib­uted to the ra­dio sta­tions with lit­tle en­thu­si­asm, her love songs were pitch black and deeply sad. Gini was sex­u­ally ret­i­cent and took long weeks be­fore she gave her­self. I liked her shy, girl­ish way of fuck­ing; she had never rid­den on a man’s lap be­fore me. But she was am­bi­tious in her way, rid­ing me daily and sink­ing to my chest in or­gasm, groan­ing and moan­ing she went on and fin­ished the good work. Her songs were pushed by the ra­dio sta­tions, God knows why, her CDs sold amaz­ingly well and she gave her first con­certs. But she never for­got to stop by and give me a ride. The au­di­ence loved the fairy tale that she was still an un­touched vir­gin and she be­haved ac­cord­ingly. Now she was tour­ing the coun­try, but she came at least ev­ery other morn­ing to fuck me, that fuck­ing seemed to bring her suc­cess, she be­lieved firmly in.


I was the only crip­ple in my cir­cle of friends, but the only one with two fixed stars on my sex list: my wife Elsa and the singer Gini. She made my small com­pany de­cent money, I couldn’t com­plain. I con­cen­trated on or­ga­niz­ing Gini’s con­certs, al­ways pro­vid­ing her with good mu­si­cians and keep­ing my­self ready for her suc­cess. She some­times trav­eled half the night to fuck me, that was her guar­an­tee of suc­cess. She fucked only a few of her mu­si­cians, but the real guar­an­tor re­mained me. She cried some­times when she had an or­gasm while rid­ing and sank on my chest, but they were tears of joy. I al­ways knew that I didn’t fuck par­tic­u­larly well and could by no means guar­an­tee her suc­cess, but I didn’t stop her from be­liev­ing ei­ther. I en­joyed her de­mand­ing sex, who would chase a 20 year old with an an­gelic face and a golden voice off his lap? She fol­lowed my thoughts and now stood in the spot­light ev­ery evening in a white, al­most translu­cent long dress with­out un­der­wear. A beau­ti­ful nude, in­no­cently of­fer­ing her un­touched vir­gin body and her won­der­ful voice to the au­di­ence. I was al­ready start­ing to feed ra­dio sta­tions in neigh­bor­ing coun­tries and think­ing about an over­land tour. And I loved my des­tiny to fuck with Elsa and Gini al­most ev­ery day. 


Then Ena en­tered my of­fice. Ac­tu­ally, her name was Mag­dalena, but she chose Ena as her stage name. It is worth men­tion­ing to de­scribe her. A tomboy­ish short page­boy hair­style framed her child­like face. She had no breasts, no hips and no ass worth men­tion­ing. In short, a flat board. And, of course, she couldn’t sing any more than Gini had in the be­gin­ning. She had nei­ther her own mu­si­cians nor any other singers, that was clear from the start. But, and I still find it hard to write this down, she wanted to start with a girl band and be­come fa­mous. “Like Gini, you made her fa­mous, didn’t you, Fred?” I nod­ded un­hap­pily to the 16 year old who was re­ally al­ready 21. “Yes,” I said, look­ing for a way out, “but it had started with sex, lots of ob­ses­sive sex!” I lied, be­cause I wanted to get rid of her as soon as pos­si­ble. “Sure,” Ena said lightly, “I’ll give you hand­jobs, as many as you want!” My strat­egy didn’t work, she smiled for the first time and al­ready saw her­self on the con­cert stage. “I don’t give a shit about hand­jobs and all that new­fan­gled stuff!” I growled. She re­turned from the stage lights. “What do you like then?” she asked, shud­der­ing but at­ten­tive. “Get­ting fucked, be­ing rid­den while sit­ting,” I said un­apolo­get­i­cally, jut­ting my steel foot into view. Ena glanced at it and nod­ded, “I see!” and then an­other thought­ful si­lence. Damn it, it was she who wanted the spot­light af­ter all!


Ena slipped down one strap of her dress and ab­sent­mind­edly ca­ressed her chest. She had a rather small, flat chest and con­cen­trated on twirling her nip­ple with her fin­gers. “But blowjobs, with my mouth, you like that, don’t you?” she asked abruptly and I nod­ded, “only be­fore the rid­ing I do, not oth­er­wise,” I in­formed her. I knew she didn’t have any­thing to get off on stage, but maybe she wanted to fuck me. She nod­ded, “all right. I just have a very ir­reg­u­lar pe­riod and don’t want to get preg­nant un­planned.” She looked straight at me, she was by type some­one who got straight to the point. “I need you to squirt the whole load in my mouth so you don’t squirt in me later when I fuck you. Okay?” She waited a mo­ment un­til I nod­ded.


She slipped the sec­ond strap over her shoul­der and stood up. Her dress fell to the floor. She came around the desk, I could see in her lace panties that she had a shaved pussy. She knelt down in front of me and I took off my pants, kick­ing them care­lessly to the side. I pressed the but­ton that locked the en­trance door and set the phone to “do not dis­turb”. Ena took my semi‐tiffy in her hand. “Squirt it please all in, the full load!” she re­minded me be­fore tak­ing the cock into her mouth. And she could, damn it, she could! I leaned back and closed my eyes. She was do­ing ev­ery­thing right with her fist, her lips and her tongue, I was a good judge of that be­cause I had had hun­dreds of blowjobs, most of them didn’t come close to what Ena was per­form­ing. I’ll have to ask her if she was a pro­fes­sional at giv­ing head. Then I ex­ploded in her mouth, she sucked and sucked it all up, to the last drop. She stood up smil­ing and waited a few mo­ments. She slipped her panties down and sat on my thighs. I smiled kindly as she very del­i­cately and gen­tly brought the cock to a stand. She bent down again and sucked it. “Just to wet it, then it goes in eas­ier,” she com­mented softly and put it in. He did in­deed slide in ef­fort­lessly, she sat up prop­erly and grabbed me by the shoul­ders. Then she rode me, start­ing slowly and get­ting faster, much like my wife Elsa rode me. She paused for a mo­ment, star­tled, as I squirted off and con­tin­ued very slowly, vir­tu­ally milk­ing me, in the same rhythm as I squirted in. Only when I stopped squirt­ing and my cock soft­ened did she pull it out and rest her fore­head on my shoul­der. “You squirted in­side me,” she said tone­lessly. “I’m sorry,” I replied, “but that’s just the way it is.” I made no ef­fort to talk around it. “That’s the way it is, that’s the way it’s al­ways been.” I asked qui­etly if she was go­ing to make  her­self an or­gasm, I had no­ticed her sex­ual arousal af­ter all. She shook her head af­ter a few mo­ments, she usu­ally only did that in the evening, be­fore fall­ing asleep. I nod­ded and whis­pered, all the women I knew did that. Ena rose, got dressed and sat down again. We talked for a while longer about how we were go­ing to pro­ceed. I said straight out that I would for­get about her by to­mor­row and if she wanted to be etched in my mem­ory, she would just have to keep com­ing around so I would think of her. Late af­ter­noon prefer­ably. 


Ena had the pill pre­scribed, even though she de­tested the chem­i­cal stuff, and also kept the “morn­ing af­ter pill” handy. One thing I had to ac­cept, giv­ing up was not in her vo­cab­u­lary. She came ev­ery af­ter­noon, long af­ter Gini and Elsa, ev­ery late af­ter­noon. She did try with all her might to make me squirt ev­ery­thing into her mouth, but I al­ways squirted while fuck­ing, even if only a lit­tle bit. I made a green tick in my cal­en­dar ev­ery day.


Ena, who watched Gini’s per­for­mances on lo­cal TV ev­ery night, fi­nally brought her first band mem­ber, Maria. She was her age, re­ally curvy and round and she sang some songs of fa­mous stars. Yes, yes, that was a voice! I nod­ded to Ena, that Maria was quite okay! I won­der if she would have told her what I ex­pected? Ena nod­ded un­hap­pily. Maria was only 19 and still a vir­gin, she had never done a blowjob, just lots of hand­jobs. But she wanted to learn ev­ery­thing, Maria in­ter­jected, she wanted to do ev­ery­thing to make a big ef­fort! I nod­ded in agree­ment, she should un­dress like Ena and look at it now up close, to­mor­row would be her turn. I looked at Maria’s naked­ness cu­ri­ously, she had nice full breasts and was all shaved like Ena, like most girls these days. She knelt down next to Ena, who showed her the blowjob in great de­tail and let her try it again and again. Ena tore her mouth wide open to show Maria how I squirted into and she swal­lowed the se­men smil­ing.


Maria had to touch my cock with her hand as Ena in­serted it her­self and leave her hand there while she rode me. Ena or­gasmed for the first time long be­fore I squirted and bit my shoul­der as the or­gasm jerked her pussy back and forth. I was now con­vinced that Maria was pretty much of a les­bian as Maria’s hand touch­ing her clit dur­ing the fuck­ing made her or­gasm. She smiled sheep­ishly at Maria and kept go­ing, fin­ish­ing it off prop­erly. Maria asked Ena wor­riedly if she was okay that she did her clit with her fin­gers while she fucked? Ena smiled, that was quite okay, al­though it was a se­cret be­tween the two of them and now Fred would have seen their se­cret. Maria kept nod­ding, she had no­ticed and un­der­stood ev­ery­thing. She would be ready to­mor­row. I let them both float out and thought for a mo­ment. Gini would come be­fore break­fast, that was cer­tain. I called Elsa, I would need a break to­mor­row, be­cause in the af­ter­noon two girls would come to fuck. I heard Elsa’s big smile on the phone. It was good that I told her the truth and didn’t lie stupidly. I knew Elsa could spot any lie right away. 


Ena and Maria ar­rived on time. I lis­tened at­ten­tively be­cause they sang well‐known songs in pairs and I fi­nally heard Ena’s deep voice, she could re­ally im­pro­vise the sec­ond voice and let Maria take the lead. I was not dis­sat­is­fied and said, two more girls and a few good stu­dio mu­si­cians and we can go and run! I demon­stra­tively pressed the lock but­ton, I was al­ready hot to fuck Maria. I touched her body up and down, she had a much smaller clit than Ena, Gini and Elsa. She knelt in front of me, Ena knelt next to her, sort of as a prompter. Maria made the blowjob very ner­vously and Ena whis­pered ahead how to pro­ceed. With the squirt­ing in her mouth did not work at all, Ena took over im­me­di­ately, she let me squirt in her mouth and swal­lowed the se­men smil­ing.


Maria stood un­de­cided in front of me. “I want it, I want it so bad!” she cried twice half aloud to spur her­self on. She sat up prop­erly, but her hand shook far too much as she tried to in­sert it. Ena guided the cock into Maria’s vagi­nal en­trance and waited. With a wild, de­ter­mined jerk, she slipped her vagina over the cock and sighed, then rode me re­ally well. I squirted in, re­ally good and hard. Then I wiped the lit­tle bit of blood off my cock with a pa­per hand­ker­chief. Maria stood up with bright eyes and told Ena, it didn’t hurt at all. I dis­missed the two of them and called Elsa. I told her ev­ery­thing and we laughed and chat­ted for al­most an hour. 


Days later, the quar­tet was com­plete. Ria and Tina were ex­cel­lent singers and I put in a tape af­ter the other. They prac­ticed for only half an hour, then the quar­tet sounded and I lis­tened with my eyes closed. I will work with you, I said into the si­lence, to­mor­row they should give me four sug­ges­tions for the name of the band. I pressed the lock but­ton, I wanted to fuck. All four of them took off their clothes.


I touched Tina and Ria cu­ri­ously. They were no longer vir­gins and pert Ria bab­bled as I pal­pated her clit that she mas­tur­bated a lot ev­ery night. Tina didn’t want to be out­done and said she mas­tur­bated very late at night. Sev­eral times. And al­ways af­ter fuck­ing. I don’t want to get a heart at­tack, I said to the four sweet elves, one may do the blowjob and an­other fuck me, or fuck in­stead of the blowjob. Ena and Maria im­me­di­ately backed off, Ria and Tina both wanted to fuck and not do a blowjob. I grabbed Ria’s hand, “you first!” So it hap­pened, three of them watched as Ria and later Tina fucked me prop­erly. Tina was the only one who pressed her­self tightly against me and mas­tur­bated frivolously, ob­scenely and ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally af­ter fuck­ing.  Be­fore they left, I said that on Mon­day I would have a band of mu­si­cians in my lit­tle stu­dio. And I was only go­ing to fuck one or two of them, which was more than enough. They left hap­pily chat­ting and I called Elsa.


“Four An­gels,” “Four Girl House,” “The Hot Chicks,” and “Us Girls” were their sug­ges­tions. I nod­ded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally, pretty great! So, you are “Hot Stages”, does ev­ery­one agree? I re­gret­ted my cock­i­ness. Four against one. I let them frolic for fif­teen min­utes, then enough was enough. They’ll be the “Hot­pants,” wear­ing as trade­mark hot pants that were pre­pared so their panties were vis­i­ble to the au­di­ence and cheeky, re­veal­ing tops, T‐shirts or cheeky bras. Into the en­su­ing si­lence, Ena said no panties, show­ing off labia and slits would be more ef­fec­tive. The si­lence was cut­ting. Then I said with a smile, “if you are singing in a church or in front of chil­dren, but with panties!” Now ev­ery­one laughed, the em­bar­rass­ing mo­ment was over. I gave up fuck­ing to­day, Gini and Elsa had al­ready ex­hausted me to­day.


Daily the Hot­pants prac­ticed with the mu­si­cians and when they left I got the blowjob or the fuck­ing. The girls were all on the pill and I was al­lowed to squirt in at will. The blowjobs be­came less fre­quent, it was fine with me, get­ting fucked was a lot of fun. 


I recorded more and more of­ten demo tapes, with the work for Gini and the Hot­pants I had a lot to do. The demo tapes went to the ra­dio sta­tions and dis­ap­peared just as quickly. They per­formed on small stages ev­ery few weeks, their mu­sic wasn’t dis­tinc­tive enough. But it soon made the rounds that the Hot­pants had noth­ing on un­der the hot pants, you could see “ev­ery­thing”! I had to book big­ger stages, the CDs were still sell­ing poorly, but the gigs were sell­ing out, ev­ery week. I hired three pro­fes­sional pho­tog­ra­phers, they were to shoot the live‐per­for­mances and take as many pussy pho­tos as pos­si­ble. I had a pro­fes­sional de­signer de­velop the next CD‐cov­ers with the pussy pho­tos, but she con­vinced me to blur the pussies on the cov­ers, that is, to over­shadow them and in­stead print the lyrics as an in­sert sup­ple­ment and place the orig­i­nal pussy pho­tos there. That was wiser from the point of view of the state cen­sor­ship au­thor­i­ties. The good woman was right, the CDs now sold like hot­cakes, the “sup­ple­ment” slipped through the cen­sors. The Hot­pants were now stars. Good money was pour­ing into my cof­fers. 


Or­ga­niz­ing con­certs for Gini and the Hot­pants be­came a tough bone job. I had to slow Gini down a bit, I didn’t have that much time to fuck any­more, sorry. Also the Hot­pants had to step shorter, I wanted to fuck only one in the af­ter­noon, they should make it out among them­selves, who. In­stead, I took more time for Elsa, she fucked me by far the best. But I kept silent per­sis­tently when she thought aloud to leave the masseur. She had to de­cide that on her own, I didn’t say a sin­gle word about it. 


I needed a fe­male em­ployee, the work was too much for one. A woman, not a man, that was cer­tain from the be­gin­ning. That’s how Molly came to me. She was ex­actly what I was look­ing for. She had taken 8 years off be­cause of the baby and wanted to work. And she could do ev­ery­thing pretty well, grasped how my work went in the first hour and was in­de­pen­dent from the sec­ond. The 40‐year‐old smiled, “whether I’m sell­ing farm ma­chin­ery or or­ga­niz­ing gigs, it doesn’t mat­ter to me.” I had long ago com­piled a de­tailed check­list for the dif­fer­ent types of projects and gigs, and Molly used it. Ex­cept for a few ty­pos, which she smil­ingly cor­rected, they were flaw­less. 


I in­vited Molly to lunch at the Ital­ian restau­rant, that’s the way it should be, I ar­gued. She no­ticed my limp, of course, and avoided ask­ing. I ex­plained and she just nod­ded. The meal was a suc­cess, we got to know each other bet­ter and I learned that she fucked only and ex­clu­sively with her hus­band. It was not easy for her, by God, but she kept her mar­riage vows. She had been mar­ried for al­most 10 years and had al­ready sus­pected her hus­band sev­eral times of cheat­ing, who of course ad­mit­ted noth­ing. That was an­other rea­son why she wanted to work, so that she wouldn’t have to de­pend on a cheater if the worst came to the worst. 


I de­cided to come clean to her to­day, the first day. Gini, Elsa, the Hot­pants, one at a time. It was tough stuff, but I didn’t want to bam­boo­zle her. She asked about Elsa three times. Di­vorced, and still…? She didn’t say the word. “Yes, we fuck, we fuck with the great­est plea­sure!” Only sit­ting, be­cause of my leg. She nod­ded, that was easy to un­der­stand. But the other man? I ex­plained that he only cum in her mouth and that she was al­ready very dis­grun­tled be­cause of that. “Into her mouth… In­side?” she asked, shud­der­ing. I was quite frank about how Elsa does it to him with her mouth, and Molly was quite dis­gusted and hor­ri­fied. She al­most couldn’t imag­ine it. I told her that some­times the Hot­pants gave me a blowjob too. She silently took note. “Do they have to, or do they get to?” was her ques­tion, and I re­as­sured her that I had never forced any­one to do any­thing, only will­ingly or not at all, I al­ways held to that iron­clad. The meal was over, but I asked her any­way. No, she had gone into the en­gage­ment as a vir­gin, had never been with an­other man…. And they did it, him mostly on top, her on the bot­tom. A few times her hus­band wanted to do it from be­hind like dogs, but she had never liked it. In the be­gin­ning, when she had her pe­riod, she did him very gen­tly with her fin­ger­tips, af­ter she un­der­stood his ex­pla­na­tion, and very gen­tly pulled the fore­skin over the glans, back and forth, that was enough dur­ing the first months to make him cum. Later, how­ever, she did it quite firmly with her fist, he had taught her so when her care­ful rub­bing with her fin­ger­tips was no longer enough for him. Since her Kevin was born, he of­ten did it him­self and she sus­pected him of mak­ing a pass at her de­mented but horny mother. Molly blushed slightly, her mother had lived with them since Kevin was born, but she was sadly de­mented. She could look af­ter the lit­tle one won­der­fully and eas­ily dur­ing the day, but her mind clouded over at night.


Then her mother came naked into their bed­room and lay down with her hus­band. She re­ally wanted to fuck him, she said, but Molly turned away and tried to sleep. He did not keep his mar­riage vows and fucked her mother reg­u­larly. Molly’s heart al­most stopped, but the two of them fucked ob­ses­sively. He did not give Molly a chance to talk to him about it. Molly kept silent and was lost in her thoughts. — So, was she do­ing it her­self? Molly turned a scar­let red. A girl­friend had shown her last year, she showed it a dozen times to her as she did it and did it then to her too with her fin­gers half a dozen times. She hadn’t known it be­fore and she only did it now and then, not ev­ery week. Din­ner was over and we went back to the of­fice. 


I had told Molly that when I got lady vis­i­tors, she was to go for a walk and not come back un­til the door was un­locked again. That went pretty well for the first 14 days, if the door was still locked, she would go again. But af­ter two weeks, she said that was a stupid so­lu­tion. She was los­ing too much time, miss­ing phone calls, and get­ting noth­ing done. She turned her desk around and turned her back on me. She said I should just go ahead and fuck the ladies, she wouldn’t turn around and get back to work. I shrugged my shoul­ders, I was fine with that. This had been go­ing quite well for half a year. Of course Molly got to see our fuck­ing, I even thought that she some­times watched se­cretly, but it didn’t mat­ter. She did her job ex­cel­lently and I could fuck as of­ten as I wanted. 


One morn­ing, Molly came to work all teary‐eyed and as white as a sheet. I was alarmed and went to see her. If she was sick, surely she didn’t have to come to work! She shook her head, “I’m not sick!” and then she started cry­ing. I hit the lock but­ton and the phone calls were di­verted to voice­mail. Then I grabbed a vis­i­tor’s chair and sat with Molly. I let her cry and didn’t ask un­til she blew her nose loudly, clear­ing her throat and wip­ing her tears.


The stupid bas­tard wanted a di­vorce, he’d been hav­ing an af­fair for a long time and was mov­ing in with her. He promised to sup­port her and Kevin fi­nan­cially, he could not af­ford a law­suit pro­fes­sion­ally. “He cheated on me, for years! I knew about my mother, but I wouldn’t di­vorce him be­cause of that! I thought it was a tem­po­rary thing that had come from my de­mented mother in par­tic­u­lar, and that would be over some­day. And now he’s gone, pre­pared long in ad­vance. I’m alone with Kevin and the mother!”


I let her cry, be­cause there was noth­ing to be done. At least he was de­cent enough to sup­port her fi­nan­cially. She wasn’t mak­ing a bad liv­ing with me, so none of that was a prob­lem. But ev­ery­thing else was. I de­cided to close the of­fice to­day and un­cer­e­mo­ni­ously can­celled Elsa and Ena. I grabbed Molly and went down to the Ital­ian place. She hadn’t eaten since yes­ter­day at noon. A good meal was al­ways right. 


She sput­tered it all out in dis­or­ga­nized suc­ces­sion. Her par­ents had sep­a­rated when she was 13. She went with her fa­ther, her 10‐year‐old brother stayed with her mother. She was lucky, her fa­ther raised her to be an ed­u­cated young woman. Sex did not in­ter­est him at all, he never ap­proached her un­seemly and she was not in­ter­ested in sex ei­ther. So she went into mar­riage with her ju­nior boss as virgo in­tacta. 


Her brother had it bad. The mother was a nympho­ma­niac and se­duced the boy at 11, when he could squirt. He stayed in his mother’s bed and tore him­self away from her at 18, mar­ry­ing to a dis­tant city and avoid­ing his fam­ily from then on. The mar­riage with her hus­band was good for many years, only de­te­ri­o­rat­ing in the last months. He let her mother into their mar­i­tal bed at night and fucked her next to his wife. He rarely fucked his wife any­more, they hadn’t fucked in months. But he tried hard to play a nice fam­ily to their son Kevin. And now he was gone, the cheater, the be­trayer, the bas­tard. 


Molly barely cried, her in­dig­na­tion out­weigh­ing the loss of the guy who shame­lessly fucked her mother in the mar­riage bed. I hooked up, it had gone much the same way with me. I told her that I had slept in my mother’s bed un­til I was 23 and that even af­ter my mar­riage to Elsa she had spent the night in our mar­riage bed at least once a week. Elsa didn’t mind at all that I fucked the old woman once or twice ev­ery week. Elsa smiled know­ingly and grinned that the poor thing was al­ready suf­fer­ing greatly from her nympho­ma­nia. It stopped only af­ter years, when her li­bido dis­ap­peared from one day to the next. As if she sensed it, Elsa called and in­quired. I got up and walked a few steps to make the call, Molly rushed off for her third help­ing of pasta. I came back ten min­utes later, she had pol­ished off the pasta and all the white wine. That was a good sign. We ate and drank for an­other hour and left. Up­stairs, in the of­fice, I im­me­di­ately sat down in front of the screen, per­haps some­thing im­por­tant had come in. I looked up in ir­ri­ta­tion. Molly was stand­ing right in front of me. Naked.


She smiled to hide her in­se­cu­rity. I looked at her, she had an av­er­age body, her breasts were small and flabby, above her slit a small, dense blond bush. She stood there se­ri­ously, al­low­ing her­self to be mus­tered. She hadn’t fucked in a year, she said softly, nar­row­ing her eyes in shame, and she’d only done it some­times in that time with her fin­ger be­cause my fuck­ing in the of­fice had aroused her so much. “I want to fuck you now, Fred, it’s push­ing me hard. Please. Please let me fuck!” I thought in a flash if there was any down­side. I re­mem­bered that some­one had once said that this was not a good idea, you just don’t fuck an em­ployee. I pushed the thought aside and pressed the lock but­ton. I nod­ded and took Molly by the hand. My screen beeped, an email. 


I lifted my butt a lit­tle and took off my pants. Molly blushed when she saw my cock. “I’ve never seen an­other cock, never fucked any­one else,” she whis­pered, “but now I want it, want it badly!” She sat down on my lap and reached for my cock. “It’s much big­ger and thicker than his,” she sighed in dis­ap­point­ment when it didn’t im­me­di­ately en­ter her vagina. “I’ve never fucked an­other man’s cock,” she said thought­fully, “and Kevin was a C‐sec­tion be­cause my vagina was too tight. Maybe all men have big­ger dicks than him?” She tried again in vain to get my cock in. “It won’t work, it won’t fit!” she sighed, close to tears. I mut­tered that he had gone in ev­ery­where so far, she should try more vig­or­ously.  Molly nod­ded un­cer­tainly. “I’ve never done it in that po­si­tion be­fore, but I’ve seen it many times. Here, with you.” Her whis­per was barely au­di­ble. She lifted her ass, steered my cock into her vagi­nal en­trance with one hand, and I grabbed her by the ass cheeks and slowly placed her on my cock with firm pres­sure. She made a sound of pain, then laughed. “It’s like a sec­ond de­flow­er­ing!” she laughed. “But it feels damn good, Fred, your cock fills me all the way!”  Her vagina was sur­pris­ingly tight, warm and wet. It felt very good.


She be­gan to fuck me. She fucked me very slowly, slowly up and slowly down, the full length. I could feel her clit slid­ing along my cock. It was go­ing well, my arousal was ris­ing and she gasped af­ter a few min­utes, “Fred, it’s com­ing for me,” and then she cried louder, “It’s com­ing, Fred, it’s com­ing!”  She sank onto my chest af­ter mo­ments with a long sigh. I could feel her or­gasm with my cock. She opened her eyes and I felt her or­gasm very clearly. She stayed on my chest un­til the or­gasm sub­sided. “I rarely got an or­gasm when he fucked me,” she said. I moved my ass and growled for her to please con­tinue. She did and fin­ished it off with slow, firm up‐ and down move­ments, open­ing her mouth as I squirted off in her vagina. Her eye­lids flut­tered as I squirted in­side jet af­ter jet. She re­mained sit­ting on my cock for a long time, her head on my chest. “It’s the first time any­one else has ever squirted in­side me,” she whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly.


The of­fice stayed closed that day, def­i­nitely. We talked about fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing, she didn’t know much about that. She said maybe she should mas­tur­bate more of­ten if it would do her any good. I con­jured the co­gnac from my desk and we drank quite a bit. She re­mained sit­ting naked on my lap play­ing with my soft cock. I told her that it was a great phys­i­cal chal­lenge to fuck so many dif­fer­ent women and that she must not over­tax me. She un­der­stood that im­me­di­ately, she didn’t want to be the cause of my heart at­tack. We laughed like chil­dren who had just thought of some­thing fancy. Evening came, but she wouldn’t leave my lap, not when I had just had a mag­nif­i­cent erec­tion. Again a long trial and er­ror, again a forced pen­e­tra­tion. She beamed, drunk as we both were, and fucked me her way, with long up‐ and down move­ments she let her clit slide along my cock. She didn’t get an or­gasm and I only squirted a few sad droplets. But we were both hap­pily do­ing it and her fuck­ing ex was nowhere to be seen. 


I re­sumed my rhythm, Gini, Elsa and the Hot­pants, one af­ter the other. Molly blush­ingly told me that she now mas­tur­bated ev­ery night and fan­ta­sized about the beau­ti­ful fuck­ing. Ev­ery evening when we broke up, she would come to me cu­ri­ously ask­ing if I felt like it. Some­times I didn’t feel like it and I didn’t have the strength any­more, but most of the time we fucked to end the day. I had shown her how im­por­tant the slid­ing of her clit was for her own or­gasm and she ac­tu­ally learned it. It was no longer im­por­tant to ei­ther of us at all, whether I could still squirt at the end. 


It was a good year. Elsa had left her masseur and moved back in with me. She knew that I had to keep the oth­ers happy. She laughed heartily, “I don’t want to tell you how to run your whore­house!” That made it of­fi­cial, she only talked about “your whore­house!”









The Godly Woman


by Jack Faber © 2023




I have been the Doc­tor’s house­keeper for 50 years, for the first and now the sec­ond doc­tor. I come from a very poor fam­ily and I only at­tended el­e­men­tary school for a few years. They sent me to work very soon, they thought I was too stupid to go to the con­vent. That was my great­est de­sire, to be­come a Bride of Christ, and I have been go­ing to early Mass ev­ery Sun­day all my life. In the si­lence of the church I can talk won­der­fully with Christ, no one dis­turbs me, no one shoos me to work. 


The doc­tor treated me very well, now he was tired of wid­ow­hood and had re­mar­ried. The new mis­tress was quite nice, al­though at first she treated me like a silly child. But soon she was sat­is­fied that I did all the work well. She could lie naked on the bed all day long, drink­ing mar­ti­nis and watch­ing TV.  She had a son, Jack, who was quite nice, but maybe just a toad who just wanted to fuck me. Jack was im­me­di­ately sym­pa­thetic to me be­cause he ad­dressed me with my name Maria, his par­ents only talked about the “house­keeper” as if I were a piece of fur­ni­ture. Jack and I oc­cu­pied the two up­stairs rooms, there was a bath­room be­tween us. 


Jack called me into the bath­room at the crack of dawn on the very first day, I was sup­posed to wash his back. That was re­ally no prob­lem, I washed his back with­out look­ing left and right and left im­me­di­ately. He had his back washed ev­ery morn­ing, he took a shower ev­ery morn­ing. It wasn’t un­til a few days later that he turned around and had the front to be soaped and washed. I swear by the Blessed Vir­gin that I al­ways left out the prob­lem area and did not touch it. This seemed to an­noy him a bit and he de­manded that I soap up and wash the prob­lem area as well.


Thereby there was of course a prob­lem, that’s why it’s called prob­lem zone. He gave me im­pa­tiently the in­struc­tion to also soap and wash the cock and the whole prob­lem area. He asked, amused, if I had never seen a cock be­fore. I said truth­fully, yes I had, back at the vil­lage pond when we were kids. I was un­com­fort­able with his amused look. Was Jack four­teen or eigh­teen? I hadn’t been pay­ing close at­ten­tion. He asked if I wanted to tell him? We sat down on the edge of the bath­tub and I told him. 


We used to splash around in the vil­lage pond when we were kids, that’s when I saw the first cocks. But I was not in­ter­ested in it, the grandma had pre­pared me for the con­vent life, I was not al­lowed to touch the cocks of course. I was al­lowed to look, it was re­ally ex­cit­ing and thrilling, how the other girls played with the cocks. But when they rubbed the cocks for real and the big­ger ones stuck the cocks in their holes and let them squirt in­side, I had to look away, my grand­mother had or­dered me to do so. I some­times looked through be­tween my fin­gers, but that was for­bid­den. So yes, I have seen cocks, I said to Jack. He had lis­tened very qui­etly and asked if I had not seen any more cocks later? “No, of course not, the grandma soon did not let me with the other chil­dren to the vil­lage pond, be­cause I should no longer see these messes. I swore to Jack by the Blessed Vir­gin that I had never see an­other cock af­ter that. I was, af­ter all, in­tended to be the Bride of Christ, and the Christ didn’t just show his cock around, only when you had be­come his Bride and you have given your­self to him!” Jack looked at me askance from the side, do I re­ally be­lieve this bull­shit? I was re­ally of­fended and said it with in­dig­na­tion too. I may not have been smart enough for the real con­vent, but I lay sprawled on my bed ev­ery night pray­ing that Christ would fi­nally take me and make me His bride with His holy lit­tle cock, or so Grandma had taught me. I was hon­est in my heart, I waited for the Christ ev­ery night and was moved to tears think­ing of him. Jack just looked at me big, then he had to go.


The very next morn­ing Jack showed me some­thing new to do. Af­ter the shower he un­screwed the shower head, now a sin­gle jet came out. With one hand I had to grab his cock firmly and pull the skin all the way back so that the glans pro­truded well. With the other hand I had to swing the wa­ter jet back and forth on the glans. That was re­ally funny, I thought, the cock in my hand quiv­ered and twitched. I laughed softly, be­cause that was re­ally funny! All at once it squirted out of the glans and when it stopped squirt­ing, Jack said now it was done. 


While he was dry­ing him­self off, we sat peace­fully side by side again on the edge of the bath­tub and he asked if I had ever seen squirt­ing be­fore? I blushed a lit­tle. Yes, al­though grandma had for­bid­den me to look. I saw a few times how the girls rubbed the cocks un­til it squirted. But then I cov­ered my eyes be­cause I wasn’t al­lowed to see that pig­gish mess. “I guess you did ev­ery­thing grandma told you to do, didn’t you?” I nod­ded, “mostly.”  Jack had to go again, but we should talk about it to­mor­row. 


I had taken Jack’s ad­vice and came to wash in just my bra and panties so my dress wouldn’t get wet. I du­ti­fully did it with the stream of wa­ter and held his cock un­til he had cum and fin­ished, then we sat on the edge and he dried off. He asked and I con­tin­ued to tell. How the girls rubbed the lit­tle cocks, for some it came very quick, for oth­ers it took a long time. The big­ger girls had the cocks stucked in her hole and the boys squirted in­side, but I could never see it up close, al­though I wanted to see it very closely. I told ev­ery­thing hon­estly to grandma then, un­til weeks later she for­bade me to go to the vil­lage pond to play. “Do you think it was all a pig­gish mess too, like my grandma?” I asked Jack. He shook his head, “there was noth­ing dirty or pig­gish about it,” he said, “grandma had just talked you into shit. She was just try­ing to make her­self look like a saint!” I shook my head, “Grandma never pre­tended to be a saint!” Jack had to run and said, “let’s talk about it to­mor­row!” I still re­mained seated. Jack was the first per­son to talk to me for so long, to lis­ten to me for so long. I was sure Grandma would have said smut about me hold­ing Jack’s cock in my hand and let­ting him cum un­der the stream of wa­ter, too. I stuck my tongue out at the granny for a mo­ment, I don’t rub his cock, I don’t rub his cock! And a saint the granny cer­tainly was not. It kind of did me good that I had Jack to talk to. 


The next day, Jack asked if he could touch my lovely boobs while I was do­ing the wa­ter jet. I was al­ways em­bar­rassed un­til then be­cause I had boobs as big as Turk­ish wa­ter­mel­ons, but Jack was a nice boy and he let me tell him ev­ery­thing. So I nod­ded in agree­ment, I had the bra on and he could con­fi­dently touch it out­side, I said. I held his cock as usual and let the wa­ter jet dance on his glans. Jack slid his hands in­side the bra. I flinched for a mo­ment, but kept go­ing. He groped, ex­plored, ca­ressed my breasts and his fin­gers dis­cov­ered my nip­ples. I shud­dered pleas­antly and bit my lips to­gether. Fi­nally Jack squirted, he seemed de­lighted and rubbed my nip­ples hard un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. Then we sat down. 


No, I told, my grand­mother was not a saint, I should be one. She was not a saint, she flipped up her skirt im­me­di­ately when a man from the vil­lage came. He pushed his pants down a bit and I al­ways saw his naked ass bounc­ing up and down. It wasn’t un­til I was 7 or 8 that I had to go out when a man came. She never ex­plained it to me, but when I saw the girls at the vil­lage pond stick­ing the cocks in and the boys’ asses bounc­ing up and down and then squirt­ing in­side, I un­der­stood right away that grandma let the men squirt in­side like the girls did. But I didn’t re­ally see it, only the asses of the boys and men. Jack had to leave, but to­mor­row we’ll talk more, he said over his shoul­der. I stayed in my seat for a while. I had not told Jack ev­ery­thing. It hadn’t left me alone when Grandma sent me out. I had dis­cov­ered that I could spy through the hatch from the kitchen, and then I did that for years. I was prac­ti­cally be­hind Grandma’s head and saw ev­ery­thing from that per­spec­tive. Of Grandma I saw the head from be­hind, her ex­posed mel­on­like breasts, and the thick bush of hair down there. Mostly I couldn’t see any­thing of the cock, it was go­ing in and out of her bush. With some it was very quick, with oth­ers it took a long time. I never saw the squirt­ing it­self, but if they got stuck in it, I knew it, now he’s squirt­ing. The men gave grandma money af­ter­wards, which she hid in the kitchen cup­board. But I wasn’t sure if I should tell Jack about it. 


The other day, Jack un­hooked my bra and dropped it. I couldn’t look him in the eye, I was very ashamed that my mel­ons hung down to my belly but­ton. But he didn’t mind at all, he stroked and ca­ressed them as if they were some­thing spe­cial, some­thing sa­cred. I di­rected the stream of wa­ter quite con­cen­trated, I wanted to make it beau­ti­ful for him out of grat­i­tude, be­cause he liked my boobs ob­vi­ously. I no­ticed that we were both smil­ing, that it made us both happy. We were sit­ting on the edge of the bath­tub again, he ca­ressed my breasts and I was about to tell him about Grandma, when Jack asked how I meant it, ly­ing stretched out on the bed wait­ing for the Christ? So I told him in de­tail. How I lay stretched out naked on the bed, arms and legs spread wide open, and with my eyes closed I begged very fer­vently for the Christ to make me His Bride and stick His holy lit­tle cock in­side me. This was my most fer­vent de­sire, my des­tiny. I was some­times so en­rap­tured that I felt the lit­tle cock al­ready pen­e­trat­ing. But it was a dis­ap­point­ment, it was only my own naughty fin­ger pen­e­trat­ing. Ev­ery night, for over 50 years, I have waited for the Christ. Jack nod­ded se­ri­ously, tak­ing me se­ri­ously. He said he didn’t know any­one but me who took it that se­ri­ously. He wanted to know ex­actly what my fin­ger was do­ing? I ex­plained to him that some­times it glided in and out slowly, some­times quickly. I paused be­fore con­tin­u­ing, could I tell him more?  Some­times it drove me to let my fin­ger slide re­ally long and re­ally fast, then in­ex­pli­ca­bly I ex­ploded, I clenched my eye­lids and see ex­plod­ing stars be­hind them. I kept silent and af­ter quite a while Jack asked how of­ten I made it ex­plode. I thought about it, like once ev­ery 4 or 5 weeks. “Is that some­thing bad, some­thing piggy?” I asked un­se­cure into the long si­lence. Jack laughed brightly, “but no, silly, all girls and women do it, some do it ev­ery night like my mother for ex­am­ple.” I knew the “silly” was meant in a friendly way. Jack was in no hurry to­day. He asked if he could come into my room once, to see it? How I was stretched out wait­ing for the Christ? He hon­estly wanted to, so I nod­ded. “Come qui­etly af­ter I turn out the big light,” I said with a thick lump in my throat. I was get­ting ex­cited just think­ing about it. He’ll be quiet, Jack said, and left. 


I had ex­tin­guished the large light and switched on the small one. I lay down on the bed naked as I do ev­ery night and stretched out all fours. Jack came in silently, he was naked and sat down at the foot of my bed. I sud­denly blushed, be­cause he could now see me com­pletely naked for the first time, I had not even thought of that. But I calmed down, I spoke silently to my love Christ and felt the beau­ti­ful feel­ing ris­ing in my prob­lem area. I spoke to my Christ for a long time, ask­ing him in­ti­mately to make me his bride. I wanted with all my heart to be his bride, his wife like the con­vent women. I no­ticed that my fin­ger was slowly mov­ing and pen­e­trat­ing. It was a won­der­ful feel­ing, slowly slid­ing in and out, I took my time. It didn’t push me at all to make it go faster. Jack came into my mind, I pulled my fin­ger out and sat up. Jack’s eyes lit up and I saw that he was clutch­ing his cock. He had cum all over his thighs. “That was won­der­ful to see,” he mur­mured and left. 


In the morn­ing, while do­ing the wa­ter jet, he asked if I pre­ferred to rub his cock, to shake it? I shook my head, “that would be a pig­gish thing, a mess,” I would do it with the wa­ter jet. He nod­ded and ca­ressed my breasts with his eyes closed. We sat on the edge again and he started talk­ing about how nice it was to watch me and he could hear very softly how I whis­pered seized, lov­ingly and in­ti­mately with my Christ. I got all red and em­bar­rassed, but Jack said he saw more ho­li­ness last night than he ever saw in any church. He was still fondling my breasts. “I was so moved and ex­cited,” he said, “I was rub­bing, jig­gling, squirt­ing. It was a holy ex­pe­ri­ence.” Jack stood up, it was time. 


He now came ev­ery evening and con­tem­plated my fer­vent prayers. But I never went com­pletely naked to the bath­room to see him in the morn­ing, my un­der­pants were kind of the last hur­dle I didn’t want to give up. In ret­ro­spect, I feel it was very stupid, he saw me naked ev­ery evening, he saw ev­ery evening how I let my fin­ger slowly slide in and out, he rubbed his cock and squirted ev­ery time.


Days went by and I felt it creep­ing up might­ily in my prob­lem area. I had only let my fin­ger slide slowly at first, but I felt it had to ex­plode to­day. I let my fin­ger slide faster and faster, the faster I went, the more the ex­plo­sive built up. I shouted “Now!” and let it ex­plode. I saw the stars ex­plode be­hind my eye­lids, then it was over. I looked up, Jack was still rub­bing his cock and af­ter a while he squirted on his thighs. He stood up and kissed the top of my head. “I saw it, and it was very nice! I hope you feel now good and re­laxed!”  I nod­ded, I was re­ally re­laxed.


Ev­ery­thing went as be­fore, I let it ex­plode much more of­ten than be­fore. We whis­pered like lit­tle kids, heads to­gether in the bath­room and now Jack was telling me more. He could barely re­mem­ber his fa­ther, he had died in a mo­tor­cy­cle crash. His mother had af­ter­wards many one‐night‐stands, maybe hun­dreds. He had al­ways spied them and rubbed his cock, but he couldn’t squirt un­til he was 10 or 11. The one‐night‐stands al­ways went quickly and he watched her mas­tur­bate and or­gasm. Later he dared and sat on her bed and they both mas­tur­bated at the same time. He had of­ten asked her if he could maybe fuck her, but she al­ways re­fused. While she mas­tur­bated, he was some­times al­lowed to stick his cock in re­ally deep, but he was never al­lowed to fuck, she stayed hard. He had also seen his step­fa­ther fuck her, they fucked ev­ery night and then she mas­tur­bated, ev­ery night. The step­fa­ther had watched her a few times at first, but he usu­ally turns on his side now and she does it alone. Jack got up, he had to hurry. I had learned a thou­sand new words, mas­tur­bate, or­gasm, fuck, one night stands.



In the evening af­ter my ex­plo­sion I asked Jack if that was an or­gasm now and he nod­ded. “Does your mom mas­tur­bate like me?” I asked, duck­ing my head, what an un­seemly ques­tion! But Jack shook his head, “No, she does it very dif­fer­ently!” Now I was cu­ri­ous, and I pen­e­trated him. How? How ex­actly? He smiled and nod­ded, “I’ll show you.” I turned white and red. But he sat down next to me and touched me “there.” I flinched for a mo­ment, but what he was do­ing was great. Af­ter a short while I was al­ready yelp­ing, “Now!” and he made me ex­plode. When I caught my breath, I said, “Again, I’m dy­ing to see it!” I sat up and strad­dled my legs, I bowed my head to see it. I looked very closely at what he was do­ing and he said this lit­tle but­ton is called a clit, it is there for girls and women to mas­tur­bate. I showed him that I had learned how to mas­tur­bate and mas­tur­bated with my clit for the first time. 


The days flowed as be­fore, I let my fin­ger slide in and out slowly as usual while pray­ing to Christ, wish­ing he would rec­og­nize me quite soon, re­deem me. Jack had asked if he could put it in­side for a shot, squirt­ing in­side. I had to think and didn’t an­swer un­til two days later. We de­bated for a long time, I wanted to un­der­stand why? He said that he had been al­lowed to put it in her and squirt in­side at his mother’s bed­room. I let him tell me that with a dozen ex­am­ples, with ev­ery de­tail, and then I gave in. He had to ad­mit, that the truth was slightly dif­fer­ent. When he walked nakedly in her bed­room, she saw his erec­tion and knew, she had to mas­tur­bate and must let him stick his cock in and squirt. She was al­ways ready to mas­tur­bate when he showed up, mostly twice in the af­ter­noon, as she loved to mas­tur­bate very much.  As she mas­tur­bated, he didn’t move, he was not al­lowed to fuck her, only squirt­ing in­side was okay for her. He knew, when she raced fu­ri­ously to­wards or­gasm, she didn’t rec­og­nize any­thing out­side her mas­tur­ba­tion. He had a one minute time slot to fuck her quickly and squirt in­side. She no­ticed his squirt­ing  with a smile and ca­ressed his head un­til he fin­ished squirt­ing, but she never no­ticed his fuck­ing. “I did it a hun­dred times, Maria” he said in tears, “I do it un­til to­day, when fa­ther is on duty. I need to squirt 3 or 4 times a day, Maria! I am a dis­gust­ing son!” He leaned his head on my shoul­der, sob­bing in tears. He looked at me very sadly. “A week ago I started fuck­ing way too early, she stopped mas­tur­bat­ing and hugged me. “Go ahead,” she said, “fuck me!” Since then we’ve been fuck­ing twice a day con­sen­su­ally, she had ob­vi­ously thrown all reser­va­tions over­board.” When I asked for stop­ping that, he said he didn’t want to lie to me, he couldn’t prom­ise to stop fuck­ing her, he had the urge. Fi­nally I gave in, he could squirt in­side af­ter my med­i­ta­tion. When I was done slid­ing my fin­gers, he knelt be­tween my thighs and mas­tur­bated. When he was ready, he pen­e­trated with his cock, made a few quick in‐and‐out throb­bing and squirted in­side. It was my first time, and it was fine and nice. We re­peated it ev­ery night, I went to the bath­room in the morn­ing by now com­pletely naked and let him squirt in­side in that evening. My next ex­plo­sion I made my­self with the clit, and he pen­e­trated im­me­di­ately af­ter my or­gasm to cum. He wanted to fuck me for real af­ter my mas­tur­ba­tion, he asked. I did not have to think long and nod­ded. In the evening I mas­tur­bated with my clit and he pen­e­trated me, I was used to that by now. He fucked me hard for the first time and squirted won­der­fully at the end. I al­ways looked away when he sneaked into the mother’s bed­room in the af­ter­noon, al­most ev­ery day. 


I still lie sprawled on my bed ev­ery night talk­ing to Christ. He doesn’t come, I can feel it. It’s Jack who fucks me af­ter­wards like a woman and squirts in­side.


I do not let go of my love for Christ, even af­ter 50 years of in­ti­mate love­mak­ing with the slid­ing fin­ger. 






Writ­ing in­hi­bi­tion


by Jack Faber © 2023




I moved to this small is­land half a year ago. I had to over­come my writ­ing in­hi­bi­tion in a new en­vi­ron­ment. The daily events did not in­ter­est me, hon­estly said, at all, on a sin­gle day the crim­i­nal in the Krem­lin re­leased the atomic bomb at­tacks. He was pushed into the cor­ner and he wanted to stage a heroic Göt­ter­däm­merung like the other crim­i­nal in Berlin, 80 years ear­lier. Even that he did not ac­com­plish and was now only a bro­ken old man in a prison. Eu­rope, Rus­sia and the USA were par­tially con­tam­i­nated. On that day, the pen fell out of my hand, I could not man­age a sin­gle line.


For the first few months I lived with the widow Plun­kett, whose hos­pi­tal­ity went far be­yond the rented room. Noth­ing to be proud of, shar­ing the bed of the sex­u­ally starved widow was not a con­quest, it was a ser­vice she des­per­ately needed and which saved me from mas­tur­bat­ing. Af­ter 4 months I bought the lit­tle house and moved in, I was the 34th fam­ily to in­habit the is­land. I had only 2 neigh­bors, the al­ready known widow Plun­kett, whom I du­ti­fully vis­ited ev­ery evening for din­ner with dessert‐fuck­ing, and a lit­tle fur­ther away Tom Bar­low, whose large fam­ily I was able to meet dur­ing my friend­ship visit. His face was some­how fa­mil­iar, but I couldn’t place him any­where. 


As I said, I still vis­ited the Plun­kett ev­ery night then be­cause I was the dessert and we chat­ted su­per­fi­cially. I didn’t need more, no phi­los­o­phiz­ing mind, to block me fur­ther. My new home was very sim­ple, a large bed­sit, a small kitchen and a small bath­room. There was elec­tric­ity, wa­ter and a good in­ter­net con­nec­tion, for free. The is­land’s agri­cul­ture was state of the art and had taken care of that. On the large din­ing ta­ble my screen had enough space, the lines re­mained empty. I had sent pho­tos and a floor plan to my part­ner‐in‐love Rosi and she would come here in the next few days with our “son” Jack. Jack was nei­ther my nor Rosi’s child, but Rosi had picked him up some­where half a year ago and taken him with her. I wasn’t much help to her with the au­thor­i­ties, since I was just fin­ish­ing my last novel and there­fore she alone had guardian­ship over the 13‐year‐old. (Should it re­ally be my last novel?!)


I pushed back my plate, I was full. Plun­kett came around the ta­ble as she did ev­ery night and sat on my lap. She wore only a short neg­ligee with noth­ing un­der­neath at our din­ners and she was ready for me, the dessert. She was a well‐pre­served widow, watch­ing her fig­ure and keep­ing her­self fit. Her face was usu­ally sor­row­ful, but as soon as she sat on my lap her mood bright­ened. Since her hus­band had died, she had started mas­tur­bat­ing again and did it greed­ily, hornily and ob­ses­sively. Fuck­ing me was a won­der­ful fore­play, when I had gone she would con­tinue mas­tur­bat­ing for hours un­til she fell asleep from ex­haus­tion.


I picked up Rosi and Jack with the elec­tric cart from the small port. Elec­tric­ity was free thanks to the agri­cul­tural barons and ev­ery­one drove such a ve­hi­cle, there were no cars. We purred home and I told Rosi what I had agreed with Plun­kett. I would visit her one evening a week and Rosi grinned wryly. “You must recharge her bat­ter­ies once a week, eh?!” she laughed, be­cause in sex­ual mat­ters we both did what we wanted. But I could sense how much she was look­ing for­ward to see­ing me. The widow Plun­kett was the first af­fair I had since I lived with Rosi. Rosi es­pe­cially loved mas­tur­bat­ing and she had a busy les­bian sex life be­fore me. She kept up the les­bian love­mak­ing un­til we adopted Jack. She told me of­ten and in great de­tail about les­bian love­mak­ing, be­cause I had no idea about it. She had made hun­dreds of videos with the smart­phone and trans­ferred them to my lap­top. I only knew the last girls, but I would never have guessed they were les­bians. Bi, Rosi said, bi­sex­ual. I deleted the bad or blurred shots right away. But the oth­ers I must have watched hun­dreds of times and I still watch them a lot be­cause they were bet­ter than any porn on the in­ter­net. The girls mas­tur­bated obliv­i­ous to her­self and I watched their fa­cial ex­pres­sions, not just their clits. Some­times Rosi had recorded her own pussy and the girl that mas­tur­bated her or licked her clit with her tongue and lips. Quite ex­cit­ing I found the shots when a girl fucked Rosi clit‐to‐clit. These close‐ups made me hope­lessly horny, it was highly ex­cit­ing when the girl fucked Rosi to mad­ness. Some­times we watched some clips to­gether, it turned us both on to fuck. — Jack sat in the back of the truck, fish­ing for lug­gage that was not yet used to my driv­ing and threat­ened to top­ple over­board. “Next time I’ll drive,” growled the boy who usu­ally al­most never spoke. 


I ran Rosi a hot bath, she threw the pros­thetic leg into the cor­ner, curs­ing. “Two days non­stop, that’s enough!” I un­der­stood and mas­saged her sore leg stump. “No, don’t, you piglet!” she scolded pro forma, “wait un­til I’m cleanly bathed and in bed!” At that, even the word‐shy Jack had to laugh. While Rosi bathed, I pre­pared din­ner with Jack, I had bought vast quan­ti­ties of food. Dur­ing and af­ter din­ner, they talked about their ad­ven­tur­ous jour­ney, by bus, train and ship, and fi­nally by ferry. We had to laugh a lot un­til we went to bed. 


I hugged Rosi and Jack again and again to­day. I had missed them both very much. Birth­days were not my strong suit. Jack had to be about 13 or 14, Rosi was just over 20, maybe al­ready 22? I kept for­get­ting. We had been to­gether for 4 years, I had met her at 17 or 18. She fas­ci­nated me from the first mo­ment, she was ex­actly the muse a good writer needed. When and how she had lost her leg, I asked at the be­gin­ning, but she never an­swered. She had a small stump of a leg in her groin, it was as if a swords­man had sev­ered the leg with a di­ag­o­nal cut. When we lay to­gether for the first time af­ter a few weeks, I looked at the dam­age very closely. She ex­plained to me that the pros­the­sis was suf­fi­cient for mo­bil­ity, but still very un­com­fort­able to wear. She was a very clean girl and shaved her pussy ev­ery day since we were to­gether. She had told me frankly that she used to love to mas­tur­bate. But she gave me her vir­gin­ity and let me fuck her very en­thu­si­as­ti­cally. She joked that she didn’t miss her leg when she mas­tur­bated or when she fucked. That’s how she was. Black page­boy hair framed her smart face, her eyes were some­times light blue, some­times light green. She was quite slim with round, wom­anly hips and her beau­ti­ful labia hid her jewel. I loved to fon­dle her firm, round lit­tle breasts end­lessly. She was much more ed­u­cated than her peers and that at­tracted me a lot. 


We had agreed that we would not use con­tra­cep­tion and that we would wel­come a child. Then she met Jack. He slept on the floor next to our bed for the first few nights un­til my last straw and I took him into our bed. He soon left off his pa­ja­mas and snug­gled up to the naked Rosi. He was fear­ful and cu­ri­ous at first when I fucked Rosi or when Rosi mas­tur­bated naked on the bed. As far as I know, he did not mas­tur­bate then. He would thrust his stiff cock against Rosi’s naked body un­til he fell asleep. He would wake up com­pletely con­fused when he had poured him­self all over Rosi in his dream. Rosi soothed the half‐asleep whis­per­ing that he had only squirted finely and stroked him to sleep. The noc­tur­nal out­pour­ings came al­most reg­u­larly be­fore I went off to find a place to write po­etry. 


Now they were here. I was fuck­ing Rosi, who was hav­ing a won­der­ful or­gasm. Jack pressed him­self against Rosi from the side dur­ing the fuck­ing, his hand rest­ing on her pussy as al­ways un­til she re­laxed af­ter the or­gasm. He snug­gled into her arms and soon fell asleep. We con­tin­ued to talk in whis­pers, there was so much to tell. Rosi sud­denly fell silent and pointed at Jack’s cock. The lad made slight fuck­ing mo­tions and poured out onto Rosi’s belly. He seemed to wake up and Rosi stroked his hair lightly, then the boy im­me­di­ately went back to sleep. “This hap­pens ev­ery night now,” she whis­pered and I nod­ded, what could I say? “I’ve been think­ing about it,” she whis­pered, “I’m go­ing to show him how to mas­tur­bate.” She paused and I knew I had to wait in si­lence. “I’ve never mas­tur­bated a boy,” she con­tin­ued, “but there’s ad­vice ga­lore on the net. I waited to do this be­cause I wanted your opin­ion.” I nod­ded in agree­ment, it was okay on my part. 


I was star­tled out of the dream. It was a bank rob­bery, things were go­ing hay­wire. Just a fuck­ing dream. The bank rob­ber’s mask slipped. It was Tom Bar­low. 


I slept on dream­lessly, in­tense smell of cof­fee woke me up. Jack was al­ready sit­ting at break­fast, Rosi had made fresh cof­fee. We drank cof­fee and I was fi­nally awake, ready to go. Rosi smiled. “Wel­come, Jim!” She pointed her chin to the floor, there were three crosses marked with chalk. Chalk? Where the heck did I keep chalk in the house?! “If we in­stall three poles here, I can move all over the kitchen with­out a fuck­ing cane.” “Sounds like a good idea,” I mut­tered, “where am I go­ing to get the poles?”  Rosi smiled broadly and grinned im­pu­dently. “When was the last time you were in a dim, seedy bar in the red light dis­trict, dear­est James?” I was so sur­prised that I stared at her open‐mouthed. Rosi laughed brightly. “I know, you’ve never been there. But that’s where the beau­ties of the night swing up on poles, up and down. Horny, right?” Okay, I un­der­stood. 


There was not a sin­gle store on the is­land. A call was made to the mayor, who got ev­ery­thing from the main­land, from screws to milk to men’s suits. I called im­me­di­ately. “Max, if you laugh at me, I’ll buy from your neigh­bor in the fu­ture.” Max laughed boom­ing, his neigh­bors left and right were sheep pens. I laughed now too and said, “Max, I need three poles like the dancers have in the night bars.” I would have given a for­tune to see Max’s face. Max cer­tainly didn’t make a face. “Jim, I have a lot of se­ri­ous work to do. Fuck with who else!” And Max hung up, he ac­tu­ally hung up! I im­me­di­ately called back. “I’m not kid­ding you. Three bars, ad­justable if pos­si­ble, and don’t for­get the stuff for a se­cure at­tach­ment.” I glanced at the note Rosi slid to me. “The room height is ex­actly 2 me­ters 26, yes, 2.26 ex­actly. And any­thing to fix it, a plate or some­thing, screws, etc.” I lis­tened. “Yes, wood on top and bot­tom. 2.26, yes.” Max droned, “I’ve got it all writ­ten down and I’ll call back when they’re de­liv­ered. And don’t you fuck with me, it’ll cost you!” I grinned into the re­ceiver. “When I get ev­ery­thing in­stalled, you re­ally need to come by and I’ll show you my bar with the poles for the girls. Okay?” Max made to get rid of me crazy fast.


I had got­ten a small desk for Rosi and Jack, with 2 lap­tops. If it got too crowded, you could put your lap­top some­where else. That’s how it was most of the time, Rosi pre­ferred to sit in bed with the lap­top on her knee, Jack and I sat at the ta­ble. I had cho­sen the best seat, with the win­dow open I could see our wide green meadow and the green hills in the back­ground, where mil­lions of sheep grazed and did ev­ery­thing sheep do. Be­tween meals there was to be Silen­tium, si­lence for the poet. 


I sat in front of my screen, a notepad and a dozen finely sharp­ened pen­cils. Ev­ery­thing was ready, ex­cept the poet, who still had a con­crete wall in front of his head. I typed half a page, delet­ing it as I read over it. I fol­lowed with great in­ter­est what was hap­pen­ing in front of me on the bed. Rosi had in­vited Jack to join her on the bed and made him take off all his clothes. Jack was com­pletely de­voted to her and al­ways did what she said. She had pushed the lap­top aside and pulled her silk neg­ligee up to her hips. I lis­tened in­tently. 


“You’ve seen me mas­tur­bate a hun­dred times, Jack. Look closely, come bend over and take a good look at ev­ery­thing. This, this is my clit, lightly cov­ered by the fore­skin. Put your fin­ger on it, yes, ex­actly there. That’s the cli­toris or clit, it’s there for us girls to mas­tur­bate, noth­ing else. This is the outer labia, and there, start­ing from the cli­toris, are the in­ner labia. Some girls have much larger labia mi­nora, but that doesn’t mean any­thing. And here, look closely, that’s where the vagina starts, that’s for fuck­ing and hav­ing chil­dren. When a child is born, it is pushed through the vagina, the vagina can stretch in­sanely wide, this is also good when a man fucks me with a big or thick cock. I shaved my pu­bic hair away, it makes me feel clean and hy­gienic. Some do not shave, that should make each as she wants. The Fuck­ing you have also seen a hun­dred times, so if you want to know some­thing, just ask me. 


When fuck­ing, the man in­jects his se­men into my vagina, you do that so far in your sleep and it con­fuses you, and it does not have to be that way. Just like I mas­tur­bate to re­lease my ten­sion, you can mas­tur­bate to re­lease your ten­sion and squirt out the se­men if you like it and not ran­domly squirt some­time dur­ing the night. All the men I know do this when they don’t have a woman to fuck. That’s okay, that’s nor­mal and it’s healthy to squirt your se­men out. I will do it to you now and then as of­ten and as long as you want. You can come to me any­time you get a stiff dick, that’s the sign that the body wants to squirt the se­men out.”


Rosi reached for Jack’s cock, “See, it’s all stiff, so it’s high time to cum.” Rosi pulled back the fore­skin over the glans with two fin­gers, with her fin­ger­tips. I was about to in­ter­vene, tell her to do it with her fist, but I held back. She con­tin­ued for a very long time and Jack squirted for the first time. She did it right and kept rub­bing him very gen­tly un­til he fin­ished squirt­ing. “Just watch care­fully, one day you will do it your­self.” Rosi glanced briefly at me and I nod­ded quickly. She had done it per­fectly, ex­plained it per­fectly. 


Jack dared to ask and Rosi was al­ways ready to rub him for a shot. Three, four, five times a day. Even af­ter we fucked in the evening, she saw his erec­tion and rubbed him with­out words. I said noth­ing, she did ev­ery­thing right and I watched in peace. Fi­nally I was able to type a few pages. No pub­lisher would print that, pure pornog­ra­phy. But, the typ­ing felt re­ally good. The only thing miss­ing was the ig­nit­ing spark for the next book.


In the mid­dle of it all, Tom Bar­low came to mind. I was sure I’d seen that face be­fore, but where? It had to have been in one of the news­pa­pers I read reg­u­larly. I looked into it; I could browse the ar­chives on­line for a fee, back to World War II or longer. I drew a grid on my notepad, news­pa­per/month, so I could pro­ceed sys­tem­at­i­cally. I was only briefly in­ter­rupted by Max, the bars for your bar are com­ing to­mor­row. I drove to the port and picked ev­ery­thing up from the ferry. 


For an af­ter­noon Rosi, Jack and I in­stalled the bars, they were ad­justable and re­ally tight. In the evening Rosi swung from pole to pole, it was per­fect. I ap­pointed her Tarzan h.c., Tarzan hon­oris causa. We cleaned up and I called Max, ev­ery­thing had worked out and he could look at our bar any­time, only he would have to bring the whisky, mine was run­ning out. “So, a home de­liv­ery of whiskey,” Max bawled into the line, and I added, “by the boss him­self!” Max seemed to pause for a mo­ment. “My motto, no evening with­out a whisky!” and he would be there in half an hour with the life­sav­ing flu­ids. 


He ar­rived, slightly late and slightly il­lu­mi­nated, he had to choose the right brand to go with a world‐renowned writer first. Then he en­tered our home. “I see, I see” he said and sat down, not un­der­stand­ing what the bars were do­ing in the liv­ing room. Now Rosi came through the air, from pole to pole. She had on a rather short skirt and no un­der­wear, she flashed her pussy briefly, frivolly and unashamed, then she sat down at the ta­ble. “Mr. Mayor, may I in­tro­duce my wife and this one, our Jack. Yes, Jack, shake hands with Mr. Mayor, he is the most im­por­tant per­son on the is­land, with­out him we would be sleep­ing on the floor and starv­ing!” It turned out to be a fun evening, we drank half a bot­tle and Rosi flit­ted here and there and good Max tore his eyes open when she flashed her pussy. He kept hit­ting the ta­ble top, what a clever boy I was, my wife could go fly­ing all over the place. I was con­cerned when Max got on his e‐mo­bile sway­ing and said, hope­fully he won’t get into a traf­fic stop. He bris­tled. “But, we don’t have any po­lice on the is­land!” and then he laughed boom­ingly. “My good Molly knows the way all by her­self!” and then he buzzed off. 


I pat­ted Rosi’s ass cheeks. “You sure gave him a run for his money,” and she snapped, “you old ma­cho, that’s what we barflies are for!” She knew me well enough to know that I didn’t want to be ma­cho and didn’t con­de­scend to women. Rosi whis­pered, “This morn­ing, when you were in the port, Jack mas­tur­bated for the first time by him­self. But he didn’t en­joy it very much and said I make it much bet­ter for him!” We went into the house, af­ter fuck­ing Rosi mas­tur­bated Jack, who beamed all over his face. We fell asleep and I dreamed of Tom Bar­low. 


I sat in front of my screen and just wrote away, my porno­graphic story was pro­gress­ing, I saw twists and sur­pris­ing turns that made writ­ing so easy for me. But I al­ways looked up from the screen when some­thing was hap­pen­ing on the bed. I had the im­pres­sion that Rosi was now mas­tur­bat­ing much more fre­quently dur­ing the day than be­fore. Jack sat naked at the foot of the bed when she mas­tur­bated and squeezed and pressed his cock. He was in­sanely ex­cited when she raced to­ward or­gasm. Her face con­torted with ef­fort and she looked Jack al­most pierc­ingly in the eyes be­fore throw­ing her head back in or­gasm and her body shook and trem­bled. It seemed very touch­ing to me how the big boy crawled to her, em­braced her in­ti­mately and ca­ressed her hair, her head and her face and body. She be­came very soft and snug­gled up to her big son. She didn’t make him wait, she touched his fore­skin with her fin­ger­tips and rubbed him very slowly and gen­tly un­til he cum. They whis­pered to each other and I heard out that she wanted to steer him to mas­tur­bate him­self. He re­sisted many temp­ta­tions. For ex­am­ple, she sug­gested that they mas­tur­bate at the same time. But he ob­vi­ously liked that she made him squirt. 


I read the news­pa­pers one af­ter an­other, each in a month, and it was back­break­ing work. I looked at ev­ery pic­ture to see if Tom Bar­low ap­peared any­where. It took me 4 days to do a month and I was sheer de­spair. I kept my sched­ule, time for writ­ing, time for the pa­pers. I re­mem­bered the event of many ar­ti­cles, but Tom Bar­low was nowhere. 


Rosi chalked up a small suc­cess. She would start mas­tur­bat­ing him as be­fore, but he had to do the fi­nale and at the end he was al­lowed to squirt on her breasts. It worked, he fist mas­tur­bated in ex­cite­ment with­out any­one show­ing him and grinned with a con­torted face when he was al­lowed to squirt on her breasts. Jack’s eyes fell out of his head when Rosi col­lected his se­men with her fin­ger from her beau­ti­ful round breasts, put the fin­ger in her mouth and swal­lowed it. “Do you re­ally swal­low it?” he asked in­cred­u­lously, and she nod­ded, say­ing there was noth­ing to it, and it tasted very good! I was al­most sure she was go­ing to tempt him to squirt it in‐her‐mouth, but she didn’t. 


In­stead, she of­fered him that if he mas­tur­bated him­self from the be­gin­ning, he could put his glans on her labia while mas­tur­bat­ing and squirt on it. On the labia, on the slit, di­rectly, skin to skin. Jack’s eyes lit up briefly, but he didn’t ac­cept her of­fer un­til the third day. I liked to sit on the stone bench that ran around the house in the nice weather and smoked. I got my head clear while smok­ing and look­ing at the sheep across the hills, that brought peace and or­der to my thoughts. Jack came out of the house naked and sat very close to me. I put an arm around his shoul­ders, he had some­thing on his mind. I lit a cig­a­rette and he shook his head, say­ing he didn’t smoke yet. Then he for­mu­lated his ques­tion awk­wardly, as he al­ways did when he was strug­gling. Whether one did not squirt too of­ten, whether it was not harm­ful to health to squirt so of­ten? “I have al­ready squirted seven times to­day,” he fin­ished his ques­tion. I re­as­sured him that only the sup­press­ing of the squirt­ing was harm­ful. Even if you had al­ready shot all your juice, it was okay to mas­tur­bate with­out squirt­ing if you felt like it. “So don’t worry about it, dear Jack!” He still had some­thing on his mind. Rosi had al­lowed him to squirt on her slit, on her labia, would that be okay with me?  “Yeah, sure, squirt­ing all over her labia is a re­ally horny plea­sure!” Jack breathed a sigh of re­lief. “Thanks, Jim, that helps a lot!” Sec­onds later he dis­ap­peared back into the house, lay­ing down with Rosi. I went back to my screen. 


Rosi had long since taken off her neg­ligee and had mas­tur­bated while Jack sat out­side with me. She in­structed him how to kneel best and she dabbed her labia with his glans, drove the glans up and down in her slit for a while. Then she asked him to mas­tur­bate. She held his glans on her labia with one fin­ger and mur­mured how well he was do­ing it. He mas­tur­bated well, with his fist and quickly. He straight­ened up, he had to squirt. Rosi pressed his glans firmly on her labia and made him squirt. He sank to his heels and sput­tered how nice it was. Rosi wiped up the se­men with her fin­ger and swal­lowed it. He hugged her grate­fully and lay down to doze. I read the next pa­per look­ing for Tom Bar­low.


Many weeks passed, spring came, sum­mer was draw­ing to a close. I had read through a whole year, my pornog­ra­phy was al­ready a good 60 pages long and Rosi usu­ally mas­tur­bated four or 5 times a day, some­times more. Oth­er­wise she was read­ing about the French Rev­o­lu­tion on the lap­top, which didn’t sur­prise me, she wanted to study his­tory at one time. Jack worked on his lap­top through the ma­te­rial of the next class, whose ex­ams he wanted to pass in the fall as an ex­tern. But he got up a dozen times and lay down with Rosi. He al­ways mas­tur­bated him­self now, al­lowed to slide his glans into her slit while mas­tur­bat­ing so it wouldn’t slip. He squirted in her slit as he pleased, she stroked his hair and hugged him af­ter he had squirted. She was very pleased that he al­ways mas­tur­bated him­self now. 


When Rosi sat down with me on the stone bench and had a smoke, she had some­thing to talk about with­out Jack. She smoked ner­vously, then damp­ened the cig­a­rette and started. She had, while I was search­ing a house on the is­land, had sev­eral gy­ne­co­log­i­cal ex­am­i­na­tions done. This morn­ing the fi­nal re­sults had come. She was in­fer­tile, 80%. That meant she would only have a 20% chance of hav­ing a child. She had al­ready sus­pected this and now she had it in black and white. I kept silent, what could I say to that? She saw my ex­pres­sion and took my hand. “It’s okay, we’ll put this away, right?” I nod­ded, we could al­ways adopt a baby, ease the lit­tle one’s suf­fer­ing. “Yeah, maybe later,” Rosi croaked, an­grily wip­ing a tear from her eye with the back of her hand. She hated to cry. 


I couldn’t see the tran­si­tion, be­cause Rosi was talk­ing about her ac­ci­dent for the first time. She was 7 and the chil­dren were play­ing by the rail­road tracks, jump­ing over the tracks on a dare in front of the trains that slid along in slow shifts. She tripped and the train cut off her leg. It was a sim­i­lar feel­ing now, some­thing med­i­cal was hap­pen­ing and there was noth­ing you could do. The god­damn faint­ing. 


Once again, I didn’t un­der­stand the tran­si­tion. “I’ll be 23 in two months,” she said, and I hid my sur­prise, mut­ter­ing that it was “her birth­day again.” She laughed brightly, “ev­ery year, about the same time!” We laughed, as I was re­minded by my com­puter ev­ery year by com­plete sur­prise. “Jack will be 18 in Feb­ru­ary, he re­ally wants to grad­u­ate from high school af­ter that, but he doesn’t know yet if he can go to uni­ver­sity af­ter that or not. I have as­sured him that we can and will fi­nance him, he should think about, what he wants to study.” Rosi lit an­other cig­a­rette. “I as­sured him the fi­nanc­ing, and is that okay?” Of course it was okay, Jack was as much my kid as hers. “I sus­pect he’ll study some­thing to do with com­put­ers, we’ve talked about it sev­eral times.” We’ll give him a good start, there was no ques­tion about that. I hadn’t had any­thing to do with uni­ver­si­ties, maybe she was in­quir­ing if Ed­in­burgh or Ab­erdeen would be right? Rosi nod­ded, she would see to it. 


When she lit her 3rd cig­a­rette, I knew there was some­thing else. “I’m go­ing to fuck Jack soon, re­ally fuck him.” That wasn’t a ques­tion, that was a state­ment. I thought about where we were now in our de­vel­op­ment. For months now Rosi had been let­ting him pen­e­trate deep into her vagina to squirt, it had taken him a while to get up the nerve. He had asked me dur­ing a cig­a­rette break and of course I didn’t mind. I took it a step fur­ther. I had never touched a cock be­fore, but for a few weeks, af­ter fuck­ing Rosi, I grabbed his cock in the mid­dle of his mas­tur­ba­tion, I mas­tur­bated his beau­ti­ful cock for min­utes and in­serted it into Rosi’s cunt to squirt, put it in very deep and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing his cock root un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. Jack was beam­ing like a gold coin af­ter squirt­ing in, it vis­i­bly did him good. He squirted a lot this way and now didn’t need it as of­ten dur­ing the day. I mas­tur­bated him ev­ery evening af­ter we fucked from start to fin­ish, he found it in­sanely horny and Rosi beamed too. “That’s what he needed, to be mas­tur­bated by a know­ing male hand and cum in a pussy. That’s what our Jack needed!” 


I con­sid­ered how I was go­ing to tell Rosi my thought, re­gard­ing fuck­ing. “He should ex­pe­ri­ence it as some­thing beau­ti­ful, as very in­ti­mate, also for us men the first time is an im­por­tant ex­pe­ri­ence.” Rosi nod­ded, “rely on me to do it right. He is as dear to me as he is to you.” I stroked her hand, we were a good team. I said, “since you mas­tur­bate so much dur­ing the day, I have the im­pres­sion that you or­gasm much more of­ten when you fuck me in the evening!” Rosi beamed at me. “Isn’t that right, so fuck­ing is a lot more fun for both of us!” I nod­ded, so it was.


I jumped up from the screen. Tom Bar­low. I had him! No doubt, no ques­tion, it was him! I read all the re­lated ar­ti­cles. His real name was Tadeusz Brezin­ski, he was from Poland and had served half his life in prison. The 55‐year‐old was, as the news­pa­pers por­trayed him, a felon and a gang leader. It was about a bank rob­bery in the city of Ed­in­burgh 4 years ago, 8 mil­lion loot and one dead guard. Brezin­ski was on the short list of sus­pects, but they had noth­ing on him and couldn’t hold him. When weeks later DNA‐ev­i­dence con­clu­sively con­victed him as the killer, he was gone and un­trace­able. The young, in­ex­pe­ri­enced guard had strug­gled with the masked Brezin­ski over his gun, and a shot had gone off, hit­ting the guard in the ab­domen. He died at the scene. The Royal Bank of Scot­land could spare the money, but the poor fel­low left be­hind a 20‐year‐old widow and a month‐old baby. The Royal and the gov­ern­ment chipped in to at least pro­vide fi­nan­cial se­cu­rity for the poor woman. With that, I closed the file, ran out to the stone bench and smoked in sat­is­fac­tion. Rosi came rush­ing out and dropped down be­side me. It was cus­tom­ary be­tween us to wait in si­lence un­til the other was ready to talk. I looked at her and re­ported that I could iden­tify the guy and told her the facts. She asked what I in­tended to do now? I knew im­me­di­ately that there was not a minute’s de­lay. 


I picked up the phone and spent the next hour and a half try­ing to find the de­tec­tive in charge. He made me tell him ev­ery­thing twice and got my con­sent to record our con­ver­sa­tion. I heard many other voices in the back­ground, of course, and I an­swered all the ques­tions as far as I could. When I hung up, Rosi beamed at me. “That you are a hero, I don’t need to tell you. But that you might have the ma­te­rial for your next novel…” I in­ter­rupted her im­me­di­ately. “I am not a crime‐writer, I would be able to type maybe 20 pages from the 20 lines of facts, but that is noth­ing. I am a porn‐writer, now at least, a hun­dred pages of re­ally juicy sex I have al­ready typed and there I go on. It will never get pub­lished, but it is good ex­er­cise in writ­ing‐read­ing‐cor­rect­ing and keeps my brain go­ing. As for the next real work, I haven’t a clue. It’s called writer’s in­hi­bi­tion, plain and sim­ple. It’s what I’ve been suf­fer­ing from for months. The un­cer­tainty of whether there will ever be a next work.” We sat hold­ing hands on the bench for a long time, then I had to leave. Plun­kett was al­ready wait­ing. 


I woke up first thing in the morn­ing and made cof­fee. That night, af­ter I fucked Rosi and she re­warded my ef­forts (or ours) with a beau­ti­ful or­gasm, I mas­tur­bated Jack as I did ev­ery night and made him cum in Rosi’s fuck­hole. He re­ally en­joyed in­sert­ing only half the cock so I could mas­tur­bate the rest un­til he had squirted it all in to the last drop. I sat down with the cof­fee to my screen and watched the wak­ing up of the two late ris­ers.


Rosi kissed Jack awake. They whis­pered very softly and she told him she was go­ing to fuck him now. She ex­plained how he had to guide his cock to ex­cite her g‐spot and wait to cum un­til she reached her or­gasm. He nod­ded, dazed and con­fused. Then he looked up and looked at me. I nod­ded with a smile and made the okay‐sign with my thumb and in­dex fin­ger. Now he was wide awake. Rosi ca­ressed him, stroked him, hugged and kissed him all at once. He re­turned her ca­resses still a lit­tle clum­sily, but full of love and de­vo­tion for her. 


Slowly she pi­loted his cock to her cunt. I clutched my cof­fee mug ex­cit­edly, I have never seen Rosi fuck any­one else. Jack’s cock was big­ger and thicker than mine, now slowly pen­e­trat­ing her fuck­hole. Her swollen labia di­lated and con­tracted again when he with­drew his cock. He fucked slowly and de­lib­er­ately, striv­ing to slide along her g‐spot as he thrust in, she had ex­plained this to him quite well. I could see it quite clearly as her or­gasm slowly ap­proached. She clutched him tightly, thrust­ing her­self faster and faster against his thrusts, and I heard her squeezed gasps as she came to or­gasm. Jack was ir­ri­tated for a mo­ment and held still. I couldn’t see their faces, but I as­sumed he was sur­prised by her con­torted gri­mace, which faded into a re­laxed smile. I heard her whis­per “Come now, fuck me re­ally fast and hard and then squirt!” Jack started mov­ing again, he fucked very fast and thrust in hard, af­ter a long time he squirted and kept thrust­ing un­til he fin­ished squirt­ing. She held him tightly in her em­brace and ca­ressed him re­as­sur­ingly, then let him slide to the side. She put her arm around him and let him doze off.


From now on he fucked Rosi as of­ten as he could and she gladly let him fuck her. She was very happy be­cause she got an or­gasm al­most ev­ery time Jack fucked her. She al­ter­nated be­tween the French Rev­o­lu­tion, fuck­ing Jack and oc­ca­sion­ally mas­tur­bat­ing. I was mak­ing great progress with my porno­graphic story and was al­ready at over 150 pages. Rosi read the first 150 pages very at­ten­tively and laughed brightly in be­tween. She sat down with me and we went through her notes very care­fully, as if she were my ed­i­tor. She sim­ply dis­carded the long sec­tion where a pro­tag­o­nist de­scribed in flash­back her ob­ses­sive mas­tur­ba­tion in child­hood and ado­les­cence. We sat down out­side in the sun­shine so as not to dis­turb Jack while he was study­ing, and Rosi told me in great de­tail how a young girl re­ally mas­tur­bates, what trig­gers her, and how she ex­per­i­ments with all sorts of things. It was the first time Rosi told me about mas­tur­bat­ing in her child­hood and ado­les­cence. Some of the de­tails were hard to get out of her mouth, some­times she was red with shame. I ab­sorbed ev­ery word, my de­scrip­tion was re­ally com­pletely su­per­fi­cial and rather de­scribed the ex­pe­ri­ence of a boy with a clit.


Max, our mayor, called me all ex­cited (as he did call all the other res­i­dents). “Imag­ine, there ap­pears a de­tec­tive su­per­in­ten­dent from the cap­i­tal with 50 armed men and in­forms me, the mayor in charge, that they had ar­rested one Tom Bar­low, yes, the one from The Whick­ets, with him his broth­ers, sons and cousins and all the wives and chil­dren, they are tak­ing them to Ed­in­burgh! He is said to be a wanted bank rob­ber and mur­derer, here, with us, on my is­land! I don’t even like to imag­ine what a se­rial killer could have done here!” I let Max rant about the car­nage for an­other 10 min­utes. I asked how much the Bar­low still owed him, it wasn’t a large amount. I told the stunned Max that if he could ar­range for me to buy The Whick­ets, I would not only pay Bar­low’s debt, but I would also buy a whole lot of dance poles for my wife from him. “You re­mem­ber the dance poles for my wife?” Max laughed boom­ing, The Whick­ets was only rented, but he’d take my word for it, he’d look for the con­tract right to­day, he still had to give for­mal no­tice to Bar­low. He would call me when he had it all sorted out.


Rosi looked at me in amaze­ment. She didn’t know The Whick­ets and wanted to see it first, “you don’t buy a house on the phone! So, what don’t you like about our cot­tage?” I enu­mer­ated. Here, there was only a view of green mead­ows, green hills and green sheep. The Whick­ets tow­ered over the sea, the waves, the surf and the screech­ing seag­ulls. “Green sheep, screech­ing seag­ulls — keep it up, my an­i­mal‐lov­ing Jim!” I skipped over that. “It had at least 5 or 6 rooms, for our adopted chil­dren, for ex­am­ple. And from a purely struc­tural stand­point, it was in bet­ter shape than our palace. And there was a sta­ble out back, so I could put my elec­tric cart in there and you could put your rid­ing horse in there.” “Rid­ing horse!” snorted Rosi in mock in­dig­na­tion, “a rid­ing horse too, maybe a real zoo?” We laughed to­gether, then I got se­ri­ous. Maybe it’s just a snap idea, I saw it from the out­side for three min­utes two years ago when I paid a neigh­bor­hood visit to  Tom Bar­low. “Fid­dle‐dee‐dee,” Rosi in­ter­rupted me with a laugh, “you were just scout­ing to see if the land­lord had any daugh­ters of fuck­able age!” 


Max called early in the morn­ing, he would be there in half an hour, he had ev­ery­thing on hand. I woke up Rosi and Jack, get dressed! I put on ex­tra cof­fee and put cook­ies and Dan­ish on the ta­ble, then Max al­ready rum­bled in the door. We had cof­fee and he showed me the no­tice. I put it next to the lease and shook my head. “Ef­fec­tive im­me­di­ately, you’re wel­come to write what­ever you like, Max,” I said stretch­ing, “but ac­cord­ing to the lease con­tract, it’s not ef­fec­tive un­til the end of next month at the ear­li­est, which is a good 6 weeks from now.” Max stum­bled, “I thought you were a writer, not a lawyer,” he said meekly. I said, a writer can be a bit clever, can’t he? Rosi gy­rated around the ta­ble to join me in study­ing the floor plan. It was a nice, big house, suit­able for a larger fam­ily. It was only 30 years old, there re­ally was the barn, even with wa­ter and elec­tric­ity. The cozy log­gia in front of the house was not drawn. I asked Max how much land was there, he rum­maged in his note­book and put down a sheet. It was sev­eral thou­sand square me­ters, the cliffs to the beach, the wind­ing path and a 75 me­ter wide sandy beach were also part of it. Rosi’s eyes flashed as she asked Max if the path could be widened to al­low elec­tric carts to go down and up? Max scratched be­hind his ear. He would lay it out wider and not as steep, but it was doable. Maybe you should hire a main­land com­pany, old George likes to do that kind of thing too, and cheap, but he wouldn’t give it to George, he’d been re­tired a very long time. Rosi nod­ded, re­filled Max’s cof­fee and pushed the Dan­ish pas­try to­wards him. She was good at siz­ing up crooks and hon­est guys. 


I had read who owned The Whick­ets. “Yeah,” Max said, “I al­ready talked to him on the phone last night, he wants” Max leaned over and whis­pered the pur­chase price into my ear be­hind his hand. It was less than I had guessed and more than I wanted to spend. I counted it over in my head; it was about as much as Book No. 12 (or was it 13?) had brought me three years ago. I still had a fat re­serve, though; my books had sold splen­didly. I scratched my head and pre­tended awk­wardly. “I, we, still have to in­spect it first, of course. I have to in­spect the roof first and fore­most, that’s some­thing I know about.” I lamented the bread­less fate of a poor writer (they do ex­ist) and quoted a price, about 90% give or take, plus/mi­nus, as I told Max. He didn’t know what plus/mi­nus meant any more than I did, but it just sounded good. I read in his face that this cut into his finder’s fee. But I didn’t have to feel sorry for Max, he was busi­ness savvy and made a good liv­ing from his is­land. He gave me a bunch of keys, we should visit ev­ery­thing and ask him ev­ery­thing. Af­ter all, he was the mayor of the is­land and he wanted de­cent peo­ple on The Whick­ets, not mass mur­der­ers and bank rob­bers. He took his pieces of pa­per and buzzed off. Rosi and I stared at Jack, who laughed up­roar­i­ously. “Can I call him King Max or Gröb­maz? The great­est mayor ever?” We were per­plexed, Jack had a sense of hu­mor and could make a pun with a his­tory ref­er­ence to the Great­est Com­man­der of All Time, 80 years ago. “Damn it, Rosi, our boy is grow­ing up!” Sure enough, half an hour later we buzzed the 3km to The Whick­ets. 


The sum­mer was com­ing to an end, Jack only fucked Rosi four or five times dur­ing the day, and I was mak­ing gi­ant strides to­wards the 300‐page‐mark of porn. I was able to ne­go­ti­ate Max down an­other 15,000 (“the roof is due in 10 years”) and bought The Whick­ets in my and Rosi’s name. I drove to our new house with Rosi ev­ery day and dis­cussed with her ev­ery­thing that needed to be done. I told her to di­rect the work and learn to drive elec­tric carts. That went quite well with one foot. I had made a good deal with Max. He re­ceived 5% of the sums and “only” had to hire the com­pa­nies on the main­land and su­per­vise the work. Rosi was in charge, I had to write. Max licked his lips, that was easy money. 


Rosi had me read her 650 pages on the French Rev­o­lu­tion. That I didn’t check the facts was clear. She wrote flu­idly and ex­cit­ingly, thrilling even for a lay­man. She used many foot­notes and re­ferred to other sources. There were a lot of places where I sug­gested changes, be­cause some seemed a bit wooden. I had to give her a long lec­ture to keep her work from drift­ing into pornog­ra­phy. Even if there were facts here, a pub­lisher could not print porn, never. She grad­u­ally un­der­stood that “it” could only hap­pen in the reader’s mind, not in black and white. She mourned her word­ing, she had tweaked it so much and given her heart and soul. She started mak­ing cor­rec­tions. 


I had talked to Rosi about it and she agreed. I called the Plun­kett, I would come to din­ner for two, that’s all I re­vealed. I walked the 300 me­ters with Jack and ex­plained to him on the way that it was right if he fucked other girls too, not just Rosi. The widow was pretty much fuck­able and had a whor­ing na­ture, she would fuck ev­ery cock she could get. What Rosi thought of it, he wanted to know, and I re­as­sured him. It was her idea and she wanted him to fuck other pussies too as ex­pe­ri­ence. Jack nod­ded his un­der­stand­ing and re­mained silent un­til the end of din­ner. The Plun­kett was pleased to meet my son and at first was ir­ri­tated at what I sug­gested. She was only 42 and older than me, but I main­tained that I didn’t want to take on too much, two women were just too much for an old man. Grad­u­ally, I steered her into the right al­ley. I asked Jack to step in front of her. She un­wrapped his cock very ex­pertly and cra­dled it to her hand. Her cu­rios­ity aroused, she turned it back and forth, check­ing its firm­ness, and nod­ded with glit­ter­ing eyes. It was nice, re­ally big and she would like to try it, of course, said the fake snake with greedy glit­ter in her beau­ti­ful eyes. Jack wouldn’t let me go, I should stay with him. Okay, I said, with­out ask­ing the Plun­kett. We went into her bed­room. She was al­ready naked, with my son still strug­gling with his shirt but­tons. I pulled a stool to the foot of the bed, from there I had the best view into her cunt as she was be­ing fucked. She quickly pulled him onto the bed and hugged him. No fore­play was nec­es­sary, she fluted, she had al­ready been do­ing fore­play all day be­cause she was ex­pect­ing me for the evening. Jack didn’t un­der­stand a word, but I grinned. The Plun­kett was quite a pretty young widow, slim with round, large breasts that were beau­ti­ful like ripe large ap­ples. She had her pu­bic hair shaved smooth be­cause it was fash­ion­able now. She had long, red­dish‐blond hair, shoul­der‐length and proof that her an­ces­tors had con­quered the is­land in dragon boats. She bent over Jack, lick­ing and suck­ing his cock, mur­mur­ing over and over how nice and big his cock was. The poor guy looked con­fused at me, but I nod­ded re­as­sur­ingly, the lick­ing and suck­ing and tak­ing it in‐her‐mouth was okay. He set­tled back re­as­sured and en­joyed the friv­o­lous play from the wid­ows tongue and her lips. She lay down in fuck po­si­tion and pulled him be­tween her thighs. She had a beau­ti­ful cunt with large labia swollen with ex­cite­ment like Rosi’s, but her clit was much smaller than Rosi’s. Her vagina was also swollen and wait­ing for his cock, pre­tend­ing to be tight. Jack pen­e­trated slowly and care­fully, test­ing the depth, and then he be­gan to fuck in his usual man­ner. Af­ter a short while I heard the ex­cited gasp of Plun­kett, her labia widened and closed like Rosi’s. He did an ex­cel­lent job, she hooked her heels into his ass cheeks and she pressed her pussy harder and harder against him. The Plun­kett never got an or­gasm while fuck­ing me, but now I watched with ris­ing ex­cite­ment as she or­gasmed with Jack. He paused for a few mo­ments while the beau­ti­ful woman’s dis­torted face was torn by her con­vul­sions and she re­laxed, smil­ing in re­lief. Jack knew he could now con­cen­trate on his own or­gasm and fucked away, Plun­kett let him fuck her squeal­ing with plea­sure and that’s when he squirted. She smiled proudly at me and ca­ressed her hero. Jack’s cock wasn’t done yet, she licked and sucked it with gusto and took it in her mouth as deep as she could, her lips slid­ing up and down tire­lessly. I was sure that if she didn’t stop soon, he would cum in her mouth. At the last sec­ond she al­lowed him to pen­e­trate her and his firm thrust­ing brought her up to speed quickly. She was about to or­gasm soon, but Jack squirted to early and had to stop. I was so horny that I gen­tly pushed him aside and con­tin­ued fuck­ing the hope­lessly horny Plun­kett seam­lessly. I could feel her or­gasm ap­proach­ing with each thrust and she squirmed around me so as not to miss a sin­gle thrust. The or­gasm tore her off her legs, mak­ing me squirt in an in­stant. I thrust and fucked her in her or­gasm un­til we broke away from each other com­pletely ex­hausted. 


Jack and I got dressed, she asked Jack if he wanted to come back to­mor­row and he looked at me seek­ing help. I replied we would love to come back to­mor­row for din­ner. She walked us to the door naked and grinned, she had had a good main course and now it was on to dessert, “be­cause I have a sweet tooth!” 


On the way home Jack asked if he had done well. I ad­vised him to calmly and con­fi­dently squirt in her mouth, if she licked him for the sec­ond round, then he would last longer in the sec­ond round. He asked un­be­liev­ing, to re­ally squirt in her mouth? I ex­plained how to do it and he nod­ded, he had never done that be­fore. We qui­etly lay down next to Rosi, who was al­ready asleep. Jack looked at me with wide eyes, would I please do it to him now? I mas­tur­bated him, be­cause I could do that pretty well by now and did it to him with plea­sure.


Rosi laughed when Jack told her our ad­ven­ture in the morn­ing, I was al­ready sit­ting with my cof­fee and brood­ing. My porn had taken shape at now over 500 pages, hu­man­ity lived on huge plat­forms on the oceans af­ter the nu­clear war. My main char­ac­ters fucked them­selves the brains out, I shifted the fo­cus from one per­son to the next from time to time. At the same time, a se­rial killer was trac­ing his bloody trail through the story, the de­tec­tive lady al­ways came a tad too late and fucked her brains out of her al­co­holic body in im­proper man­ners. I wasn’t dis­sat­is­fied, it cer­tainly wasn’t porn like any other. I started typ­ing, al­though I suf­fered from writer’s in­hi­bi­tion.


I ac­com­pa­nied Jack to Plun­kett night af­ter night, he boldly squirted into her throat and held out bet­ter. Nev­er­the­less, I did not let my­self miss it to fuck the horny widow at the end re­ally through. I fucked Plun­kett as hard as I could, I held her ass cheeks firmly in my hands and thrusted as hard as I could. Her aroused screams drew me in­sane, I thrusted and squirted in a dev­il­ish mood in her pussy and let her go when I had fin­ished. I was as­ton­ished, how much she loved my rough­ness. 


Rosi showed me again and again pho­tos on her smart­phone, how well the work pro­gressed. Max made sure that the work was done prop­erly. He had a hell of a re­spect for the one‐legged Rosi and ducked when she ob­jected to some­thing. I drove the elec­tric cart down the new road to the beach, it was per­fect and they had not de­stroyed the foot­path. Win­ter an­nounced it­self, it be­came cold and in­hos­pitable. The work was stopped, un­til spring. 


I showed Rosi the videos I had se­cretly made of Jack fuck­ing Plun­kett. She watched the footage over and over again, I copied it to her smart­phone. She thought that the Plun­kett still looked very good for her age, she had a nice pussy and re­acted very im­pres­sively to Jack’s fuck­ing. She watched her or­gasm ten times in a row in slow mo­tion. When she saw the Plun­kett take his cock in her mouth and suck it, she shook her head, “she spoils my boy!” But she kept watch­ing my videos, they were arous­ing. 


Jack stud­ied ob­ses­sively, ea­ger to grad­u­ate from high school in May and June. I still ad­mired his man­hood, the boy fucked some days even ten times. I was much older, around 40, but more than once wildly fuck­ing Plun­kett and a sec­ond time with Rosi I brought no more. I told Jack I’d been tak­ing him to old Plun­kett for over three months now, but he should stand on his own two feet and go to Plun­kett with­out  Daddy. “Don’t you like her? She fucks like a world cham­pion af­ter all!” he said. I grinned, of course the horny widow fucks won­der­fully, but it was too much for me, I was too old for so much fuck­ing. He didn’t give up on Plun­kett un­til he left the is­land. 


I had an­other long phone call with my pub­lisher. I still had the  god­damn writer’s block, and no bright idea for book #16. He com­mis­er­ated and hoped the muse kissed me again, and soon. I made more phone calls to the ed­i­tor and a few oth­ers, then I had three tips for porno­graphic pub­lish­ers. I cau­tiously con­tacted all three. 


I stood next to Rosi on the porch of our new house. The view of the storm‐tossed sea was breath­tak­ing. Rosi leaned against me. “Since you stopped fuck­ing Plun­kett, you and I have been fuck­ing a lot more of­ten.” She paused thought­fully. “I like that a lot, be­cause I love you a lot. And next year, when Jack goes off to the uni­ver­sity, we’re tak­ing in a kid. Our sec­ond child.” I nod­ded and stared at the surf that had rolled over the sandy beach and was crash­ing might­ily against the rocky cliffs. “But a girl this time,” I said grin­ning slyly, “maybe around 14 or older, but def­i­nitely al­ready very horny and fuck­able!” Rosi nudged me in the ribs with her el­bow. “You’re a real piglet, you know that? I’m talk­ing about giv­ing a kid a home and you’re think­ing about fuck­ing first!”  We both laughed at the same time into the stormy wind. She would look for a girl who would fit to that, she said qui­etly.


We had a deal.


Four months later Mia came to our house. Where ex­actly she had tracked Mia down, Rosi did not im­me­di­ately re­veal. Mia was per­haps a year younger than Jack, who had only a few ex­ams ahead of him and a firm com­mit­ment to study in Ed­in­burgh. Some­thing to do with com­put­ers, I didn’t re­mem­ber the rest. He would be leav­ing in two months. The four of us sat around the ta­ble and got to know each other. I looked at Mia un­der al­most closed eye­lids, she seemed to have a cheer­ful, a lit­tle cheeky dis­po­si­tion. Beau­ti­ful, red­dish‐blonde hair down to her shoul­ders, slim and taller than Rosi. Her hips were still child­like and not very wom­anly. I only lis­tened with half an ear, some­thing about a cor­re­spon­dence school, start­ing next fall. She could take care of her­self well, but she wanted to be ac­cepted into our fam­ily and wanted to help out in the house­hold, she was al­most con­temp­tu­ous that women have to be able to do that in our pa­tri­ar­chal so­ci­ety. “In our house­hold Rosi is the boss, I’m just writ­ing, you won’t find pa­tri­archy here.”  Mia looked at me very strangely, but she wisely kept her mouth shut. 


Rosi woke me up from my lethargy, I com­posed the next steps in my porn. “Mia is still a vir­gin, so leave her alone, guys!” she said to me and Jack. Was there a mis­chievous twitch around the cor­ners of her mouth? Mia in­ter­rupted my thoughts. “Vir­gins are only al­lowed to mas­tur­bate, of course I do that a lot. But if you like a hand­job or a blowjob,” she said turn­ing to Jack, “I can do both pretty well!” Be­fore I could have said “beep!”, Jack mut­tered, “Blowjob, of course!” We all laughed.


Rosi was now ex­plain­ing to Mia that our new house wasn’t ready yet, there­fore all 4 of us would have to sleep in the big bed, there was plenty of room for ev­ery­one. “I al­ways sleep in my pa­ja­mas,” Mia let out, “and I need my earplugs, I can’t fall asleep with­out my mu­sic!” Jack strad­dled her, he was the older one and the only pa­tri­arch af­ter all. “Do you snore, Mia? Be­cause Jim, Rosi and I don’t snore. Def­i­nitely not.” I grinned, one will win, one will lose, and it wasn’t me. Rosi had an­other one in her quiver. “TV only un­til din­ner, din­ner usu­ally starts at 9, so 9pm, then sleep. Pe­riod. Okay, fuck­ing can hap­pen, mas­tur­bat­ing for my sake too. When ev­ery­one has done their thing, it’s sleep time.” Mia ducked her head. “Fuck­ing when all four are in the same bed? And mas­tur­bat­ing too?” Rosi nod­ded in agree­ment, “Fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing, we do that to­gether” and did not want to dis­cuss it. I gave Mia a friendly nod, “be wel­come, my dear, and I’ll sit over there to write.”


Af­ter din­ner then the big mo­ment. Rosi, Jack and I lay naked on the bed, the bath­room door opened and Mia came out, wear­ing ridicu­lous pa­ja­mas. White, cov­ered with lit­tle col­or­ful bears. A child’s pa­ja­mas. She came un­steadily to the bed, Jack made room and she lay down be­side him. I turned off the big light, the small one al­ways put out the last to fall asleep. Rosi and I looked up only briefly, then we con­tin­ued cud­dling, it was our time. Mia watched us cu­ri­ously and whis­pered softly to Jack. “Last week in a sin­gle cell in ju­ve­nile de­ten­tion, to­day in a very nice fam­ily, and all sleep­ing naked in one large bed!” Jack nod­ded, “but we have to be quiet now and not dis­turb them!” Quite un­spec­tac­u­larly and as ev­ery evening Rosi and I fucked, she strolled to­wards or­gasm, grad­u­ally ran faster and fi­nally raced into or­gasm, I tensed and squirted while she quiv­ered and trem­bled in or­gasm. We held each other for a long time, then I sank to the side and Rosi lay down on the other side, on her leg and would soon be­gin to mas­tur­bate as she did ev­ery night, no one dared  both­er­ing her. Jack and Mia whis­pered very softly, but I un­der­stood ev­ery word. 


“I have never seen the fuck­ing be­fore, they both had en­joyed it seem­ingly!” Mia had her head rest­ing on Jack’s chest dur­ing the fuck­ing, her hand rest­ing on his stom­ach, just inches from his cock. “Do you want me to give you a blowjob?” she whis­pered and Jack nod­ded. Mia did it re­ally skill­fully, rub­bing his cock prop­erly with her fist and tak­ing his glans be­tween her lips. The tongue quickly played lam­bent in the right place and af­ter a short while Jack al­ready drew in the air sharply. He squirted into her mouth, she let the se­men run out left and right, she let it drip out of her mouth onto his belly, where she rubbed it with the flat of her hand. Jack had al­ready put one hand un­der the rub­ber­belt of her pa­jama pants dur­ing the blowjob and was ob­vi­ously ca­ress­ing her pussy, she al­lowed it or ig­nored it. Jack was re­laxed again af­ter a minute and now whis­pered, “do you like me to mas­tur­bate you?” and Mia whis­pered in a squeezed way, “Can you do that? Usu­ally I al­ways mas­tur­bate my­self, only some­times my girl­friends mas­tur­bate me.” Jack laughed softly. “I’ve won tro­phies in mas­tur­ba­tion con­tests — oh bull­shit, I’m just fuck­ing with you! I think, I’m pretty good at it!” Mia lay down in his arms and spread her legs. Then she glanced at me and Rosi, but we were al­ready asleep. De­ter­mined, she took off her pa­jama pants and spread her legs will­ingly. I saw that she had only a light fluff on her pu­bic and caught a glimpse of her slit. She snug­gled up to her “big brother” as she usu­ally snug­gled up to her girl­friends and Jack made his way to her clit. He mas­tur­bated her as he had seen Rosi do and she pressed her­self even closer to him. It was soon au­di­ble that her breath­ing was quick­en­ing and she let the or­gasm take her by sur­prise. She clung to his arm, her ab­domen twitched sev­eral times and she cringed  into a hemi­sphere, then re­laxed. “You’re right to have that tro­phy,” she joked. Jack asked why she didn’t swal­low his se­men and she shrugged. “Never have,” she whis­pered. “The Widow Plun­kett al­ways swal­lows it,” Jack whis­pered, and she im­me­di­ately asked who that was. He said, “I’ll tell you to­mor­row,” and asked if she didn’t need it again? Mia an­swered be­lat­edly, yes she did. He rubbed her clit as be­fore and quickly brought her to or­gasm. She snug­gled up to him and kissed him on the cheek. “You’re re­ally good at it,” she whis­pered softly. “I need it again in a minute, Jack!”  He pulled her pa­jama shirt over her head. He saw, as I did, her small, bud­ding breasts, quite lovely ones. Jack gave her a third or­gasm and again she thanked him with a kiss on his cheek. He was tired and sud­denly fell asleep. She re­leased her­self from his arms and turned to the side. I watched her back for a while longer, she mas­tur­bated quite un­ob­tru­sively and curled up in or­gasm. She searched for the switch for the small light, it took her a while to turn off the light. 


Early in the morn­ing I was the first to get up, as usual, and pre­pared cof­fee. That was my half hour, all to my­self, I could grad­u­ally wake up and men­tally pre­pare for the next chap­ter. My com­mis­sioner had got­ten com­pletely drunk at home and was drown­ing in self‐pity. The door­bell had rung, she had wo­ken up from her doze and stag­gered to the apart­ment door. She opened the door to a strange young man, also quite drunk. Here I had to con­tinue. Was he one of the crim­i­nals she was hunt­ing? Or a pa­thetic stalker who just wanted to get her laid? Or was it the se­rial killer ter­ror­iz­ing the city? I glanced at the bed; all three were still asleep. Mia had moved. She had Jack’s morn­ing wood clamped be­tween her ass cheeks and was mov­ing. She must have been dream­ing some­thing horny, her ass cheeks rub­bing com­fort­ably against his morn­ing wood. She and Jack winced at the same mo­ment, he had cum in her ass crease. Dazed, they awoke for a mo­ment, she turned to him, put an arm over his shoul­der, then they both went back to sleep. I woke Rosi qui­etly and fixed her cof­fee mug, lots of milk and three spoon­fuls of sugar. 


I told her in a whis­per how Jack had mas­tur­bated her yes­ter­day, she had made her­self a 4th or­gasm be­fore fall­ing asleep. And then this morn­ing, she was rub­bing his morn­ing wood with her ass in her dreams and he had cum in her ass crease, but they were both sound asleep. Rosi nod­ded, “I’m go­ing to or­der the pill on­line to­day, I can’t take any risks, vir­gin or not.” I asked her and she said Mia would be 17 in three weeks, she had been in ju­vie many times for shoplift­ing and for giv­ing blowjobs to boys in pub­lic, most re­cently. Her fos­ter fam­ily was very happy that she took the de­fi­ant and petty crim­i­nal Mia, who un­abashedly gave blowjobs in the parks. All done over the in­ter­net, sure. Once again, I mar­veled at her abil­ity to do ev­ery­thing on­line. 


Rosi looked at them both se­ri­ously at break­fast. “Blowjob is okay. Mas­tur­bat­ing is okay, too. But,” she looked very stern, “fuck­ing is ab­so­lutely NOT okay!” Jack nod­ded guiltily, Mia mut­ter­ing that she was still a vir­gin and was not fuck­ing. Rosi slapped the ta­ble top with the flat of her hand. “And that’s ex­actly, why NO fuck­ing, even in the early morn­ing!” She had put her foot down, at least Jack had caught on. Rosi walked over to the bed and dropped her neg­ligee. Un­fo­cused, she scrolled through the lap­top, it was now the usual time for Jack to come over to her and fuck. He came too, took off his t‐shirt and shorts and lay down next to her. “I get it, Rosi, no fuck­ing.” I turned to my hun­gover com­mis­sar, Mia un­dressed and snug­gled up to the big brother (he had won, I guess.). He was cud­dling with Rosi, I was only look­ing with half an eye. Min­utes later he pushed Mia aside and started fuck­ing Rosi. Mia watched with wide open eyes. He dropped down next to Mia and she stroked her hero’s chest, which rose and fell. Rosi didn’t feel like mas­tur­bat­ing at the mo­ment and went to the French Rev­o­lu­tion. Jack and Mia whis­pered softly. My God, she was hot! She asked about the widow and he told her ev­ery­thing. He felt how hot she was, of course, rub­bing her pussy on his hip. He would show her some­thing new and ex­plained how she could slide flat on his cock back and forth while rub­bing her clit on his cock. Quickly she mounted him, breath­less with horni­ness. Rosi called out softly, “but don’t fuck!” and laid her head on Jack’s chest. She paid very close at­ten­tion that Mia only slid flat back and forth. It was a plea­sure to watch the three of them. Mia didn’t even have to slide for 10 min­utes, she sud­denly in­creased her stroke rate and writhed in or­gasm. Mo­ments later she had calmed down and Jack de­manded she do him. Mia slid on his cock for an­other 10 min­utes, winc­ing as he squirted. Rosi worked on the lap­top, I steered my over­tired com­mis­sioner to the next bloody crime scene and the two whis­pered. Mia said, since she was lit­tle she played with her clit at night, she paused be­fore or­gasm and kept go­ing, only at the end she gave her­self a real or­gasm, she al­ways did that in this fash­ion. He wanted to see it right away. Usu­ally she only let her girl­friends watch, she said, but.


Mia made sure Rosi and I were fo­cused on our screens and spread her legs. I sur­rep­ti­tiously took pic­tures and en­larged them on the screen. Mia had beau­ti­ful, large and swelling labia like Rosi, but she had a much larger clit. It seemed to have hardly any fore­skin, with the small labia go­ing down on the left and right side. She mas­tur­bated cau­tiously, paus­ing to de­lay or­gasm. She did it sev­eral times and let the or­gasm roll over her at the end. She curled up and Jack took her in his arms. 


Jack whis­pered about swal­low­ing se­men. He said it was a bit hurt­ful when the girl spit out the se­men. He de­scribed how the widow swal­lowed the se­men af­ter suck­ing it, it was very sat­is­fy­ing. And, had it never oc­curred to her that even though she spit, she swal­lowed a lit­tle bit each time? Mia was thrilled at how smart he was. She promised to try the swal­low­ing. There was no hurry. The two told each other about their past lives, Jack was one hun­dred per­cent con­vinced she should fin­ish school. The mod­ern woman found no re­spect any­where in be­ing a school dropout. Mia had heard this ser­mon a hun­dred times and re­mained snippy and screwed up. But I sup­posed I sensed a lit­tle in­se­cu­rity in her stonewalling. Maybe in the next few weeks Jack would man­age to talk some sense into her. We as par­ents, as the older gen­er­a­tion, were hope­less. 


I reread Rosi’s French Rev­o­lu­tion, she had lis­tened to me well and im­proved a lot. That 25% were still miss­ing, she knew her­self, but the flat­ten­ing of events af­ter the pro­tag­o­nists were all elim­i­nated was cer­tainly dif­fi­cult to de­scribe. Above all, the end­ing was miss­ing, which was the hard­est part of many books. My se­rial killer was mak­ing more and more mis­takes, the de­tec­tive was re­ally on his tail. Jack stud­ied doggedly and didn’t let Mia ir­ri­tate him. She mainly watched YouTube‐videos, gave him a blowjob in the af­ter­noon and swal­lowed the se­men. She slid her labia and clit on his cock when he fucked Rosi af­ter break­fast. She had mas­tered that per­fectly by now. But she only mas­tur­bated at night when ev­ery­one was asleep. 


The two had de­vel­oped some­thing new. Ev­ery morn­ing Jack woke her up with his morn­ing wood, he stuck it from be­hind be­tween her ass cheeks, along her pussy slit. She let him fuck and cum there. It made her re­ally horny, it was like fuck­ing but with­out fuck­ing. Mostly she mas­tur­bated af­ter­wards, turn­ing her back on the rest of us. Rosi had checked the first time that they weren’t fuck­ing reg­u­larly. But it was fine, and they did it ev­ery morn­ing. Jack still went to Plun­kett’s ev­ery night and when I asked him, he was fine with it. The widow might have a who­r­ish char­ac­ter, but she fucked di­vinely, he said. Rosi had been right when she sent him to the Plun­kett.


I started the 750th page and let the first, in­con­clu­sive shootout be­tween the se­rial killer and the de­tec­tive play out in an aban­doned fac­tory lot. Hit in the leg, he es­capes one last time. She takes blood sam­ples from the floor for a DNA‐match.


Mia set­tled in very well. She lov­ingly stroked Jack or Rosi when they fucked, she smil­ingly swal­lowed Jack’s se­men dur­ing blowjob and got in­sti­gated and horny when she saw Rosi mas­tur­bat­ing. She had lost her shy­ness and now mas­tur­bated at the same time as Rosi. All the many mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gasms dur­ing the day made her much calmer, it seemed to me. The day was draw­ing nearer and nearer, Jack’s de­par­ture for Ed­in­burgh cast­ing its shadow. The three of us — and prob­a­bly also Plun­kett — will miss him, al­though we wanted to keep in touch, email and Skype were noth­ing un­usual af­ter all. I didn’t have time to fret about it at all, I was fin­ish­ing the porn book. It was a very un­usual thriller, an un­usual porno. I was still puz­zling over what pseu­do­nym to use, but I was de­ter­mined to send it to all three pub­lish­ers at once and let them make of­fers. It was damn good stuff and I wasn’t go­ing to sell it short. I had my pride. 


I didn’t have as much ad­vice to give Jack as Rosi did. A gen­tle re­minder about the pur­pose of con­doms, the thought­ful use of his credit card, and that it paid to dou­ble and triple check boyfriends and girl­friends. I’d be avail­able any­time he needed me, but I wasn’t a mother hen. “Nei­ther is Rosi, re­ally,” I said to him, “but she’s re­leas­ing a child into the wide world for the first time, and she knows how fucked up it can be there some­times. Cut her some slack.”  I hugged him close at the port as he boarded the ferry. 


Rosi and Mia were in­con­solable for days. They held each other cry­ing in each other’s arms, Rosi told her so many beau­ti­ful sexy things that soon Mia was mas­tur­bat­ing to­gether with her. She some­times let Rosi mas­tur­bate her, but she didn’t dare to re­cip­ro­cate yet. I hugged both of them tightly in the evenings and cud­dled with both of them, Mia was al­lowed to press her hot body against both of us and ca­ress­ing us and our gen­i­tals when we fucked. 


 I had sent out my man­u­script and had much more time dur­ing the day to take care of them both. I fucked Rosi at least twice a day and once in the evening, Mia over­came her shy­ness and let me mas­tur­bate her. I only no­ticed on the side­lines that Rosi talked to her about fuck­ing. I did not in­ter­fere. I was of the same opin­ion as Rosi, that it was Mia’s busi­ness when she wanted to start fuck­ing. 


Jack was do­ing well. Rosi talked to him ev­ery day, he had set­tled into the dorm, the lec­tures were ex­cit­ing. He had bought ex­actly the lap­top that seemed most ap­pro­pri­ate, it was im­por­tant for study­ing. He had al­ready met sev­eral girls, but fuck­ing in the dorm was prov­ing dif­fi­cult. I laughed into the screen. “Would you like me to send old Plun­kett to visit you some­time?” I joked, but he grinned, “dif­fi­cult, I said, Jim, but not im­pos­si­ble.” We grinned at each other, my boy wasn’t stranded on an un­in­hab­ited is­land. 


Mia lay with us ev­ery night, I placed her up close next to Rosi so it seemed like I was fuck­ing them both. She lay down very close to Rosi’s pussy at the place where the leg was miss­ing and spread her legs wide apart, she of­fered me her pussy open to get ev­ery one of my thrusts. She did it so skill­fully that she al­most came to or­gasm too. She then needed only two sec­onds to trig­ger the or­gasm with a fin­ger. She asked if she could do it that way and af­ter that she let me fuck her pussy all the more from the out­side. She pestered Rosi with a thou­sand ques­tions about fuck­ing, hy­men, de­flow­er­ing, for weeks. I knew that she had been on the pill for months, her pe­riod al­ways came on time and usu­ally lasted only a sin­gle day. That was amaz­ing even for Rosi, since she her­self got her pe­ri­ods com­pletely ir­reg­u­larly and that usu­ally lasted two or three days. Those were the only days she would mas­tur­bate me in her mouth, let me cum in­side and swal­low the se­men. Mia was ready, it just took a lit­tle push.


Mia asked shyly if I could fuck her in the morn­ing just like Jack did? I ex­changed a look with Rosi and said, “of course I can!” In the morn­ing I was the first awake, I lay down be­hind Mia’s ass cheeks and drove my morn­ing wood along her ass crease care­fully for­ward, be­tween her labia, up to her vagi­nal vestibule. She stirred rest­lessly and be­came only half awake. I fucked slowly and de­lib­er­ately, there was no hurry. She groped to her clit and widened the vagi­nal en­trance with her fin­gers, but I re­mained on guard and did not pen­e­trate. I didn’t want to de­flower her just like that, as a mishap, that would have been a shame. I fucked her for quite a while and felt her fin­ger fly­ing over her clit. Usu­ally she got her or­gasm long be­fore me, I re­mained mo­tion­less un­til she re­laxed again. I kept go­ing un­til I came. I had to be very care­ful not to pen­e­trate her, al­though she opened her pussy quite wide and will­ingly while mas­tur­bat­ing quickly. I squirted in her vagi­nal vestibule and some­times very gen­tly on her hy­men. I wiped my cock on her ass crease and with­drew. She al­ways turned around to me and hugged me pas­sion­ately and grate­fully, be­fore doz­ing off again. Rosi was usu­ally still asleep or watch­ing us with a smile. We did this ev­ery morn­ing now, be­fore I made cof­fee and en­joyed my half hour in si­lence.


The first pub­lisher wanted a thou­sand changes and made no con­vinc­ing of­fer. The sec­ond made a bet­ter of­fer and gave me time to think, it wasn’t a bad thing. The third took a long time, they ob­vi­ously had a lot to do. But they had the high­est bid, wanted world­wide rights for trans­la­tions, and of­fered an up­front pay­ment for the sec­ond book. Damn, had I be­come a porn writer now? I was mourn­ing my for­mer self, I had writ­ten more than a dozen good books, they were well and con­sci­en­tiously re­searched and were nov­els with ex­cit­ing life­lines, his­tory, cul­ture and phi­los­o­phy were not ne­glected. These were works, they made me rich. Porn was far too su­per­fi­cial, sex and crime were in the fore­ground. Of course, I wrote as skill­fully as any au­thor should, I knew how to build sus­pense even in such prim­i­tive sit­u­a­tions as a de­tec­tive who swal­lows the wrong pills, stays in bed for 24 hours and un­der the in­flu­ence of the pills she must mas­tur­bate non­stop as if pos­sessed. Any­way, I con­sulted with Rosi, can­celed two pub­lish­ers and signed with the third.


In the evening Rosi asked Mia, “are you ask­ing or should I?” Mia was push­ing around for a long time, but then she brought it out, do I want to de­flower her? She’s on the pill, I don’t need to be afraid of a  preg­nancy. I gave her a big lovely hug. “Of course I do, lit­tle one, if you want me to?” Mia was ter­ri­bly ex­cited, Rosi took her in her arms and calmed her down. “I’m with you, Mia!” she kept say­ing. Mia lay down next to Rosi ex­pec­tantly and clung to her. Rosi put her flat hand on Mia’s belly un­til she was breath­ing calmly. Then she nod­ded at me. 


Mia’s de­flow­er­ing was com­pletely easy and smooth, not as painful as Rosi’s. Mia didn’t make a peep as I tore the hy­men and pen­e­trated very deeply un­til I felt the end of her vagina. I looked into her face, she shone like a gold coin and nod­ded sweetly, so I be­gan to fuck her. It went on for a long time be­cause I had al­ready fucked Rosi in the af­ter­noon and my erec­tion re­ally lasted un­til the end. Mia’s vagina was much tighter than Rosi’s, but I couldn’t pen­e­trate that deep as in Rosi’s. Rosi didn’t take her hand off Mia’s pussy when Mia’s breath quick­ened and an­nounced the or­gasm. The girl grad­u­ally raced to­wards her or­gasm, clutch­ing me tighter and tighter and thrust­ing her pussy to­wards me. She dug her heels into my ass cheeks and was now cling­ing to me, hav­ing al­most de­tached her­self from the sheet. She con­torted her face in or­gasm, her vagi­nal mus­cles tens­ing and re­lax­ing again and again. I man­aged to squirt on the spot and held her ass tightly un­til I was done. We let go breath­ing heav­ily.


We talked about the event for a long time. Rosi re­nounced on that evening and I fucked Mia a sec­ond time. She was a nat­u­ral won­der and came eas­ily and with­out ef­fort to or­gasm. Af­ter watch­ing us Rosi lay to the side on her healthy leg and mas­tur­bated with con­cen­tra­tion. I soon slept away, it had re­ally ex­hausted me. Af­ter a few days we had found a rhythm, I only wanted to fuck twice, af­ter lunch and din­ner. Most days I had to fuck three or four times. Rosi and Mia snapped it out among them­selves who’s turn it was to fuck me and when. It was of course too lit­tle for both of them and they mas­tur­bated as of­ten as they wanted. I took on the French Rev­o­lu­tion, filed, ham­mered, sawed and mod­eled un­til it was very good. Then I sat down with Rosi to the screen and we re­searched which pub­lish­ers she should write to. I left the small, un­known ones out and aside. Rosi had to go big, I drilled that into her. It was pure non­sense to send it to the fac­ulty where she had heard some lec­tures. No sen­ti­men­tal­i­ties, a book wanted to be sold prop­erly. I was right (I’m al­ways right).


Shortly af­ter Jack had left and I had de­flow­ered Mia, there was a quiet knock­ing at our front door af­ter the mid­day fuck. Mia and I were sound asleep and Rosi woke up, pulled on her neg­ligee and swung to the door. “I’m…” and Rosi added, “the Plun­kett!” They shook hands, “Jane Plun­kett,” and no sooner had Rosi closed the door than the Plun­kett shed her win­ter clothes. De­ter­minedly she walked naked to­ward the bed. “I want a piece of the pie, too,” she whis­pered to Rosi, who replied dryly, “if you di­vide the cookie among too many, ev­ery­one gets only crumbs!” but the Plun­kett stretched out on the bed.


“Jane,” Rosi said en­er­get­i­cally, “first you have to earn your place!” I woke up and called Plun­kett’s name in amaze­ment, Mia hid­ing be­hind my back. Rosi de­manded a les­bian act from Plun­kett, first. Plun­kett nod­ded, but she had no idea about fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit. Rosi looked at the widow’s beau­ti­ful body and stroked her pussy with glis­ten­ing eyes and her clit with great plea­sure. “All right,” Rosi re­lented, ly­ing down provoca­tively be­side her, “then do me with your fin­ger!” Jane Plun­kett be­gan the en­trance exam with­out minc­ing words and, by God, she was ex­cel­lent at it, she had decades of prac­tice at it. Rosi vis­i­bly re­laxed and af­ter a few min­utes I ob­served that her breath­ing quick­ened. Jane’s fin­ger also sped up and Rosi clung to her arm. With fine feel­ing she brought Rosi to or­gasm and did not stop, I heard Rosi gasp and let out sharp lit­tle cries like never be­fore. But the Plun­kett con­tin­ued en­er­get­i­cally and pro­longed Rosi’s or­gasm by min­utes. Never be­fore had I seen Rosi or­gas­ming so long and in­tensely as now, un­til she fell close to tears in Plun­kett’s arms and ended it twitch­ing and quiv­er­ing.


Rosi curled up on her side to catch her breath. “There, now I’ve earned it,” said Plun­kett, turn­ing to me in sat­is­fac­tion, for Rosi’s mas­tur­ba­tion had vis­i­bly aroused me. I let her lie on her back and pen­e­trated with­out any fore­play. I was an­noyed at her in­tru­sion into our pri­vate life, though of course I un­der­stood her. I reached un­der her ass cheeks and lifted them, fuck­ing her like a wild sav­age man. Rosi forced a fin­ger onto Jane Plun­kett’s clit and rubbed it just as wildly as I fucked her. Mo­ments later, her or­gasm erupted, but nei­ther Rosi nor I stopped. On the con­trary, Plun­kett was fucked and mas­tur­bated so wildly that she lost hear­ing and see­ing. She had or­gasm af­ter or­gasm, and I only let go of her when I had squirted wildly in­side her pussy. Rosi let go of her, Jane Plun­kett had lost con­scious­ness for a mo­ment and re­gained con­scious­ness again.


Hence­forth she came ev­ery week. Rosi showed her fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit and she could now fuck Rosi and Mia ev­ery time be­fore she got me. Rosi had im­me­di­ately re­fused when she wanted to come more than once a week, once was enough. But she had to earn the wild fuck­ing with me ev­ery time and first fuck Rosi to mad­ness. She got used to it, Rosi, Mia and I didn’t mind the change. We kept it up be­cause we all got our money’s worth. Later, when we were in the new house, she drove the elec­tric cart the 3km to The Whick­ets once a week.


It was Christ­mas va­ca­tion, Jack came home for the 4 days, the Plun­kett had gone to the main­land for Christ­mas. Ex­actly 10 min­utes af­ter our stormy greet­ing, Jack and Mia were al­ready ly­ing naked on the bed. He knew it from Rosi, of course, and heartily em­braced Mia. They fucked day and night with­out stop­ping, I said to Rosi. I sat in front of my screen, but I barely wrote some pages on my sec­ond porn. I clev­erly wove in Rosi’s fuck­ing with Plun­kett and made the de­tec­tive suf­fer lustily in the bed of a iron les­bian crim­i­nal. I watched the two of them fuck­ing, they were one heart and one soul and fit to­gether well when fuck­ing. Rosi’s eyes shone moistly when she lay next to the two and ca­ressed their sweaty bod­ies and gen­i­tals from time to time. Rosi liked it very much to touch and ca­ress their gen­i­tals dur­ing the fuck­ing. 


I sat out­side on the stone bench smok­ing de­spite the cold wind and driv­ing snow, I let my eyes glide over the white hills, it was so peace­ful here. Rosi mas­tur­bated in the warm room and the kids fucked their brains out. Rosi mas­tur­bated more of­ten than ever be­fore and her abil­ity to or­gasm while fuck­ing had re­ally in­creased and in­ten­si­fied, ac­cord­ing to my im­pres­sion. Jack sat down next to me and pulled the wool blan­ket tighter around his naked body. “That Mia, she’s a nat­u­ral won­der! She fucks light as a feather and or­gasms like no other. The girl comes and comes non­stop, she comes so eas­ily and ef­fort­lessly to or­gasm, it’s a mad­ness! I say that, I’ve fucked a few dozen!” I smiled and looked at him from the side. “So like that, a few dozen?” This time he laughed. “Jim, I take my stud­ies se­ri­ously, dead se­ri­ous. But I buy my room­mates a beer when I have a lady vis­i­tor, and with some, they get to fuck right along. Seven out of 10 fe­male stu­dents have noth­ing on their minds but to fuck as much as they can. And for the re­main­ing three I would have to waste pre­cious hours to get them around. I’ll take the 7, all it takes is a friendly word and an ap­point­ment, we won’t waste any time.” I pat­ted him on the shoul­der. “Then do your  best and don’t for­get, man­hood goes down­hill af­ter 40. I don’t even like turn­ing 40 for that rea­son.” Jack froze and went back in­side, ly­ing down with Mia to warm up. It was al­most per­verse when the four of us fucked side by side in the evenings, but the kids goaded Rosi and me to do more and more. It was a nice, very nice Christ­mas. 


It took two months be­fore a pub­lisher bit and made a good of­fer. Rosi’s eyes shone sus­pi­ciously as she signed the con­tract. That night, af­ter Mia’s turn, I fucked joy­ful  Rosi too, she de­served an ex­tra! 


Three weeks later we moved to the new house.






An An­gel’s Child


by Jack Faber © 2023




The di­rec­tor of the large or­phan­age had fi­nally man­aged to get Maja a place with the Sis­ters of the Bloody Heart of Mary. Maja was al­ready 7 months preg­nant and would have her baby in 8 weeks. Usu­ally one only got a place there when the birth was al­ready im­mi­nent, but when one had this luck, one had to grab it. Maja could join the nurses in three days. 


Maja lay down in bed right af­ter din­ner. With her big belly, she couldn’t work in the kitchen any­more and she would rather lie in bed than sit in the TV room. She didn’t stay alone for long. Monika lay down with her. The young girl was fas­ci­nated by her belly like no other. Monika was known for mas­tur­bat­ing girls very skill­fully and pas­sion­ately and she had al­ready mas­tur­bated ev­ery girl in the house. For years she had moved from girl to girl, even the older ones, who had mostly moved on to fuck­ing, had to ad­mit that Monika was the most skilled mas­tur­ba­tor, giv­ing them minute‐long flights to the ninth heaven. Monika’s hand slipped un­der her long night­dress, slid­ing from her knees over her in­ner thighs up to Maja’s pussy.


Monika’s hand stayed on the older girl’s pussy for quite a long time as usual, stroking, teas­ing and ca­ress­ing her. Now the hand slid higher, ca­ress­ing the belly for min­utes be­fore slid­ing even higher and ca­ress­ing the full breasts. This was some­thing that caused a yearn­ing burn in Maja’s pussy. She had not known this yearn­ing feel­ing be­fore, un­til Monika trig­gered it in her. Maja some­times had this feel­ing in a weak­ened form when one of the boys fucked her well. She had let the first one be­tween her thighs when she was still 11, and since then ev­ery night at least one, but usu­ally one af­ter the other, came to fuck her.


It was strictly for­bid­den, of course, but the boys came to the girls’ dor­mi­tory ev­ery night when the aunt chap­er­one had fallen asleep on the watch­man’s chair in front of the dor­mi­tory door. The girls had put a harm­less sleep­ing pow­der in her tea, clear­ing the way for the sin­ful, for­bid­den ac­tiv­i­ties. The girls fid­dled over the cal­en­dars to cal­cu­late their fer­tile days. That there was no 100% guar­an­tee, ev­ery­one knew. But other than tele­vi­sion and worn‐out board games and clas­sic books, there weren’t many dis­trac­tions in the ur­ban or­phan­age. 


Maja al­most passed away when Monika did not and did not stop teas­ing her breasts and nip­ples. The younger had much more sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night since early child­hood, she had mas­tur­bated ev­ery girl in the or­phan­age in the last years many times and was said to be a cham­pion in mas­tur­bat­ing girls. Peer pres­sure was great, so she fucked with the boys for two years, al­though she only or­gasmed when mas­tur­bat­ing for a long time, un­til Cyril came. She com­pleted usu­ally the fuck­ing very su­per­fi­cially as she had no chance to reach or­gasm. She was ad­dicted to mas­tur­bat­ing, but she was smart enough to al­ways wait un­til bed­time. She thus avoided the de­grad­ing ex­po­sure that the un­wary had to suf­fer from the old dryed out chap­er­one. 


“Still not mas­tur­bat­ing?” she asked Maja, know­ing the an­swer. Maja shook her head as usual, she had never mas­tur­bated in her life and only knew or­gasm since Monika lay down with her ev­ery night and mas­tur­bated her. Monika loved to make Maja so horny that she begged to be mas­tur­bated, which she rarely did, but just al­lowed it breath­less with horni­ness. Monika reached up and slipped Maja’s night­gown over her head, pulling her own off as well in one fluid mo­tion. She pressed her naked body against Maja, played with Maja’s labia and slowly drove two fin­gers in and out of her vagina. The fin­ger fuck­ing didn’t bring an or­gasm, of course, it was just some fore­play. A shadow ap­peared be­side them. It was Jan.


He took off his clothes in a flash and lay down with the girls. He was one of the friendly fel­lows and asked whis­per­ing if he could fuck Maja. Maja nod­ded, Jan was a very dear one whom she never turned down. Maja whis­pered that Monika should stay with her, Monika made a lit­tle room. Jan asked if he could fuck Monika, but Maja hissed, “Me first!” More com­mu­ni­ca­tion was un­nec­es­sary, the chore­og­ra­phy set. 


Jan, who much pre­ferred to fuck the ice‐cold Monika, mounted Maja. Of course, he should pay at­ten­tion to the fat belly, so he sup­ported him­self with his arms, quickly pen­e­trated Maja’s vagina and fucked quickly like a sewing ma­chine. Maja sighed hap­pily as Jan’s fuck­ing in­ten­si­fied the yearn­ing feel­ing in her pussy and she ac­knowl­edged that with sighs. Jan stopped with­out squirt­ing. He was sav­ing that for Monika. 


Monika had played with her clit a bit while they fucked in the dark, she knew the rou­tine and wanted to get a lit­tle horny be­fore Jan fucked her. She liked the tall boy who was about her age, but she wasn’t in love with him, she had never been in love at all. When she got older she would fall in love with some­one, but at the mo­ment she de­spised the cack­ling, snick­er­ing lovers. It was a shame­ful, de­grad­ing spec­ta­cle, and that was pre­cisely why she loved Maja, who didn’t put up with all that non­sense. 


Jan lay down with her, she em­braced him and gave him a long French kiss. He had come to fuck her, that was okay with her. She took his cock and in­serted it into her tight girl­ish vagina. She lay back and let him fuck her. Jan could fuck very well, Monika liked that very much, al­though she sel­dom had an or­gasm while fuck­ing. Jan fucked her slowly and for a very long time, his fin­gers had dug into Maja’s pussy, who sighed con­tin­u­ously at his touch­ing. Af­ter a long time he let go of her pussy, fi­nally in­creas­ing his pace and squirt­ing into Monika in bursts. Tired, he let him­self slide to the side, stayed for a few min­utes and kissed both girls, then left silently.


Maja sud­denly re­mem­bered how she had be­come preg­nant in the first place. She had been ly­ing there doz­ing, Monika ly­ing doz­ing too, with her face on Ma­jas pussy. Monika had licked her to a gen­tle or­gasm, the lit­tle girl was a sought af­ter mas­ter at clit lick­ing. Sud­denly a bright light, an an­gel ap­peared. Maja was not afraid of an­gels, this one flipped back his glis­ten­ing white hood. The an­gel was a hand­some man, his straight black hair se­verely parted in the mid­dle, end­ing in two braids at the chest. The sharply cut pro­file looked roy­ally. “I am the war­rior Tecum­seh, and I come to you.” Of course, she had read about Tecum­seh, a fa­mous war­rior and leader who lived with his sis­ter. She had read the pas­sage de­scrib­ing the in­ces­tu­ous re­la­tion­ship with sul­try ro­mance and bla­tant show­man­ship prob­a­bly a dozen times. She greeted the In­dian with beau­ti­ful words. The war­rior smiled and bared his large cock. Maja lay back, ready to fuck. He fucked her, and how! Maja had never been fucked by a grown man be­fore, and he fucked her force­fully and very hard, so that she lost her breath. He grabbed her ass cheeks and lifted them so, that her pussy opened like a chal­ice. “I’ll make you a child, a son who will make you proud!” the an­gel said and be­gan to squirt. Maja cried out in her mind, “yes! Make me a child!” And the an­gel squirted end­lessly into her pussy. The light faded, he was gone. Maja star­tled up, Monika woke up too. “It was just a dream,” Maja whis­pered softly, “it was just a dream!” Monika looked at her very strangely, but they never spoke about that. Al­though Maja be­lieved in the ex­is­tence of an­gels, she took the dream as a dream only. In truth, Maja did not know who the fa­ther of her child was. 


Monika de­voted her­self to Maja’s clit again and they whis­pered softly about fuck­ing Jan. “Shall I do it to you now?” breathed Monika, who was still very aroused from fuck­ing. Maja nod­ded silently and will­ingly spread her legs apart. Monika’s thoughts were al­ready on her own mas­tur­ba­tion, she mas­tur­bated Maja quickly and very skill­fully. Maja held her breath as the or­gasm rolled over her. “The baby is kick­ing like crazy,” she breathed into Monika’s ear. Monika just nod­ded and quickly con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing her­self, feel­ing the beau­ti­ful arousal and rac­ing to her or­gasm. She snug­gled into Maja’s arms and let the or­gasm sub­side, quiv­er­ing and twitch­ing. For ten min­utes they lay nes­tled to­gether, doz­ing. An­other shadow ap­peared. Wer­ner. 


Maja hadn’t had him to fuck much, he’d only come since she had the belly. “Are you com­ing to me or to Moni?” she breathed as he lay down with her. “I’m not a child fucker af­ter all,” he grum­bled, grin­ning into the dark­ness, “I’ll only come to a real woman, of course!” Monika made room for him, she wasn’t go­ing to fuck that lout any­way. Wast­ing no time on fore­play, he mounted Maja care­fully, sup­port­ing him­self with his arms. She let him fuck her, it didn’t take him long and he squirted short and hard. He dis­ap­peared in the dark as qui­etly as he had come. Monika whis­pered that she would lie in her own bed next to her, but she took good care of her and lay down in the bed next to hers. Now she de­voted her­self ex­ten­sively to her own clit. She loved to stop just be­fore or­gasm and start again, she could play that for hours. To­wards the end she fucked her­self to or­gasm with mid­dle‐   and ring fin­ger, be­cause that’s how she trained her pussy to or­gasm while fuck­ing.


There came Os­kar, Fritz and the stupid Mick to Maja to fuck, she still let Friedrich fuck her and told him he was the last, the oth­ers should not come. She turned on her side and fell asleep dead tired. Cyril still crept to her, but be­fore he reached Maja, Monika grabbed him by the hand, “don’t wake her!” Cyril lay down with lit­tle Monika, who was in the mid­dle of mas­tur­bat­ing. He touched her fin­ger, she should keep do­ing and waited pa­tiently un­til she had stopped mas­tur­bat­ing. Just be­fore the or­gasm she let Cyril pen­e­trate and clung to the big boy twitch­ing in or­gasm. She let him fuck her while her or­gasm was dy­ing slowly, it was so won­der­ful to de­lay the or­gasm with his fuck­ing and have lit­tle mini‐or­gasms af­ter the big one while fuck­ing. The or­gasms stopped and Cyril wildly and firmly squirted his seed in strong jets into her. Cyril had a big and thick cock, he was one of the few she or­gasmed with. He asked if he could fuck her a sec­ond time, he badly needed it. Monika nod­ded and took his cock in her mouth un­til it was stiff again. She rarely got Cyril to fuck, he was mostly only in­ter­ested in Maja. Monika mas­tur­bated a bit when he started fuck­ing again, then she con­cen­trated on fuck­ing, and lo and be­hold, it was enough to or­gasm again. They lay pant­ing heav­ily next to each other and Cyril grum­bled that it did him good. Monika whis­pered that he should come fuck her more of­ten, but he shook his head, she was ac­tu­ally too young. He left af­ter a while silently into the dark­ness. Monika didn’t feel like mas­tur­bat­ing any­more and fell asleep. 


Maja read a book dur­ing the day, the “Deer­slayer” by Fen­i­more Cooper, it was writ­ten very ex­cit­ing and it was about In­di­ans. She was fas­ci­nated by the In­di­ans, she didn’t even know why. Maybe be­cause the sav­ages up­held in­tact fam­ily life, some­thing she never had as an or­phan from an early age? She looked up from the book and fin­ished her tea. The lit­tle one had kicked dur­ing the night as he al­ways did when Monika made her an or­gasm. She didn’t re­ally know why she never mas­tur­bated, she knew of course how to do it. She glanced at the wall clock. She had to go down in 15 min­utes, the mighty and pow­er­ful chef fucked her at the same time ev­ery day. Since she was preg­nant she had to go to him, be­fore that he used to fuck one of the young novices or a young spir­i­tual nun, no one dared to re­sist. The Sis­ter Su­pe­rior knew it and told the cho­sen one that she was do­ing it for the good of the con­vent and her sin was for­given. As long as Maja was avail­able, how­ever, he left the novices and nuns alone. 


Maja came up slowly again. It was like ev­ery time, she had taken his cock in her mouth and mas­tur­bated un­til he squirted down her throat. She swal­lowed the se­men and sucked his semi soft un­til it was firm again. Now she was al­lowed to lie with her up­per body on the ta­ble and he flipped her skirt up. He only ever fucked her from be­hind and she was able to pro­tect her belly from his wild thrusts. She had told him she was leav­ing and he had nod­ded, it was okay, he had his eye on a vir­gin spir­i­tual nun any­way, he said with a dirty grin. 


Monika had mas­tur­bated her won­der­fully and she had clung to the younger girl in cli­max. None of the boys could give her or­gasms as nice as Monika’s, but she found that she was or­gas­ming more and more of­ten as she fucked. Monika re­treated to her bed when Os­kar came, but the two girls held hands from bed to bed. Maja sig­naled her ris­ing arousal to Monika and also got to feel the same way when Monika came to or­gasm. 


The lit­tle girl was like a sis­ter to her. Maja had also told her right away that she had fucked the chef for the last time that af­ter­noon. He had slipped her a frayed en­ve­lope con­tain­ing 2,500 and had thanked her pro­fusely for fuck­ing him ev­ery day. With glit­ter­ing, greedy eyes, he had told her that he had made a good deal with the Sis­ter Su­pe­rior, a hand­some do­na­tion. The young spir­i­tual nun had slapped her hands in front of her face as she dropped her frock and he and the Sis­ter Su­pe­rior had pat­ted her down from top to bot­tom, con­vinc­ing them­selves of her vir­gin­ity with their own eyes. The Sis­ter Su­pe­rior had still meant that the breasts were not yet fully de­vel­oped and would still grow. The old woman was pleased with her­self, be­cause he paid well ev­ery time she sold a novice or a young spir­i­tual nun to the good man. She had al­ways watched him fuck the young girls in ear­lier years, but not lately. The bloody young nun had con­firmed, with her face low­ered in shame, that the in­flam­ma­tion around her clit was from all the mas­tur­bat­ing and she was sorry, but that was the only plea­sure she had. But she promised to learn to fuck quickly and to serve the monastery with her body. To­mor­row al­ready she would come to him, he said with drool­ing an­tic­i­pa­tion, to­mor­row al­ready she was his!


Maja squeezed Monika’s hand, the boys came one af­ter the other and fucked her. All around pant­ing sounds of the fuck­ing of some girls went on and on and on. The chap­er­one slept soundly in the an­te­room. Maja en­joyed the ex­cite­ment she got from be­ing fucked and would whoop softly when she had an or­gasm. She ear­lier never used to have an or­gasm while fuck­ing, it de­vel­oped only with her preg­nancy, and she liked it very much. She mostly fan­ta­sized about her In­di­ans while fuck­ing, let­ting Chin­gach­cook, Un­cas, Leather­stock­ing or the Hawk­eye fuck her to or­gasm. She wanted to give her child an In­dian name as a rem­i­nis­cence of Fen­i­more Cooper, as a sec­ond name. Monika was strictly against it, the poor child would have to an­swer stupid ques­tions all his life. Maja had nod­ded in un­der­stand­ing, but se­cretly she held on to it. 


Thought­lessly, Maja had gone down­stairs, com­pletely for­get­ting that she no longer needed to go to the chef with the boy­ishly small cock. It was only when she opened the door to the room and saw the chef fuck­ing the young girl, that it all came back to her. He waved jovially that she could come in qui­etly, so Maja stopped and watched. She had rarely seen fuck­ing in the day­light, now she saw it. The chef nod­ded in af­fir­ma­tion when Maja asked in a whis­per if he had given the shy nun a pill and he pointed three fin­gers up, he had given the lit­tle girl three pills and she was horny and psyched like a har­bor whore. Maja nod­ded con­tent­edly, at least he had done that right. The young nun was com­pletely be­side her­self with horni­ness and stretched her ass to­wards him de­mand­ing. She had a very nice pri­vate part, just a del­i­cate fuzz of light blonde pu­bic hair and grinned with horni­ness and plea­sure. Maja watched them for an hour un­til he was done fuck­ing and al­lowed the girl to quickly mas­tur­bate at the end. He went out to work and Maja sat down next to the girl to grope her while she mas­tur­bated and con­tin­ued to get her horny, as she had ex­pe­ri­enced with Monika. She fucked the mas­tur­bat­ing girl very hard with two fin­gers and in­ter­vened when she went limp and kept mas­tur­bat­ing her, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm. The girl mas­tur­bated, grin­ning in shame, and for an in­cred­i­bly long time, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm, un­til the ef­fect of the pills grad­u­ally wore off. When she was done, Maja went back up­stairs. She re­treated to a cor­ner with Monika and qui­etly whis­pered to her about what she had seen. They gig­gled be­cause only they both knew why din­ner was served half an hour later to­day. 


The girls held hands. It was their last night to­gether, to­mor­row Maja would move to the other con­vent. The boys knew about it, of course, and they all wanted to fuck Maja one more time. She was dead tired af­ter a dozen, but there were still some wait­ing. She had said good­bye to each af­ter fuck­ing and gave her­self to the last wearily. She in­stantly fell asleep and didn’t get to see Cyril lie down with Monika. 


He had lis­tened very care­fully, she had only had an or­gasm with him so far and she had in­vited him ex­plic­itly. He fucked Monika twice and put his fin­gers on her pussy while Monika mas­tur­bated dur­ing the break. She em­braced and held him with her arms af­ter the sec­ond time and kissed him with long kisses with tongue. She could fall in love with him, she whis­pered be­tween two kisses, but she was still much too young to fall in love. Cyril slipped away just as silently as he had come. He had good rea­son to grin all over his face.


Maya’s move was un­spec­tac­u­lar; she had only a half‐empty bag and walked barely fif­teen min­utes. The sis­ters wel­comed her kindly and she came to Lori’s room. She sat in the con­vent gar­den un­til din­ner, watch­ing the busy ac­tiv­ity in the flower beds. She had al­ready been told that she would be work­ing in the con­vent gar­den. Af­ter din­ner, she qui­etly walked be­hind Lori into the room. Lori was a lit­tle older than her, looked cute as a sil­ver but­ton with her round belly, but she had a thou­sand tricks in her sleeves. She got into bed naked, but im­me­di­ately came into Maja’s bed to com­fort the poor cry­ing girl. The first thing to do was to get rid of the an­noy­ing night­gown, she snug­gled up to Maja and stroked her sooth­ingly. Lori used to start mas­tur­bat­ing around this time and was al­ready very hot. She pressed her­self against Maja’s body and let her tell, of Monika mas­tur­bat­ing her once or twice in a row be­fore the boys came to fuck. No, she had never mas­tur­bated her­self, Monika had al­ways done that, Monika mas­tur­bated other girls with full pas­sion and mas­tur­bated a lot her­self. Lori asked if she should mas­tur­bate her and Maja nod­ded grate­fully, that would dis­tract her from her sad­ness. She went on as Lori mas­tur­bated her, she told of fuck­ing the small‐cocked chef for months, bar­ter­ing away the spir­i­tual vir­gin to the lecher, and watch­ing the ex­cit­ing fuck­ing of the two. She told that in the past the Sis­ter Su­pe­rior had watched them fuck­ing and had mas­tur­bated quite se­cretly un­der the frock, but not any­more.


Maja clung to Lori’s arm as the or­gasm roared through her pussy, Lori could do it just as well as Monika. She snug­gled up to Lori and stroked her belly and pussy as Lori mas­tur­bated. She hugged her new friend and held her tight em­braced as Lori seemed to ex­plode in or­gasm. Lori glanced at the travel alarm clock on her night­stand. “Je­sus, he’ll be here any minute!” ex­claimed Lori and ran to the win­dow. A few min­utes later, she opened the win­dow and a young man came climb­ing in. He was Piet, Lori’s friend and pimp. Tall, blond and hand­some. Maja hid un­der the cov­ers as he dropped his clothes. She still caught a glimpse of his cock, she had never seen one so big, so long. Af­ter all, she knew all the boys’ dicks from bathing day when they show­ered, give them hand­jobs, or let them fuck her quickly. Aun­tie chap­er­one al­ways stood un­der the door un­con­cerned and didn’t care what the kids were do­ing in the show­ers, nei­ther hand­jobs nor fuck­ing could dis­tract her for watch­ing out for a scuf­fle. She only in­ter­vened when there was a scuf­fle, that was not tol­er­ated. The boys made a fuss of feign­ing a scuf­fle in or­der to tempt the at­ten­dant to in­ter­vene, what she did. One of the ruf­fi­ans flipped her skirt up and a sec­ond ripped her un­der­pants down to  her knees. The boys sur­rounded her and cheek­ily groped her. She was pretty strict in her­self, but she let the cu­ri­ous ones grab her for min­utes be­fore straight­en­ing her clothes. Once, Maja re­mem­bered fondly, the chap­er­one got in­volved in a friv­o­lous ex­change with Os­kar that ended with her lean­ing over and let­ting Os­kar fuck her from be­hind. She was en­cir­cled and a mur­mur went through the ranks as Os­kar squirted in­side. She straight­ened up with flash­ing eyes, “An­other one?” That was down­right stupid, be­cause Wer­ner stepped be­hind her and bent her up­per body for­ward. Calmly, he fucked the old woman, with Friedrich and Cyril al­ready be­hind him. The oth­ers didn’t dare, but they shouted ex­cit­edly in amaze­ment as Wer­ner, Friedrich and Kyrill squirted into her. She straight­ened up with a groan and left with her head down. The mis­chievous old woman was the only piglet who let the guys fuck her old, dried up pussy ev­ery few days, ev­ery few weeks. Her pussy was al­ready quite shriv­eled and very, very tight, but it was the painful fuck­ing that she liked very much.


Lori and Piet fucked very qui­etly, only Lori’s moans and sighs could be heard as she raced to­wards or­gasm. He propped him­self up with his arms, be­cause of Lori’s belly, and stared at Maja, grin­ning. “So, does she like to fuck too?” he asked Lori and she nod­ded, “I think so. Just ask her.” Maja hid even deeper in her blan­ket. She didn’t mind fuck­ing, but a com­plete stranger, on the very first night? But he was busy with Lori now, they whis­pered qui­etly un­til he reared up as he squirted. He lay with Lori for quite a while, maybe fif­teen min­utes, then came over to Maja. 


“Move over a lit­tle,” he said qui­etly, and lay down next to Maja. She shud­dered as their naked bod­ies touched. So, she was the Maja and liked to fuck, he had heard, but how far along she was with the preg­nancy, that Lori hadn’t told him. So? “I’m seven or eight months along,” Maja breathed fear­fully, “maybe an­other eight or nine weeks un­til.” Piet slid even closer. “Lori has three weeks or less, then we’ll have our first child. We want sev­eral more, we’re go­ing to get mar­ried next year and she’ll never go on the hus­tle again, that’s what we’ve de­cided. I’ll take over a gas sta­tion, that’ll make enough for our lit­tle fam­ily.” Piet was ca­ress­ing Maja’s body all the time and his hand kept slid­ing over her pussy. Maja asked in won­der, as he whis­pered if they could fuck now, she asked in great won­der what about Lori? He laughed softly and not un­sym­pa­thet­i­cally. “I’m not sup­posed to fuck her a sec­ond time be­cause it’s not good for the kid, be­cause I al­ways take a long time the sec­ond time. And she’s mas­tur­bat­ing right now and af­ter­wards wants to see us fuck, that’s what she said.” Piet’s hand had been mak­ing Maja’s clit hot for a while. “I don’t know,” Maja said, “I don’t know. Maybe we shouldn’t fuck and watch Lori mas­tur­bate, I’d like that.”  Piet laughed softly. “You just watch Lori, she’s just started, and I’m al­ready fuck­ing once.” He lifted Maja up and had her prop her­self up on the foot­board of the bed, so she could watch over Lori’s shoul­der as she mas­tur­bated. “Damn, damn,” Maja thought, I didn’t mean it that way. But Piet was al­ready spread­ing her ass cheeks and slowly pen­e­trat­ing her pussy. 


Maja had never had such a big cock in her pussy be­fore. But it was good that she of­fered her ass to him, so she could brace her­self in front and her belly was pro­tected. She and Lori looked at each other. “Just let him do it, Piet fucks very well!” Maja smiled, “you don’t mind?” Lori smiled and shook her head. “I have to con­cen­trate now,” and she con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing. Maja saw prac­ti­cally none of it, Lori’s fat belly hid­ing her pussy, which she rubbed by heart with her eyes closed. Maja didn’t have time to look ei­ther, be­cause Piet’s thrusts brought her up to speed quickly and she felt the or­gasm ap­proach­ing. Her ass cheeks quiv­ered and twitched in­vol­un­tar­ily as the or­gasm came, but Piet was far from fin­ished. He fucked and fucked like clock­work and Maja felt the ris­ing ex­cite­ment build­ing be­fore the or­gasm. Piet fucked faster and faster and Maja’s or­gasm ap­proached. She clutched the board and closed her eyes. She had never had an or­gasm twice while fuck­ing, but now it erupted vi­o­lently, prac­ti­cally tore her off her feet, and with a sti­fled cry she dou­bled over. She didn’t know how much time had passed when Piet fi­nally squirted. She turned around and took refuge in his arms. She had a feel­ing of shame and sad guilt like never be­fore. He stroked her hair and head, “there, there, that was a good start!” Maja slowly let go of him. “Was it okay for you?” she asked, she had never asked that any­one be­fore. He nod­ded, “come on, let’s watch Lori!” They bent over the foot­board of the bed side by side and watched Lori, who af­ter a few min­utes came to the fi­nale, clutch­ing her belly with both hands in or­gasm. They chat­ted for an­other half hour, then Piet climbed out the win­dow. 


It was a good so­lu­tion for all of them. Piet fucked Lori ev­ery night and then Maja, as Lori’s day ap­proached he fucked Maja twice and Lori sat on a chair next to them and watched their fuck­ing be­fore she mas­tur­bated and let them both watch. One morn­ing Lori came to the ma­ter­nity ward and had a sweet lit­tle Mag­dalena. Lori stayed 3 more days, Piet fucked Maja twice ev­ery night and he still came to Maja ev­ery night un­til she too was about to give birth. He said good­bye, for­ever. 


Maja gave birth to a son, he didn’t look like any of the boys, cer­tainly not like the chef. She pon­dered for hours, star­ing at the lit­tle face that looked like no one she had fucked night af­ter night for the last 4 years. Even Monika, who slept with her a few nights so she could sleep at least a few hours in the stress­ful sit­u­a­tion, so even Monika could not tell from the face who it re­sem­bled, who could be the fa­ther. Monika never told Maja that once, when she was ly­ing with her head on Maja’s pussy and doz­ing, she had dreamed that an An­gel wrapped in bright light had re­ally hard fucked Maja. Monika quite hon­estly be­lieved that An­gels ex­isted and did not dare to tell Maja.


Maja gave the son the name James Tecum­seh to honor the poet and the In­dian‐War­rior.






The Maid


by Jack Faber © 2023




The Mont­gomery’s were fine, old no­bil­ity. While their an­ces­tral home was be­ing re­mod­eled, they needed a maid for the town­house. That’s how I came to work for them. I pre­pare break­fast, tidy up the spa­cious apart­ment, serve de­liv­ered lunch and din­ner. Not very ex­haust­ing. The first sur­prise was my uni­form, black dress, white apron and white cloth crown. The mis­tress was present at the fit­ting and con­firmed it was not too short, the mas­ter wanted it that way, shorter than short. 


The sec­ond sur­prise was that she didn’t make a face when he cheek­ily pat­ted my rear end or palmed my panties with his hand when I came to stand next to him. Damn, I needed the money, and be­ing groped was noth­ing new. Good old Eng­lish no­bil­ity. 


I was nei­ther prude nor up­tight. Un­cle Al­fie de­flow­ered me with­out be­ing asked at 15 and fucked me three, four or five times a week un­til I moved to the cap­i­tal at 25. My mother had caught us fuck­ing and there was a bad row. At that time I mas­tur­bated about once a week, on my day off, that’s all I needed. The Brooke­fields I served with were much too old to be trou­ble­some. The old man would some­times pat my butt friendly and I would kneel in front of him once a week and give him a blowjob, with his wife sit­ting there, next to him on the couch, apolo­get­i­cally say­ing she was no longer ca­pa­ble of sex. Fuck­ing he did not want, it was too ex­haust­ing. But they put a few bills on the ta­ble af­ter each blowjob, and that was the end of it. So ev­ery few weeks she had me mas­tur­bate her with a fin­ger be­fore the blowjob, which her hus­band watched aroused and that had a pos­i­tive ef­fect on the blowjob and the money af­ter­wards. They were strange, but harm­less. Good old Eng­lish no­bil­ity, did I say that al­ready?


The Mont­gomery’s paid a nice salary, about the dou­ble. The mis­tress let slip that some (prob­a­bly sex­ual) con­ces­sion was ex­pected. For the first few weeks, there was none of that. I had dis­cov­ered that one could look into the bed­room from the guest room through a hid­den Vene­tian mir­ror. I did that quite con­sci­en­tiously and mas­tur­bated while do­ing so. Only then did I mas­tur­bate daily, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm, un­til they were done. The two fucked very skilled in the dif­fer­ent po­si­tions that Un­cle Al­fie had never shown me. With him it was just in and out, thank you Madame! And he was my only sex part­ner so far. Even how I had to do the blowjob had to de­scribe to me the old Madame Brooke­field first with red­dened cheeks. 


I took great plea­sure in watch­ing the two of them fuck while mas­tur­bat­ing. I lost my orig­i­nal shy­ness and stayed next to him at break­fast, grin­ning in­wardly I al­lowed him to feel my panties ex­ten­sively. He must have known ev­ery mil­lime­ter of my pussy by now, his fin­gers at least. She must have al­ways been aware of it, but she did not make a face. Then the gen­tle­man trav­eled for 3 months to the main­land. I was of course cu­ri­ous what the mis­tress, who had fucked and played sex­u­ally with him ev­ery evening, would do now. 


She put porn movies in the video player and mas­tur­bated with a big soft dildo that had no mo­tor, she had to push it in and out by hand. We were now both mas­tur­bat­ing in dif­fer­ent rooms and I was watch­ing her but also the porn. She let it run for­ward un­til the sex scene started. Some parts she let run in slow mo­tion or con­tin­u­ous loop, that was then the right thing to mas­tur­bate, thrust­ing her­self hard and bru­tally with the dildo. I tried to mas­tur­bate as of­ten as she did, but it was very tir­ing. 


A few days later the young gen­tle­men ar­rived. No, they were not aris­to­crats, they were beau­ti­ful young boys with re­ally big cocks. The mis­tress was twice their age, she was about 38 or 40. None were over 20, they came for a few nights, then an­other came. They al­most all fucked ex­cel­lently, I could see it. All that was left for me was to mas­tur­bate, I had no time or op­por­tu­nity to get a man. But I soon found out that the guys were paid gigo­los. Still, it was a re­ally horny time that ended way too quickly. The Mas­ter came back. 


They had a stormy night and I served break­fast as be­fore. He let his hand wan­der over my butt and it was busi­ness as usual. He was a few years younger than his wife, I could see that clearly now. I cleared up and then went to my room, I read the mem­oirs of the widow Plun­kett, whose hus­band had al­ready died at the be­gin­ning of the Irish trou­bles. It was very ex­cit­ing and I could play with my clit while read­ing. Of course, ev­ery­one wanted to com­fort and fuck the widow, but she was very par­tic­u­lar. They did fuck her, all of them, she ad­mit­ted in the au­to­bi­og­ra­phy pub­lished af­ter her death. —  Then there was a knock on my door. 


I jumped up and threw me the robe around, naked I could not open. It was the Mas­ter who ex­am­ined me from top to bot­tom and de­voured ev­ery inch of bare skin with his eyes. I waited pa­tiently, he should look! The robe fell apart and I took my time to gather it up, he swal­lowed greed­ily. It was about that some gen­tle­men were ex­pected, I should pro­vide cof­fee and drinks. I nod­ded, okay, and closed the door. 


I was not in­ter­ested in the chat­ter of the guests, I served cof­fee and drinks. They left be­fore din­ner, which I served as usual. He kept his hands to him­self and had an an­i­mated dis­cus­sion with her. They went to bed. I watched them as usual. Dur­ing a break for rest, it seemed to me that he was talk­ing about me. He was ap­par­ently de­scrib­ing to her what he had seen un­der my robe that af­ter­noon, and then it was clear. He de­scribed with his hands my pu­bic hair, which I had trimmed to a land­ing strip af­ter see­ing it in one of her pornos. She smiled mildly and ruf­fled his hair. She nod­ded, agree­ing. With what?


I found out the other day. Break­fast had been cleared, he had been wait­ing. Now he grabbed my hand and pulled me onto his lap. I felt his stiff cock un­der the thin silk morn­ing coat. I stared into his wife’s eyes. She re­turned my gaze with a smile as he gen­tly un­dressed me. She looked at my naked body cu­ri­ously, she com­pared our bod­ies and she nod­ded con­tent­edly to her­self, she didn’t need to fear me as com­pe­ti­tion. Nev­er­the­less, her eyes sparkled briefly as he kissed me and moved on to French kiss­ing. I gave her a long look and re­turned the kiss.


“I’ll go ahead,” she said softly and left. He nod­ded, kiss­ing, and let his hands con­tinue to roam over my body. Then we stood up, I gath­ered up my clothes and fol­lowed him word­lessly. He went ahead to the bed­room, she lay al­ready naked on the bed. He let his silk robe slide care­lessly to the floor and lay down next to her, his lance erect. I stepped up to the bed and dropped my clothes as well. I waited. 


It was she who knocked promptly on the bed be­side her, not he. I gave him a look and lay down next to her. I didn’t move as her hand slid scru­ti­niz­ingly over my body. Never be­fore had a woman ca­ressed me, never touched me so in­ti­mately. She sounded hoarse when she asked if she was not in­ter­est­ing to me? I mus­tered all my courage and whis­pered, I’ve never…. No woman has ever touched me like this. I was con­fused and didn’t know what to do. “But you’ve fucked with men, Rose?” she asked and I nod­ded overzeal­ously, “Yes, with one, for ten years!” She smiled and turned to him, “you start!” 


He lay down with me, gave me one French kiss af­ter an­other and groped for my clit. I opened my legs so that he could get to it well. Un­cle Al­fie al­ways mas­tur­bated me be­fore fuck­ing, but I no­ticed right away that the mas­ter of the house did not ap­proach it well or did not want it at all. I looked ques­tion­ingly at his wife, but she nod­ded in agree­ment and prompt­ing. I helped him and touched my clit. He im­me­di­ately left the field to me and I be­gan to mas­tur­bate prop­erly, I was used to that be­fore fuck­ing. It ir­ri­tated me a bit that she was watch­ing me mas­tur­bate so in­tently, as if she had never seen it be­fore. My ex­cite­ment rose and rose, he got ready and slowly pen­e­trated my pussy. I con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate un­til he fucked me in the right rhythm. Un­cle Al­fie never man­aged to do that. He, how­ever, did it right and I flew to­ward or­gasm, cling­ing to him. He in­creased the stroke rate and my or­gasm came, he kept fuck­ing me very skill­fully and I had a long, strong or­gasm. He squirted at the right mo­ment, he squirted and thrust, thrust and squirted un­til we broke away from each other, breath­ing heav­ily. He sank to the other side, she hugged me and stroked me finely and in­ti­mately un­til I calmed down. 


She asked if I had only ever fucked with one man be­fore and I nod­ded, “only with Un­cle Al­fie, he took my vir­gin­ity and fucked me ev­ery day for ten years. We’re not re­lated by blood, he was mar­ried to my aunt un­til she died.” I bab­bled on as she touched me in­ti­mately and re­ally rubbed my clit prop­erly. She smiled kindly, “It was in­cest any­way, in the le­gal sense.” I bab­bled on now, com­pletely con­fused. “He was very lonely af­ter his aunt died and I un­der­stood that as a 15 year old well. Be­fore fuck­ing he mas­tur­bated me to or­gasm in the first time, later I did it my­self. He fucked only very briefly and squirted im­me­di­ately, he never lasted long.” I bab­bled wildly con­fused, “never be­fore has a woman touched me and mas­tur­bated me, I feel all weird about it. When I had my pe­riod I didn’t mas­tur­bate, Un­cle Al­fie showed me how to do him with my mouth and that was okay. He was al­ways sat­is­fied. My mom caught us fuck­ing when I was 25 and so I moved here.” I jerked and wrig­gled, my thighs quiv­er­ing and trem­bling. I clung to her arm and buried my face on her bo­som. I felt in­sanely ashamed, be­cause there was no stop­ping the or­gasm. She mas­tur­bated me very hard and bru­tally, my or­gasm al­most tore me apart, I screamed. She con­tin­ued lightly and del­i­cately with my clit and let my or­gasm fade finely. Only a woman could do that so gen­tly and sen­si­tively. 


I was em­bar­rassed for a mo­ment to re­turn her French kisses, but I felt for her clit. I felt her soften all over and open her thighs will­ingly. I mas­tur­bated her as best I could and she or­gasmed af­ter a few min­utes. I was glad it worked and let my­self go again on her tongue kisses, she kissed bet­ter than her hus­band. “And you did Al­fie with your mouth,” she asked and I nod­ded in af­fir­ma­tion. Her French kisses had kicked up a storm in­side me. “I’ll do you with my mouth and tongue, too, and pay at­ten­tion, be­cause I want that from you, too!” She dove down, kiss­ing and lick­ing my belly, the land­ing strip. I widened my eyes as she licked my pussy, my clit with her tongue and lips. It was won­der­ful and very shame­ful for the first time. Her hus­band knelt be­hind her and fucked her from be­hind. She licked, slurped and bit very lightly. Her breath­ing was fast and faster and she grabbed my clit with her lips as she or­gasmed. She put her whole mouth over my pussy as he squirted short and hard and left her mouth there un­til the or­gasm died out. She licked my clit at a fu­ri­ous pace, trig­ger­ing my or­gasm. I wedged her head be­tween my thighs, but she licked, more gen­tly, un­til my or­gasm was fin­ished. All three of us stretched out breath­ing heav­ily.


I had fig­ured out how to do a woman with my mouth. I stroked her thighs and asked if she wanted it now? She nod­ded silently and I got into po­si­tion. I sucked, licked and slurped at the top of my lungs on her pussy and clit. It was only strange for a brief mo­ment to touch a woman’s pussy and clit with my lips, af­ter that it was easy. He put his cock in­side me, al­though it was not re­ally stiff. He fucked slowly and care­fully so his soft cock didn’t slip out. It was kind of plea­sur­able, al­though I’m not go­ing to have an or­gasm that way. I con­tin­ued to con­cen­trate on lick­ing. She had to keep help­ing with her fin­gers the closer we got to or­gasm. I licked maybe too wildly, be­cause she trig­gered her or­gasm with her fin­ger and I kept lick­ing her clit gen­tly un­til she was done. 


I went to see them ev­ery night, Mas­ter John fucked me with great en­thu­si­asm be­cause I re­sponded well to his fuck­ing and it did his ego good when I came to or­gasm. Lady Janet was much busier than him though, she taught me to fuck clit‐to‐clit, she liked that best. Un­for­tu­nately my clit was much too small to fuck her, al­though we tried it all the time in the be­gin­ning and I would have loved to do it as well as she did. But we gave it up af­ter a while. She had quite a big clit that could get very stiff and she fucked me to in­san­ity. I got won­der­ful or­gasms and screamed in cli­max. Lord John, who loved to fuck me from be­hind when I licked the lady, strangely asked ev­ery time, “can I cum in­side now, Rose?” and I al­ways an­swered, “but of course, Mas­ter John!” , be­cause to call the lord­ship only by his first name seemed un­seemly to me. Only once I tested him and replied, “bet­ter not to­day, Mas­ter!” and he ac­tu­ally pulled out his cock and squirted on my ass cheeks. 


We fucked for half a year with much plea­sure and I loved fuck­ing and lick­ing and be­ing licked very much. The time with Un­cle Al­fie was far, far away. Lord John left again for a trip of sev­eral weeks and I asked the lady where he had gone and what he was do­ing. She smiled and said his des­ti­na­tion was se­cret and she never knew where he was go­ing. “He’s trav­el­ing with the Se­cret Ser­vice and they usu­ally kill peo­ple,” she said in pass­ing. She didn’t care, he wasn’t al­lowed to talk about it any­way and I would do well not to ask too much, to think too much. I nod­ded humbly, I re­ally was just a maid. 


I lay tight next to the mis­tress, we watched very hard porn and af­ter a few days she or­dered two gigo­los. We fucked with the young men in all vari­a­tions and po­si­tions, Lady Janet could not get enough. For me it was usu­ally enough, I was ex­hausted af­ter a few or­gasms and re­mained a spec­ta­tor when the lady let her­self be fucked by both of them at the same time. I had to learn ass fuck­ing too, but I didn’t like it at all and Mas­ter John didn’t force it on me. The days flew by and the Mas­ter came back. 


I was re­ally look­ing for­ward to fuck­ing him, be­cause he knew I liked it best from be­hind while lick­ing the lady. I kept an iron si­lence about the gigo­los, as she de­manded. I let him fuck me much more of­ten than the lady, who al­most per­ished in lick­ing. He knew that he could eas­ily trig­ger my or­gasm if he fucked me in the ass­hole with a fin­ger at the right mo­ment while fuck­ing me. He briefly men­tioned that his tan was from Egypt and other Arab coun­tries, that was the only hint he gave.


He wanted some­thing new and promised me gen­er­ous pay. I was to serve cof­fee and drinks to the gen­tle­men who came to visit us once a week or sev­eral times a month. Leave my panties off and let my pussy flash a lit­tle. How far I let my­self be groped or even fucked, he left to me. I was sup­posed to keep the gen­tle­men happy and not turn them away brusquely. But I didn’t have to do any­thing I didn’t want to. The lady in­ter­jected, “our Rose can do it, she’ll get your old geezers hot,” and I nod­ded, I would cer­tainly.


It was al­ways the same three or four, whom I du­ti­fully ad­dressed by their first names. Har­ri­son, the old­est and loud­est, Finney and Fro­ment, who seemed like twins, and George, by far the filth­i­est. He told the dirt­i­est sto­ries, knew ev­ery de­tail about the whor­ing ladies first hand and I strongly sus­pected that he had al­ready lain with this or that lady. He never bragged about it, I gath­ered it mainly from the com­ments of the oth­ers. I served cof­fee, al­co­hol, pas­tries and cigars and flashed my pussy. I watched Mas­ter John, who sig­naled that I was do­ing well. He mostly stood silently be­side the fire­place and did not ac­tively par­tic­i­pate in the de­bates. In the be­gin­ning, it was quite enough for me to flash my butt and pussy. Har­ri­son was the first to cheek­ily pull me onto his lap and ex­plore my pussy with his fin­gers. Later, the other three did the same, but none of them tried to mas­tur­bate me prop­erly. They made rather loose speeches as they groped me. I thought it was easy money, be­cause Lady Janet gave me a well‐filled en­ve­lope each time. Af­ter half a year, I could al­ready see my lit­tle house on the out­skirts of town ap­proach­ing.


It was also Har­ri­son’s cock that I un­wrapped first. He shook his head de­cid­edly, with my hand I should not do it to him, I should ride him. I glanced briefly at Mas­ter John, who nod­ded. So I rode Har­ri­son un­til he fin­ished squirt­ing. I found noth­ing wrong with rid­ing all 4 in turn, I wiped my pussy with a cloth nap­kin and sat on the lap of the next one. It seemed to me that ev­ery­one was quite pleased with me and Lady Janet’s en­velopes were get­ting thicker. In my imag­i­na­tion I saw my cot­tage, my own cot­tage! 


In the evenings the lord­ships never talked about the gen­tle­men’s rounds, al­though I would have had a great deal to ask. But I re­mem­bered that Lady Janet had ad­vised me not to think and ask too much. I kept my mouth shut and only opened it for a lick or a blowjob. Six months flew by and the more I lis­tened to Har­ri­son and the oth­ers, the creepier the gen­tle­men’s round be­came. I rode them all in a row at ev­ery meet­ing and lis­tened well. No, I didn’t want to mas­tur­bate, shak­ing my head vig­or­ously so Har­ri­son un­der­stood. Rid­ing was okay, that was def­i­nitely all I wanted, not mas­tur­bat­ing and not get­ting squirted in my mouth. They un­der­stood that.


Dur­ing the daily shop­ping I met Luise, maid like me, but she had spent her whole life — and that was about 45 years — in the rul­ing cir­cles. We al­ways chat­ted af­ter shop­ping about this and that, grad­u­ally sex came up. She had spent her life fuck­ing the mas­ter, his son and now the grand­sons, she found noth­ing wrong with it. On the con­trary, it brought her some re­spect, that was im­por­tant to her. I also told at some point that I fucked with the mas­ter and the lady. Luise was quite cu­ri­ous, be­cause she had never had any­thing with a woman and of course wanted to know ex­actly what was be­ing done. I sug­gested to her that I would like to do it with her, she blushed all over, but it did not work, nei­ther with her nor with me, you could not go to visit a maid so eas­ily. Af­ter all, we sat in the park and we gave each other French kisses. I was al­lowed to se­cretly mas­tur­bate her un­der her skirt, she was ter­ri­bly bash­ful be­cause she has never let any­one watch her mas­tur­bate be­fore and only did it se­cretly. But I was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate her on the
Park bench, and she mas­tur­bated me in re­turn. She was all ex­cited and full of shame be­cause it was all new to her. We were very clever to hide it so that it could not be no­ticed. 


Luise looked at me un­com­pre­hend­ingly. “You keep talk­ing about Lady Janet’s hus­band, but she’s not mar­ried!” Now I looked un­com­pre­hend­ing. But, the Mas­ter John? Luise laughed brightly, as if I had made a spicy joke. Luise let go of my clit. “But they are brother and sis­ter, didn’t you know?” I was blind­sided, but Luise per­sisted. She hadn’t won­dered about my reign dur­ing our con­ver­sa­tions; af­ter all, she had sus­pected for years that they had in­cest. I was con­fused and com­pletely floored, I had to find out. 


Over the next few days I oc­ca­sion­ally wove word with the mas­ter about his sis­ter, blah blah blah. He nod­ded, yes, and didn’t con­tra­dict. In the evening, as Lady Janet and I lay to­gether wait­ing for the Mas­ter, I asked her di­rectly. She an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive, he was her lit­tle brother. I must have looked stupid, be­cause she smil­ingly re­minded me of Un­cle Al­fie, that was in­cest too. I shook my head, that was very dif­fer­ent. Un­cle Al­fie had first been in­volved with my mother be­fore mar­ry­ing her sis­ter. My mother never made a se­cret of the fact that she had given her vir­gin­ity to Al­fie, as had her sis­ter, stupidly. I al­ways sus­pected  that my mother was fuck­ing Un­cle Al­fie on a case‐by‐case ba­sis and my fa­ther was fuck­ing her sis­ter. As I grew up, I spied on them and very of­ten caught both cou­ples fuck­ing. This con­trib­uted to me later, at 15, let­ting Un­cle Al­fie de­flower me and fuck me — mar­i­tal fi­delity wasn’t worth a damn, ev­ery­one fucked ev­ery­one. A re­bel­lion against my dom­i­nant mother. It didn’t sur­prise me how bit­ter she was when she caught me fuck­ing Al­fie. I was the­o­ret­i­cally of age at 24 or 25, of course, and could fuck who­ever I wanted. But I couldn’t stand her bit­ter­ness and left.


I shook my head when Lady Janet asked if that both­ered me? Of course not, it was her busi­ness if she had in­cest, I said. No, it didn’t bother me at all, I was just a lit­tle con­fused be­cause I thought they were hus­band and wife for over a year. The lady nod­ded, “take your time to di­gest it.” On a suit­able oc­ca­sion, I asked her if I could in­vite a girl­friend over on my af­ter­noon off, to my room. Yes, to play, too, I said, look­ing her firmly in the eye. “A maid?” she asked, and I con­firmed. She al­lowed it and said she wouldn’t dis­turb us, but if we wanted to in­vite her, gladly. So it came about that Luise vis­ited me once a week.


Luise was not half as pretty as me, I not half as pretty as my Lady. But we spent the af­ter­noon kiss­ing and cud­dling, we mas­tur­bated sit­ting across from each other or tightly en­twined. We also mas­tur­bated each other and one day in­vited Lady Janet to join our play. Luise had a very large and quasi‐mus­cu­lar clit and when she learned to fuck clit‐on‐clit from the Lady, she could fuck the Mis­tress to mad­ness. Luise kept her dis­tance, as did I, and duly called her Lady Janet. Luise didn’t tell the mis­tress any juicy de­tails about her lord­ships, only that she was there for the three gen­er­a­tions to be fucked well. 


Luise had be­come a close friend and I asked her for ad­vice on the park bench. She gave me some good one. I gath­ered all my courage and went to New Scot­land Yard. I was sent back and forth un­til I was sit­ting in an aus­tere in­ter­ro­ga­tion room fac­ing a stern fe­male of­fi­cer and two gen­tle­men. Ev­ery­thing would be recorded and I was only al­lowed to tell the truth, not in­vent any­thing, and not lie. I was ter­ri­bly ner­vous, I couldn’t bab­ble on and I said it qui­etly. Okay, she said, I’ll ask a few ques­tions. I soon re­laxed, it was easy. My name, my pro­fes­sion, my ad­dress, my fam­ily’s ad­dress. Yes, I was 29 years old. How of­ten these meet­ings took place, what my job was? Cof­fee, drinks, cook­ies. And cigars. What the men’s names were, I only knew their first names. And what else I had to do? I glanced at the two men. They didn’t make a face when I said serve panty­less. Yes, some sex­ual things, too. I had to ride one af­ter the other un­til he squirted. Yes, all four of them, one af­ter the other. Yes, I con­firmed, all four, one af­ter the other, at all meet­ings. Usu­ally there was enough time to go around a sec­ond time, ex­cept for Har­ri­son, who was al­ready too old. The fe­male of­fi­cer dropped the sub­ject and I breathed a sigh of re­lief. I should re­port what they had spo­ken. They were plan­ning an as­sas­si­na­tion, they were go­ing to blow up “the whole gang.” They had spo­ken quite openly about the crafts­men who were plac­ing the ex­plo­sive charges con­tin­u­ously and would soon be fin­ished with it. Who they meant by gang and where or when it was to hap­pen I did not know. One of the men cleared his throat. Why were they speak­ing so openly when a wait­ress was in the room? That was easy to an­swer. “I’m even less than a piece of fur­ni­ture, be­cause I’m deal­ing with the…. uh, … Sex­ual … things what I’m pre­oc­cu­pied with. They think I’m just fo­cused on that and not lis­ten­ing. But for me, the fuck… the sex­ual was only half im­por­tant, it was so in­ci­den­tal.”


The of­fi­cer asked about the Mont­gomery’s. I felt a cold shiver run down my spine. I had to keep both Mont­gomery’s out of it. The Lady Mont­gomery was never there, and the Lord Mont­gomery never par­tic­i­pated in the con­ver­sa­tions, of­ten go­ing off to talk to My­lady. No, he was def­i­nitely not one of the four. He was only a host, and mainly su­per­vised me that I was do­ing the serv­ing and the … Sex­ual ac­tiv­ity prop­erly, that was his re­spon­si­bil­ity. “Pimp­ing?” mut­tered one of the men, but the fe­male of­fi­cer shook her head de­ci­sively. She now asked ev­ery­thing again, made a note and asked the same thing again. I was get­ting a bit in­dig­nant, I had re­peated the names a cou­ple of times and ev­ery­thing. I said I re­peated that a minute ago. One of the men started to talk about the sex­ual mat­ters, but the of­fi­cer in­ter­vened, “leave the girl alone, she al­ready said ev­ery­thing about it!” I was grate­ful to her. She in­structed me that my iden­tity would be kept se­cret, but in case there was a trial, I would have to tes­tify, but per­haps only be­fore the judge. But she could not prom­ise that. I rolled over the sit­u­a­tion in my head. Could I stay with the Mont­gomery’s? She an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive, to them of all peo­ple she would not ex­pose me. I was dis­missed, had to swear si­lence to ev­ery­one and had to sign it. I went home with soft knees. 


Noth­ing hap­pened for a very long time. We fucked like ev­ery evening, Tues­day af­ter­noon Luise came, who had re­ally taken a lik­ing to fuck­ing my Lady to the point of mad­ness. I took My­lady in my arms and kissed her un­til she re­laxed again. One evening Mas­ter John said that the four friends were in cus­tody. I was thank­fully busy lick­ing her and they didn’t no­tice me flinch. He whis­pered qui­etly in My­lady’s ear that he was not in dan­ger, he had or­ga­nized the gen­tle­men’s rounds on be­half of his agency, they knew about ev­ery­thing. A lit­tle louder he said, “Rose, I’m afraid the gen­tle­men’s rounds are can­celled, no more fuck­ing!” I nod­ded and mum­bled, her clit be­tween my lips, that it was a pity, I could have used the money well! He laughed, our Rose only thinks about the money she gets for fuck­ing! I breathed a sigh of re­lief, he didn’t ques­tion me. Lady Janet did, the other day. 


“Luise didn’t do it, you did. You went to Scot­land Yard!” I ad­mit­ted im­me­di­ately. “Surely I can’t let them kill some peo­ple!” Lady Janet nod­ded, agree­ing with me. “John was quite dogged about this op­er­a­tion, he was quite close to find­ing out ev­ery­thing. He’d been record­ing all the con­ver­sa­tions for months and giv­ing it to the au­thor­i­ties. And now it’s over. The con­spir­a­tors are go­ing to jail, I hear the fuck­ing isn’t so much fun there.” The lady smiled kindly. “Too bad you didn’t talk to me or John first, it should have gone dif­fer­ently!” I knew she was right. But it did go dif­fer­ently. She didn’t rat me out to John, for which I was very grate­ful. I also didn’t hear any­thing more from Scot­land Yard and didn’t have to tes­tify any­where. We fucked as usual, lust­fully and to ex­haus­tion. 


A new maid came into the house, a bloody young Asian girl. She seemed to me to be not yet 14, but was sup­pos­edly al­ready 21. I was con­sumed with envy watch­ing Mas­ter John fall for her. He fucked her one af­ter the other un­til late at night, she acted very child­ish and that drove him com­pletely crazy. I didn’t think she was par­tic­u­larly pretty, she had tiny breasts like bee stings, had no pu­bic hair and a sore clit. She didn’t let him squirt in her mouth like I did, he had to fuck her ass­hole. I was con­vinced that her big ass­hole was so worn out from all the ass fuck­ing in the past. She wouldn’t let my Lady or me touch her and watched in hor­ror as Lady Janet and I mas­tur­bated, licked or fucked each other. That was out of the ques­tion for her. I stayed for a few more months, but I knew my time was up. 


With a half‐empty travel bag, I stood on the rainy plat­form at Padding­ton. My next job was in the north of the city, in Hamp­stead. 






The Widow Plun­kett


by Jack Faber © 2023




In 1969 I trav­eled again from Vi­enna to Dublin. I vis­ited her ev­ery year in the nurs­ing home and she left me a lit­tle money and a prop­erty that I had to sell be­cause it was not easy for a for­eigner to keep it. The du­ties in Lon­don, planned for two days, kept me three weeks. When I ar­rived in Dublin, the aunt had al­ready died, cre­mated and buried. I stood sad­dened be­fore the empty bed in the nurs­ing home, I had packed up the last of her be­long­ings. I no­ticed the new res­i­dent in the sec­ond bed. I greeted the old lady, whose bright green eyes im­me­di­ately fas­ci­nated me. I pulled up a chair, I had time for a chat. Al­ways. 


Her name was Grace Plun­kett. Our con­ver­sa­tion got more and more ex­cit­ing and I pulled out my notepad (in those days, peo­ple still wrote by hand). She asked cu­ri­ously what I was writ­ing, and I in­di­cated that I al­ways took notes when things got in­ter­est­ing. “What are they mostly about?” she asked, and I said mostly about sex­ual ad­ven­tures and sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences, I wrote books like that. She laughed brightly and grinned im­pu­dently, “I can tell you a thing or two about that, young man!” It be­came three long af­ter­noons sit­ting by her bed­side, they were to be our last. Six months later, she was dead. 


I will tell you about my youth in Dublin, I met Patrick in 1915 and we fell in love. Sex­u­al­ity was un­men­tion­able in Ire­land at that time, but I felt the ur­gent rest­less­ness in my cunt, the un­touched. Young girls like me 18 years old had only ba­sic knowl­edge about mar­riage, mar­ried life and hav­ing chil­dren. None of my age knew about mas­tur­ba­tion, for ex­am­ple. Patrick was im­petu­ous and promised me mar­riage, so I let the ex­pe­ri­enced boy se­duce, de­flower and fuck me. We were so in love with each other, we fucked three times on some days in the grass on the banks of the Lyffe, our river. This went on for just un­der a year, then I  thought I was preg­nant. We got mar­ried in Jan­u­ary 1916, liv­ing in his par­ents’ cot­tage. There was only one room for us and of course you could hear ev­ery­thing through the thin walls, but we were mar­ried and ev­ery­one had to ac­cept that we screwed day and night as of­ten as we could. That I was not preg­nant af­ter all, sad­dened us both, but we con­tin­ued to prac­tice un­daunted. Un­for­tu­nately, our hap­pi­ness lasted only three months. 


Patrick, like ev­ery­one his age, be­longed to the un­der­ground. We moved into our own apart­ment, an aunt had died. Patrick had to hide, he ig­nored the draft. The hated Eng­lish wanted to send him to war against the hated Ger­man, but not with Patrick Plun­kett! He went into hid­ing and vis­ited me in the dark of the night. The im­per­ti­nent En­glish­men tramped on with­out hav­ing achieved any­thing, there was no Patrick Plun­kett here!


How I loved my Patrick! When he was doz­ing in a re­cov­ery break, I would stroke his big cock with my in­dex fin­ger, that was MY cock! I let him doze un­til his cock stirred again un­der the stroking. I didn’t give him a break, the poor guy had to do his ser­vice to me, but I’d rather have that like this than in the ser­vice of the hated Eng­lish, he grinned. Patrick taught me how to mas­tur­bate, he knew it from his sis­ters. It was the best in­ven­tion since Prometheus and af­ter that not a free minute passed in my life with­out mas­tur­bat­ing. But I was not well dis­posed to­wards his sis­ter be­cause she had se­duced my Patrick into in­cest a long time ago. He never un­der­stood my point of view, for him it was a great thing and he loved to fuck with his sis­ter. That it was in­cest, as with the bib­li­cal Lot and his daugh­ters, he ac­knowl­edged with a shabby smile. That was the only thing we dis­agreed on. I was quite sure he was fuck­ing her case by case even af­ter we were mar­ried, but he just shrugged and said, “so what?”   — I was still very con­ser­va­tive and back­ward in my moral judg­ments then.


No com­men­tary, no news­pa­per ar­ti­cle or his­tory book men­tions Patrick Plun­kett, al­though he was one of the first vic­tims of the Easter Ri­ots of 1916. He was with a group in row­boats on Dublin Bay, smug­gling arms from the Bay up the Lyffe into the city. An un­ex­pected wave, a wooden box slid over the coam­ing of the boat, Patrick tried to save the cargo and went down with it. They waited a minute, five min­utes, ten min­utes. He couldn’t get back up. I screamed and beat my fists at the Job’s mes­sen­ger, I just didn’t want to be­lieve it. I didn’t want to let him go.


No one could swim in those days, let alone dive to 45 feet. The cof­fin re­mained empty at the fu­neral. It wasn’t un­til af­ter the war ended that I was able to round up a cou­ple of Navy divers, but they didn’t find Patrick or the box.


The preened Colonel pawed around me be­fore, dur­ing, and af­ter the fu­neral, he car­ingly took me back to my apart­ment, car­ingly took off my win­ter coat, car­ingly took off my mourn­ing dress, car­ingly took off my un­der­wear, and car­ingly put me to bed naked. He un­dressed in a flash and car­ingly lay down next to me in bed and car­ingly hugged me so I wouldn’t freeze. I hadn’t fucked or mas­tur­bated in days, I for­got my suf­fer­ing and my clit was burn­ing brightly. The car­ing Colonel knew how to bring a woman to or­gasm and was al­ready fuck­ing me when the or­gasm came over me. He was al­ready squirt­ing when my or­gasm was still fad­ing. I im­me­di­ately threw the im­pu­dent guy out and re­gret­ted it at the same time, be­cause he had left me half‐full, half‐starved. I locked the door and went back to bed. The pil­low still smelled of Patrick, I hugged it as I mas­tur­bated in tears. 


Two days later I got up and went to con­fess to Fa­ther An­gus. He was more un­der­stand­ing than any­one. He just gave me a Hail Mary and ab­solved me of all my sins. He was, of course, a rebel to the bone and in­structed me in the fu­ture to fuck only with real re­sis­tance fight­ers, the Colonel was a fraud and a known widow com­forter, I had to stay away from him. He made me kneel again, blessed me again and mur­mured that I had to serve the re­sis­tance with my 19 year old beau­ti­ful body, these ser­vices were for­given me in ad­vance. Amen.


With a light heart I made con­tact with the re­sis­tance. I shook a hun­dred hands, them thank­ing Patrick for his brav­ery or hug­ging me for be­ing a snazzy sweeper de­spite the mourn­ing clothes. But I had no idea how to do Fa­ther An­gus’ bid­ding. Very un­cer­tainly, I in­vited one of the grim fel­lows to join me for din­ner. To my re­lief, he didn’t laugh at me, but promised to come. 


Brian, as he was called, ate pro­fi­ciently and shared a beer with me. He ex­plained to me how ev­ery­thing worked, who was up and who was down. How one pre­pared for a glo­ri­ous Easter. How te­dious it was to get all the lit­tle groups un­der one hat. Only a joint op­er­a­tion would…


He fal­tered, be­cause I had sat down on the bed and was al­ready tak­ing off my un­der­wear. He never fin­ished the sen­tence and sat down next to me. He thought for a long time, he was mar­ried but his mar­riage was not go­ing well and his wife was cheat­ing on him shame­lessly. I let him con­tinue talk­ing and slowly un­dressed him, I liked him bet­ter that way. I put my in­dex fin­ger on his mouth, enough talk­ing, now come! He was a good man, he fucked me sev­eral times in a row un­til we both tiredly fell asleep. Be­fore sun­rise he left silently. I stayed in bed all day, hug­ging Patrick’s pil­low while mas­tur­bat­ing and fan­ta­siz­ing re­mem­ber­ing our best sex times.


It was not right of me to tempt a mar­ried man to sin. I in­quired from now on be­fore whether my cho­sen one was sin­gle. I in­vited only the un­mar­ried to din­ner, many a one had never lain with a woman be­fore, and I gladly in­structed him. If you treated them right, they could fuck re­ally well and per­sis­tently, that was fine with me. If one was  nat­u­rally blessed, he stayed sev­eral nights, but then I had to think about the oth­ers. I think the rebel lead­ers liked to see my work. 


The Easter of 1916 was haunt­ingly beau­ti­ful, I stood ac­cord­ing to tra­di­tion in the cir­cle of women in front of the church and lis­tened only with half an ear to the gos­sip. Then one of the drag­ons spoke to me, no, she drooled at me. “So this is the dis­graced, shame­less thing that se­duces our friends and fi­ancés!” It was get­ting very un­com­fort­able, even though not a sin­gle one could name a friend or fi­ancé. I left the drool­ers with my head held high and went over to the men. They knew me and would not be in­ter­rupted. When I said I would go and fight with them, I was as­signed to a Tom who told me when and where to be on Easter Mon­day morn­ing. I spent all of Easter Sun­day in bed, sleep­ing it off and or­gas­ming like crazy one time af­ter an­other. Who knows when I’d find the time again? 


Late on Sun­day evening, there was a knock on my door. I wrapped the blan­ket around my shoul­ders and opened. Tom. He wanted to check on me, he said, try­ing to see as much bare skin as he could. I smiled kindly and let him see. If he could stay here, he rea­soned, he could es­cort me safely in the morn­ing. Be­fore he had fin­ished speak­ing, I locked the door and went to the bed, drop­ping the cov­ers. He was ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing and we didn’t doze off un­til long af­ter mid­night. He was awake be­fore me and woke me up fuck­ing, the man knew what to do!


Our lit­tle squad, Tom, three young boys and I, took up po­si­tion in a cel­lar op­po­site the court­house. I couldn’t shoot, but I had of­ten ac­com­pa­nied my fa­ther poach­ing and knew how to quickly reload the sin­gle‐shot car­bine. Tom was able to quickly fire a sec­ond car­bine that way, which was meant for me. I was ea­ger for the fight to be­gin. But we still had to wait sev­eral hours be­fore the sig­nal came. 


I wore only a light dress, I could not af­ford a bra at that time and I rarely wore un­der­pants. When­ever I climbed up on the small plat­form to look out of the win­dow, which was only 15 cen­time­ters high, the boys looked un­der my skirt full of long­ing. Tom laughed grimly, “if you want to let them fuck, go ahead! Jim’s al­most burst­ing al­ready!” The boys looked down in em­bar­rass­ment, but I smiled kindly and took Jim by the hand. I walked with him to a wood­pile and braced my­self with both hands af­ter pulling my skirt up over my butt. Jim’s eyes al­most fell out of his head, then he nes­tled his cock out. He fucked me from be­hind while stand­ing, his two com­pan­ions stand­ing be­side him. No sooner had Jim spurted than Jack im­petu­ously thrust in and fucked as if his life de­pended on it. Pe­ter came in my cunt im­me­di­ately af­ter him, a thought­ful, slow fucker who knew his craft well. They came one af­ter the other, and they fucked me un­til they were tired. Tom glanced out the win­dow in be­tween, but still noth­ing. I crouched be­hind the wood­pile and pissed on the floor, stay­ing in a squat­ting po­si­tion and let­ting the se­men drip out slowly as I mas­tur­bated. None of them were look­ing at me. 


Tom rolled up the nar­row win­dows. “They’re com­ing,” he said qui­etly. The four of them stood on the wooden crates and looked out. I was mas­tur­bat­ing re­ally fast now, and when I was done, I stood be­hind them. The En­glish­men had placed two cars some dis­tance in front of the build­ing, some were stretch­ing their legs and smok­ing, the oth­ers were sit­ting in the cars, bored. Nearly an hour passed, then gun­fire could be heard in the dis­tance, per­haps at the Par­lia­ment. Tom reached for his ri­fle and I stood be­side him, hold­ing the sec­ond ri­fle and the am­mu­ni­tion box at the ready. My heart was pound­ing up to my throat. Tom took his time, aimed care­fully and pulled the trig­ger. I handed him the sec­ond ri­fle and loaded the other im­me­di­ately. Tom and the lads fired non­stop, but af­ter three or four vol­leys the en­gines howled and the wag­ons pulled away. Tom counted 5 En­glish­men ly­ing mo­tion­less in the road. It was agreed that they would re­treat at the end. I pre­ceded the oth­ers and let them into my apart­ment. “We won’t go to the ren­dezvous for an­other four hours,” said Tom, “make your­selves com­fort­able, get some sleep.” But no one could sleep af­ter the ex­cite­ment. I washed care­fully and lay naked on the bed. They lay down with me, one af­ter the other. I fucked the three brave fel­lows, one by one. Tom sat at the ta­ble, tak­ing apart one ri­fle af­ter an­other, clean­ing the bar­rels with a long ram­rod. He looked up some­times and smiled. He had fucked enough dur­ing the night and in the morn­ing. He was al­ready around 50 and en­vied the fel­lows who had an erec­tion again af­ter only a few min­utes.


On ar­riv­ing at the meet­ing place, there was much to dis­cuss, chat­ter and de­bate. There were only a hand­ful of in­jured peo­ple and a bunch of nurses tak­ing care of them. I felt their hate­ful looks, they de­spised the whore in me and en­vied the young girl who got fucked so much. I didn’t care, Fa­ther An­gus had pointed me in the right di­rec­tion. 


How the Easter ri­ots con­tin­ued is com­mon knowl­edge. Tues­day and Wednes­day we were vic­to­ri­ous, on Thurs­day and Fri­day the Eng­lish fought back bru­tally, and on Sat­ur­day the rebels sur­ren­dered. The Eng­lish tram­pled on us, but they only led away the lead­ers. Tom and we man­aged to slip away and we lost sight of each other. 


I slept alone, went to Mass Sun­day morn­ing and then to Fa­ther An­gus for con­fes­sion. He had al­ready heard how I put my heart and soul into the good cause and show­ered me with praise. “To­mor­row morn­ing the first ones will be shot,” he said tear­fully, “al­ready to­mor­row morn­ing! And there’s noth­ing we can do about it,” he said, wip­ing away his tears with the back of his hand. “We could visit them and they could once again fuc…” 


“Don’t say it, dear daugh­ter, we are in a con­se­crated church!” he said sternly, “but the thought is good.” The Fa­ther thought for a long time. “Can you rus­tle up some pas­tries, I have a few more bot­tles of wine, come back here in an hour.” I nod­ded and looked at him ques­tion­ingly. “No Hail Marys?” He shook his head, “for what, my daugh­ter?”


I got a bas­ket of cook­ies from Mrs. El­liott when I said what it was for. The hour was not yet up and I was kneel­ing in church. I prayed four Ave Marias, for the four men this week. It couldn’t hurt. Fa­ther An­gus ar­rived, dressed in his finest sac­ristan’s vest­ments, cin­gu­lum and other holy stuff. We trudged to the mil­i­tary base of the Eng­lish. We fought our way up to the dun­geon. “The pris­on­ers should be able to con­fess be­fore…” Fa­ther An­gus didn’t say it. They searched my bas­ket, pat­ting me down anx­iously, and we were al­lowed to join the pris­on­ers. The three of them were stuck in a cage with a sin­gle bed. The guards closed the bars be­hind us. I handed the bas­ket to one and they whis­pered with Fa­ther An­gus. Their eyes snapped open, fuck? Here? In the cage? Fa­ther An­gus nod­ded, he would stand with two to the bars, block­ing the view and lis­ten­ing to the con­fes­sions, mouth to ear. The three were very un­cer­tain, but I lay down on the hard bed and took my skirt up to my navel. The first nod­ded and knelt be­tween my legs. “Adrian,” he said, and I, “Grace.” The other three blocked the view even though there was no guard and I let Adrian fuck. He thanked me, he was ob­vi­ously a well be­haved man. Then James came, fol­lowed by John. They prayed, kneel­ing de­voutly, fi­nally with the Fa­ther. He gave them courage, they would look to­mor­row only briefly in the bar­rels of guns, but then for eter­nity in par­adise see God.
.

He thun­dered his fist on the steel door. The guard came, the priest asked him if delin­quents would be shot again to­mor­row and he nod­ded, also the day af­ter to­mor­row. “We’ll be back to­mor­row,” the priest said gloomily, I grabbed the empty bas­ket and we went back in a de­pressed mood, to the sac­risty. He sat down, puff­ing heav­ily. “Your fuck­ing in the cage had aroused me un­chastely,” he whis­pered, “very un­chaste!” I stood in front of him, he put his hands on my hips. “I’m a fighter against the Eng­lish bas­tards, too, aren’t I?” he whis­pered. He looked me straight in the eye. “Grace Plun­kett, have mercy, I need it badly!” I un­der­stood in­stantly and said in hor­ror, “do you want me, here, fuck….” I slapped my hand over my mouth, “to do it with me, fight­ing the Eng­lish?”  He nod­ded like a whipped dog. I looked around, the big oak ta­ble, that was go­ing well. I walked over to the ta­ble and lay down fac­ing the ta­ble top, bent over and stuck my ass out the back. 


Fa­ther An­gus stepped be­hind me and flipped my skirt up. He had to work it out with the good Lord him­self — I knew how pure my heart was. I closed my eyes and prayed a Hail, then felt him pen­e­trate and fuck. With­out him be­ing able to no­tice, I felt my way to my clit and mas­tur­bated. I didn’t let him no­tice when I had an or­gasm. He squirted grum­bling and let his cock stick. “I’m not done yet,” he growled, and af­ter a while he re­sumed fuck­ing. He kept fuck­ing very pleas­antly, I felt him squirt­ing in again as I mas­tur­bated. Again he let his cock stick, “I need it again,” and I nod­ded, “gladly!” He waited again for a while, then grabbed my hips and fucked, grad­u­ally speed­ing up, and I con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter or­gasm. It seemed to me that he had barely squirted in a few more drops, but he’d had enough and so had I. I stayed on the ta­ble for a few more sec­onds un­til the storm around my cunt sub­sided, then I rose. I was a very de­vout per­son at the time, and I knelt down in front of him and whis­pered for him to bless me. “Bless me, Fa­ther,” I asked, and he put his hand on my head and crossed in front of my face. Now I stood up. “Thank you, Grace Plun­kett,” he said softly and es­corted me out. It was my 20th birth­day. 


We went to the dun­geon three times in a row, he gave them com­fort and the bless­ing, I let them fuck me and kissed each in tears, to­mor­row he would go be­fore the good Lord. Fa­ther An­gus fucked me later in the sac­risty, we didn’t have to talk much, but I had him bless me each time be­fore I went home high on life and de­voted my­self to my own lust. I took no part in any of the later at­tacks of our rebels, but I took in any­one who knocked on my door. Ev­ery Sun­day evening, when the last had con­fessed, I went to Fa­ther An­gus in the sac­risty, for many years. 


I didn’t marry again, but I had a won­der­ful daugh­ter, Pa­tri­cia, when I was 39. She was the ap­ple of my eye and was a gor­geous girl. She went out into the wide world when she was 20 and mar­ried a lovely guy in Gal­way. I had an open door all my life for the young and youngest fight­ers. I had hun­dreds of them fuck me, very many. I liked best the very young ones, the 13 and 14 year olds, af­ter the first joy­ful shock most of them kept go­ing un­til dawn and I loved that! The young lads came in droves to ex­pe­ri­ence their first time in my arms. 


They all left bright‐eyed the next morn­ing.






Ship­wrecked


by Jack Faber © 2023




Cap­tain Tim Roberts awoke only slowly and grad­u­ally. He was in his own bed, in his own cabin. The mem­ory of the ex­plo­sion came back im­me­di­ately. He had stepped out of the tele­porter af­ter be­ing taken off the “Fat Warts,” as the huge trans­port con­tainer for the re­set­tlers was called. He was on his way with the cargo to NewEng­land, the beau­ti­ful fer­tile planet in the Sagit­tar­ius Sys­tem. He had one leg still on the trans­port plat­form when the ex­plo­sion knocked him off his feet. His last thought was that it had ripped both his legs off. 


He felt for his legs, they were thank­fully still there. He stood up groan­ing, strug­gling with the dizzi­ness. He stepped in front of the mir­ror and looked at his naked body. The legs were ob­vi­ously new, but what hit him like a bolt of light­ning was his cock. It was still the same as be­fore, but much longer and thick and meaty. He had al­ways en­vied oth­ers who had a thick meat pe­nis, who told that you could fuck with it even with­out an erec­tion. He took the cock in his hand ex­am­in­ing it and was glad, it was like be­fore, but much bet­ter. He asked Aia, the on‐board com­puter. She im­me­di­ately gave a re­port in her dark alto voice. The med­i­bots had found him just in time, stopped the bleed­ing. The med­i­bots op­er­ated on him as di­rected, giv­ing him new semibi­o­log­i­cal new legs be­cause the old legs were too badly dam­aged. They had suc­tioned out ex­cess fat, not even a kilo­gram, and treated the su­per­fi­cial wounds. The but­tocks could be re­con­structed with semibi­o­log­i­cal ma­te­rial, the tes­ti­cles were lost and a new scro­tum was at­tached for the pur­pose of the op­tics. The pe­nis was also dam­aged and they had ex­am­ined his mind be­fore Aia de­cided to en­hance his own pe­nis, not re­plac­ing it. “I hope it’s all right with you, Tim!” said her com­puter voice. He nod­ded af­ter ex­ten­sively pal­pat­ing his body. “I have given in­struc­tions to com­pre­hen­sively sal­vage your old pe­nis and cus­tom­ize it to your lik­ing, as I have learned in your mind. I can as­sure you that it will work just as well as it has in the past, should you wish to fuck some­one again.” Tim smiled wryly, for the on‐board com­puter knew as well as he did what the le­gal lim­i­ta­tions were re­gard­ing fuck­ing. Aia thought along and said that with the trans­porter mod­ule, all sexbots were lost as well. “Sorry, Cap­tain, but you’re go­ing to have to fuck with the crew, and I’m will­ing to not log it, if you want.” Tim smiled at how ab­surd it was that he was get­ting ad­vice from a com­puter like a good friend. He asked Aia to give him a sta­tus re­port. He was hor­ri­fied.


The trans­port mod­ule had been de­stroyed by a 180kg boul­der hurtling along at 57,000km/h, all the 1,000 set­tlers dead. Aia had all the pro­to­cols in place, had ev­ery­thing sealed, and the work­bots were work­ing non­stop to fix ev­ery­thing. By the end of next week, all the work was done and they could con­tinue at full cruis­ing speed, 86% of max­i­mum load as planned. The ar­rival in 12 weeks was not in dan­ger. All 107 crew in the trans­port mod­ule were lost, the core crew, 49 fe­male and 2 male crew re­mained in the space­craft, un­harmed. The ma­jor lim­i­ta­tion was that the en­tire com­mu­ni­ca­tions mod­ule had been torn down and they only gave a reg­u­lar po­si­tion re­port hourly via an emer­gency bea­con. They would track the sig­nal in the con­trol cen­ter and take note that there was no com­mu­ni­ca­tion. There was a knock and Aia re­ported, deputy Joni. He quickly pulled on a pair of boxer shorts and called out, “En­ter!”


Joni was his clos­est aide, he greeted her in salute and pointed to his desk. Joni sat down, he put on his shirt as he walked and took a seat. He asked for a sta­tus re­port. The im­pact had oc­curred 21 days ago, the trans­port mod­ule with 107 crews…. He lis­tened only with half an ear, Aia had al­ready in­formed him. Pi­lot and co‐pi­lot were on duty al­ter­nately, Joni had them re­lieved in shifts so they could sleep. He let his eyes wan­der over Joni. She was 34, Asian, and would soon be pro­moted to cap­tain, per­haps al­ready com­mand­ing a ship of her own. She was rather slim and del­i­cate, mar­ried to a Ja­pa­nese diplo­mat for years and child­less. That she had had a breast aug­men­ta­tion, he knew. It was ir­ri­tat­ing to see a del­i­cate per­son with such large breasts. She had fin­ished her re­port. He turned in his chair and looked di­rectly at her. 


“So tell me, Joni, how are things sex­u­ally? Are you still with the en­gi­neer lady?” She didn’t bat an eye­lash; they of­ten talked about sex, even though it was pri­vate. “I’m mas­tur­bat­ing again, all by my­self like I used to, I don’t sleep with Tima as much any­more, she’s re­ori­ent­ing her­self.” Joni was say­ing that her lover was af­ter an­other skirt. Tim nod­ded, “I’m sorry about that, you girls have been to­gether for months.” Joni nod­ded, four months. Her Tima was good to fuck and fucked very well her­self, usu­ally fuck­ing each other for hours on end when they were both off duty. 


Tim put a hand on her arm, it al­ways sucked to lose a good sex part­ner. “All I know so far is that you’re a les­bian, Joni, and that you only mar­ried that Ja­pa­nese guy out of tra­di­tion.” Joni shook her head, “I’m bi, I’ve al­ways been bi­sex­ual. I rarely fuck my hus­band. Six months ago I was still fuck­ing the sec­tion com­man­der on Luna 8.” Tim couldn’t re­mem­ber, he was on Luna 8 then too, but Joni came to him later, she was al­ready with Tima by then. “And Tima is bi too, pure les­bians are very very rare.” Joni looked at him ques­tion­ingly. “I haven’t fucked a woman in ages,” he said ex­plana­to­rily and she gig­gled, “at least not in the last 21 days!” and he had to smile too. “Af­ter all, I could only go to the sexbots, the reg­u­la­tions! I last had a hu­man girl­friend when I was trans­ferred from Earth to the Moon­base. On Luna 8, I had the priv­i­lege of hav­ing a sexbot all to my­self for an en­tire year. She wasn’t just a prim­i­tive sexbot, she was an ex­per­i­men­tal model, an an­droid, Al­monda, who I could talk to nor­mally, a huge ad­vance in ar­ti­fi­cial in­tel­li­gence. She was great for fuck­ing and for con­ver­sa­tions, for real!” Tim re­called that back then he spent an hour ev­ery day in the AI‐world, with the VR‐de­vice on his head he was in the mid­dle of the ac­tion. The VR‐de­vice an­a­lyzed his thoughts and feel­ings, it put to­gether vir­tu­ally sit­u­a­tions that he thought of. The ex­pe­ri­ence was re­al­is­tic to life and more, he could vir­tu­ally touch and feel the gen­i­talia. He viewed hun­dreds of vir­tual girls up close as they mas­tur­bated and fucked. He got that mo­men­tum that made him ex­pe­ri­ence the sex with Al­monda more won­der­fully than with any hu­man woman.


Joni asked into the si­lence how he was do­ing, health‐wise. Aia had only no­ti­fied her that he was awake. He de­scribed what all had been fixed, he was still the same, with some tech­ni­cal im­prove­ments. “A new ass, com­pletely new legs, a re­tread cock.” He could lit­er­ally smell Joni’s cu­rios­ity. “A re­tread cock, go fig­ure! I can’t wait to see how the sexbots turn out!” Joni shook her head re­gret­fully; sorry, but they had lost all the sexbots. He pre­tended to be hor­ri­fied, the hyp­ocrite! He won­dered if she wanted to see his ju­ve­nated cock? Joni and he had never had sex be­fore, she nod­ded un­cer­tainly. He un­wrapped his cock and placed it in her hand. She looked at it cu­ri­ously and weighed it ex­am­in­ingly in her hand. “Is he bet­ter now?” she asked and he shrugged. “Can’t say, haven’t tried him yet.” Joni was still check­ing. “He’s huge com­pared to my hus­band’s, any­way,” she said, “it would be in­ter­est­ing to try him.” Joni could say it lightly; sex­ual con­tact was, af­ter all, for­bid­den among them. She was all the more sur­prised when Tim asked if she wanted to try him out? Joni looked at him un­cer­tainly. “The rules?” But he shook his head. “We’re cast­aways, no rules ap­ply!” He or­dered Aia to stop log­ging and be­gan un­but­ton­ing Joni’s uni­form.


He looked at the beau­ti­ful naked Ja­pa­nese woman. She re­ally had way too big breasts, but was oth­er­wise very pretty to look at. She had her pu­bic hair shaved or per­ma­nently epi­lated, as was the fash­ion now. Her slit was very small, al­most girl­ish. She em­braced him will­ingly and they kissed with fine, fo­ment­ing French kisses. It was right for them both, he thought, he had no sexbots and she no longer a part­ner. He pal­pated her pussy, her clit. She an­swered frankly that she mas­tur­bated for a very long time in the evening, some­times maybe even for an hour. She did not count how many or­gasms she had, some­times many, some­times less. But she much pre­ferred fuck­ing to mas­tur­bat­ing, whether with a man or with a girl­friend. Of course she got or­gasms when she fucked with her girl­friend, ex­actly the same as with a man. Tim gave her an­other deep French kiss and whis­pered that now would come the trial run. Joni nod­ded and with one hand di­rected the stiff cock into her vagina. He pen­e­trated very slowly, her tight vagina had to ad­just to the cock. He fucked her for al­most half an hour, she or­gasmed twice, then he got a strong or­gasm with­out squirt­ing. He low­ered him­self next to her. They whis­pered for half an hour, both felt that the trial run had gone well. They fucked again, then she left. It was un­rea­son­able to stay away from the com­mand cen­ter for so long.


Tim was very pleased, the new cock was bet­ter than the old one. It was the same cock, it was the same feel­ings. Still, it was a great im­prove­ment. He had Aia show him the ship’s sys­tem data on the screen, ev­ery­thing was go­ing well. He asked Aia if she could also see into the quar­ters and she had 5 im­ages ap­pear on the screen. “Three women sleep­ing, two just fin­ished fuck­ing and one is mas­tur­bat­ing.” He wanted to see the one mas­tur­bat­ing and had the im­age en­larged. She was al­ter­nately mas­tur­bat­ing with her fin­ger on her clit or fuck­ing her­self with two fin­gers. He watched her, but she quickly fin­ished and turned to the side. He let ev­ery­one show him again and got stuck with the two who had fin­ished fuck­ing. The woman ca­ressed the other, who had ap­par­ently turned on her side to sleep, kiss­ing her shoul­ders, her back and her ass cheeks. The kiss­ing went on for a long time and he was about to turn off again when she lay down on her back and spread her knees. He let the im­age en­large again and watched her mas­tur­bate, she mas­tur­bated fu­ri­ously in the end and lay down to sleep. 


He asked Aia which girl or woman was the most sex­u­ally ac­tive. Im­me­di­ately a pic­ture ap­peared, Ri­anna, 32, an en­gi­neer. She didn’t look at­trac­tive at all, Tim thought. Be­fore the im­pact she had al­ready fucked with al­most all men as well as with sev­eral girls. No night she slept alone, and she also used the free hours dur­ing the day to fuck. So she was the most ac­tive, Aia said, should I call her in? Yes, said Tim, if she can in­ter­rupt her work. “She has free hour and fucks a girl in 2C.” Tim or­dered, wait­ing un­til they were done fuck­ing. He was read­ing the ship’s log for the last three weeks when there was a knock and Ri­anna en­tered, saluted and stood at at­ten­tion. He saluted as well and left her stand­ing at ease. He got straight to the point, with­out minc­ing words. Would she un­dress and lie with him? She didn’t bat an eye. “But the rules…” but he in­ter­rupted her, cir­cum­stances had changed, that no longer ap­plied.  He sat clothed on the edge of the bed and she word­lessly joined him. In an in­stant she was naked and lay down on the bed, he quickly un­dressed and lay down next to her. With­out fur­ther ado, she took his semi‐soft cock into her mouth and made it stiff. “Don’t squirt in my mouth!” she had said, now she guided his cock into her pussy. He pen­e­trated eas­ily, she was warm, wet and very horny. They fucked for a very long time, longer than half an hour, un­til he or­gasmed with­out squirt­ing. She smiled and mas­tur­bated her clit for five sec­onds, let­ting the or­gasm roll and quiver her. They talked only briefly, then she left af­ter kiss­ing him on the cheek. He was sat­is­fied, but Ri­anna was noth­ing spe­cial. 


He stayed in his cabin for the next few days, Joni was at the com­mand post and kept in touch with him when he wasn’t shut­ting down when fuck­ing. He fucked at least three girls or women of his crew ev­ery day, none re­fused, all proud to be fucked by the com­man­der. Af­ter ten days he had fucked all but the cadets, none were worth invit­ing a sec­ond time. Not yet. He turned to the three cadets, they were 17 and 18 years old. The two 18 year olds were worth fuck­ing for a whole day, they both fucked great and had a blast fuck­ing them­selves. He fucked them both in turn, it had some­thing! 


Af­ter 5 or 6 days he de­cided to let the 17 year old come. She was very shy and scared, the 18 year old had re­ported to her ev­ery­thing. She stood trem­bling and quiv­er­ing next to the bed and he had to un­dress her. No, she whis­pered mod­estly, she had never lain with a man be­fore, it was her first time. He stroked with his hand gen­tly over the girl­ish body, the small, firm breasts and the pussy. But she was no longer a vir­gin, Tim said, and she stam­mered, yes, she had mas­tur­bated very pas­sion­ately as a child, and be­cause of that. But she re­ally had never lain with a man be­fore. At the acad­emy she some­times did a hand­job, but not a blowjob, she found that un­sa­vory. This was Mia’s first mis­sion, just four months ago she was at the acad­emy.


Tim stroked his hand over her body, Mia’s skin felt in­sanely good. He couldn’t stop stroking her skin. Did she know how to do it and did she re­ally want it her­self? Tim hoped she would say no and he could ca­ress her won­der­ful skin to in­fin­ity. She started shak­ing again, quite vi­o­lently, but she said that she knew roughly how the fuck­ing went. And she would be happy to do it if he didn’t hurt her. Tim con­tin­ued to stroke her sooth­ingly, and the trem­bling sub­sided again.  Did she know where her G‐spot was, he asked, and she nod­ded quite vig­or­ously. “I mas­tur­bate my clit up to or­gasm, and when I or­gasm I put a fin­ger on the G‐spot and rub it re­ally hard, then the or­gasm is great! I think that I al­ways or­gasm with the G‐spot!” 


Tim had been rub­bing her clit for quite a long time, but stopped be­fore or­gasm. He lay down on top of Mia. She spread her legs and looked into his eyes. “Don’t hurt me, Com­man­der,” she whis­pered fear­fully. Tim pen­e­trated very slowly, her vagina was very tight and very short. She di­lated un­der the pres­sure of his cock and he felt his glans reach the back end rapidly. He nod­ded at her and she smiled back. He fucked slowly at first, but when he heard her breath­ing quicken and she gasped softly, he in­creased the stroke rate. “So, your G‐spot?” he asked, thrust­ing, and she syl­lab­i­cally brought out, “fur­ther for­ward, fur­ther up!” He nod­ded and pulled his cock al­most out, let­ting the glans search for the G‐spot. She nod­ded some­times, “yes, there!” and he tried to thrust just the G‐spot, “no, fur­ther up!”. He couldn’t hold back his or­gasm and pulled out his cock af­ter­wards. She im­me­di­ately stuck a fin­ger in and teased her G‐spot for a few sec­onds, then twitched, quiv­ered and writhed in or­gasm. She ex­haled in re­lax­ation and opened her eyes. Tim could see the stars twin­kling in them. 


Mia stayed with the Com­man­der all day and all night. They fucked, over and over, and he lost count. When he was ex­hausted, he asked her to mas­tur­bate and watched her. She mas­tur­bated like ev­ery­one he knew, only at the end she teased her G‐spot with a fin­ger un­til the or­gasm ended. She writhed in or­gasm, but was re­laxed again af­ter a few sec­onds. At some point dur­ing the night, he fell asleep ex­hausted. When he awoke again, she was al­ready gone, duty was call­ing. 


For a whole week he fucked Mia, in her free time and af­ter the end of duty. It was still 8 weeks un­til the land­ing. The worker bots were dili­gently patch­ing up the dam­aged land­ing gear, it was still go­ing to be a hard land­ing. At­tempts to some­how es­tab­lish com­mu­ni­ca­tions all failed. Only the emer­gency bea­con worked prop­erly, so the au­thor­i­ties knew their po­si­tion and flight path, which they scrupu­lously fol­lowed. 


Tim’s man­hood was now, at 38, fully un­leashed. He needed va­ri­ety, as great as the week with Mia had been. He fucked wildly again, the 18‐year‐old cadets and then the 45 fe­male en­gi­neers, one af­ter the other. Some days he fucked three dif­fer­ent girls, bury­ing his face in the heav­ing bo­soms of the women. It was just an eter­nally repet­i­tive in and out, but each of them fucked dif­fer­ently, each al­lowed her­self to be fucked dif­fer­ently. He had made an an­nounce­ment weeks ago that, as cast­aways, they didn’t have to abide by the ban on fuck­ing. In prac­ti­cal terms, that meant that the two male pi­lots were usu­ally re­lieved and re­placed and they had to give them­selves to the women whether they wanted the woman or not. Sec­ond, there were les­bian acts as openly as there usu­ally weren’t; even the most con­sis­tent straight‐women be­haved in les­bian acts. Af­ter all, there were only three men for so many women, there­fore.


Ev­ery so of­ten, Joni had to leave the com­mand post to fuck Tim. She was as de­sired by the women as she was by Tim. Some­times he re­lieved her in the com­mand post when she went to fuck a woman. He used the op­por­tu­nity to get the ship in top shape, there was no loaf­ing when he was on duty, he was much stricter about that than Joni. Ev­ery­one knew that. 


There was only one in­ci­dent worth men­tion­ing, Mia got into an ar­gu­ment with an­other, it was of course over who got to fuck. Mia gave the other one a black eye, gen­tle­men! Tim had to pun­ish both of them ac­cord­ing to the rules, he locked them up him­self in the brig, for 24 hours. Apart from that, the daily rou­tine was quiet, the women on duty had to do their duty prop­erly, the oth­ers had time off and could watch movies, read a book or fuck some­one. You could as­sume none of the women were watch­ing a movie, none were read­ing a book. 


Joni and Tim took turns in the com­mand post, they rarely got to fuck each other, al­though Tim re­ally liked the way they fucked. Oth­er­wise he fucked the crews for the x‐th time in turn, none could com­plain. His im­proved cock was sim­ply mag­nif­i­cent, fuck­ing again more of­ten as an 18 year old. Joni, Mia and the two 18 year old cadets were his fa­vorite part­ners, that was true. 


Aia came for­ward and as in­structed pro­jected the im­age on his screen of two women fuck­ing clit‐an‐clit. Tim had never seen it him­self and was ea­ger to see it. But on the screen, at best, he saw the bob­bing ass of the woman fuck­ing the other. He talked about his grief with Joni, who was the clos­est he had to an un­der­stand­ing friend of all. She thought about it and promised to let him watch her fuck clit‐on‐clit at the next op­por­tu­nity. The very next day she called Tim and he put a fe­male en­gi­neer in charge. He slipped into the cabin where Joni and an­other were wait­ing for him. It was a small cabin and a small dou­ble bed where the three of them crowded to­gether, Tim of course stripped naked as well. He put his face right in front of the woman’s pussy and now saw up close how the women pressed their clits to­gether, it didn’t seem so easy. Then Joni started to fuck the woman, they fucked much longer than women usu­ally fucked with a man. The woman got her first or­gasm and then again and again. Joni fucked her brains out like a fury, Tim had never seen any­thing so ex­cit­ing be­fore. Joni now also got an or­gasm, she rubbed her clit for a few sec­onds and then she was over­run by her or­gasm. Tim pounced on the com­pletely ex­hausted other woman, who was still twitch­ing a bit af­ter the last or­gasm, and fucked her wildly and mer­ci­lessly. She seemed to lose her senses for sec­onds, when he stran­gled her a lit­tle bit, whim­per­ing and sob­bing when the or­gasm tore her apart again. Joni yanked him back, “you’re fuck­ing her to death!” and pulled Tim on top of her. His fu­ri­ous ex­cite­ment in­stantly faded as he fucked and or­gasmed as usual with Joni. Tim slunk away like a drenched poo­dle and when he saw the woman again at din­ner, he apol­o­gized to her, but she smiled, that was okay. 


He talked to Joni about what was go­ing on, where his blood­lust had come from. She ac­tu­ally thought it was quite kinky and per­vert, but she over­came it. She knew one, Ree, who lit­er­ally passed out while clit‐fuck­ing. She’d in­vite her over to­mor­row, but he had to prom­ise not to fuck the girl to death. He had fucked Ree sev­eral times be­fore, she or­gasmed quite eas­ily, which was good for his ego. She was a very fair skinned Eu­ro­pean, small and slim, epi­lated pussy and a nice clit. Joni then called Tim ev­ery day, she was fuck­ing Ree’s brains out daily and Tim fucked them both af­ter­wards. First Ree, who he fucked wildly with his full erec­tion. And Ree had agreed to be stran­gled a bit dur­ing the fuck, she was used to it. He liked it when she lost her senses com­pletely and be­came fully un­con­scious. Joni grinned wryly, for it seemed per­verse to her to fuck a woman into un­con­scious­ness or to keep fuck­ing an un­con­scious one. She grinned shab­bily when he fin­ished with Ree. He kept fuck­ing Joni with his semi soft cock, she liked that a lot when she was mas­tur­bat­ing. But Tim didn’t get car­ried away with the blood­lust any­more. He was to­tally into how Joni fucked Ree, she al­ways had the dom­i­nant, ac­tive po­si­tion and fucked Ree’s brains out. She picked Ree be­cause she was re­ally sub­mis­sive and had no ob­jec­tion to the Com­man­der’s per­verted de­sires.


The days flew by. Tim went to see the pi­lots twice a day. The chief pi­lot prac­ticed ev­ery move for the land­ing, that im­pressed Tim a lot. He prac­ticed mostly alone, he had sent the co‐pi­lot to fuck the women. The chief pi­lot laughed, he won­dered if he or the co‐pi­lot sweated more. He ex­plained to Tim ev­ery step, ev­ery move and Tim lis­tened well, be­cause of course he also had a patent, but very lit­tle prac­tice. The chief pi­lot promised to land so softly that not a sin­gle blade of grass was dam­aged. Tim as­sured him that he should only de­liver them all alive on NewEng­land, at least he should. The pi­lot nod­ded grimly, “Not a blade of grass!” and con­tin­ued to prac­tice.


Ahead of them rose the beau­ti­ful planet. NewEng­land. A beau­ti­ful, fer­tile planet to which they now brought not a sin­gle set­tler. A pack of glid­ers sur­rounded them, three hours be­fore land­ing. They were fi­nally able to talk to some­one with the hand­held ra­dios, ex­plain the sit­u­a­tion to the glider pi­lots. Tim was put for­ward through to the con­trol cen­ter, he re­ported and was given spe­cific in­struc­tions for land­ing. 


The chief pi­lot landed at the in­di­cated spot smooth as but­ter. Tim sat tensely be­hind the co‐pi­lot, Joni fur­ther back in the com­mand post, very pale, tired  and seem­ingly un­rested from the fuck­ing shortly be­fore. 


The chief pi­lot landed but­tery soft at the in­di­cated spot. But­tery soft. He looked at Tim and wiped the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand.


“Not a blade of grass,” he said tri­umphantly, but in a shaky voice, “not a blade of grass!”
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Maria was an or­phan that Doc­tor Hun­ziker had taken in, along with her wet nurse, who had breast­fed her as a baby. How Car­men had ended up here, in the small duchy of Lasalle north of Aquitaine and Bur­gundy, was no longer known. Car­men had spent her en­tire life find­ing a lover ev­ery few weeks who could fuck her from or­gasm to or­gasm or she would mas­tur­bate her­self while be­ing fucked. She re­mained un­mar­ried and never mas­tur­bated, ex­cept some­times when fuck­ing. She only fucked when she was god­damn horny, and then she needed it, god­damn, badly! Car­men grunted blas­phe­mously when the doc­tor pushed lit­tle Maria aside, who loved to suck and nib­ble on her nip­ples, and wanted to fuck her. Curs­ing, she spread her legs and labia and rubbed her clit stiffly for a quar­ter of an hour un­til she was just about to cli­max, so that the dear man could fuck her in the mid­dle of her or­gasm. He al­ways waited pa­tiently un­til Car­men con­tin­ued rub­bing her cli­toris for min­utes af­ter fuck­ing, bring­ing her to small or­gasms, and then he asked if it hadn’t been re­ally nice? Car­men cast her eyes down de­murely, “Yes, but it’s to­tally unchris­tian!” It was only two or three times a week, but Car­men com­plained that it was a bur­den for women to or­gasm sev­eral times a week, no mat­ter how old they were. 


Maria was a bright and cu­ri­ous child, of course she didn’t want to miss a sin­gle de­tail of the fuck­ing. Car­men, who slept in her clothes, lifted up her skirt, but the doc­tor some­times stripped her naked. Car­men was em­bar­rassed be­cause her breasts, which had once been so valu­able, now hung down like flabby mel­ons, but the doc­tor liked them. Car­men cursed be­cause she hated that Maria and the doc­tor watched her mas­tur­bat­ing her clit un­til she was close to or­gasm, just to be fucked then, but the doc­tor wanted it that way. It took Maria a long time to find out ex­actly where the doc­tor stuck his cock in the dense jun­gle be­tween Car­men’s thighs, but she did find out.


Deep in the jun­gle was a dark, black hole, and Papa’s cock, as Maria called the doc­tor, stamped and thrusted Car­men into this hole. Car­men was so ex­cited by this that she ro­tated a fin­ger in the tree­tops of the jun­gle and then pushed very hard against Papa’s cock. Ac­cord­ing to the doc­tor that was Car­men’s or­gas­ming. Now he squirted in­side, he had ex­plained this to Maria, be­cause she couldn’t see it. “You do that,” he ex­plained, “to make lit­tle ba­bies, but Car­men is much too old for that, she’ll soon be 50.” Maria un­der­stood Papa’s ex­pla­na­tions straight away, he could ex­plain ev­ery­thing very well.


Maria was 11 when she was al­lowed to ac­com­pany Papa to a birth for the first time. That was the day Maria de­cided to be­come a doc­tor like Papa. He nod­ded in agree­ment, be­ing a doc­tor was good. From then on she ac­com­pa­nied Papa to all his mis­sions, she paid close at­ten­tion to what he did. So she soon un­der­stood why they were not rich, even though Papa got a lot of money from the bet­ter peo­ple. But he had no in­ter­est in be­com­ing rich, a hot meal once a day was enough, he said cheer­fully. He spent all the money on medicines and reme­dies, which he gave out free of charge to the poor. And the poor were sick much more of­ten than the rich. The older Maria got, the more she un­der­stood that Papa was a good per­son and a bene­fac­tor.


He fucked Car­men less and less, the old woman be­came very strange. He mas­tur­bated two or three times a week and Maria’s eyes widened when he ejac­u­lated in the air.  He had ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her, that men had to ejac­u­late, some more of­ten, oth­ers less of­ten. Maria touched and ex­am­ined his cock at all stages, he let her take it in her hand and rub it with her fist. She was very proud of her­self when she made him ejac­u­late for the first time. She felt how happy it made him, how much he re­laxed and dozed for a few min­utes. Car­men cursed him ven­omously, that he was cor­rupt­ing the child, but Maria protested ve­he­mently, she was no longer a child!


Maria snug­gled up to him naked, she loved Papa very much. He had shown her how to mas­tur­bate and she loved do­ing it very much. Car­men crossed her­self three times, he was cor­rupt­ing the girl, the poor child! Papa laughed, he was cor­rupt­ing noth­ing and no one! Maria’s breasts slowly de­vel­oped, her hips be­came more and more wom­anly. She asked Papa if he didn’t want to fuck her in­stead of the re­bel­lious Car­men?  He had noth­ing against it, he had ex­plained to her many times about de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing. He had also im­pressed upon her not to squan­der her vir­gin­ity on an un­wor­thy man, but only to fuck some­one she loved with all her heart. “But I only love you, Papa,” she al­ways replied, “I love you with all my heart!” And so it came to pass that Maria let her Papa de­flower her and fuck her.


Car­men moaned that he was now com­pletely cor­rupt­ing her, but Papa and Maria just laughed. Noth­ing and no­body was be­ing cor­rupted! Car­men tore off her clothes and threw her­self at the lit­tle girl. “You must not cor­rupt her, not de­flower her, sir!” she cried out. He smiled faintly, “no­body is be­ing cor­rupted here, fool­ish woman!” he said and pushed her aside. She be­gan to mas­tur­bate, “Fuck me, sir, fuck me and not the poor child!” she cried, mas­tur­bat­ing vi­o­lently. He and Maria waited, smil­ing, Car­men could no longer stop and twitch­ing and writhing she came to or­gasm, then she crossed her­self three times. She looked ex­hausted and sad at Maria, who was rub­bing the doc­tor’s cock un­til it was stiff. Maria smiled and put the cock in her vagi­nal vestibule. Car­men threw her­self at the girl with tears in her eyes. “You dis­honor her if you take her vir­gin­ity, she loses value!” she cried out des­per­ately.  The doc­tor laughed at her. “As if she were a cow that was los­ing value?!” he said with con­tempt. “She wants to be­come a woman, that’s all that mat­ters!” Car­men re­luc­tantly backed away. He pushed his cock for­ward very care­fully. “It’s tight, Daddy!” whis­pered Maria, “it’s tight!” He con­tin­ued to press and the hy­men tore. Maria opened her eyes wide as he pen­e­trated her deeply. “Does it hurt a lot?” he asked wor­riedly, but she shook her head. “I’m a real woman now!” whis­pered the 13‐year‐old. He nod­ded. “Should I fuck you now or should we wait un­til to­mor­row?” She nod­ded ea­gerly, “you can fuck me, Daddy, I want it now!” The doc­tor be­gan to fuck her, slowly and de­lib­er­ately. “When the ex­cite­ment gets high, you can help with your fin­ger,” he said. She nod­ded and sure enough, when he started to squirt, she touched her clit and trig­gered her or­gasm.  Car­men whim­pered and cov­ered her face. He held Maria tightly and kissed her deeply. “Now you are a real woman, lit­tle Maria!” he whis­pered, “that’s nice!”
 

Maria and Papa fucked as of­ten as he could. They paid no at­ten­tion to Car­men’s moan­ing, who scolded him loudly ev­ery time he fucked the young girl. He was com­pletely cor­rupt­ing the poor child, she moaned, be­cause fuck­ing chil­dren was a ter­ri­ble sin! 


Car­men re­ally be­came strange. For re­li­gious rea­sons, she did not mas­tur­bate, never.  But ev­ery few weeks she tor­mented the doc­tor, “I have to fuck, doc­tor, it’s re­ally tor­ment­ing me again!” The doc­tor nod­ded, he un­der­stood that very well. He fucked Car­men very slowly, be­cause she mas­tur­bated wildly while he was fuck­ing her. “Thank God!” Car­men cried out with ev­ery or­gasm she could achieve with her fin­ger. “Keep fuck­ing me, doc­tor, fuck me!” she cried out shortly af­ter­wards and he con­tin­ued to fuck her very slowly. She had four or five or­gasms in a row and when she was ex­hausted she moaned “I can’t do it any­more, doc­tor, I re­ally can’t do it any­more!” He nod­ded and squirted, then Car­men lay down on her side and dozed. She had mas­tur­bated of­ten enough for the next few weeks, that was enough for her and her re­li­gion. Maria was sur­prised, but she shrugged her shoul­ders. To each his own, mur­mured the doc­tor, grin­ning. 


The new close­ness spurred Maria even more on learn­ing to be a doc­tor. She had to know herbs, plants and roots well and what ill­nesses they helped with. She learned how to splint frac­tures, sew and ban­dage open wounds, make oint­ments and man­age births. A bit­ter war broke out be­tween Catholics and Protes­tants, and at that time no one sus­pected that the war would last 30 years. The doc­tor and Maria were quar­tered in the cas­tle of Lasalle and did their thing. They sewed up the most hor­rific wounds, am­pu­tated arms and legs and healed the wounded. The Duke of Lasalle led his men into the skir­mishes, he fought like a berserker and drove the Protes­tants back to the pa­gan Ger­man Lands. The Duke fought just like his men, but he didn’t get a sin­gle scratch — that was God’s will.  


Maria, who had never fucked any­one other than her fa­ther, no­ticed that she had be­come preg­nant. She wanted to tell him, but they had their hands full. She and the doc­tor ac­com­pa­nied the troops down to the cas­tle grounds and set up a field hos­pi­tal. They cared for ev­ery­one, French and Ger­man, Catholic and Protes­tant. Man is man, said Papa, wip­ing the sweat from his brow. Then the Ger­mans at­tacked, a black cloud of horse­men swept over the camp of the Catholic French and slaugh­tered ev­ery­body. They did not stop at the hos­pi­tal, pa­tients and nurses fell un­der the mer­ci­less sword blows. Maria called out to her fa­ther that she was car­ry­ing his child un­der her heart, he stood up and looked at her in joy­ful sur­prise. At that mo­ment a rider thun­dered to­wards him, the spear aimed at Papa’s back.  Maria screamed and just saw the spear pierce her fa­ther’s back and chest and pro­trude about 20 cen­time­ters from his chest; he fell life­less onto the pile of corpses. Maria was knocked down by a horse and lay among the corpses, look­ing into her fa­ther’s dead eyes. The war­riors thought she was dead and left her ly­ing there.


Like a thun­der­storm, 30 rid­ers burst out of the cas­tle of Lasalle, they chased the Ger­mans away, roar­ing and scream­ing, and cut free the old duke, whose sword had been knocked out of his hand and who could only de­fend him­self against the Ger­mans with his gloved fists. The rid­ers stopped when the Ger­mans ran away head­long. The old duke looked for his sword and was proud of the young man who had led the rid­ers out of the cas­tle with his flow­ing blond hair. It was his son Ray­mond who made his fa­ther proud. Ray­mond was the last to ride back to the cas­tle. He saw a move­ment, it was Maria, who gave a sign of life.  The youth dis­mounted and lifted the blood‐stained Maria onto the horse.


Maria stood naked in a small tub, two maids washed the blood off her and cleaned her. Ray­mond stood still for a mo­ment, the sight of this beau­ti­ful naked girl struck him right in the heart. He knew at that very mo­ment that she must be his wife. Their eyes met, like stars in the sky drift­ing to­wards each other. Maria cov­ered her breasts with her hand and turned away. What a beau­ti­ful youth! Wrapped in white linen, she saw him again, him, the young Duke Ray­mond. She asked him to save her dead fa­ther from the re­lent­less beaks of the ravens and to bury him in a Chris­tian man­ner. She stood weep­ing in front of the grave of her fa­ther, her lover and the fa­ther of her child. Ray­mond put his arm com­fort­ingly over her shoul­der. She had writ­ten on a small tablet.  “Doc­tor Jörg Hun­z­icker, born 49 years ago in the can­ton of Basel. He was a doc­tor, a bene­fac­tor and a good hus­band.”


The old duke had the sword knocked out of his fist, his son had saved him. He re­signed, leav­ing the reign to Duke Ray­mond, who gladly ac­cepted. With Maria by his hand, he went be­fore his fa­ther and asked for per­mis­sion to marry the healer. The old duke was too tired to ar­gue against it, to bab­ble about mar­ry­ing a no­ble­woman of his own rank. He saw the hap­pi­ness in his son’s eyes and agreed. And so Maria be­came the Duchess of Lasalle.


Ray­mond was the sec­ond man she had ever fucked. He was young and im­petu­ous, and in the first few months he never missed an op­por­tu­nity to fuck Maria. She had long con­sid­ered telling him the truth, but there were too many ar­gu­ments against it. The child  was from Papa, her step­fa­ther, and she did not want to jeop­ar­dize her sta­tus as duchess, also for the sake of her child. So 9 months later she gave birth to Gilbert, the lit­tle prince. Gil had the blond curls and deep blue eyes of Ray­mond, the proud fa­ther.  Maria de­cided to take the se­cret to the grave. Ray­mond was a good fa­ther, a ca­pa­ble duke and a fiery, good hus­band. The world was in or­der and did not need a dark spot.


In the weeks be­fore and af­ter the birth, Ray­mond spared his wife, he or­dered an­other maid to come to his mar­i­tal bed ev­ery night. He only looked into his wife’s eyes and fucked the maid to her heart’s con­tent. The maids al­ready knew his cock, he had fucked them all since he was 12, ev­ery god­damn day. They will­ingly let them­selves be fucked by the fiery lover, that much was cer­tain. Maria grinned and smiled, what a won­der­ful man Ray­mond was!


But when the Fates rub their bony fin­gers, it is clear that they wanted to break an­other thread of life. They let Ray­mond have ten, eleven beau­ti­ful years of mar­riage, then they broke the thread of his life.  One af­ter­noon a sad pro­ces­sion came to the cas­tle of Lasalle. Twenty torn chick­ens, which had been sent out that morn­ing as proud fal­cons, brought the dead Ray­mond and ten of his knights on a bier. They had fallen into a cow­ardly am­bush. But what am­bush is not cow­ardly?


Maria washed the dead duke, dressed him in new clothes and buried him. Young Gil was only 11, too young to rule. Ray­mond’s fa­ther de­fi­antly wiped the tears from his cheeks and took his old place as Prince Re­gent. Af­ter the ap­pro­pri­ate pe­riod of mourn­ing had passed, he came to Maria’s bed. Once a week the old man fucked the beau­ti­ful young widow, partly to com­fort her and partly to pre­vent the Duchess from choos­ing a new hus­band. Gilbert knew that he must not dis­turb the Duchess and the old Duke on Sun­day morn­ings, be­cause at that time they fucked be­fore go­ing to church.


Maria didn’t waste a sec­ond think­ing about get­ting a new hus­band. She fucked the old man once a week be­fore go­ing to church, he was as car­ing and thought­ful as a fa­ther could be. It didn’t bother Maria that age had al­ready taken away much of the Duke’s loins strength, she helped her­self to or­gasm with a fin­ger and let the good old man squirt gen­er­ously. Her fin­ger was and re­mained her faith­ful lover, ev­ery morn­ing un­til break­fast she let this con­fi­dant bring her to or­gasm. Be­fore the beau­ti­ful or­gasms she let the film with the fiery Ray­mond run through her mind and only then opened her eyes.


Gil stood naked in the door­way, hold­ing his stiff cock be­tween his fin­gers, which bore wit­ness to the fact that he had seen her mas­tur­bat­ing. He stood there un­de­cided. Maria pat­ted the sheet next to her, “come on, my lit­tle one!” and Gil lay down next to her.  He had es­caped, he said, old Liesl was sleep­ing with her legs apart on her chair. Yes, he had lifted Liesl’s skirt sev­eral times be­fore, but it was an un­ap­pe­tiz­ing sight, that thick bush and Liesl stank very badly. Maria smiled, Gil was so hon­est and straight­for­ward. She an­swered his ques­tions about her mas­tur­ba­tion just as hon­estly and straight­for­wardly. Her or­gasm was very nice, he wanted to have that org…, that orga… that or­gasm too! Maria smiled and nod­ded, he had to kneel over her stom­ach. He could close his eyes, there would be very nice feel­ings and fi­nally the or­gasm, she said with a smile. She mas­tur­bated him and he sighed deeply when he had an or­gasm. She looked at the sin­gle drop of se­men that dripped from his glans and left a long thread be­hind. He was now al­lowed to lie down next to her ev­ery day af­ter her or­gasm and she mas­tur­bated him, what plea­sure! 


Gil no­ticed how good it felt to her when he kneaded her breasts while she mas­tur­bated. He lay on her breasts like a baby and licked and sucked on her nip­ples. Maria moaned with plea­sure and let him bite her nip­ples very lightly when she cli­maxed. She had asked him to come when she started mas­tur­bat­ing and knead her breasts. Maybe he could put her nip­ples in his mouth and suck on them like a baby, that was re­ally nice when mas­tur­bat­ing! Gil obeyed, of course, he came to her when she started to mas­tur­bate and licked and sucked on her breasts like a baby. When she cli­maxed, he bit her nip­ples very lightly and gen­tly, so that she moaned with plea­sure and writhed like a trout in a trap. 


He stayed ly­ing there and spread his legs. He con­tin­ued to lick her breasts and nip­ples, while at first she only stim­u­lated and ca­ressed his in­ner thighs and balls.  He opened his thighs and legs wide and stretched his cock to­wards her. She took her time, for many days she only touched his cock as if by chance. It took weeks be­fore she grabbed his cock and days more be­fore she rubbed his cock with her fist. For months, at most a sin­gle drop came out of his glans. It was very slow un­til he started to ejac­u­late. Some­times he ejac­u­lated in thick jets, then again he didn’t ejac­u­late for a long time or only ejac­u­lated spo­rad­i­cally.


It was not un­til many months later that he could ejac­u­late, re­ally ejac­u­late. Maria asked if he knew what fuck­ing was? Gil nod­ded, he had it seen over and over again, Hen­ri­ette and Jean, the sta­ble boy. “Then tell me,” said Maria. He told.


As al­ways, he had climbed around the rafters of the sta­ble un­seen. Jean stood with Hen­ri­ette un­der the door and they flirted, they kissed and one day they lay down on the straw bales. Hen­ri­ette was a pretty young thing from the kitchen, she was two heads shorter than the enor­mous Jean, she was slim and light as a but­ter­fly. At first she just played with Jean’s big, huge cock and let him squirt into the straw. “It’s def­i­nitely not go­ing in,” said Hen­ri­ette doubt­fully, but then it went in any­way, Gil told Maria with shin­ing eyes. At first he hadn’t been able to see it clearly, just Jean’s big naked ass. But when he lay on his back and she swung her­self over him, he could clearly see his cock pen­e­trat­ing her hole through un­der her lit­tle ass. She let her ass dance mer­rily, said Gil, then she lay on her back and he could only see Jean’s big ass stomp­ing again. Then Jean stopped and Hen­ri­ette cursed loudly, “you’ve squirted in­side again, grumpy bear!”  She al­ways called him a grumpy bear. And he squirted in­side ev­ery day, even though she scolded him in a friendly way, scratched the back of his head and said that he would have to marry her if he kept squirt­ing in­side! The grumpy bear just grum­bled that we would see about that, and that said it all for him.


Maria smiled faintly, Gil had told her very vividly and in de­tail. She asked him if he didn’t want to fuck? Gil thought for a mo­ment, he had just squirted on Maria’s breasts be­fore telling her about the fuck­ing in the sta­ble. “No,” he said, “maybe to­mor­row, Madame?” Maria nod­ded and smiled, firstly be­cause he could con­trol his greed and sec­ondly be­cause he had not for­got­ten the courtly cus­toms. In a few years he would be the new duke, and both looked good on him.


On Sun­days Maria be­longed to the old duke, on the other days she let Gil fuck her. Maria en­joyed both, al­though they were very dif­fer­ent sto­ries.  Gil learned to fuck ex­cel­lently and he al­ways waited un­til she had trig­gered her or­gasm with her fin­ger. She en­joyed fuck­ing Gil be­cause the boy soon fucked as well as his fa­ther. She had to slow him down a lit­tle be­cause he wanted to ejac­u­late far too of­ten and she had heard from the doc­tor that many a young man had ru­ined his health by do­ing so. But she blos­somed and no one would have be­lieved her that she was al­most 34 years old.


The old duke sent out his small troop un­der the lead­er­ship of his youngest nephew; the boy was the per­fect knight and leader. The anger of the Re­formed, the nasty Ger­mans, grew from year to year; they fought their just bat­tle against the Pa­pists. Four years af­ter Ray­mond’s death, they over­ran the small troop, killed the nephew and at­tacked the cas­tle. Maria had hid­den be­hind a win­dow; she saw the old duke fall to his death from the tower and the ma­raud­ing Ger­mans moved nois­ily from room to room.


Maria beat the two who had bro­ken into her room to the ground with the fire­place poker, but that was no vic­tory. Now the whole troop came into her room. She did not re­sist as the vic­tors raped her one af­ter the other. How­ever, she saw Gil be­ing led away in chains by a troop. An hour later, the whole troop left. Maria searched for Gil or his body. The maids re­ported that Gil and eight other boys had been kid­napped alive. She was des­per­ate. Un­cle Louis took over the re­gency un­til Gil re­turned as the right­ful duke. Louis sent mes­sen­gers to the Re­formed Army, but they could not get any in­for­ma­tion ei­ther; the nine youths had been trans­ferred to the army of the Bishop of Aachen. 


Maria put on a sim­ple, sturdy trav­el­ing dress and shoul­dered her doc­tor’s bag. She went to Louis and asked for leave from court, she was go­ing to the land of the Re­formed Army to look for her son.  Re­gent Louis tried to hold her back, but in vain. So he or­dered that two of his knights, old Hille­brand and young Will, should ac­com­pany the Duchess. Only then did he let her go. 


Hille­brand and Will were good peo­ple. They avoided most dan­gers, and only rarely did a small skir­mish oc­cur. The two knights kept a proper dis­tance from the Duchess, and nei­ther tried to fuck her. Maria pressed her­self naked against Hille­brand at night to keep warm. But he main­tained de­cency, with­out a doubt, and mas­tur­bated qui­etly, press­ing her naked body and pussy against him. She just wanted to warm her­self, not se­duce the poor man, so she gave him will­ingly a hand­job. They had picked up the trail of the young men and fol­lowed them.


They came close to the Re­formed Army of Aachen. Maria made con­tact with some sol­diers and ques­tioned them. She with­drew be­fore any­one be­came sus­pi­cious. The trail led fur­ther to the north­east, deep into the land of the Re­formed Army.  A bat­tle broke out in a for­est from which they could not es­cape. The brave Hille­brand fell, Will was se­ri­ously wounded. The Re­formed moved on, the woman was of no in­ter­est to them. Maria looked af­ter Will, but he had no chance. She tended his wound, but he had only gained an hour. She asked him if he had a last wish. He looked at her with in­de­scrib­able sad­ness, be­cause he knew that he would soon be dead, that he would not even live to be 19. He closed his eyes, yes. He had one wish, he had al­ways wor­shipped the Duchess like a saint, he had ad­mired her and her courage in search­ing for the young Duke. Yes. That was his only wish.


Maria sealed his mouth with a kiss. No, not a ducal or sis­terly kiss, but a thor­oughly fem­i­nine one. She lifted her skirt, mounted Will and put his cock in her pussy­hole.  An un­earthly smile ap­peared on Will’s deathly pale face as Maria care­fully fucked him. Blood gushed from his neck wound and he died be­fore he could ejac­u­late. Maria dug two graves and laid them both to rest. She made two crosses and carved into them, “Hille­brand von Lasalle, Will von Lasalle”. She couldn’t do more. She took the bri­dles off their horses and chased the good an­i­mals away. She rode on alone, fol­low­ing the trail.


She came across a Re­formed Army camp, was ar­rested and taken to the cap­tain. Yes, she was a healer and doc­tor, she con­firmed, and spread out her bag in front of the cap­tain. No, she said, she had been raised Catholic, but re­li­gion was not im­por­tant to her. Her only faith was for the sick and wounded. The cap­tain thought about it for a long time, be­cause he liked the pretty 35‐year‐old, who did not bow to the ob­vi­ous, cow­ardly con­fes­sion. He had her brought to his tent, where she lay with him for the next few months. Dur­ing the day she joined the field sur­geons and doc­tors and de­voted her­self to the wounded and sick.


The cap­tain sensed that she only let her­self be fucked be­cause it was nec­es­sary for sur­vival. He was very bad‐tem­pered be­cause she of­fered him no re­sis­tance when it came to fuck­ing, but she re­fused him any of the fem­i­nine af­fec­tion that he was used to from sub­ju­gated women. So he sim­ply let her go.  Maria now rode from camp to camp. She of­fered her­self as a doc­tor and healer, she let any­one in power fuck her as of­ten as he wanted, but she re­mained cold and re­served. She asked ev­ery­one about the young men from the Duchy of Lasalle, only very rarely did she get a tip, which she im­me­di­ately fol­lowed up on. 


Then, one day, she had to am­pu­tate a gan­grenous arm. The boy’s face looked fa­mil­iar to her and she asked him if he knew the Duchy of Lasalle. The boy looked around to see if any­one was spy­ing, then he nod­ded. “You are the Duchess!” he whis­pered. She was grate­ful to heaven, fi­nally, fi­nally a suc­cess! But the boy knew noth­ing more, they had been sep­a­rated, they had been given to dif­fer­ent parts of the army and given a sword. Fight or die, that was the choice. Gil and sev­eral oth­ers had been as­signed to a de­tach­ment that was sent to Magde­burg and Leipzig.  The bat­tle for Leipzig had been fought weeks ago and Magde­burg was un­der siege, as far as the boy knew. Maria em­braced her fel­low coun­try­man and set off for Magde­burg, sev­eral hun­dred kilo­me­ters to the east. Through re­formed ter­ri­tory. 


That night, Maria got up af­ter fuck­ing and told the cap­tain that she had a new lead on her son and was leav­ing now. “What, now, at night!?” shouted the cap­tain, wak­ing up from his doze. “Yes, right now, un­der cover of dark­ness!” replied Maria. Her bun­dle was al­ways ready to hand, she just buck­led on the belt with the dou­ble‐edged hunt­ing knife that she had bought from a sol­dier. She slipped out of the tent and sad­dled her horse in the dark. Then she dis­ap­peared into the night. 


She avoided the armies, she spent the night with farm­ers and paid with her body.  She made her way from farm to farm, from bed to bed, let­ting the ven­omous looks of the wives whose hus­bands fucked her bounce off her like rain­drops. She lay in­dif­fer­ently be­tween hus­band and wife. Al­most all the men fucked her, for the sake of va­ri­ety and cu­ri­ousity. Maria gave him ev­ery­thing phys­i­cally, so no one could com­plain. She was very ex­pe­ri­enced at fuck­ing, more ex­pe­ri­enced than most of the peas­ant women. She fucked the men so many times in suc­ces­sion that they were com­pletely ex­hausted. Then all three of them fell asleep. She never saw her­self as a mar­i­tal nui­sance when she fucked for room and board. It was as sim­ple as that.


It was al­ready sum­mer when she ar­rived in Magde­burg. She learned that the Catholics had al­ready dev­as­tated Magde­burg in May 1631 and that the Re­formed Army camps were in the north of the city. She went to the camps. As a doc­tor, she was wel­come; no one asked her about her faith. She worked hard, heal­ing, ban­dag­ing or am­pu­tat­ing. She went from first aid sta­tion to first aid sta­tion. Fi­nally she found two boys from Lasalle. They were wounded, but they would re­cover. Yes, the three of them had fought with Gil on the en­emy’s side, but they had been sep­a­rated in the fray. That was in May, five weeks ago. The trail was hot, Maria ran past the wounded and only looked at their faces. The mother tri­umphed over the doc­tor. 


She found him in the fifth tent; his blond mane gave him away. She ran to him and an ice‐cold hand clenched around her heart.  The doc­tor im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized what the mother did not want to see. She threw back the sheet and hugged him. “You, Madame!” he ex­claimed in as­ton­ish­ment. “What are you do­ing here, Ma­man, Madame?” She hugged him again. “Gil, my love, I have fi­nally found you!” she ex­claimed again and again. She cov­ered his ashen face with kisses. “Gil, star of my eyes!” she stam­mered, then the doc­tor re­turned. 


She ex­am­ined the fes­ter­ing leg, she ex­am­ined him from head to toe, she was com­pletely des­per­ate. He had been wounded five weeks ago, the sur­geon had treated the wound only su­per­fi­cially, then he fell in bat­tle. Gil’s leg was lost, it was gan­grenous and her in­stinct told her that his whole body was al­ready poi­soned. She had to am­pu­tate his leg and hoped that he would sur­vive the gan­grene. He was strong, but so was the fever.  The tears ran down her cheeks as she cut and sawed her own flesh and blood. She wiped away the an­noy­ing tears, she had to sum­mon up ev­ery­thing she had ever learned. She put twice as much oint­ment on the wound as nec­es­sary, she gave him so much heal­ing tea that he vom­ited. But that was good, ev­ery­thing that came out was out.


The mother pushed her­self in front of the doc­tor, she sat at Gil’s bed and only cared for him. The fever rose, the gan­grene fought for his body, the devil for his soul. Maria gave him chicken broth, she couldn’t find any­thing bet­ter. He kept throw­ing up. The fever rose, the cool­ing com­presses only helped for a few min­utes, so she changed them ev­ery minute. She couldn’t ac­cept that Gil was lost.


She couldn’t ac­cept it. 


Gil had a fever and was talk­ing in­co­her­ently.  He had se­duced many maids in the cas­tle and never told Madame, he was afraid to tell her. Maria hugged him and stroked his head, say­ing that it was noth­ing, she did not feel be­trayed. She had al­ways known, she lied for his sake, and she had al­ways ap­proved of it. He was a youth, there was no need to know more. Gil pressed his face against hers, he of­ten no longer knew who Madame was, was it re­ally her? Gil stopped breath­ing. 


Weep­ing, she dug a grave her­self. It was not the first, nor the last. Cap­tain von Kolb was a de­cent fel­low, he was the only one stand­ing next to her at the grave and read­ing words from his Bible. Be­neath his grim mask there was a hid­den fa­ther some­where who un­der­stood the loss of a mother well. He put his arm around her and com­forted her as she wept. 


Maria wrote to Un­cle Louis. The cap­tain as­sured her that the let­ter would reach Lasalle through the lines. Maria had found a per­son in Cap­tain von Kolb, a re­spectable per­son. She stayed with him for 5 years. Dur­ing the day she worked as a doc­tor, at night she lay with him like a wife next to her hus­band. Von Kolb was a good, an hon­est man. She fol­lowed him through­out Ger­many, care­fully tend­ing his wounds like those of any wounded man. But of course she could not pre­vent him from fall­ing af­ter 5 years on the north­ern Bavar­ian bor­der. She gave him a Chris­tian burial and left the army. She trav­elled alone through Ger­many, from princely court to princely court. She was usu­ally wel­comed with open arms, be­cause Duke Louis von Lasalle made sure that she was recog­nised and re­ceived as a duchess.


Af­ter around 20 years she re­turned to Lasalle Cas­tle. Un­cle Louis wel­comed her warmly, and he pre­pared his el­dest son to take over the ducal of­fice.  The boy was fine, Maria could tell. Un­cle Louis de­served to re­tire with dig­nity and de­cency. Maria smiled gen­tly when asked. She had no ob­jec­tions, and why should she? Her hus­band, Duke Ray­mond, had long since died, and so had his son Gilbert. The young man seemed a very good choice, she con­cluded. The young man bowed deeply to Madame.


The war ended, Maria was 47, 48 and lived un­til the end of her life in Lasalle Cas­tle. Her vagina shrank very quickly, she had to use oint­ments when her lover had a big cock. The tight vagina had only one good side. She came much more eas­ily and sooner than be­fore to or­gasm and if she was lucky, she stayed at this high level un­til the end of the fuck­ing and had lit­tle or­gasms un­til the end. Her lovers in­evitably got younger and younger be­cause the lit­tle boys’ cocks didn’t hurt her pussy­hole. In­stead, they trig­gered old, deeply buried mem­o­ries of Gil that she had left be­hind decades ago. Gil, who had learned to fuck so well. Gil, who pulled out his cock on dan­ger­ous days and mas­tur­bated on his knees, hap­pily squirt­ing his se­men onto her body. Be­fore, she had al­ways built up a con­nec­tion, an emo­tional at­tach­ment to her ad­mirer, but now, with these 13 to 16 year old boys, she couldn’t do any­thing, couldn’t es­tab­lish an emo­tional re­la­tion­ship.  She went to bed with these chil­dren in si­lence or chat­ting su­per­fi­cially and let them be­come men. She chose her lovers care­fully and con­tin­ued to fuck hap­pily and dream­ily un­til she was very old.


The young duke was re­ally a good man who cared deeply about the well‐be­ing of his sub­jects. He was to be the last duke of Lasalle, the duchy van­ished like sand blown away in the wind of his­tory.



● ● ●







The Dragon Man


by Jack Faber © 2024




Mei woke up stunned. She was crouched un­der the gable of the roof that had saved her life. The earth­quake had flat­tened the en­tire vil­lage and killed ev­ery­one. Mei tried to crawl out, but she couldn’t. She screamed at the top of her lungs 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,” said the man. She looked at him. He had a par­tially hu­man face, a snout like a wolf, a scaly back like a croc­o­dile. Mei be­gan to be afraid when she saw his tail, it was scaly like his dark green back and long, like a third leg. The front of his body looked hu­man, he had a strik­ing yel­low hu­man cock with a red glans, the thin fore­skin was light green. His balls, re­ally big, were a glit­ter­ing blue. Mei was afraid. 


“You don’t have 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 went 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 her tears. Only a few hours ago she had let her broth­ers fuck her, and the thought of it made her smile. “Hope­fully they didn’t have to suf­fer much,” she said sob­bing. 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. “I live here,” he said sim­ply. She saw a large rock for­ma­tion on the bank that jut­ted out into the wa­ter.  He led her into a cave, the en­trance of which was hid­den be­hind thick bushes. He took off Mei’s clothes and wiped her naked body with a rag. He washed her small, bud­ding breasts and the light fluffy down over her pussy. “You are a beau­ti­ful girl,” he said ad­mir­ingly, “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 are 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 them to do so be­cause the boys had to squirt ev­ery day and there were no girls in the neigh­bor­hood. The boys had of course also fucked the neigh­bors wives 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, half hu­man and half dragon, as you can see. I live a very se­cluded life here and mostly the women from the vil­lages visit me to get fucked. I have the gift of see­ing in their eyes whether they are ready to con­ceive, which is why they come and then quickly run home to get fucked by their hus­band. 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, you said, right? I once knew a sweet young woman named Mei‐Lan, she of­ten came to me to be fucked, 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 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 or the wives of the Chi­nese em­per­ors, that is my des­tiny. I sneak into the palace in­vis­i­bly and then fuck the 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. And that is my des­tiny, I like do­ing it, be­cause the em­peror shows great 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 did ev­ery­thing to lure men into her bed­cham­ber, and many princes and princesses were born from the for­bid­den act.” He laughed hap­pily. “Em­peror Meng, our ex­cel­lent Lord, 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 quite stiff when he talked 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 now? 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 you rub re­ally quickly and make me squirt, 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 he squirted 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 can­not 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 many hu­man women’s backs when we fucked, many died be­cause of me un­til I learned to re­tract my claws.” 


Mei took one paw in her hand. No, you couldn’t rub a cli­toris with that, not at all. “But that doesn’t mat­ter, Mas­ter Lin,” she said with a mis­chievous grin, “I pre­fer to do it my­self at night any­way.” 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. Af­ter lunch he al­ways lay down 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 de­nied her when she mas­tur­bated him with her fist and let 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 hu­man, a lonely trap­per. He caught my mother in a trap, held 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 this 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, it 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 screamed with plea­sure, she had never cli­maxed so 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, more and more, please! He con­tin­ued to fuck her care­fully un­til she was com­pletely ex­hausted, then he squirted into her 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 mustn’t fly too high,” he said in the wind, “at 7,000 me­ters you won’t be able to breathe and you’ll freeze!” 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 lady 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 cun­t­hole open and close again and again. 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 youth­ful pussy with man­nered pussy move­ments. They started to fuck and so did ev­ery­one else. 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 eggs. 


Mei was amazed at how dif­fer­ent the dragon women’s pussies were. Some had labia as thick as arms and huge pussies with holes as wide as a child’s head. Oth­ers, how­ever, had only small labia and small holes. They bent their tails to the side, the males mounted them from be­hind and fucked their cun­t­holes from be­hind. Many of the fe­males had a clit that were as thick as a thumb and very long. The fe­males tapped their paws on the clit, which stood out stiff and sharp when they cli­maxed. Mei watched the gen­eral fuck­ing with cu­rios­ity and horni­ness. The whole sit­u­a­tion was in­cred­i­bly lust­ful, be­cause as soon as a 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 a dozen young fe­males that night and in­sem­i­nated their eggs, he said proudly. 


“They hatch from the eggs in a year,” he ex­plained, “in the last few mil­len­nia we be­gan to live on our own and the moth­ers raised the young alone. Young peo­ple learn to fuck very early, only the 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 an­swered thought­fully, “very few of the young ones 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 for an hour or two and rushed home when they were ready to con­ceive. Oth­er­wise they came day af­ter day and let the dragon man fuck them un­til they had their fer­tile pe­riod.


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 reached 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 maid 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 a weak‐willed old man.  The em­press agreed shyly and cau­tiously to fuck.


Mei put her face di­rectly in front of the em­press’s pussy, be­cause she had never seen the de­flow­er­ing up close be­fore; her own ex­pe­ri­ence was years ago, when her fa­ther had de­flow­ered her in the for­est at 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 car­ried on fuck­ing her so that she did not feel the pain be­cause his big cock al­most burst her lit­tle pussy­hole. At home he men­tioned it briefly to the mother, who in turn was quite happy that she could hand the task over to her daugh­ter be­cause the boys wanted to squirt in­side her at least once a day. She was happy to leave that to her daugh­ter, al­though it was still quite a while be­fore she no longer had to of­fer her moth­erly pussy. It lasted a whole year dur­ing which the boys fucked mother and daugh­ter side by side un­til the boys were ex­hausted.


Mei grabbed Lin Popo’s cock and guided it into the em­press’s pussy. A short, firm jerk and the em­press was de­flow­ered. Mei stayed ly­ing there while he fucked the em­press. The Em­press did not need to use her fin­ger to help her­self, as she had a strong, hot or­gasm and screamed with plea­sure be­cause she had an or­gasm that lasted for an 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 her­self fuck  un­til she fainted; the em­press was a true mas­ter at it. Af­ter the 5 days were up, they said good­bye and flew back to the lake un­seen. Mei was so grate­ful that she had seen the im­pe­rial palace and the em­press.  “And you prob­a­bly liked be­ing fucked by her clit too?” asked Lin Popo, grin­ning from ear to ear.


Day af­ter day, the women from the area came to be fucked by the dragon man. Mei usu­ally hid in the bushes and liked to watch the fuck­ing. Lin Popo asked the women if they liked fuck­ing clits. There were very few of them, but Lin Popo beck­oned Mei over and she was happy to let the woman fuck her. Very few were as ex­pe­ri­enced 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 her­self be fucked by a man.  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 bed­cham­ber.


Lin Popo re­mained in­vis­i­ble un­til the queen had mas­tur­bated her­self to ex­haus­tion, then he showed 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 the re­sist­ing queen with a fist punch. A short, firm jerk and the ugly fat queen was de­flow­ered. Lin Popo fucked her to the core, but when she awoke from un­con­scious­ness, she kicked her­self 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 was let­ting the king fuck her for the first time. She was very ashamed.  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 and shouted that she had been fucked by the devil again! The king be­lieved her, be­cause she low­ered her eyes shyly and sub­mis­sively as he fucked her again. Lin Popo fucked her for a week, then he let Mei mount him and flew back to the lake. The queen screamed 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.


Lin Popo had just re­turned from hunt­ing and was at­tacked when he tried to en­ter the cave. He was able to make him­self in­vis­i­ble and dis­ap­peared, the sol­diers found the sleep­ing Mei only. 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 the fuck­ing of so many men. She was used to be­ing fucked by Lin Popo’s big cock, and in com­par­i­son, the men’s cocks were much smaller and not ef­fec­tive enough. 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 did the men dis­ap­pear one af­ter the other? Yes, that must have been how it was, one af­ter the other they dis­ap­peared, he only found sad re­mains lay­ing on 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 that had been torn to pieces by a tiger or a pan­ther. The king res­o­lutely or­dered them to leave and re­turn to the palace. Mei was led 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 right 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 hu­man 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 week of fuck­ing in great 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 him­self.  She said the devil was in­vis­i­ble and only be­came vis­i­ble to fuck, just like his young wife. 


Lin Popo moved in­vis­i­bly around 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 fat 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 to fuck him.  He left the bed­room and slept in the sta­ble when Lin Popo showed up and de­manded to fuck his wife. The king rec­og­nized Lin Popo, of course, and his wife had not ex­ag­ger­ated; he had never seen such a big cock be­fore. 


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‐cen­time­ter‐long clit while he was 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 straight af­ter the stren­u­ous mat­ing. Oth­er­wise he was not so ex­hausted, even if he 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 her own child. 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 fell in love only 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 the hunt.  He was im­me­di­ately en­chanted by the pretty naked girl, they didn’t 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 jokes 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 all their lives, ev­ery year they ex­pe­ri­enced the big fuck­ing above the clouds to­gether, the an­nual fuck 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.



● ● ●







Trixi


by Jack Faber © 2023




My name is Trixi, from Beat­rix. I am a cab driver like all my friends here in the main city. I also want to tell you about my daugh­ter Anni and my ex, Karl and shitty Ben. 


I didn’t par­tic­u­larly like go­ing to school. I did learn how to mas­tur­bate there from my girl­friends, but it was never my thing. I mas­tur­bated maybe once a month, usu­ally. But with my girl­friends, mas­tur­bat­ing was of im­mense im­por­tance, so I let this or that girl­friend mas­tur­bate me as of­ten as it was hap­pen­ing, and of course I mas­tur­bated her too. I wanted to be ac­cepted in the group, even though I didn’t need as many or­gasms as they did. 


Quickly I learned to do hand­jobs and blowjobs, fol­low­ing peer pres­sure. I was 16 and suck­ing a lot of young dicks at the time. I was one of the few who swal­lowed the se­men, this raised my pres­tige con­sid­er­ably. So I met Karl at school, he was two years older than me. Af­ter a few in­signif­i­cant blowjobs we fell in love, I at least im­mor­tally. He was my hus­band, I didn’t hes­i­tate a bit and let him de­flower me. I was in nineth heaven and we fucked like the grown ups, I counted my pe­riod days and that was okay. Karl once in­vited me to his “gen­tle­men’s evening” where usu­ally only his friends were in­vited and he asked me to give them hand­jobs and blowjobs, with that I agreed. 


The next gen­tle­men’s evening was quite a drunk one and Karl stripped me com­pletely naked un­der loud yelling of his friends. I was sud­denly sober and was ashamed  ter­ri­bly and took refuge on his lap, cov­er­ing my naked­ness bash­fully. Maybe I shouldn’t have, be­cause we be­gan to cud­dle and kiss fiercely and all at once his hard‐on was out and throb­bing de­mand­ing on my cunt. Karl left my protests unim­pressed and soon I was sit­ting astride his cock. I buried my face on his neck, be­cause I was ter­ri­bly ashamed that he was now fuck­ing me in front of ev­ery­one. I was glad that I was rid­ing Karl’s cock with my back to them and soon I was fuck­ing him with all my pas­sion as al­ways. In the fi­nal spurt, he spread my ass cheeks wide with both hands and the happy crowd chanted, “Cum! In­ject! Squirt‐in­side! Squirt‐in­side!” And Karl squirted un­in­hib­it­edly, and the boys jeered ev­ery time as he pushed in deep with each jet. I hid my face, be­cause I was ter­ri­bly ashamed and at the same time com­pletely horny from our fuck­ing, but I couldn’t mas­tur­bate now. Grad­u­ally I calmed me down and now he fucked me reg­u­larly at the gen­tle­men’s evenings in front of his friends. I let out my ex­hi­bi­tion­ist dis­po­si­tion, lolling naked af­ter fuck­ing and stroking my labia and clit ex­ten­sively with­out mas­tur­bat­ing in pub­lic. But I was only al­lowed to fuck with him and we soon didn’t make a big deal about his bud­dies watch­ing us. Some­how it was even horny to spread my legs wide and show my pussy to ev­ery­one. Karl did not tol­er­ate any con­tra­dic­tion, I also had to fuck with his bud­dies at the gen­tle­men’s evenings. I needed all my courage at first and sup­pressed my shame, be­cause Karl wanted it that way. I was phys­i­cally and emo­tion­ally ex­hausted af­ter the first gen­tle­men’s evening, where I let all his friends fuck me. Only his very best friends were al­lowed to fuck me, but only with a con­dom. He was very gen­er­ous there and I grad­u­ally en­joyed fuck­ing a dozen older boys in one evening. —  Was I now a hooker?


At the end of our sec­ond year I be­came preg­nant. I was dev­as­tated when Karl sug­gested an abor­tion, that was out of the ques­tion for me at all! The prin­ci­pal showed un­der­stand­ing and she let me fin­ish the last year of school. It be­came colder be­tween Karl and me. I wanted to stay with him at all costs and fucked his friends even more of­ten so hop­ing not to lose him. They could leave the con­dom off and I fucked them a dozen times some af­ter­noons. My par­ents looked the other way when, ev­ery half hour, the boys came to fuck. Fuck­ing a young preg­nant girl, that was a hit! I later thought with a shud­der that I fucked like a bitch in heat with dozens a day, usu­ally there were sev­eral guys in my bed­room wait­ing for their turn or to be al­lowed to fuck me one more time. Ev­ery­one was al­lowed to fuck me un­til he dropped,
also be­cause I was al­ways horny dur­ing preg­nancy and still mas­tur­bated at night un­til I dropped. Then, grad­u­ally, we lost each other, al­though I fucked like a fury with all of his bud­dies.


I fin­ished school and Karl ended our re­la­tion­ship for good. But he promised to pay al­imony and he did. I cried be­cause I had to give birth to my child with­out Karl, but then my big sis­ter, who had a fam­ily in the fed­eral cap­i­tal 600km away, showed up and was by my side dur­ing the birth. That’s how Anni was born. My par­ents ar­ranged for a young work col­league of my fa­ther, Ben­jamin, to court me. Like my par­ents, he was a cab driver and ap­par­ently a good match. Af­ter six months we mar­ried and Ben adopted my daugh­ter. He brought home enough money for me to stay with Anni for a few years. 


When she was 5, I started driv­ing a cab. How sur­prised I was, how­ever, that Karl had also be­come a cab driver, so there was noth­ing with uni­ver­sity stud­ies and doc­tor­ate. Some­times we drank a cof­fee to­gether in the can­teen, I showed him the lat­est pho­tos of Anni and he showed me a pic­ture of his wife, it was “the gay Ilse”, as we called her at school. He was to­tally in love with Ilse and hoped that they would have a baby soon. 


We each drove our cab, we drank our cof­fee to­gether at the end of the ser­vice and got to know each other bet­ter. I told Karl that Ben was noth­ing spe­cial in bed, he fucked me for one‐two min­utes ev­ery night when he went to bed and didn’t give a damn that I never had an or­gasm. I only vaguely hinted to Karl that I didn’t care and if I wanted to, I could pro­vide the or­gasm my­self. At that time I never spoke openly about that.


But I told him that Anni was now mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night be­fore she went to sleep, since she was 8. I had dis­cov­ered it by ac­ci­dent and watched her ev­ery night through the crack in the door, she usu­ally fell asleep af­ter some mas­tur­bat­ing, I cov­ered her up and turned out the light. I never told Ben, he cares lit­tle about child rear­ing. One noon Anni came home sad and it took me a long time un­til she told me the rea­son. The re­li­gion teacher had said that mas­tur­bat­ing would make one blind and some would also be­come stupid. I hugged my child and told her what a non­sense that was! Maybe only the teacher was stupid, but ev­ery­thing else was non­sense from the last cen­tury! And it was quite all right if she mas­tur­bated when she felt like it. She re­sumed mas­tur­bat­ing, but it took a long time for Anni to fi­nally for­get the non­sense.


Karl was very sorry that Ilse could not have chil­dren, all the gy­ne­col­o­gists con­firmed it. Ilse was dev­as­tated for a while and even wanted to take her own life, bab­bling about di­vorce when Karl talked her out of sui­cide. I reached for Karl’s hand, he was re­ally full of shit. And then, out of the blue, Ilse wanted an open mar­riage. She had fallen in love with a girl and didn’t want to hide her les­bian love from him. That she had al­ways had les­bian love af­fairs he also knew. He had agreed af­ter a long hes­i­ta­tion ‘to open’ the mar­riage.


The years came and went, I drank cof­fee with Karl twice a week and lis­tened to him. I had to tell him ex­cept An­nis good de­vel­op­ment hardly some­thing. The ev­ery evening hasty sex with Ben was too bor­ing and that I mas­tur­bated in the mean­time al­most ev­ery night, was also no con­ver­sa­tion ma­te­rial. “We both have shitty love lives,” I said sadly. Karl nod­ded in agree­ment and shook his head. He was per­haps bet­ter off than I was, he said. I looked at him ques­tion­ingly, what did he mean? Af­ter a few mo­ments he gave him­self a break and told me ev­ery­thing. 


He still loved Ilse with all his heart, he never had an­other lover. Ilse usu­ally brought her cur­rent lover to spend the night. He watched the two mak­ing love and since he quickly got a hard‐on, he was al­lowed to fuck his Ilse in the pres­ence of the mis­tress. He was only a lit­tle in­hib­ited the very first time, af­ter that it was quite nor­mal. He fucked Ilse more of­ten now than be­fore, “be­cause watch­ing the girl’s love­mak­ing makes horny, very horny!” said Karl. I nod­ded as if I un­der­stood and he con­tin­ued. 


Ilse sug­gested at one point that he should fuck her lover too. He was thun­der­struck, but both women looked at his boner. He fucked the girl with a very bad con­science for the first time, but af­ter­wards he was al­ways ready to fuck not only his wife, but also her mis­tress. Yes, some­times he was al­lowed to de­flower one or the other, that was quite to Ilse’s taste. Mean­while, al­most ev­ery one of the mis­tresses let him fuck her, and he was far from com­plain­ing. Ilse seemed to have this cuckoo syn­drome, she was ob­vi­ously keen on see­ing her lover be­ing fucked.


Karl’s tales kept me busy for days. In my head I saw Karl fuck­ing ever dif­fer­ent girls, spurred on by the gay Ilse. I was so un­fo­cused that I al­most caused my first fender ben­der. Went well once again. It stirred me up so much that I mas­tur­bated at night as if pos­sessed. Of course I didn’t tell any­one. Karl then showed me pho­tos and videos that Ilse had made of him. As cool and unim­pressed as I was, that got me in­sanely horny. I fan­ta­sized while mas­tur­bat­ing or now some­times dreamed of fuck­ing with Karl, but I kept it to my­self. We were both mar­ried, and that weighed heav­ily for me. 


Ben had been caught drunk for the third time, he had to go to jail for 5 days and lost his driver’s li­cense for a while, he could for­get the job as a cab driver. He was list­lessly look­ing for a job, sat in front of the TV all day and drowned his self‐pity in booze. I couldn’t fuck with a drunk any­more, it was that sim­ple — and it was a se­ri­ous mis­take!


One night I came in from the night shift and there was still a light burn­ing in Anni’s room. I en­tered qui­etly and knew im­me­di­ately that some­thing was ter­ri­bly wrong. Anni was sit­ting on her bed, curled up. Her knees drawn up, her arms and head rest­ing on them. She must have been cry­ing for hours and was now look­ing at me with tear‐blind eyes. I im­me­di­ately saw the blood on her thighs, her pa­jama pants lay tat­tered on the floor. I got a damp wash­cloth and wiped the blood from her thighs. I also cleaned her lit­tle pussy and sat down with her. She hung around my neck and sobbed, I let her cry.


Maybe an hour had passed be­fore she whis­pered what had hap­pened. Daddy had come into her room drunk, ripped her pa­jama pants, and then de­flow­ered and fucked her. Raped, I cor­rected an­grily in a firm voice. She nod­ded un­hap­pily. “Wait a minute, I’ll be right back!” said I, and went down­stairs. I rudely woke the snor­ing Ben and slapped him for min­utes un­til he was re­ally awake. He im­me­di­ately re­mem­bered what a shit he had made, I could see it in his face. “You get out of here right now, you leave town and never come back!” I yelled. “You won’t see me or Anni again, or I’ll let you rot in jail!” Ben was wide awake and ducked his head at my shout­ing. He looked at me un­cer­tainly and mut­tered that I was his wife af­ter all and he just wanted to fuck! 


I didn’t know later what got into me, but I ripped off my clothes and threw my­self on the bed. “Fuck me, you son of a bitch, fuck me and not my in­no­cent child!” I yelled and pulled him, yank­ing him be­tween my thighs. And the bas­tard ac­tu­ally fucked me and squirted af­ter a few sec­onds. He straight­ened up and grinned, “Are we good again?” I slapped and slapped him, scream­ing at the top of my lungs. “Get out of here, you filthy pig shit, get out now and for­ever!” I yelled over and over again, only stop­ping him slap­ping when the blood ran out of his nose. I stood up. Anni was stand­ing in the door­way. 


I went with her to her room. She said she didn’t un­der­stand any­thing at the mo­ment. I would have let Daddy fuck me and then beat his nose bloody. I waited and lis­tened. Ben walked with mas­sive steps as al­ways, slammed the door be­hind him like never be­fore and then there was si­lence. I hugged Anni and stam­mered in her ear that I had chased Dad away for­ever and that he must never come back. Anni pulled free. “But you let him fuck, I saw it!” and I with­stood her wounded look, with very soft knees. I shrugged my shoul­ders, I couldn’t ex­plain it and still can’t to­day. “Maybe I wanted him to re­al­ize who he should have raped,” I said mis­er­ably, know­ing that was a poor ex­pla­na­tion. But Anni suf­ficed and she nod­ded, “oh well!” 


Anni apol­o­gized, she had never spied us fuck­ing be­fore, but she heard me yelling loudly and went down for it. She had never spied on us fuck­ing be­fore, she said in a tear choked voice. I nod­ded, I didn’t mind, I said. Then, af­ter a mo­ment’s thought, I said I would phone the helpline in the morn­ing and then go to the po­lice with her. Anni’s eyes widened at first, but then she nod­ded anx­iously. “I’ll sleep in your bed tonight,” I said, and went down­stairs again, lock­ing the door and leav­ing the key across, just in case. 


So it hap­pened, we waited for the at­ten­dant from the women’s aid who ac­com­pa­nied us to the po­lice. Anni held her own, went with a po­lice­woman to the med­i­cal de­part­ment. She was much braver than I could ever have been. Ben was put on the wanted list. When the po­lice­woman handed me the copy of the pro­to­col, I knew that noth­ing else would hap­pen. 


I phoned the school, they un­der­stood my in­sin­u­a­tions and Anni stayed at home for a week, me too. I did not ar­gue long with the cab cen­ter, it was a fam­ily emer­gency and I’ll get back to you in a week, bye!  I didn’t care at the mo­ment if they fired me, that’s how an­gry I was.


We made the week peace­ful, filled with si­lence and won­der­ful con­ver­sa­tions we never had be­fore. I told her ev­ery­thing, hold­ing noth­ing back. I told with red ears that I had fucked with a lot of guys dur­ing preg­nancy, partly out of per­ma­nent horni­ness in preg­nancy. Whether there were more than five? Anni asked, look­ing strained at the table­top. I laughed, telling the truth was some­how lib­er­at­ing. “I didn’t count re­ally,” I said mis­er­ably, “it was more like 50 than 5, and most of them I fucked sev­eral times, 20 times or more. Ev­ery one of his best bud­dies has fucked me at least 100 times in those years.” I fal­tered be­cause I have never sum­ma­rized it so clearly be­fore. 


Anni looked at me with wide eyes. “Oh, I see.” I could see her thoughts rac­ing. There were al­ways long pauses in these con­ver­sa­tions. “I’ve been very care­ful about my vir­gin­ity up to now, Mommy, but it’s de­stroyed now.” I nod­ded and asked if she had had any sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences at all? Anni was silent for a long time. “We are a dif­fer­ent gen­er­a­tion, Mommy. I’m 15 and for some time now the boys have been de­mand­ing to touch our pussies. I have to go along with that. At 15 you have to do hand­jobs and blowjobs. If you don’t do it, you’re an out­cast.” I nod­ded and grinned, “it was the same in my youth!” Anni smiled finely. “Maybe our gen­er­a­tion isn’t as mod­ern as ev­ery­one says.” Now it was my turn to smile. “The girls some­times do it with each other,” Anni said al­most in­audi­bly. I didn’t in­ter­rupt her train of thought and waited. “I’m one of those girls who likes to have other girls do it to her,” my daugh­ter breathed shame­fully. I waited silently. “Maybe I’m a les­bian?” Now that was enough! I said in a firm voice that I didn’t think so, I didn’t see any signs of that. Anni looked at me from the side. “And you…?” I nod­ded, “back then it was the same thing among us girls, I was mas­tur­bated by lots of girls and then I mas­tur­bated her too! But that’s why none of us be­came les­bians, the boys dis­cov­ered us thank God!” I laughed. Anni also smiled ten­ta­tively. “Look, you’re 15 now, and you don’t have to pay at­ten­tion to vir­gin­ity any­more. Gather your ex­pe­ri­ence with­out co­er­cion and with­out mess­ing around, let’s talk again in two years. If you still pre­fer girls to boys then, I’ll stand by you and sup­port you in ev­ery­thing. I wouldn’t have a prob­lem with it if you were re­ally a les­bian, only now I don’t think so. Girls play with each other to dis­cover their sex­u­al­ity, that’s just fine.”


I got up and searched in the kitchen cup­board. I put the opened packet of con­doms on the ta­ble. “I would just ask you to use them. An un­planned preg­nancy is prob­a­bly the last thing you need right now.” I saw Anni’s pained ex­pres­sion, had I gone too far? Anni pushed the pack­age back in dis­gust. “I’ll prob­a­bly never sleep with a boy or a man, not af­ter this. It hor­ri­fies me so!” I went to her and pressed her head against me. “Take your time, my love, take your time!”


I sat down and took her hands in mine. “Can you sleep with me again tonight?” Anni’s breath was al­most in­audi­ble. I nod­ded, “Of course!”  We sat at the kitchen ta­ble for a long time, went shop­ping to­gether and cooked our­selves hearty steaks with green beans and fries. I took a bot­tle of red wine with me and drank with Anni for the first time. Yes, yes — al­co­hol does not solve prob­lems, but it some­times helps. The week passed qui­etly and peace­fully, the bond be­tween mother and daugh­ter be­came stronger than ever. Anni had solid ground un­der her feet again and in the end we both found that life could go on as be­fore. She left off her pa­ja­mas in the evening and we both slept naked on her bed.


The last night of this week I woke up. Anni had put a leg over my pussy in her or­gasm and was trem­bling hard. The poor child had not mas­tur­bated for a week and now the pent‐up lust and de­sire burst ur­gently out of her. She con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing with her eyes closed and her leg slid back and forth over my pussy. I watched her un­der half closed eyes, she only had a light fluff of pu­bic hair and she rubbed her clit up and down as al­ways with legs stretched wide apart. I don’t know if her leg just hap­pened to rub on my pussy, but I had the im­pres­sion that she did it know­ingly and she got ex­cited at the thought of ex­cit­ing me too. Any­way, I opened my legs slowly and let her leg rub upon my clit. She came gasp­ing to or­gasm and con­tin­ued af­ter a short break. I saw the fine smile around her lips when she no­ticed that I was shak­ing like a leaf and she rubbed my clit very pur­pose­fully with her leg. It was pleas­ant that her leg ex­cited my clit, but I did not get an or­gasm. I watched her un­til I fell asleep. 


Anni now did not want to turn off the light at night and slept only naked since that week. I breathed a sigh of re­lief, be­cause she was pro­cess­ing the rape much faster than I had ex­pected. At noon, when she came home from school, she went straight to her room and mas­tur­bated be­fore lunch. The lust and phys­i­cal plea­sure re­turned to her with a great power to my de­light. She sat down at the ta­ble af­ter­wards with a beam­ing smile, she was com­pletely re­laxed. I sus­pected she knew that I was spy­ing on her. At night she mas­tur­bated as vig­or­ously as I did my­self, the days of girl­ishly gen­tle rub­bing were over, for good. I damp­ened my guilty con­science, leav­ing my door open at night and the lit­tle light on when I mas­tur­bated. I no­ticed a few times that she sat on the stairs and watched me se­cretly. So we didn’t owe each other any­thing.


I called the cab of­fice to say that I would be on duty to­mor­row morn­ing. Then I called Karl to see if he had any plans af­ter duty, I picked him up at 5pm. He was taken aback, but kept his mouth shut when I drove off and started talk­ing. He grit­ted his teeth and yelled that he was go­ing to kill Ben, beat the scum­bag to death! I told him ev­ery­thing, leav­ing noth­ing out. Well, I passed over the stupid fuck­ing with Ben. He was grate­ful to me that I had stayed with Anni and sup­ported her in these dif­fi­cult hours. Grad­u­ally he had calmed down, but he scolded Ben ter­ri­bly.


I said I had to be home by 8pm, Anni was at a girl­friend’s and would be home at 8 sharp. Karl had no idea what I was talk­ing about. He was just won­der­ing where I was go­ing. An aban­doned fac­tory site in the mid­dle of town, zigzag­ging along the de­cayed build­ings and then I parked the car in a cov­ered load­ing bay. Karl looked around in amaze­ment. Where? Why? What are we do­ing here? 


I smiled and nuz­zled the hairs on his neck. “This is my love bower, dear. This is where I go when I feel like fuck­ing or get­ting fucked by a nice guy.” He was speech­less. “You mean we…?” He didn’t speak it. “How of­ten do you come here?” he asked, glar­ing at me. “Five or six times a week,” I an­swered truth­fully, adding, “Ben’s one‐minute‐pok­ing doesn’t com­pare to what I’ve ex­pe­ri­enced here. I look at guys closely and I am not a hooker!” He grinned mis­chie­vously. “Wouldn’t have thought it from my lit­tle Trixi” he said with a grin, “… and there’s a lit­tle pocket money in there too, right?”?” I nod­ded, “he who can pay, pays gladly, be­lieve me!”


I started to un­dress and, to be hon­est, I was a bit ex­cited. I hadn’t fucked him in 15, 16 years, I wasn’t an in­no­cent‐lit­tle girl any­more and he had fucked hun­dreds in the mean­time, as Ilse kept bring­ing him fresh meat af­ter all. He watched me un­dress and I no­ticed how he in­stantly jumped on. I crawled naked into the back seat. He was quickly un­dressed and crawled to me, in the back. Thank God his cock was still as big as it was 15 years ago. It was 15 years ago, we were still fuck­ing days be­fore An­nis birth, him and 6 or 7 of his bud­dies.


We kissed, af­ter so long it felt all like new. We cud­dled in­ti­mately, our tongues lust­ing might­ily as we French kissed, and I furtively rubbed my clit. He had never no­ticed it then and no­ticed noth­ing now. We cud­dled and kissed for prob­a­bly a quar­ter of an hour, my body quiv­er­ing and trem­bling with lust. “Come, come, I want it!” I whis­pered, and he slowly and care­fully pen­e­trated. “You’re still sur­pris­ingly tight, Trixi,” he mur­mured against my ear. We fucked for a good fif­teen min­utes and my gasps and moans turned into a won­der­ful or­gasm. I hissed and gasped against his ear and he squirted in rich, firm jets.


We fumed in si­lence. “You fucked ev­ery  Tom, Dick and Harry back in the days, and that choked me off” he said be­tween long puffs. I wasn’t in an at­tack­ing mood. “I fucked your bud­dies be­cause you wanted me to,” I said softly, not want­ing to ar­gue. “Hell yeah, we drank too much and the devil got me there.” I was silent, that was true. “And from then on ev­ery­one wanted to fuck you at the gen­tle­men’s evening and I just nod­ded it off, I jerk!” said Karl bit­terly. I was still silent. “But all the oth­ers, it hit me hard,” he added to the thought. I lit a cig­a­rette. “I was des­per­ate to get you back with that heavy fuck­ing, in my naivety I was,” I said mis­er­ably, “but the dam was bro­ken and I let the tide in.”  We were silent for a long time. “Days be­fore Anni was born I fucked you with a woe­ful heart and I knew it was our last time,” he said dream­ily and I hissed, “you and 6 of your bud­dies!” He bowed his head de­ject­edly. “I was a stupid ass­hole, Trixi!” I added, “and I was just ter­ri­bly horny for fuck­ing and get­ting fucked, then.”


We had to go. Karl mut­tered how ro­man­tic my spot was and we both laughed. It was a good, safe hid­ing place, but sur­rounded all around by ugly con­crete walls. I said he was wel­come to have din­ner with Anni and me and spend the night at my place if he could get free. He nod­ded, say­ing he would talk to Ilse. I dropped him off in his street and drove home.


I put sev­eral packs of con­doms in her bed­side cab­i­net and gave Anni the green light, she was al­lowed to let some­one spend the night in her room and not roll in the dirt be­hind bushes. Still, it was months be­fore a girl­friend came to spend the night with her and I spied on their love­mak­ing through the crack in the door. Girl came af­ter girl. Ro­man­tic mem­o­ries crept through my mind. It took a few months more un­til Anni brought in some boys, fi­nally. I spied as I did ev­ery time and was sat­is­fied be­cause all the boys had to put on a con­dom. I was only a lit­tle ashamed that I was a god­damn voyeur. But it was quite soon clear that Anni was not a les­bian, on the con­trary, she learned very quickly to fuck like a god­dess. She hardly fell in love and changed her lovers ev­ery few days.


This is how things stand at the mo­ment. I filed for di­vorce and have to wait a year. Karl stays over at my place three or four times a week and he gets greatly along with Anni. Pre­vi­ously she had rarely seen her fa­ther, now they spent hours to­gether do­ing school­work or dis­cussing God and the world. 


I know that he is se­ri­ously con­sid­er­ing leav­ing Ilse, even though the vari­a­tion‐rich fuck­ing with so many dif­fer­ent girls has be­come re­ally im­por­tant to him. I am also not yet ready to give up the love­mak­ing hours in my love ar­bor, on the con­trary. — Maybe when he pro­poses to me? 


Do we per­haps have a sec­ond chance? 






Anni


by Jack Faber © 2023




We sat on Evi’s bed and smoked. I smoked along, be­cause that was just part of the game, but I smoked with­out lung­fuls, I had tried it and coughed that I al­most choked. I was proud to have Evi as a girl­friend, she was two years older and al­ready very ex­pe­ri­enced, she had even fucked be­fore, but she didn’t like to talk about it. I didn’t un­der­stand most of her say­ing right away, what was she talk­ing about? Clit, mas­tur­bat­ing? I was at a loss. Evi stripped me and then her­self naked and got a pocket mir­ror. Then she showed me my clit, my jew­els and also hers. Her clit was a bit smaller than mine, but she grinned, “Size doesn’t mat­ter!” 


She showed me my own hy­men in the mir­ror and that I needed to take good care of it. To be a vir­gin has a high value in our so­ci­ety, she said. She parted her labia with her fin­gers and let me see deep into her hole. She was no longer a vir­gin, she had been robbed of her vir­gin­ity, she said with pressed voice, and I asked no fur­ther. But that I was not yet mas­tur­bat­ing at 15 was a shame! She has been do­ing it since she can re­mem­ber. I had to lie on my back and spread my legs wide.


I winced when she touched my (new) clit. But af­ter that it was fine, I felt the horni­ness creep­ing up my pussy by the minute. I clawed at her hand as I ex­ploded. Evi was very pleased with me and hugged and kissed me in a very gay way. She did it to me twice more and I said I un­der­stood. I promised her I would do it my­self at home. So I did. 


Evi had put our se­cret in the chi­nese whis­pers and I was now in­vited to an­other girl one ev­ery af­ter­noon. I re­mained pas­sive and let my­self mas­tur­bate to or­gasm two or three times on the af­ter­noon. Only very rarely did I let my­self be tempted to mas­tur­bate the other girl, be­cause I didn’t like do­ing it. I let them mas­tur­bate me as many times as they wanted to bring me to or­gasm, once even to five or­gasms, but then I was to­tally ex­hausted. I sud­denly “be­longed”, the girls showed me re­spect and ap­pre­ci­a­tion like never be­fore, they all were ea­ger to “do me.”


An­nika took me to a furtive tryst, I had to learn some­thing new. The three of us sat with Hel­mut in a hide­out be­hind the gym halls. Af­ter a while An­nika rum­maged Hel­mut’s cock out of his fly. I had never seen a dick be­fore and looked that my eyes al­most fell out of my head. An­nika ex­plained ev­ery­thing to me, the fore­skin and the glans and so on. She only had to push around a lit­tle and the cock got re­ally stiff. She mas­tur­bated him for a short time, then let him squirt on the as­phalt. Hel­mut’s cock im­me­di­ately be­came soft again. Now An­nika let me do it, I mas­tur­bated Hel­mut for quite a while un­til he squirted. I held the cock and felt the pul­sat­ing squirt­ing.


Now I was in a higher club. I went to the hide­out with three or four girls and we mas­tur­bated the fel­lows like an as­sem­bly line. The dicks were very dif­fer­ent like the bo­soms with us girls. Af­ter­wards, I let one or more girls mas­tur­bate me on the spot and I got quickly used to it, that all the girls and boys were watch­ing me im­pu­dently, when a girl mas­tur­bated me to or­gasm in pub­lic. Mostly there were more girls who wanted to mas­tur­bate me, so I layed on my back and was mas­tur­bated, and to be hon­est, I liked it very much to be mas­tur­bated by a girl, even there in pub­lic. 
 It wasn’t as ro­man­tic as it used to be when I went to a girl’s home with her.


We were re­ally fool­ish chick­ens! For a while we sat with­out panties un­der the skirt in the last row of the school class and se­cretly played with our pussies or the pussy of our neigh­bor. Of course, we had to avoid a real or­gasm, but we bragged madly in front of the other girls about all of it. Be­hind the gym halls I lay down with my legs wide apart, the girls knew I wanted to be mas­tur­bated in pub­lic. I was unashamedly shame­less and re­ally en­joyed be­ing mas­tur­bated by my girl­friends, and I was the only one. But we were re­ally crazy chick­ens and were al­ways in­vent­ing some­thing new. I was mas­tur­bated ly­ing wide spread while at the same time oth­ers mas­tur­bated the boys. One made her vic­tim’s se­men splash on my pussy and soon they were all do­ing it. Evi as­sured me that I couldn’t get preg­nant that way, es­pe­cially since I didn’t have my pe­riod then. The cocks squirted from steadily shorter dis­tance upon my cunt and over the fin­gers mas­tur­bat­ing me. Then the girls pressed the glans di­rectly on my pussy while squirt­ing and let the se­men squirt in. There were loud yelps when he man­aged to squirt in­side through the hole in my hy­men. We were re­ally pretty crazy chick­ens back then! —   But it was new and I was in­quis­i­tive.


I some­times ob­served Evi and the other big­ger girls mas­tur­bat­ing the boys in their mouths. I paid close at­ten­tion, most spit out the se­men, a few like Evi swal­lowed it. I asked her. The se­men comes from in­side the body, it is com­pletely nat­u­ral and not poi­sonous, you can swal­low it with­out hes­i­ta­tion, Evi said, you just have to sup­press the dis­gust at first. That was easy to un­der­stand. So I tried to take the cock in my mouth and mas­tur­bated it. It was very funny when he squirted in my mouth and at first I spit out the se­men. But in time I swal­lowed it and now I had risen to the high­est cat­e­gory. I was proud as a pea­cock.


Once Evi let her sweet­heart fuck her be­hind the gym halls. It was the first time I saw real fuck­ing, and since I was a good friend of Evi’s, I was al­lowed to stay sit­ting next to her, when the oth­ers left. Evi lay down on the as­phalt and di­rected with one hand his cock into her pussy­hole. I bent down low to get a good look. He thrust in and out, for quite a while, then stopped all at once. He thrust his cock in hard a few times and then pulled out. His white se­men leaked out of Evi’s pussy­hole. She scolded him, be­cause he had promised be­fore not to squirt in­side. But af­ter a mo­ment Evi laughed again and had for­got­ten about it. When he was gone, I asked Evi if fuck­ing does hurt, but she laugh­ingly de­nied it. He should only hold out a bit longer, she said, then she would also come to an or­gasm. 


Evi be­came se­ri­ous and then she told how it had come about that she was de­flow­ered. Her mother had gone to visit rel­a­tives for sev­eral days and she was alone at home with her fa­ther. He let her sleep with him in the mar­i­tal bed and let her come to bed naked, she was af­ter all a big girl who could sleep naked! She had al­ready been 13 and snug­gled up to her fa­ther, it was a strange, beau­ti­ful feel­ing as their naked bod­ies touched. He ques­tioned her in a whis­per and she con­fessed that she gave hand­jobs or blowjobs to the boys at school. He was im­pressed and asked her to give him a hand­job af­ter all. She did it with a pound­ing heart, it was the first cock of a grown man that she mas­tur­bated with her lit­tle fist. It was a big, thick cock and she made him squirt high into the air. She con­tin­ued to rub it firmly and made him cum jet af­ter jet. He was im­pressed and praised her that she turned all red with pride. Could she al­ready mas­tur­bate her­self?, he wanted to know. She ad­mit­ted it shyly and he wanted to see it right away. She was ter­ri­bly em­bar­rassed be­cause one only did it alone and se­cretly, but he bent over her and watched her mas­tur­bate. Her or­gasm was re­strained and she calmed down, but he had got­ten a hard‐on while watch­ing her and lay on top of her. He pushed her legs apart to her amaze­ment and thrust hard in­side. She winced only briefly; it wasn’t as painful as ev­ery­one said. She cried silently and he fucked her for a very long time, then jerk­ily squirted into her. He hugged and com­forted her, she was a real woman now, his lit­tle wife. She was rather de­pressed be­cause he kept fuck­ing her se­cretly for the next few years, and she learned quickly how to get an or­gasm at fuck­ing. Se­cretly, be­cause her mother mustn’t know it. She was so sad about it, be­cause the pre­vi­ously beau­ti­ful re­la­tion­ship with her mother was dis­turbed by the se­cret. I hugged my great girl­friend, I felt very sorry for her!


Ev­ery night I mas­tur­bated my­self gen­tly to or­gasm, be­cause at that time I mas­tur­bated only very lightly and gen­tly and not as hard and as wildly as to­day, un­til I fell asleep. I dis­cov­ered only af­ter months that my mother was spy­ing through the crack in the door. At first I was un­com­fort­able, but I was al­ready so used to the oth­ers watch­ing me be­hind the gym when I let the girls mas­tur­bate me pub­licly that I didn’t care. Un­til then I never spied on her, al­though I heard their fuck­ing ev­ery night when my fa­ther went to bed. He fucked Trixi at the same time ev­ery night, shov­el­ing loudly and roar­ing as he cummed. Trixi would some­times scold him very loudly that he was fin­ish­ing way too fast, but he never said any­thing in re­sponse. I would some­times sneak to the stairs when they left the door open and spied cu­ri­ously. There wasn’t much to see, Ben’s fat ass bob­bing up and down.   They al­ways fucked twice, some­times three times in a row. Trixi spread her legs wide and guided his cock into her vagina with one hand. I could see very clearly his thick cock thrust­ing in and out of her hole the sec­ond time, she mas­tur­bated very quickly dur­ing the sec­ond fuck­ing and al­ways came to or­gasm long be­fore he did squirt in­side. Most of the time she kept mas­tur­bat­ing and if she wasn’t done yet, he had to fuck her a third time, al­though it was ob­vi­ously hard for him. If he couldn’t do a third time, he would troll off to the side and let her con­tinue mas­tur­bat­ing on her own. He then awk­wardly groped her pussy as she twitched and wrig­gled in or­gasm. She of­ten con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing even af­ter he fell asleep. Af­ter fuck­ing, she spread her legs and wiped the se­men off with a pa­per tis­sue. I al­ways spied, as they usu­ally fucked with the door open and in the glow of the bed­side lamp. ‐ That was it.

Ben, my step­fa­ther, had to go to jail for a week be­cause of drunk driv­ing, he wasn’t al­lowed to drive his cab any­more and lost his job. He sat in front of the TV all day and drank. In the evening he was drunk as a skunk and my mother wouldn’t let the drunk­yard fuck her any­more. Mostly he mas­tur­bated in front of the TV when I came home at noon and he wasn’t em­bar­rassed one bit, the bas­tard, when I cu­ri­ously stood still un­til he was fin­ished. Usu­ally he started mas­tur­bat­ing only when I came home and grinned id­i­ot­i­cally at me, be­cause I stupid cu­ri­ous goose stopped and watched him as he pulled his cock out of the fly. Breath­less with ex­cite­ment, I watched as he glee­fully pushed back his fore­skin and be­gan to mas­tur­bate. My heart pounded in my throat the more ex­cited he mas­tur­bated and I ac­tu­ally held my breath as he squirted high. This was some­thing much more an­i­mal­is­tic than the lit­tle boys I had seen cum. I held my breath un­til he was done. 


And one day he beck­oned me to come closer. I was quite stupid and in­ex­pe­ri­enced and stepped next to him un­sus­pect­ingly. He grabbed my hand and pressed it down on his cock. His look told me ev­ery­thing. I sat down next to him and rubbed his big fat cock, I mas­tur­bated him con­sci­en­tiously and made him squirt. I had to stay seated and mas­tur­bate him again af­ter a break. I had a real, grown‐up man’s cock in my lit­tle hand, with a big, thick glans from which I let the se­men spurt out in rich, pow­er­ful jets! A strange pride filled me when I grabbed his cock and pulled his fore­skin all the way back. I stared at the huge glans pro­trud­ing from my lit­tle fist like a swollen peach. This big man’s cock was much more enor­mous than the ten­der, slen­der boy’s cocks I had rubbed so far! I was proud and ex­cited that I was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate him and rubbed it with all my pow­ers. I stared at the lit­tle hole in the glans when his se­men shot out in solid, bright jets. It sent me into a lit­tle rush of power — all I had to do was yank back forcibly his fore­skin at the right mo­ment and an­other jet shot out of the lit­tle hole! I was proud of my­self, I had done it damn well! He grunted with sat­is­fac­tion and let me start over af­ter a few min­utes, and I never thought it was some­thing wrong. 


He put a re­ally hard porn movie in the recorder. He grinned im­pu­dently, be­cause the film ex­cited and aroused me vis­i­bly. He grabbed un­der my skirt on my clit, but when he tried to put a fin­ger in­side, I im­me­di­ately with­drew suc­cess­fully, he im­me­di­ately un­der­stood that. He was in­cred­i­bly in­ept at ex­cit­ing my clit, though I will­ingly strad­dled and pressed my clit onto his fin­gers. At best, he only man­aged to make my thighs trem­ble with horni­ness, the or­gasm I had to make my­self right af­ter­wards in my bed­room. Ev­ery day I had to mas­tur­bate him and let him squirt two or three times, only then he was sat­is­fied and let me go. When I got re­ally horny dur­ing the porn movie, I mas­tur­bated re­ally fast and he grinned slyly when I came to or­gasm. I mas­tur­bated com­pletely unashamedly in front of him and I didn’t care that he watched me horny and greedy. He some­times mum­bled that he wanted to fuck me, but I never took it se­ri­ously. This went on for many weeks. This went on for many weeks. 
 


One evening — Trixi drove the night shift and I had al­ready gone to bed and was mas­tur­bat­ing with fine fan­ta­siz­ing — there he stomped up the stairs and en­tered my room. He grinned id­i­ot­i­cally all over his face when he saw me mas­tur­bat­ing. I was snapped out of my dreamy fan­ta­siz­ing when he plumped down be­side me. The bas­tard reeked of booze. I was frozen to the spot. He tore my pa­jama pants, which I had pushed down over my knees to mas­tur­bate, ripped them off my legs and grabbed my pussy with rough fin­gers. His saliva drooled from the cor­ner of his mouth as he roughly tore my rub­bing fin­ger from my clit and fi­nally got to my clit with his clumsy fin­gers. Af­ter all, I was al­most in or­gasm when he as­saulted me and he only had to press my clit firmly a few times and my or­gasm came com­pletely un­ex­pect­edly at the same mo­ment, when he laid heav­ily   on top of me. I was re­ally frozen in my shak­ing or­gasm and couldn’t make a sound even though I wanted to scream. He pushed my legs apart and pen­e­trated me with a firm jerk, right in the midst of my vi­o­lently or­gas­ming, twitch­ing vagina.
 

I felt only one sharp sting and thought that he had just de­flow­ered me, the damn bas­tard! Some­thing ran warmly down my thighs. He thrust and thrust tire­lessly for a few min­utes in my pussy which was still trem­bling and or­gas­ming from just be­fore. I was wrig­gling with ris­ing horni­ness, that rose again in my pussy so shortly af­ter the pre­vi­ous or­gasm. My thighs trem­bled with dev­il­ish de­sire for the next or­gasm as ab­surdly that may sound. But that stopped abruptly when I felt him squirt deep in­side me. Grunt­ing, he fell to the side and there was com­plete si­lence for long min­utes. 


He grabbed my hand and put it roughly on his semi‐stiffy. He ruled me roughly that I had to rub him, im­me­di­ately! I was mute and rigid with shock and obeyed fright­ened. I mas­tur­bated him un­til his cock was stiff all over again and he freed him­self. He lay on top of me, pushed my legs apart and pen­e­trated me in­stantly with a sin­gle jerk. I was cry­ing silently, I don’t know why. This sec­ond time he fucked me much longer and it hurt a lit­tle bit, but it didn’t ex­cite me a bit. He propped him­self up and squirted loudly roar­ing like he did with mother. Groan­ing, he stood up, kicked my pa­jama bot­toms to the side and stomped down­stairs. 


I sat up and pulled my legs up. I howled, be­cause he had fucked me with­out ask­ing me first. That hurt me the most, and also that I was now no longer a vir­gin. I must have cried for hours un­til Trixi came home. Of course she knew im­me­di­ately what was go­ing on as she washed the dried blood from my in­ner thighs and my pussy. I howled that Ben had fucked me. Raped, she cor­rected me with a pet­ri­fied ex­pres­sion. Then she went down­stairs to Ben and I heard her roar. I crept to the stairs, down to the bed­room door. 


Trixi was yelling like she was out of her mind. She ripped off her clothes and tore at him un­til he was bent over her. She yelled at him to fuck her right now, on the spot! I have never seen Trixi, my mother, shriek and roar like that. He squirted al­most in­stantly and she an­grily pushed him aside when he grinned and said, now ev­ery­thing is good again, isn’t it? While she was get­ting dressed again, she yelled that he must leave the house right away and never come back or she would have the po­lice lock him up! She caught sight of me and shooed me up­stairs to my room. 


I didn’t un­der­stand why she had let the bas­tard fuck her. She didn’t an­swer right away, we lis­tened silently, hear­ing Ben walk away and slam­ming the door. She said he would never come back. She searched for words. She might have wanted to show him that he had to fuck her and not her in­no­cent child. It was a thin ex­pla­na­tion, but I didn’t probe fur­ther. The other day she called the Women’s Aid of­fice and one of the staff ladies ac­com­pa­nied us to the po­lice. I had to un­dress in front of a fe­male doc­tor and she ex­am­ined my pussy. Was it bad, the nice doc­tor asked, and I said the de­flow­er­ing just made a vi­o­lent prick, but the fuck­ing didn’t hurt at all. She looked at me dumb­founded as I con­tin­ued that I rubbed him stiff again so he could fuck me again for the sec­ond time. And that didn’t hurt ei­ther, in fact it was plea­sur­able, ex­cept he squirted way too soon. The doc­tor grinned rather sourly and gave me a light slap on the butt, “you can get dressed again!” So my step­fa­ther Ben was put out on the wanted list, but they never caught him.


My mother Trixi stayed at home with me for a week. She took touch­ing care of me and I felt that the rape af­fected her much more than me. Yes, I had been de­flow­ered, but it had to hap­pen some­time any­way. I had a rage in my stom­ach and some­times thought I could never fuck a man again, but it was only tem­po­rary, I re­al­ized. And, amaz­ingly, it was my mother’s con­fes­sions that grad­u­ally rec­on­ciled me to fuck­ing.


She ac­tu­ally told what a hot chick she was be­fore I was born. My bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther Karl, who I’ve seen al­ready a few times, had got­ten her to fuck with all his bud­dies at the omi­nous “gen­tle­men’s evening”. Trixi de­scribed how she was scared and em­bar­rassed at first. How she grad­u­ally got used to get­ting fucked prob­a­bly a dozen times in one evening. How it turned her on to show her­self naked and friv­o­lous to his friends. She played with her labia and clit while fuck­ing, but with­out mas­tur­bat­ing, be­cause she never mas­tur­bated in front of his friends. Most of all, she liked to fuck rid­ing the boys cock with her back to him, she looked into the greedy  or horny faces of the oth­ers, spread her legs wide apart and played horny with her clit, now mostly to or­gasm. 


How she wanted to be fucked more and more, won­der­ing doubt­fully if she had in fact be­come a hooker? Dur­ing the preg­nancy she let the boys come to her, usu­ally there were 4 or 5 at the same time in her girl’s bed­room. She let her­self be fucked by one af­ter the other and got horny at the horni­ness of the other spec­ta­tors. And at night she mas­tur­bated un­til she dropped, Trixi said, un­til her clit was sore. The more she fucked, the more sat­is­fied she was with her­self. But she was in­ex­orably los­ing her Karl, my fa­ther. 


I hadn’t mas­tur­bated all week. On the one hand, the rape still both­ered me a lot, but on the other hand, Trixi slept with me that week and we both slept naked, be­cause I was no longer a lit­tle girl sleep­ing in my pa­ja­mas. But Sun­day night the horni­ness came over me  with all its might. Trixi was al­ready fast asleep and I fan­ta­sized about her wild gen­tle­men’s evenings. I mas­tur­bated gen­tly and care­fully at first, Trixi didn’t wake up thank god. I hap­pened to put ac­ci­dently an out­stretched leg on her pussy and no­ticed how she rubbed her clit on my leg. Or, ac­tu­ally, how my leg was rub­bing on her clit. She was fast asleep and her body soon be­gan to shake all over. I rubbed my leg in­ten­tion­ally over her clit while mas­tur­bat­ing and it made me pretty horny that her body re­sponded well and was shak­ing. At some point I fell asleep. 


For months I did nei­ther hand­jobs nor blowjobs, I com­pletely with­drew and dur­ing this time I only mas­tur­bated af­ter go­ing to bed, un­til I got tired. Grad­u­ally I took one or the other girl­friend home for a sleep­over, and I slowly freed my­self up in­side. We mas­tur­bated each other and made les­bian love. Amaz­ingly many could fuck clit‐on‐clit and I en­joyed this tech­nique very much, which made me or­gasm ju­bi­lantly. Trixi had al­lowed me to bring lads as well if I promised to use con­doms. But it took months be­fore I got the de­sire to fuck boys. I wasn’t in love with the guys of course, I just wanted them to fuck me and made no se­cret of it. I ac­tu­ally found a few who could fuck very well and brought me to or­gasm, but there weren’t many. I never thought about Ben or the rape again.


Trixi brought Karl home more and more of­ten now. He spent a lot of time with me, we could de­bate ev­ery­thing. He is a very well‐read and ed­u­cated per­son, al­though he is “only” a cab driver. We talk a lot about sex­u­al­ity, he doesn’t have blin­ders on like Ben. Al­though I have the im­pres­sion that Trixi wants to con­quer him again, he talks frankly and with­out shy­ness about his wife, who has be­come a real les­bian and who brings him pretty young girls home to fuck. He likes very much to fuck with so many dif­fer­ent girls, he ad­mit­ted that quite openly. He let me ask him with­out re­sis­tance how his love life with les­bian women is in de­tail. Only rarely they were vir­gins who gave them­selves to him shyly and girl­ishly un­der the pres­sure of Ilse and af­ter a long hes­i­ta­tion let them­selves be de­flow­ered and then fucked. Those were the rare, beau­ti­ful acts that stayed with him for a long time. The oth­ers who had al­ready been de­flow­ered hes­i­tated at first just the same like the vir­gins and only gave in un­der the pres­sure of Ilse. But he was al­ways gen­tle and un­der­stand­ing and gave them time. He loved their shy­ness and girl­ish­ness, this was not fuck­ing as usual, bang‐boom! Karl de­scribed these acts so beau­ti­fully that it warmed my heart and my pussy. — Only on the sub­ject of Trixi he gets tight‐lipped, I quickly got that. 


I’ve blos­somed since Karl came to live with us. He spends the af­ter­noons with me, he is very ed­u­cated and in­sanely smart, al­though he is “only” a cab driver and we dis­cuss about God and the world. But my fa­vorite thing is to talk about sex and he talks to me like an adult. He ex­udes a be­guil­ing sex ap­peal and our af­ter­noons are brim­ming hot with sex. At first, I had a hard time mas­tur­bat­ing in his pres­ence. I did it un­der my pants and looked at him very shame‐filled af­ter­wards, but he con­fi­dently took away my fear and shy­ness with his smile. He al­ways blinked un­der his eye­lids at me, be­cause at first I did not dare to take off my pants. I just pushed my pants and un­der­pants to the side to ex­pose my labia and clit. Trixi brought us lemon­ade and stopped to watch me play­ing as well. I was ini­tially afraid she would be against it, but she smiled ap­prov­ingly, which en­cour­aged me. I fi­nally took off my un­der­pants and panties com­pletely, be­cause nei­ther Karl nor Trixi ob­jected, on the con­trary. Af­ter all, I re­ally love it when some­one watches me mas­tur­bate, whether it’s Trixi or him. 


Nat­u­rally, I pro­vided my­self only small or­gasms in the af­ter­noon, I al­ways saved the big one un­til bed­time. I soon re­al­ized how much I could ex­cite him sex­u­ally when I told him about sex with my girl­friends or sex in the swim­ming pool. There he al­ways se­cretly reached into his pants pocket, rubbed his dick and se­cretly squirted in his pants. That’s when I started giv­ing him a blowjob, de­spite his ini­tial re­luc­tance. He mum­bled hap­pily that he had never had such great blowjobs, which made me proud and spurred me on. 


I went even fur­ther, as Trixi just smiled and en­cour­aged me. I pulled his pants all the way down, sat naked on his thighs and in­serted his glans all the way into my pussy hole, the whole glans! Then I mas­tur­bated his cock with my fist, and when he started to squirt, I pushed his whole cock in­side so that I could only mas­tur­bate him with two fin­gers un­til he squirted. I com­pletely ig­nored his lame ob­jec­tions while Trixi smiled at me ap­pre­cia­tively and silently gave her okay. I saw it in his face and felt how much he liked to squirt all the way deep in­side me. Mostly I kept his cock half in­side af­ter that and kept mas­tur­bat­ing him. Trixi grinned hap­pily and left when he had squirted in­side me. I thought noth­ing of his stupid com­plaints, I told him point blank that I didn’t give a shit about in­cest! Al­most all my girl­friends were fuck­ing their broth­ers, many their fa­ther, so what now? No­body took the in­cest taboo se­ri­ously in real life, so fuck it! Se­cretly I had al­ready de­cided to fuck him, to fuck him in re­al­ity! I’m ac­tu­ally just wait­ing for the right op­por­tu­nity. 


I once talked with Trixi about it, of course only hy­po­thet­i­cally. She said she had noth­ing against it, be­cause all my girl­friends did it too, she knew that ex­actly. For her it was only im­por­tant that it came from me and not from Karl (she had stopped talk­ing hy­po­thet­i­cally long ago). I had to lis­ten to my­self, to my own feel­ings and sen­sa­tions, I had to re­ally want it and al­low it my­self. I breathed a sigh of re­lief, her opin­ion was very im­por­tant to me and now I had a clear path! I was now de­ter­mined to fuck him at the first op­por­tu­nity! 


And the op­por­tu­nity came, much faster than I thought. I had pulled his pants all the way down and sat naked on his thighs as usual, this way a good po­si­tion to be mas­tur­bated. I hugged him and spread my legs wide. He mas­tur­bated me as great as hardly any­one. I pressed my lips on his neck so as not to cry out in or­gasm, al­though no one would have heard us, Trixi was on duty. He con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate me with feather‐light fin­ger­tips, pro­long­ing my or­gasm by long, long sec­onds. I calmed down and im­me­di­ately felt his stiff cock press­ing against my pussy. Usu­ally I would kneel down and give him a blowjob, but now I grabbed his cock and shoved it into my pussy hole in a flash. He froze as I be­gan to ride him. I didn’t hear his bab­bling, I con­cen­trated on fuck­ing him fast and hard. It took an eter­nity, then he had to squirt and I felt him squirt into me, jet af­ter jet. He was stunned. He lamented. He did not ad­mit that he had en­joyed it very much. I stuck my tongue out at him cheek­ily, I did it, I fucked him! I fucked him ev­ery day now and put a con­dom on him, he didn’t want to im­preg­nate me, okay.


Trixi asked one day if I still re­ally wanted to fuck him? I never knew what the two talked to each other at night, but I nod­ded vig­or­ously, of course I would like to fuck with him, sure! Trixi ex­plained to me now long and wide that she wanted to sur­prise him tonight and she would call me down, af­ter go­ing to bed. And I should fuck him very fine, she said and now de­scribed in de­tail what I had to do. But it was a sur­prise, so not a word about it! We talked for a while longer and I wanted to know above all if it was okay for her, if she felt no jeal­ousy? But it was soon clear to me that she wanted it re­ally that way. Af­ter din­ner, I took an­other quick shower and waited in bed for Trixi’s call. I mas­tur­bated twice in quick suc­ces­sion and was very ex­cited when she called me. I slipped into bed with them and Trixi pushed me to­wards Karl. It was a beau­ti­ful and great fuck­ing. Since then I lie in bed with them ev­ery night and first it’s Trixi’s turn, then mine. —  I am happy all around.


I am now in the fi­nal class and have a steady boyfriend for the first time, Achim. He is a smart and calm guy, and when we fuck once a week, he reg­u­larly brings me to or­gasm. We dis­cuss a lot about whether we want to study to­gether. We could make up the store­room next to my room and then we would each have a room to our­selves. 


But I haven’t talked to him about that yet, it’s too early. Trixi had once men­tioned that she did not yet be­long to Karl com­pletely and she of course loved to fuck with oth­ers who could fuck her well. I kept my mouth shut, al­though I felt the same way. Since Achim came only once a week to stay over, I called on the other days those who had fucked me well in the past and let them fuck me re­ally well, hon­estly said, we fucked our brains out. Of course I had a guilty con­science to­wards Achim, but I didn’t prom­ise him any­thing so far. Maybe I also had a guilty con­science be­cause I was a bit of a hooker just like my mother.






Karl
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I met my child­hood sweet­heart Trixi again af­ter 15 years. She drives for the same cab com­pany as I do and we met al­most ev­ery night for a cof­fee af­ter ser­vice ended. To­day she drove me to her fa­vorite hide­out and we talked in an an­gry way about her hus­band Ben, who raped our — Trixis and my — daugh­ter Anni a week ago and is now in hid­ing since Trixi kicked him out of her house in full rage. I even­tu­ally calmed down, Trixi to my sur­prise took off her clothes and se­duced me. Af­ter 15 years! I was very up­set and the whole movie ran again in my head.


We got to­gether at school, I was a good 17, Trixi not quite 16, but we fell in love and she didn’t hes­i­tate for a mo­ment to give her­self to me, to let her­self be de­flow­ered. We met ev­ery day to fuck on my pad, we fucked un­til I could no longer. Trixi loved to mas­tur­bate since child­hood and she let me watch when she mas­tur­bated a few times af­ter fuck­ing. I had seen a few girls mas­tur­bate be­fore, but Trixi re­ally did it per­fectly. She tor­tured me a bit be­cause she wanted to come to the gen­tle­men’s nights at my pad and felt left out. I gave fi­nally in. 


I don’t think I need to ex­plain a gen­tle­men’s evenings fur­ther that we made filthy speeches in­spired by al­co­hol or some­times put a porno in the video player. 


My boys hooted crossly when I brought Trixi with me. “Strip her! Un­dress her!” they chanted and again I gave in. Trixi was a bit shy at first, but she went along with it for my sake. I slowly un­dressed her and let the boys feast their eyes on her naked­ness. I had her sit back­wards on my lap, spread her legs and labia and the lads hooted in plea­sure. 


Trixi was in­deed pretty as a pic­ture, her shoul­der‐length hair fram­ing her smart face in which her green eyes con­trasted beau­ti­fully with her black hair, the her­itage of a Scot­tish great‐great‐grand­mother. She was rather slim and her hips were just be­gin­ning to round out wom­anly, her breasts were still small but firm and round with long nip­ples. But her jew­els were a hit! She had a sparsely cov­ered mound of venus with full labia, be­tween them a not over­sized clit that now stuck out stiff and red, just a bit. The boys jeered as I gen­tly stroked Trixi’s clit. 


Trixi stiff­ened in­stantly as they chanted, “Do her! Do her!” I kissed her on one ear and stroked her clit more. She shook her head in dis­ap­proval and hid her face against my neck as I be­gan to mas­tur­bate her. I’m not go­ing to make ex­cuses about the al­co­hol now — I did it, I was very prac­ticed and brought Trixi to or­gasm af­ter a few min­utes. She gasped and crossed her legs. We hugged and kissed, which got us both very horny. I un­zipped my pants and re­leased him. Trixi let out a lit­tle scream as he en­tered her. She held onto me and cried against my ear, “But not in front of ev­ery­one!” I was al­ready in­side her, there was no turn­ing back. “You’re turn­ing your back on them af­ter all, they can’t see much of you!” Even I no­ticed how thin that was. But I had to fuck now, in­stantly! 


De­spite her tears, I fucked her. The boys jeered loudly as I spread Trixis’ ass cheeks wide apart with both hands as I squirted in­side. They jeer­ingly chanted, “Squirt in­side! Squirt in­side!” and moved closer to see the squirt­ing in de­tail. Then we sat qui­etly in our arms. “I love you, my Trixi,” I breathed in her ear, “we didn’t just put on a good show, we loved each other dearly!” Those were the phrases my sweet­heart loved so much. It took her quite a while to turn back around and look them in the eye. We drank on and on and then I shooed the guys off the couch and onto the floor. I laid my drunk Trixi on the couch, pulled down my pants and fucked her de­spite her lame protests. She soon fell silent, mas­tur­bated quickly dur­ing the fuck­ing and surely came to or­gasm. The fel­lows were horny as mon­key shit, but I res­o­lutely shook my head. I was drunk too, but she was MY Trixi and I wasn’t shar­ing her with them, not yet.


Trixi now al­ways came en­thu­si­as­ti­cally to the gen­tle­men’s evening. She soon didn’t mind get­ting naked and ev­ery­one else got naked too. Al­co­hol and nu­dity, a great mix­ture! We fucked more and more un­self­con­sciously in front of the lads who were mas­tur­bat­ing. They squirted on Trixis’ body while we both fucked or af­ter we fucked. She was loos­ened up and giv­ing hand­jobs to some of them. She sat some­times on this lap, some­times on that lap, coo­ing in drunken laugh­ter and let­ting my mus­ke­teers paw, grope and touch her jew­els. My bud­dies prac­ticed in mas­tur­bat­ing Trixis’ clit, she laughed and laughed and only got se­ri­ous if some­one did it right. That’s when she stopped laugh­ing and con­cen­trated on aid­ing the or­gasm come. — Al­co­hol and nu­dity, a re­ally swell mix!


That’s about how our gen­tle­men’s evenings went, pro­fi­cient booz­ing, fuck­ing and hand­jobs! Soon Trixi felt com­fort­able at the nude evenings, she had at­ten­tion and ca­ress­ing in abun­dance. The boys had to watch when Trixi and I fucked two or three times a night. They wanted to fuck her too, god­dammit, they wanted to fuck her too! For days we whis­pered to each other that the boys wanted to fuck her too. Trixi flatly re­fused. She was not a com­pany whore! I agreed with her, pos­si­bly only with Johnny or Ben, my very best friends? She was stunned, hey, wasn’t I lis­ten­ing to her!? I nod­ded, Johnny had promised to use a con­dom, and I will re­quire that of ev­ery­one! Trixi was alarmed. Johnny may fuck me? I nod­ded, “Johnny is like a brother to me, we have both fucked a girl many times, one af­ter the other of course, don’t you un­der­stand?” Trixi was mood­ily silent.


The next naked night we fucked as usual, I let Trixi fin­ish her mas­tur­bat­ing and when she or­gasmed Johnny pen­e­trated im­me­di­ately. Trixi howled and looked to me, I looked drunk­enly into her drunken eyes and mum­bled that was okay, he has a con­dom! Tears ran down Trixi’s cheeks, but she let Johnny fuck her. He was out of shape and squirt­ing way too early, Trixi was still miles away from her or­gasm. Ben­jamin, how­ever, was al­ready stand­ing by, he too had put on a con­dom. Trixi looked back at me, again I nod­ded in agree­ment, Ben was also fine. Trixi came to or­gasm this time, long be­fore Ben squirted, be­cause she mas­tur­bated in a hurry while fuck­ing. 


Then Hannes, Erik, Michael and Karl the Lit­tle One fol­lowed. Trixi got an or­gasm with each of them, be­cause she mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing non­stop and gasped for air when it was my turn again. I was al­ready quite drunk and praised her, she did her thing re­ally well. She smiled faintly and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing as she al­ways did when we fucked the sec­ond or third time. Af­ter me the other 6 had their turn again, I checked with the per­sis­tence of the drunk that they all had put on a con­dom. Trixi had stopped cry­ing long ago, but con­cen­trated on mas­tur­bat­ing her­self, be­cause when fuck­ing with my 6 mus­ke­teers, she hardly got an or­gasm. Ev­ery­one was ex­hausted, I ac­com­pa­nied Trixi home. I had to sup­port her, she had knees soft like but­ter and was com­pletely ex­hausted. Af­ter the good­night kiss in front of her front door she mum­bled I was an ass­hole, but the next morn­ing we got along again.


So the gen­tle­men’s evenings had be­come first nude evenings and fi­nally fuck evenings. I re­mained adamant about the con­dom, with­out ex­cep­tion. Trixi smil­ingly let her­self be fucked by my boys, some fucked her three times in one evening. She came home with soft knees, com­pletely ex­hausted and dead tired, but she had had a dozen or­gasms and it was a dev­il­ish fun for her. We made love as be­fore and fucked ev­ery day, and two or three times a week there was a fuck night. I was amazed at the change that was go­ing on with Trixi. Ev­ery af­ter­noon one or more of my friends would visit her at home and she would let them fuck her (with a con­dom). She made no se­cret of it and only did it when I didn’t have time to fuck her. 


We had been to­gether for a good two years and it was my se­nior year, when she said she was preg­nant. I was the fa­ther, that was un­de­ni­able, be­cause I was the only one who fucked her with­out a con­dom. Her con­tra­cep­tive method of count­ing the days had failed. I hugged her for a long time and then we dis­cussed. I was in fa­vor of abor­tion, I wanted to study and get a PhD. She cat­e­gor­i­cally re­fused to have an abor­tion, that would be mur­der. Our de­bates re­mained fear­less and un­sat­is­fac­tory. I promised to pay her al­imony if she had the child. We didn’t ar­gue any­more, we made up and went back to fuck­ing reg­u­larly as be­fore. 


Trixi thought she was los­ing me and lost all dig­nity and self‐re­spect. She fucked with Tom, Dick and Harry, she let her­self be fucked by 100 stu­dents in her girls’ room and did not even stop at the youngest stu­dents. If they had never fucked be­fore, they had to lie face down right in front of her pussy, while she was be­ing fucked by some­one else, and watch it up close be­fore they were al­lowed to fuck her. And, of course, any­one who had a voyeuris­tic bent was al­lowed to lie down in front of her cunt and watch her fuck­ing. I vis­ited her daily and waited pa­tiently un­til the oth­ers had fin­ished fuck­ing her, then she was mine again. We drifted apart and it tore my heart to see her fuck­ing so many other in­signif­i­cant guys. At the same time, I knew deep in my heart it was my fault. A few days be­fore Anni was born, I came home to Trixi for the last time with my 6 mus­ke­teers and we fucked her un­til af­ter mid­night. I was dead sad, I knew it was the last time. 


I went to uni­ver­sity for two semesters, only to find out that it wasn’t for me. I had met “gay Ilse” and was very much in love with her. I started driv­ing cabs for the same cab com­pany like my par­ents, du­ti­fully paid Trixi al­imony and saw lit­tle Anni two or three times a year, that’s all I wanted. Trixi ar­ranged my vis­its so that her hus­band Ben­jamin was not at home, be­cause she wanted to be fucked by me ev­ery time. I only let it go years af­ter I had mar­ried Ilse.


Ilse was a great woman, smart and clever and a rocket in bed. Of course we talked about her les­bian love af­fairs a lot and when she showed me in­ti­mate pho­tos and videos or told me the sex­ual de­tails with her girls, she made me — grin­ning dev­il­ishly — so hot that I too went off like a rocket. Our de­sire to have chil­dren re­mained un­ful­filled and when Ilse got the med­i­cal cer­tain ver­dict, she didn’t want to live at all. With much love and ef­fort I held her back. And she threw her­self head­long into the night life, into the bars of the les­bians. Af­ter many shame­ful episodes, which she never wanted to talk about, she fell in love with a young girl. We dis­cussed for hours, be­cause she didn’t want to do it be­hind my back and she didn’t want to lose me or ex­clude me. We didn’t want a di­vorce.


Her of­fer to have an ‘open mar­riage’ was ap­par­ently the so­lu­tion. We could both have a mis­tress and in­clude her in our re­la­tion­ship. I wanted only Ilse and no one else. She brought her young mis­tress home with her. Watch­ing the two make love made me fu­ri­ously horny and I fucked Ilse like never be­fore. Lit­tle Jutta kept in the back­ground, she was still a vir­gin and had never fucked with a man. Grad­u­ally Ilse’s ad­di­tional dis­po­si­tion came out, ap­par­ently she had the cuckoo syn­drome. 


She re­ally wanted me to fuck Jutta. Ilse worked Jutta all week long, we fucked in front of the lit­tle girl and Jutta swayed and got re­ally horny while watch­ing us fuck­ing. A few days later she let me de­flower and fuck her with­out any re­sis­tance. We led sex­u­ally seen a three‐way re­la­tion­ship and that would go well for the next years. Of course, one day Jutta left and oth­ers came, many many oth­ers. Most of them liked to be fucked by me, pa­tiently Ilse watched her fuck by me and they were usu­ally not with us for very long. Even the die‐hard les­bians Ilse brought into our bed, into our way of fuck­ing to­gether, with more or less gen­tle pres­sure. I freely ad­mit it, I liked it a lot. I was happy that Ilse and I stayed to­gether and of course I was a lucky guy be­cause I fucked a gazil­lion dif­fer­ent women with­out cheat­ing on my wife. I en­joyed this life to­gether with Ilse for many years. 


Trixi worked in the mean­time also for the cab cen­ter and we of­ten sat af­ter clos­ing time still with a cof­fee. She had a dead­beat hus­band, Ben fucked mainly for him­self and did not care about Trixis sex­ual de­sires. I saw Anni two or three times a year, and when she was old enough to un­der­stand, Trixi told her that I was her bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther. Anni looked at me with dif­fer­ent eyes from then on. Years af­ter I mar­ried Ilse I re­sisted ev­ery temp­ta­tion and stopped fuck­ing Trixi, and I think she un­der­stood my ar­gu­ments with ref­er­ence to Ilse. 


One day some­thing un­usual hap­pened. Trixi drove me to her fa­vorite hide­out, a cov­ered load­ing bay in a de­cay­ing fac­tory. She told me that Ben had raped our 15‐year‐old Anni and that she had turned him in and sent him pack­ing. I screamed and cursed at first, I wanted to stran­gle Ben, beat him to death, kill him. But I calmed down, Trixi had grown up a lot and brought me back down to earth. Anni was do­ing quite well again by now and was grad­u­ally re­sum­ing her love life, that ment mas­tur­bat­ing again. 


Hours had passed. I asked Trixi if she came here of­ten and she was hon­est. She came here 5 or 6 times a week to let ap­peal­ing guys fuck her nicely or fuck her brains out. And those who could, gladly paid for it, she grinned. When she asked me, I was em­bar­rassed to ad­mit that on the night shift I some­times brought whores home from the ho­tels and they liked to pay with a fuck (I re­jected a hand­job as well as a blowjob, fuck­ing or money)  — for the girls prob­a­bly just an­other cock, for me it was usu­ally a feast be­cause most whores fucked in­sanely well just when tipsy or even bet­ter when drunk. 


One thing led to an­other, Trixi slowly stripped naked, grin­ning broadly, and we climbed into the back seat. It was a great fuck — light­nings, thun­der and stam­pede, my dear! I talked to Ilse and have been stay­ing at Trixi’s place three or four nights a week ever since. It had an­other good thing. I had more time for Anni, some­times I helped with learn­ing, but mostly we dis­cussed for hours about God and the world. She liked me.


Trixi said we would leave the small light on while fuck­ing and the door would also stay open. She had a hunch that Anni spied some­times and that was fine with her. The girl should see nor­mal, peace­ful sex af­ter all the aw­ful­ness. It was all right with me, al­though I never saw Anni spy­ing. I be­gan to think about my fu­ture, to break away from Ilse and her cuckoo syn­drome and to have an or­di­nary yet spe­cial fam­ily with Trixi and Anni. But I didn’t talk about it with any­one, I still had to have time to think. I was so spoiled to fuck with Ilses girls and I was not sure to give it up. Trixi, for her part, con­tin­ued to fuck well‐hung guys and ad­mit­ted it un­apolo­get­i­cally when I asked her once. 


I now of­ten sit up­stairs in Anni’s room and tell her about my love life and sex, be­cause that’s what she likes to hear the most. I have to tell her about the wild times with Trixi and about Ilse and the les­bian love­mak­ing, that gets her go­ing. She sits on the bed in her shorts and her fin­gers al­ways creep along her in­ner thighs un­der her shorts and panties to play with her clit. She is al­ways top­less, wears nei­ther bra nor blouse and is in­sanely proud of her grow­ing lit­tle breasts. They are small and roundish so sim­i­lar to Trixis breasts and she has small light pink nip­ples. She took her top off on a hot day be­cause it didn’t bother me, and al­ways since then. She has only a hot‐pant on, the ends of which are al­ready so frayed that you can see her panties when she sits strad­dled. She al­ways sits legs apart strad­dled, to be pre­cise. I tell this so you can get a good idea of her. In the early days, her fin­gers crept up her thigh, un­der her hot‐pants and un­der the hem of her panties to her labia and clit. Of course, I pre­tended not to see it and she played the first few days only very lightly, re­ally mas­tur­bate she did not dare. And of course I al­ways pre­tended not to no­tice how ex­cited she got at my de­scrip­tions. But then she said she wanted to be alone for a minute, and when I looked at her ques­tion­ingly, she qui­etly said she needed it now, right now. I smiled, “and that’s why you want me to go out?” I asked provoca­tively, look­ing at her kindly. She hes­i­tated a bit and then slid the hand, that had been play­ing rest­lessly un­der her panties the whole time, from the top of the waist­band of the Hot‐Pants, deep down in­side her panties. She rubbed for just a few sec­onds and or­gasmed qui­etly and sound­lessly. She looked at me ashamed and des­per­ately, but I smiled at her re­ally kindly.


At night, af­ter fuck­ing, Trixi and I of­ten sat in bed for a long time and smoked cig­a­rettes. It was our time to talk to each other undis­turbed. She had mostly talked about her pas­sen­gers fuck­ing, I mostly talked about Ilse and her les­bian lovers, all of whom I was al­lowed to fuck. Trixi had no les­bian ex­pe­ri­ence yet and hung on my lips. Now she wanted to know ev­ery­thing that con­cerned Anni. I re­ported hon­estly and truth­fully, af­ter all, I thought more and more about mar­ry­ing her. And trust and hon­esty were, in my opin­ion, an im­por­tant cor­ner­stone. I told how Anni wanted to send me out the first time and I stayed any­way. Anni’s first mas­tur­ba­tion un­der her pants and that since then she al­ways puts her hand through the waist­band and plays with her­self and some­times mas­tur­bates. Trixi let me tell ev­ery­thing in great de­tail and said that was fine with her. She had no con­cerns or ob­jec­tions, the child should feel free and se­cure. 


From now on she sat with one hand deep in her pants lis­ten­ing to my sto­ries. Her hand wig­gled in her pants when she got aroused un­til she or­gasmed silently. Her gaze was af­ter­wards al­ways full of shame, but no longer des­per­ate. It was okay for both of us, and I wasn’t count­ing. She now pushed the hot‐pants and the panties to the side. I could clearly see her labia and clit and her busy fin­gers. She had lost much of her shy­ness and when she mas­tur­bated prop­erly af­ter play­ing for a long time, she closed her eyes. Be­fore or­gasm — and she only gave her­self small or­gasms so that her legs barely trem­bled — so be­fore or­gasm she looked at me with a blub­bery, suf­fer­ing look that got very un­der my skin. She was al­ways ashamed af­ter her or­gasm, she couldn’t over­come that. But she sat strad­dled on the bed all af­ter­noon, play­ing with her­self, mak­ing lit­tle cli­maxes over and over again. Trixi some­times stopped by and brought lemon­ade. She saw ev­ery­thing, she stayed next to me smil­ing un­til Anni was done and looked at her mother scared, but Trixi didn’t lose a word, for her ev­ery­thing was fine. 


Trixi of­ten put in a video be­fore fuck­ing, she recorded ev­ery episode of “The Best Fuck”. Un­think­able in nor­mal tele­vi­sion, it re­volved around 30 cou­ples on the pri­vate chan­nel to fig­ure out, who of them fucked the most ex­cit­ingly. The footage was of ex­cel­lent qual­ity, ev­ery hair, ev­ery pore and ev­ery drop of sweat could be seen in close‐ups, the gen­i­tals of the young cou­ples cap­tured in beau­ti­ful, clear im­ages. In my opin­ion, the pro­gram should have been called The Voyeur Chan­nel. The jury awarded points in each episode to choose the best. I was much less in­ter­ested than Trixi. She fre­quently re­wound and had it re­peated in slow mo­tion. “I’m a god­damn voyeur,” she laughed, “but al­most all the girls are just fak­ing the or­gasm at fuck­ing. Maybe in the solo per­for­mances, where the girls mas­tur­bated in front of a big au­di­ence, maybe one or two or­gasms were real.” I never did fig­ure out how Trixi rec­og­nized the fake or­gasms. To me, they were all real.


Af­ter we fucked and when I had mas­tur­bated her nicely, she would snug­gle up to me, purring con­tent­edly, and we would smoke. There we had a good time for good con­ver­sa­tions. Usu­ally Trixi started spin­ning a thread and some­times I had a hard time fol­low­ing her leaps of thought. “When the doc­tor told me af­ter Anni was born that I couldn’t have any more chil­dren, the world col­lapsed for me, for­get the dream about 5 chil­dren! The only good thing about it was that I didn’t have to be afraid of an un­wanted preg­nancy or con­doms. I was cheat­ing on Ben through the teeth back then, I was fuck­ing with oth­ers ev­ery god­damn day. I wasn’t 20 yet, and I couldn’t put up with the grotty sex of Ben! Re­mem­ber, I in­vited you to my place as of­ten as I could! In the be­gin­ning you came twice a week and then once a week for years! I claimed so that you would see Anni more of­ten, but in re­al­ity I wanted to fuck with you. Ben was re­ally a com­plete fail­ure in that re­gard. I en­joyed it with ev­ery fiber of my body to fuck with you all af­ter­noon. I put the lit­tle one to my breast and only then I got the most beau­ti­ful vagi­nal or­gasms of my life. The lit­tle one sucked my nip­ple, which was an arous­ing feel­ing and you fucked me won­der­fully at the same time, that to­gether was in­cred­i­bly horny and aroused me to the ninth heaven, to strong vagi­nal or­gasms! The lit­tle one sucked and sucked quite ex­cit­edly dur­ing the fuck, that alone would have brought me to or­gasm. Af­ter you didn’t want to con­tinue fuck­ing me af­ter a few years, I started fuck­ing pas­sen­gers and I still do. Just look, I can af­ford some lux­ury from it, the TV for ex­am­ple or my new Mer­cedes. No, it’s right and jus­ti­fied for my life and I don’t feel like a whore, do I?” I nod­ded faith­fully, that’s what we had agreed on from the be­gin­ning. “And you’re still fuck­ing Ilse and her girls and the whores on the night shift. And you’re not a whore yet be­cause of that!” Again I nod­ded, that was all true. I re­ally wasn’t a shin­ing man of honor when it came to fuck­ing. I hon­estly fucked ev­ery­one that could be fucked. That I fucked Ilse’s un­der­age girls was noth­ing to be proud of and I never told Trixi how young some of them were. Once Trixi said that if Anni ever asked her for ad­vice, she would ad­vise her to take money for fuck­ing. Any­thing else, she con­cluded, would be men­da­cious and a hypocrisy. That was my Trixi‐girl! 


Anni pulled her hot‐pants and panties res­o­lutely to the side and played un­abashedly with her labia and clit, she had con­fi­dence in me. To­day she was swim­ming and it had be­come quite a horny af­fair by now, as the life­guards were mainly con­cerned with mak­ing sure no one was drown­ing. One just had to be in­con­spic­u­ous in the wa­ter. She de­scribed how the girls would rub their butts against her girl­friend and she would grab around your hips, push your swim trunks to the side and mas­tur­bate you dis­creetly. That was what she per­son­ally liked very much, to have a girl mas­tur­bate her un­der wa­ter. There were only a few boys who got an erec­tion in the cool wa­ter, they were of course mas­tur­bated by this or that girl­friend in turn. There were also some girls who got fucked in real man­ner dis­creetly un­der wa­ter, boy af­ter boy af­ter boy, but not many girls let fuck her­self in pub­lic, even when hid­den in wa­ter. Anni watched their fuck­ing up close and smiled, the se­men mak­ing milky clouds in the wa­ter. Some­times the life­guard came by, then the rest of us made a ruckus to dis­tract the good man. Once he came, there were three girls side by side hold­ing onto their girl­friends in an in­ti­mate em­brace French kiss­ing and be­hind the three maids the three lads, dili­gently and dis­creetly fuck­ing them. Be­hind the lads a whole row of lads, wait­ing for their turn with their cocks rub­bing. Thank God a clever girl feigned dis­tress and suc­cess­fully dis­tracted the good man. The group fuck­ing con­tin­ued un­til all the guys had fucked. Maybe ev­ery girl was fucked by ten, which was usu­ally the stan­dard pro­ce­dure. 


When Anni told about swim­ming, she un­but­toned her hot‐pants and stuffed her hand into her panties from above, later she pulled both down to her thighs and later the knees, but she anx­iously looked at me to be sure that it was still okay for me. I liked to lis­ten to her sto­ries about the merry go round in the swim­ming pool, she loved to tell about it. Not many boys got an erec­tion in the wa­ter, but Anni liked to mas­tur­bate them and dive down with her swim­ming gog­gles when the boy squirted. She couldn’t quite put her fin­ger on what was so horny about it when the se­men formed lit­tle milky clouds. Her fa­vorite thing to do was to lean back­wards on a girl­friend who reached around her, pushed her swim trunks aside and mas­tur­bated her. Of course, it was im­por­tant not to at­tract the at­ten­tion of the life­guards. There were a few girls who let the guys fuck them prop­erly. This was highly in­ter­est­ing and Anni dived with the swim­ming gog­gles to see the fuck­ing up close. The other girls spoke very dis­parag­ingly about the girls who let them­selves be fucked by sev­eral guys in a row in the wa­ter. But they weren’t whores, my God, Anni said, the other girls were just jeal­ous or ashamed be­cause they didn’t dare them­selves to fuck pub­licly. 


Anni paused, as she al­ways did when con­sid­er­ing whether to tell “it” to me. “In the swim­ming pool  last week I let some lads stick their cock into my pussy and squirt­ing in­side,” she whis­pered al­most tone­lessly, “I wanted to be ac­cepted and re­spected even more by my girl­friends. My girl­friend was just mas­tur­bat­ing me to a won­der­ful or­gasm un­der­wa­ter and I stayed cool in or­gasm not to at­tract at­ten­tion. Three nice guys were stand­ing in front of us and I spread my legs very wide apart, be­cause I love it when I am be­ing mas­tur­bated in pub­lic and am ob­served. The boys had their cocks in their hands and were look­ing cu­ri­ously. The boy I found quite nice, showed his stiff cock un­der wa­ter and looked at me ex­pec­tantly. I nod­ded in agree­ment. We had agreed that he and his two friends could fuck me, one af­ter the other. I was anx­ious and horny in an­tic­i­pa­tion at the same time. I held on to the edge of the pool, the nice guy was be­hind my ass and I felt his stiff cock al­ready ad­vanc­ing from be­hind be­tween my ass cheeks. I pushed my bikini pants to the side and guided his cock to slide into my pussy from be­hind, it felt re­ally good at the mo­ment. I didn’t re­ally feel any­thing from the fuck­ing though, noth­ing phys­i­cal. My pussy was com­pletely cramped and felt hard and numb like a stone. He squirted af­ter a short while and I only felt his squirt­ing in jets but no arousal. My girl­friend rubbed my clit anew, but I felt no ex­cite­ment as usual. Now it was his friend’s turn. I di­rected his small, stiff cock into my cunt and he banged wildly in it like a rab­bit. I couldn’t feel any­thing while he was bang­ing me rab­bit­like, maybe his cock was too small. He also squirted way too soon, my girl­friend stroked my ass cheeks and my clit to do me some good. I felt the squirt­ing jet by jet with­out feel­ing any­thing. My girl­friend di­rected the cock of the third in my pussy­hole, it was re­ally a big and firm cock. He fucked well, much longer than the oth­ers, but I felt noth­ing, even the stroking of my clit by my girl­friend did not ex­cite me a bit. I felt quasi‐me­chan­i­cally that this one squirted much harder into me, I felt ev­ery sin­gle jet. But then the im­ages came, all the shit‐rape‐crap shot up again with hor­ror in my mind. I just couldn’t do it, I pan­icked and pushed the boy back even though the poor guy was in the mid­dle of squirt­ing off. I ran into the locker room cry­ing. My girl­friend came along, hugged me com­fort­ingly and af­ter a while mas­tur­bated me very gen­tly un­til the panic, the hor­ror was over. I’m afraid I will prob­a­bly never let my­self be fucked again!” Anni was close to tears, but we talked about this event for a very long time. We weren’t psy­chol­o­gists, of course, but it seemed that the hard and vig­or­ous squirt­ing of Rab­bit #3 re­minded her of Ben’s squirt­ing and set off the whole she­bang. She laughed bois­ter­ously be­cause I re­ferred to the fel­lows as rab­bits. 


To­day Anni had pushed the hot‐pants and panties aside as usual and was play­ing dream­ily with her labia and clit, but I felt that some­thing was both­er­ing her and of course I asked. She ad­dressed the rape di­rectly for the first time and was plagued by stupid doubts. I kept silent and looked at her clit play. “I have to re­port from the be­gin­ning, though, so you can un­der­stand my doubts bet­ter,” she said. I nod­ded and mum­bled that I had noth­ing bet­ter to do un­til din­ner. Anni smiled briefly and played with her­self ab­sently, then she re­laxed and be­gan.


“I had done a few hand­jobs back then, of course, but had never seen a boy mas­tur­bate. Now, as I come home at noon, Ben is sit­ting in front of the TV watch­ing some soft porn. You know, where you’re only al­lowed to show boobs or your ass cheeks, but no real fuck­ing. So, I stop for a mo­ment and look too, there Ben takes out his cock with a wicked grin and mas­tur­bates. I look my eyes out, a real, big man’s cock with­out fore­skin, but a big, thick glans and he rubs him­self grin­ning ma­li­ciously for min­utes and squirts on his pants. I of course ran  im­me­di­ately up in my room and must make it to me in­stantly be­cause it was so ex­cit­ing. He did that ev­ery day now and I stupid goose watched and watched. Once he in­ter­rupted and let me sit next to him on the couch. He grabbed my hand and put it on his cock. I was scared at first but I mas­tur­bated him while he watched his porn, this time a real porn. He knew that I hadn’t seen a porn movie yet and he no­ticed that I was star­ing at the screen and get­ting horny and re­ally horny. He al­ways put on a porn movie since then to see me get horny. This went on for at least two months, ev­ery day. He grabbed me un­der my skirt with his clumsy fin­gers. I wasn’t wear­ing any un­der­pants so he could eas­ily get to my clit. He was as clumsy as a wooden post, though. He got me to 75%, but never fur­ther. When I couldn’t wait, or when the porn movie had aroused me, I mas­tur­bated quickly my­self. He grinned in­so­lently and then his cock was stiff again for the sec­ond mas­tur­bat­ing.


One day he was not sit­ting there, prob­a­bly he was piss­ing. I went straight to my room, lay naked on the bed and mas­tur­bated. The or­gasm was very close when he stomped up the stairs. He en­tered and grinned wryly, but I con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate, it wasn’t new to him af­ter all. At the same mo­ment that my or­gasm be­gan, he laid on top of me and thrust right into the mid­dle of my be­gin­ning or­gasm. I felt no pain, I or­gasmed for what seemed like an eter­nity while he fucked me and it was beau­ti­ful to be fucked in or­gasm, to be hon­est. I calmed down again and he even­tu­ally squirted into me, fall­ing be­side me like a felled tree. There was si­lence for five min­utes, then he grabbed my hand and I had to mas­tur­bate him un­til his cock was stiff again. He fucked me again, but with­out or­gas­ming I didn’t get horny at all. He fucked me much, much longer than he had fucked Trixi be­fore. I have seen their fuck­ing al­ready a hun­dred times and there it was much shorter and af­ter­wards Trixi had to mas­tur­bate for a very long time, which was for it­self a pretty horny thing. Ben fucked un­til he was done and squirted into me again. He trudged word­lessly down the stairs. That’s what it was like, that’s re­ally what it was like.” Anni’s fin­gers rested on her clit mo­tion­less and she looked at me with a shame‐filled ex­pres­sion. “I won­der ev­ery day if I pro­voked it, if I should have be­haved dif­fer­ently, if I wasn’t to blame for the rape my­self.” Tears beaded down her cheeks. I sat down on the bed near her and gen­tly em­braced her. I stared at her clit and spoke softly to her for prob­a­bly an hour. She had stopped cry­ing im­me­di­ately, of course, lis­tened to me at­ten­tively and was soon able to smile again. Her fin­ger was hap­pily play­ing with her clit and she hugged me tightly as she rubbed her­self very quickly and the or­gasm came. Never be­fore she had mas­tur­bated em­brac­ing me. I let go of her and sat back down in my chair. We dis­cussed and de­bated un­til din­ner. She was cheer­ful and re­solved, she had no more plagu­ing doubts. She now un­der­stood well, that the rape was a hor­ri­ble crime com­mit­ted by Ben alone and no mat­ter what, she had not the slight­est guilt to worry about. 


At night I told Trixi that Anni had talked about the rape by Ben for the first time. Trixi wanted to know ev­ery­thing in great de­tail be­cause Anni had not yet opened up to her. Trixi was dis­ap­pointed be­cause Ben se­duced her daugh­ter in­stead of look­ing for a job. “Such a low‐life bitch,” she com­mented, that for months Ben let the lit­tle girl mas­tur­bate him and had made her horny with hard­core porn movies. She cursed loudly that dur­ing his break be­fore the sec­ond mas­tur­ba­tion he showed Anni the porn and greed­ily watched the lit­tle girl mas­tur­bate her­self. Trixi was ter­ri­bly an­gry with Ben. I had to tell the rape process twice and then she nod­ded un­der­stand­ingly. That he de­flow­ered her in the mid­dle of her or­gasm, maybe had some­thing good too, the lit­tle girl was float­ing in ninth heaven and felt plea­sure, not pain. Trixi thought silently. “You know, when you de­flow­ered me, I was full of fear and felt the pain quite clearly, al­though, af­ter all, I did it will­ingly and ma­turely. But you were so ten­der and gen­tle that I learned to love fuck­ing.”


I was sure that my sto­ries, but es­pe­cially Anni’s ques­tions were help­ing and do­ing good for her­self to over­come her demons. One day she wanted to know what I thought when she in­vited a girl­friend for a sleep­over. I must have looked at her stupidly, be­cause she com­ple­mented, “and for sex, of course.” I nod­ded in agree­ment, that was a good idea and would be a step up from cut­ting her­self off, I said. She looked at me big. “A girl, I said,” and I replied that first, open­ing up was im­por­tant for her, and sec­ond, like all girls, she needed to fig­ure out if she pre­ferred girls or boys, that was nor­mal and im­por­tant. She pressed around for a while, her hand rest­ing mo­tion­less in her pants. Whether I or Trixi might want to watch, she squeezed out. I was sur­prised and looked ques­tion­ingly. It would give her a feel­ing of se­cu­rity if she knew us be­hind the door. Aha, I thought, and promised to dis­cuss it with Trixi. Any­way, she would leave the door ajar, she said in con­clu­sion, and changed the sub­ject to Ilse and les­bian love­mak­ing. Her fin­gers were play­ing again.


Trixi quickly un­der­stood. She went up ev­ery night when Anni had a girl with her. I only when I was in the house. I saw noth­ing new, but the bod­ies of the young girls were a feast for the eyes. Anni, now al­most 16, only in­vited much younger girls,  14, 15 and 16 year olds. She was also the one who set the tone, who set the pace. She fucked the lit­tle girls clit‐to‐clit, first gen­tly and ten­derly, later firmly and mer­ci­lessly to or­gasm. I was ex­cited by this love game and I sneaked down with Trixi to fuck her like a berserk and we both went off like rock­ets. We smoked in bed for a long time and talked in whis­pers about the de­vel­op­ment. 


On the right oc­ca­sion, I brought it up with Anni and said when Trixi or both of us had watched her. She was truly grate­ful that we could give her some as­sur­ance with this, and not for a mo­ment did she let show shy­ness, shame, or em­bar­rass­ment. I sug­gested that she keeps invit­ing and fuck­ing girls un­til she felt the de­sire to fuck a boy. The de­sire would come on its own or it would never come, she didn’t need to push her­self. Anni looked at me with wide eyes. “If I wanted to fuck one, I’d love to fuck you, Karl!”  “Stop!” I shouted, “Stop! That’ll never hap­pen,” I said more crudely than I meant to, “I’m your fa­ther, damn it!” I calmed down in­stantly and set her apart that I could al­most phys­i­cally feel it, the in­cest taboo. I liked look­ing at her, I liked watch­ing her, but never did it make me horny in the same way as an other girl. No, by God I’m not the type to fuck my own daugh­ter! She looked at me with huge eyes and I saw her thoughts tum­bling. It wasn’t a ques­tion of laws or whether peo­ple were gos­sip­ing about us, I con­tin­ued, but the deep‐seated dis­com­fort I felt. She nod­ded as if un­der­stand­ing, to my as­ton­ish­ment. “I feel it a lit­tle too,” she ad­mit­ted softly, “I must have pro­voked you rather stupidly, for­give me!” All was well again. 


She took off her Hot‐Pants and un­der­pants to my as­ton­ish­ment  and sat down fully naked again. I looked at her in amaze­ment. “They just bother me,” she ex­plained, “and I don’t have to be ashamed or em­bar­rassed in front of you any­more, do I?” I said noth­ing, and it was bet­ter that way. She put her feet on the ground and lay back, her knees apart, she would lay in that way in the fu­ture. I in­spected her in arms length. She had a full mound of Venus and a thin dark fluff of hairs that would de­velop into a mo­hawk mane over the years like Trixi’s was. Her labia were im­pec­ca­ble and be­tween them I could see the clit, the same as Trixi. Some­times I could see her tiny lit­tle pussy­hole, when she dipped a fin­ger in to moisten it. She played dur­ing our dis­cus­sions and when she started mas­tur­bat­ing I fell silent and watched muted. She made in the af­ter­noon only lit­tle and light or­gasms, only her knees trem­bled a lit­tle bit. She had told me, that she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night once be­fore fall­ing asleep, rarely a sec­ond time. Mostly then a sec­ond time, when her phan­tasies swirled around, Trixi fuck­ing with Ben and af­ter­wards mas­tur­bat­ing. These phan­tasies of Trixis mas­tur­bat­ing made her in­sanely horny, she con­fessed. She low­ered her gaze and added in a whis­per that when she mas­tur­bated at night, she could in­ten­sify and pro­long the or­gasm by fuck­ing her­self with the han­dle of her hair­brush. She’s been do­ing that since she was 8.  She saw that I smiled with kind­ness and in­ter­est and con­tin­ued with en­cour­age­ment, “Trixi taught me fuck­ing my­self with the han­dle when I was 8 and from then on I fucked my­self ev­ery night with the han­dle. Of course my girl­friends I did fuck too with it. Most of them didn’t have hy­mens any­more — they had lost it with the fa­ther, a brother or a rel­a­tive  — but only a few got an or­gasm. Still, we had a great fun in fuck­ing each other with the hair­brush han­dle.” She pointed her chin at the shelf and I now saw the hair­brush. It had a han­dle that was quite thick in the mid­dle. Anni saw the look on my face. “The hole in my hy­men had grown so big by now that it went in eas­ily, my first lover!” We both laughed and I mut­tered that I re­ally needed to see that. She nod­ded and picked up the hair­brush. She mas­tur­bated quite quickly and be­fore her or­gasm rose, she put the han­dle into her vagina. Just be­fore the or­gasm she let go of her clit, grabbed the brush with both hands and fucked her­self, very fast and hard. Now her or­gasm broke loose, a very stormy or­gasm let vi­o­lently trem­ble her legs and she fucked her­self with closed eyes fur­ther, fur­ther and fur­ther. I was highly aroused, this self‐fuck­ing was mind blow­ing! She stopped, opened her eyes and looked at me with a shame filled look, in which a deep pain was. Tears beaded down her cheeks. “I don’t even have to watch my hy­men now,” she whis­pered sadly, “not any­more.”


To dis­tract her I wanted to know ev­ery­thing about the girls who stayed with her overnight, that was one of her fa­vorite top­ics. Thank God Anni spread her pre­vi­ously cramped legs and played with her pussy smil­ing. She kept smil­ing and it just bub­bled out of her. One mas­tur­bated in front of each other, one mas­tur­bated each other and one fucked each other with the han­dle of the hair­brush. Al­most all the girls knew how to fuck clit‐to‐clit and the oth­ers she taught it. She some­times took the dom­i­nant part, some­times she let her­self be fucked pas­sively. She liked both and was not clear which she liked bet­ter. Now as for the hy­men, she had cu­ri­ously ques­tioned ev­ery­one and al­most all of them claimed that they were very much look­ing for­ward to the de­flow­er­ing and it hap­pened at their own re­quest, some very trick­ily se­duced the fa­ther or the brother. Only three or four had been forced or raped and they had a great hor­ror of fuck­ing a boy or a man again. An­other had a much too small hole in her hy­men and the han­dle did not fit in. All the oth­ers, there will have been about 35, no longer had a hy­men, who was still a vir­gin at 16, was con­sid­ered a cow­ard, to say the least. Anni told a lot about the de­flow­er­ings, it was the 15 and 16 year olds who pushed the de­flow­er­ing at all costs. Broth­ers or cousins were the eas­i­est to se­duce. But some had only their own fa­ther in the house­hold, so it was quite nor­mal to be de­flow­ered by him. In most cases only in se­crecy, be­cause the moth­ers were not al­lowed to know any­thing. Most fucked again and again quite se­cretly with the fa­ther or the brother, but some fucked in­stead with the big, adored school­mates. Anni laughed as she told of one in par­tic­u­lar. The 15‐year‐old had crawled into the mar­i­tal bed with her par­ents one Sun­day morn­ing, cheeky as hell. The mother was re­ally an­gry be­cause on Sun­day morn­ing it was her turn to fuck with Daddy! The naughty girl un­cov­ered the fa­ther and pressed her naked body against his. She started mas­tur­bat­ing her­self un­til he woke up. She con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing and whis­pered in his ear that she re­ally wanted to be de­flow­ered and fucked by him, now!  He was out of his mind with fear of his wife, but the girl would not be de­nied un­til he gave in with a moan of res­ig­na­tion. The mother watched the event with hor­ror, Daddy de­flow­ered the girl with a very bad con­science and then fucked her re­ally wild. The mother slapped her hands in front of her mouth as he squirted into the girl. The naughty child was very pleased and would not be scared away, she stayed in the mar­i­tal bed and waited. The par­ents fi­nally cud­dled, kissed and ca­ressed  and with great shame they fucked twice as usual on Sun­day, al­though the daugh­ter was watch­ing. But the mother did not dare to mas­tur­bate af­ter fuck­ing as usual and was in a bad mood ac­cord­ingly. Sup­pos­edly, Anni said, she just lay down with the par­ents since then when she wanted to be fucked, but she didn’t be­lieve her girl­friend.


An­nis look bright­ened when she saw the bulge in my pants. She un­zipped my pants and pulled out my stiff jour­ney­man. She in­ter­rupted my lament al­most gruffly. “This isn’t sex, this is a ser­vice I do al­ways at school!” She mas­tur­bated me skill­fully with her lit­tle fist and let my se­men splash on her pussy. De­spite my ve­he­ment protests, she licked my glans clean with her tongue. “But don’t put it in your mouth!” I clam­ored, but she didn’t lis­ten. Her lips en­closed my glans softly and fine and she licked it clean. She held my cock in her hand and beamed all over her face. “Is that one beau­ti­ful! It looks like a beau­ti­ful, ripe peach!” I said rather weakly that such a ‘ser­vice’ would not do at all, but she just laughed at me. From now on, she mas­tur­bated me stub­bornly and reg­u­larly ev­ery day and some­day more than once, laugh­ing away all my half‐hearted con­cerns. She was  bring­ing the glans right in front of her vagi­nal en­trance and let­ting the se­men squirt in. Closer and closer she pulled the glans daily and I growled an­grily. She caught on im­me­di­ately and pulled the glans just far enough to in­sert it a bit into the vagi­nal en­trance and let it all squirt in. But she was stub­born. The glans had to go re­ally deep and all the way into her vagi­nal en­trance un­til the glans was com­pletely in­side her pussy. Anni un­der­stood very well that this was a trans­gres­sion of my red line. But I couldn’t talk her out of it, she stub­bornly re­ally wanted it that way and didn’t let me stop her. Then she mas­tur­bated the cock quite de­ter­minedly and she had to feel for sure each of the vi­o­lent move­ments of her rub­bing in her cunt un­til I squirted, it all had to squirt in­side to the last drop. Her sat­is­fied ex­pres­sion turned into a very shy smile when she looked at me af­ter I had cum. She some­times played dur­ing me mas­tur­bat­ing with the other hand on her clit, un­til she trem­bled slightly. She was in­cred­i­bly stub­born in what she was do­ing and would not be dis­suaded. She did it so of­ten ev­ery af­ter­noon, so of­ten I got a hard‐on. I was no longer an­gry and ac­cepted it, it was a damn fine thing, my dear! Trixi kept bring­ing over lemon­ade and watch­ing us. She left again with a big grin af­ter Anni had pulled my cock out of her pussy­hole and licked it clean. Only once did Trixi make a com­ment in the evening. “She has be­come quite slutty at school! Lick­ing clean af­ter squirt­ing in­side, who does that!?” and that was all. I also grad­u­ally lost my reser­va­tions and even­tu­ally thought it was nor­mal. Hon­estly? I loved it!


 I never saw the hair­brush again. “I have shown you my hid­den se­cret once,” Anni said with fi­nal­ity, “but I want to keep it as my se­cret.”


At night I told Trixi about Anni’s failed at­tempt to get fucked by three boys in the swim­ming pool. Trixi was very con­cerned, be­cause that was not a good turn for her lit­tle one. I in­ter­jected that I was not com­fort­able with Anni do­ing it just be­cause of her so­cial sta­tus, but she will def­i­nitely re­peat the ex­per­i­ment. Trixi changed the sub­ject. I told her that Anni had shown me her se­cret of fuck­ing‐her­self with the han­dle of the hair­brush. Trixi won­dered if watch­ing Anni did not make me horny. I grinned, no, not in the same way when the girls did with Ilse or the whores on the night shift. Not like that, but more re­served some­how. Trixi grinned at me from the side. “Of course I’ll get a hard‐on,” I said, “then I’ll put one hand in my pants pocket and let it squirt into my un­der­pants.” No, Anni cer­tainly doesn’t get it, I’m watch­ing out well. 


Anni and I con­tin­ued our con­ver­sa­tion and I got used to the fact that from now on she al­ways lay fully naked on the bed and un­abashedly stroked her pussy or rubbed the clit, quite of­ten very pur­pose­fully un­til or­gasm. She was no longer shy of me and trusted me, not to abuse her. Ev­ery time I got a hard‐on while watch­ing her in ac­tion, I had to sit across from her, she put the glans deep in her vagi­nal en­trance and mas­tur­bated me un­til I squirted. In a cor­ner of my brain, it seemed to me that her strat­egy was to ap­proach the male gen­der again. The fact that she seemed to love mas­tur­bat­ing my cock and lick­ing my glans was per­haps con­fir­ma­tion of my the­ory. I spoke to Trixi at night, who had dif­fi­culty fol­low­ing my thought. “It’s a di­rect provo­ca­tion, isn’t it!?” Trixi said, “to strip naked and play with your­self, who does that?  Get­ting naked, rub­bing your cock and hav­ing it squirt right in­side and then lick­ing your cock clean, that’s pretty slutty, don’t you think?” I only par­tially agreed with her. But Anni was in a dif­fi­cult phase, she fucked lit­tle girls at night and was not clear about be­ing a les­bian. It was a cau­tious ap­proach for her, an ap­proach to “the male” with some­one for whom she was taboo. Trixi wasn’t con­vinced, but she thought there was some­thing to it.


I reached un­der Anni’s ass cheeks the other day and lifted her all the way to the edge of the bed, spread­ing her ass cheeks so that her pussy lay com­pletely open in front of me. I wanted to pull my hands away again, but she whis­pered that I should leave them there, that would be so fine! I nod­ded and lifted her a lit­tle so that her cunt opened like a ripe fruit. Her fin­gers roamed back and forth as if at ran­dom, leav­ing the clit un­no­ticed or cir­cling it. She pushed the small, pro­tec­tive hood back over the clit, which was less than an inch long and pink. The longer she teased the clit, the stiffer it be­came and later it turned dark red. I watched her fin­ger, which she dipped at the be­gin­ning into the vagina to moisten it and then rubbed the clit. Gen­tly at first, but then I saw how the clit bravely re­sisted her fin­ger, straight­en­ing af­ter each pres­sure, keep­ing it’s lit­tle head high.  Grad­u­ally the fin­gers rubbed the clit more pur­pose­fully, up and down es­pe­cially, in be­tween she put her fin­ger briefly into the vagina to moisten it. She rubbed slowly, very gen­tly and lightly. Only by her breath­ing could I tell that or­gasm was ap­proach­ing as she con­tin­ued to rub her clit. She closed her eyes with rel­ish and let the or­gasm come. I lifted her ass higher so that the fruit opened all the way and then I felt the slight trem­bling of her ass cheeks, be­cause she was only giv­ing her­self light, un­spec­tac­u­lar lit­tle or­gasms those af­ter­noons. I waited un­til she had calmed down com­pletely and let her slide back onto the bed. She beamed at me. “That was won­der­ful!” she whis­pered con­spir­a­to­ri­ally, smil­ing ra­di­antly at me. From then on, our af­ter­noons al­ways be­gan this way.


One evening, af­ter I had mas­tur­bated Trixi to a beau­ti­ful and sat­is­fy­ing or­gasm af­ter fuck­ing her and we were still sit­ting in bed smok­ing, Trixi brought up the sub­ject. “I’ve seen you two, you’re as much of a voyeur as I am, you’re just stick­ing your nose in her pussy!” she said friendly laugh­ing, “so you ob­vi­ously en­joy watch­ing her mas­tur­bate!”  I nod­ded, what could I say in re­sponse? Trixi smoked silently, but not for long. “She was just a kid, 7 or 8 years old. I watched her put pen­cils in her vagina and the girls who stayed over, and the girls grinned as they poked each other. I was afraid she might hurt her hy­men and ap­proached her di­rectly. I ex­plained that she had to take care of her hy­men and that of her friends. She lis­tened at­ten­tively and I ex­plained it to her in de­tail. Pen­cils are too sharp, she can hurt her­self with them! I had bought a small hair­brush and gave it to her. The brush had a small, bul­bous han­dle and I told her the han­dle was not pointed and not as dan­ger­ous as a pen­cil. She un­der­stood and nod­ded ea­gerly, so much news at once! I told her to try the han­dle of the brush right away. I helped her start by care­fully in­sert­ing the han­dle through the rather large hole in her hy­men. “It feels very nice,” she whis­pered as­ton­ished. I told her to try it right away. With her head flushed, she fucked her­self with the rounded han­dle. I said she could stick it in deeper and def­i­nitely fuck her­self faster and harder with the han­dle. She caught on quickly, her breath­ing be­came shal­low, her heart beat wildly. Her hand raced back and forth, she tensed and stopped. “Was that right, Mom?” she asked breath­lessly and I af­firmed, yes of course, so you can do it to your­self ev­ery night or to your girl­friends if you like. From now on she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night with the hair­brush han­dle. I kept mean­ing to show her the cli­toral or­gasm, but I al­ways put it off. She quickly learned to give her­self a vagi­nal or­gasm ev­ery night with the brush han­dle and the sub­se­quent, larger brush han­dles. She tried it on her friends too, but very few of them got vagi­nal or­gasms, but they all had a blast.” Trixi paused. “Can you imag­ine that? My lit­tle girl ly­ing spread wide in the crib and fuck­ing her­self with in­creas­ing skill with the han­dle to a nice vagi­nal or­gasm, just nat­u­rally! I’ve rarely had a vagi­nal or­gasm in my en­tire life and the lit­tle one does it to her­self ev­ery night! She’s grow­ing up with it like I have with clit rub­bing!” I kept silent, that was right for the mo­ment, and Trixi kept talk­ing. “Then at 14 or 15 she had learned to mas­tur­bate the clit prop­erly and used the brush af­ter the fin­ger­rub­bing only in or­gasm, she still fucked her­self with the han­dle un­til ‐ ‐ ‐ un­til the dis­as­ter ev­ery night to in­ten­sify or pro­long her or­gasm.”   Trixi fell silent, the mem­ory of Anni’s rape still plagu­ing her. I said af­ter a while that I would take good care of Anni, she would not be wronged again. Trixi hugged me grate­fully. “Yes, take good care of her, she is so young and so very vul­ner­a­ble!” 


So weeks went by. Anni kept talk­ing about fuck­ing the guys, of course the­o­ret­i­cally. She didn’t want to fake in­fat­u­a­tion like other girls, she just wanted sex and no fake feel­ings. I en­cour­aged her, be­cause boys her age racked their brains on how to “get” a girl. But if she made things clear from the start, the boys would know where they stood. Those who needed the ro­man­tic stuff would fall away, but there were oth­ers. She would know one hun­dred per­cent when she even­tu­ally fell in love. She looked at me with wide eyes. “And — you wouldn’t mind?” I could feel her think­ing about it. “But you al­ways have to use a con­dom!” I said kindly, “a child should be brought into the world with care and planned, not as care­lessly as Trixi and I did!” She gig­gled. “That’s ex­actly the same thing Trixi told me months ago and put two packs of con­doms in my night­stand.” I couldn’t laugh at that. Trixi and I knew what we were talk­ing about. I told her if she wanted to, to leave the door open a crack, “se­cu­rity and all…” She smiled all sweet and shy, “thanks, okay!”


Weeks later she in­vited a boy to spend the night. Trixi was ter­ri­bly ex­cited and called me sev­eral times that day that I ab­so­lutely had to be there. Anni and quiet Freddy dis­ap­peared soon af­ter din­ner. Trixi and I hud­dled in front of the door crack. Anni was vis­i­bly strug­gling to cud­dle with him naked on the bed, to kiss, to touch his cock. It wasn’t work­ing, I felt it. She had put the con­dom handy, but she still didn’t dare and whis­pered with Freddy for a long time. She gave him a hand­job and later a nice blowjob. She swal­lowed the se­men quite plea­sur­ably and I whis­pered in Trixis ear that I didn’t know that. Freddy fell asleep and Anni seemed to be doz­ing. We were about to sneak down when Anni be­gan to mas­tur­bate. We watched spell­bound, af­ter the or­gasm she turned to the side. Now we crept down. 


I dis­cussed with Anni the next day quite long about the ex­per­i­ment with Freddy — and that is her fa­vorite, that I tell her hon­estly ev­ery­thing and do not preach as Trixi some­times does — she took off her pants as al­ways right away and played with her­self while we talked. She spread her legs in be­tween and mas­tur­bated for two min­utes with her eyes closed, then she con­tin­ues to lis­ten and she mas­tur­bates half a dozen times on af­ter­noons like this. I have of course told Trixi that, and only rarely she comes up to spy a bit, but she dis­turbs nei­ther Anni nor me. “I’m a god­damm voyeur!” Trixi laughed. 


The next few evenings, Trixi and I were glued to the crack of the door. Anni slipped the con­dom over the boy’s cock and let her­self be fucked. She came so eas­ily and so gen­tly to or­gasm, even with those who did not fuck very well. For the next three weeks she brought lad af­ter lad to fuck ev­ery night. She learned sur­pris­ingly quickly and got her plea­sure with al­most all of them. There were only two guys who needed more than one con­dom and who fucked Anni’s brains out. This fuck­ing was great even while watch­ing and Trixi had to pull her­self to­gether not to storm into Anni’s room and get fucked so great too by the boy. We talked about her fuck­ing ev­ery af­ter­noon and I en­cour­aged her where I could. It was good that she liked to fuck so much and could over­come the rape and all the demons in such a short time. She nod­ded se­ri­ously, “it helped me a lot how Trixi and you took care of me!”


Anni turned di­rectly to me, spread her legs and mas­tur­bated not an arm’s length from me. She paused and looked at me with a darkly glow­ing gaze. “You know, my fa­vorite thing to do, is let some­one mas­tur­bate me. It’s just been girls so far, but…” she didn’t fin­ish the sen­tence and lay back, re­laxed and ex­pec­tant. I had some prac­tice in it af­ter all, in 15 years with Ilse and her girls I learned quite a bit, and also Trixi, who al­ways mas­tur­bated only gen­tly and softly to or­gasm while fuck­ing, al­ways let me mas­tur­bate her gen­tly, ten­derly, firmly or wildly af­ter fuck­ing. 


I bent over and Anni sighed deeply as I touched her clit and pressed the flesh down all around it so that the clit came out well. Anni pressed her arm to her mouth and I heard from her breath­ing, from her gasp­ing, when the or­gasm was ap­proach­ing. Just be­fore the or­gasm she sat up and hugged me, then she let the or­gasm come and pressed her lips on my neck. She jerked and quiv­ered and calmed down. Her eyes fell on my bulging pants. Be­fore I could say any­thing else, she knelt down, un­zipped my pants and stuffed my hard‐jour­ney­man into her mouth. I had rarely had a blowjob be­fore and what Anni did to me with her tongue and fist was di­vine! Af­ter just a few sec­onds, she made me cum deep in her mouth and con­tin­ued to rub my cock un­til it stopped spurt­ing. She swal­lowed the se­men, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and looked at me with a beam­ing ex­pres­sion. “Learned that in school!” she grinned cheek­ily‐hap­pily and sat down on the bed.


While I stowed my jour­ney­man ter­ri­bly ashamed away, I mum­bled in­co­her­ent non­sense. Fa­ther, in­cest, daugh­ter, etc. And of course, “You can’t, not at all!”  We both mum­bled our thing, nei­ther lis­ten­ing to the other. I kept my mouth shut, the blowjob had deeply shamed me, but also im­pressed me. Anni stuck her tongue out at me, put her hand on my knee and said fi­nally and con­clu­sively, “Fid­dle‐dee‐dee!” We grinned at each other and then both laughed. 


For the next 10 days it went the same way ev­ery time, she let me mas­tur­bate her and gave me a blowjob de­spite my fee­ble protests. Her tongue tech­nique blew me away ev­ery time, I’ve never had such a great blowjob! Un­de­terred and stub­bornly, she did it again ev­ery af­ter­noon. We con­tin­ued our af­ter­noon long dis­cus­sions and she lay spread out in front of me at arm’s length play­ing with her pussy and clit. When she closed her eyes and mas­tur­bated prop­erly, I kept silent un­til she was done. It never lasted long and they were just light, small or­gasms and only her knees trem­bled a lit­tle bit.


And then, the un­be­liev­able. On the eleventh day, I ex­pected the same thing as the days be­fore. But Anni sur­prised me, took me by sur­prise. In­stead of kneel­ing down for the blowjob, she took out my cock as usual and sat sur­pris­ingly on it in one swift move­ment, my cock slid­ing ef­fort­lessly into her pussy­hole. She paid no at­ten­tion to my sur­prised out­cry or my half‐hearted at­tempts at de­fense. She grabbed me by the shoul­ders and rode off, star­ing at me with bared teeth, rid­ing me wild as if driven by fu­ries. I stared at her face, which was bounc­ing with strain up and down in front of my face. How quickly and how eas­ily she came to or­gasm! She jerked sev­eral times and just kept rid­ing! I had to close my eyes to the in­evitable: I squirted and squirted and squirted! She let go of me and sat strad­dled on the bed. Her face ex­pressed ev­ery­thing: tri­umph, sat­is­fac­tion, im­mense pride.


I pulled my pants up and clam­ored. Yes, I clam­ored with shame for only half‐heart­edly re­sist­ing. My clamor slid off her like rain­drops on a win­dow­pane. Fa­ther, daugh­ter, in­cest? She grinned im­pu­dently “Never mind!”. She winced, how­ever, when I con­tin­ued that it was ac­tu­ally rape. Tears beaded down her cheeks. I stopped my blath­er­ing. She was re­ally shaken, how could she, of all peo­ple, rape some­one? I gave her a smooth hug, calm­ing her. We talked about it very in­tensely and I re­as­sured her, tech­ni­cally it was rape. But who wants to look at these things tech­ni­cally or legally? It was as­saultive, it was not con­sen­sual, and that was the im­por­tant thing. 


Anni sud­denly un­der­stood. But do­ing it with­out a con­dom? She ducked her head as if un­der a lash. “I won’t for­get next time!” and I in­ter­vened like a fury, “there won’t be a next time!” She stam­mered that she didn’t have her pe­riod yet, there was noth­ing to worry about. — A long si­lence ended the topic. We talked about her ex­pe­ri­ences with the fel­lows and the cramp eased. She liked talk­ing about fuck­ing and was no longer afraid: if she had to choose, she would pre­fer the guys. But she also liked fuck­ing with girls. I nod­ded in agree­ment. “That’s called ‘bi­sex­ual’, many peo­ple act bi­sex­ual at least some  time in their lives.” 


And of course there was a next time, the very next day. She let me mas­tur­bate her with plea­sure, took out my cock and slipped a con­dom over it. “Like this?” she asked, and sat down on my cock in a flash, not wait­ing for an an­swer. Just like yes­ter­day, she rode me fast and hard, bar­ing her teeth as she rode to or­gasm. She clawed her fin­gers into my shoul­ders and let the or­gasm come. Mo­ments later she con­tin­ued to ride for what seemed like an eter­nity and her or­gasm took us both by sur­prise. It was her third or­gasm al­to­gether and she had had enough. “Can’t squirt?” she asked in a whis­per and I shook my head sadly. Her face sud­denly bright­ened, she knelt in front of me, slipped off the con­dom and gave me a won­der­ful blowjob. Only sec­onds later I squirted in her mouth. 


At night Trixi brought it up. To put my glans deep in her cunt and let me mas­tur­bate and squirt into her, that all went to­wards in­cest, didn’t it? I kept silent and con­vul­sively thought about telling ev­ery­thing now. But Trixi did not wait for my an­swer, of course. “I saw it from the be­gin­ning to­day, I was stand­ing right next to you. She pulled down your pants with a broad grin and sat down di­rectly op­po­site you. She grabbed your cock and stuck the glans so deep in her fuck­hole that it was com­pletely in­side. She looked at me briefly and smiled. Then I guess she mas­tur­bated your cock for quite a while and didn’t stop un­til you squirted it all in­side. I could see the tri­umph in her sat­is­fied smile, but she stopped look­ing at me and en­closed the glans with her lips and licked it clean. — Did I for­get some­thing? No, I sup­pose and I mean, this is go­ing to lead di­rectly to in­cest one day.” Trixi paused thought­fully. “I’d leave it up to her if she wanted to go any fur­ther. I wouldn’t mind then, it would be her wish, her will, her feel­ings. And you’re not the type to do vi­o­lence to her against her will, are you?” I had to an­swer right now, I nod­ded and mum­bled, of course I would never do any­thing to Anni. For Trixi the le­gal side of in­cest was com­pletely in­dif­fer­ent, Trixi con­tin­ued the thread, in her youth most girls fucked with their fa­thers or broth­ers. Only no­body talked about in­cest. She knew from Anni that it was to­day ex­actly the same in her cir­cle of girl­friends. She just didn’t want vi­o­lence or an in­jus­tice done to her lit­tle girl. Oth­er­wise, it did not bother her that Anni and I were in­evitably drift­ing to­wards in­cest. I was re­lieved on the one hand, an­noyed on the other, how would Trixi know that for sure? I re­sisted ve­he­mently and didn’t let on. That Anni stuffed my cock into her hole to mas­tur­bate me and let me squirt in, I just couldn’t talk her out of it. She had crossed my red line with a cheeky dev­il­ish grin, that was true. But that I was out for in­cest, I ve­he­mently de­nied. I was weak and let her get away with ev­ery­thing, that was true, I said con­tritely. Trixi said she didn’t have a fa­ther, or she would have fucked him one hun­dred per­cent. “I was al­lowed to sleep at my mother’s on Sun­day and she never made a se­cret of the fact that she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night, that’s how I learned it from an early age on. And later, when I was about 12 or 13, I was al­lowed to stay in her  bed and of course watch it when she got fucked by the one‐night‐stand on Sun­day morn­ings. She al­ways en­cour­aged me to get re­ally close and look at the fuck­ing up close and feel it with my hands. She forced the lovers to a sec­ond or third round so that I learned some­thing. She let me feel and ex­plore their cocks ex­ten­sively, she showed me even then how to do a hand­job and let me prac­tice it. —  She was a great, en­light­ened and lov­ing woman who in­stilled in me a good re­la­tion­ship with my body and sex­u­al­ity.” Trixi be­came very quiet be­cause her mother had died mis­er­ably of can­cer when she was 18. I waited a while and then mum­bled, that I would never hurt Anni and if she made me to have in­cest with her, it wouldn’t be be­cause I pressed for it. I was grate­ful that she was so easy about in­cest and wouldn’t make a drama, I said to Trixi, who looked at me with a cat­like look from her green eyes. — God­damn, how much did she re­ally know? 


To get away from the sub­ject, I told Trixi that Anni had mean­while man­aged to get her­self se­cretly fucked by the guys in the swim­ming pool. The so­cial pres­sure was so great that she just had to do it. I had told Anni that it was al­ready clear to me that she wanted to be on the top rung of the lad­der, but she should lis­ten to her­self, to her feel­ings, her sen­sa­tions and her body. That was im­por­tant from my point of view. Trixi wanted all the de­tails, of course. Anni usu­ally lets one boy fuck her, but mostly sev­eral, up to four in a row. She hugs her girl­friend in­ti­mately and holds on to her. The girl­friend mas­tur­bates her all the time, so she gets sev­eral or­gasms dur­ing be­ing fucked. The guys are only al­lowed to fuck her from be­hind and Anni spoke en­thu­si­as­ti­cally about now feel­ing the fuck­ing and the squirt­ing quite clearly. The guys held her by the hips and fucked her as hard as they could and were al­lowed to squirt into her at the end, but many pulled their dicks out and squirted in the wa­ter. I told Trixi ev­ery­thing I knew and she beamed all over. “She got through it! She got through it!” said Trixi over and over again, smil­ing hap­pily. 


For well over a month Anni and I  did it ev­ery day se­cretly, she usu­ally had enough af­ter one or­gasm while rid­ing me, some­times af­ter two or­gasms. Fi­nally she gave me al­ways a blowjob, it was the same ev­ery time, be­cause I could not squirt into her pussy. I let the reins drag, ac­tu­ally we should stop do­ing that, that’s what I thought ev­ery day.


One evening Trixi was an­gry. She wasn’t talk­ing to me, she wasn’t fuck­ing me. I racked my brain, it was never like that be­fore. In the morn­ing the same. Doggedly silent break­fast. Be­fore she left the house, I asked her. She stopped with the keys in her hand and slowly turned around. “I saw it, you squirted in her throat!” She looked at me re­proach­fully and my mind raced. How much had she seen? What ex­actly? I fell silent in dis­may, vis­i­bly strug­gling for words. Chance saved me. Trixi smiled. She had to go, two long hauls. But she would take time off af­ter­wards and come to lunch, we can talk then, good? I breathed a sigh of re­lief and con­firmed, I would take some­thing from the Ital­ian and we could talk then. “Salami‐Pizza!” said Trixi and left quickly. 


I had de­cided on the for­ward strat­egy by noon, I’m go­ing to tell Trixi ev­ery­thing and hon­estly, af­ter all I was al­ready de­ter­mined to marry her and ly­ing to my wife, no, I’m not even start­ing on that. We ate our piz­zas and I first sounded her out, how much she had seen. She had only seen Anni kneel­ing in front of me, mas­tur­bat­ing my cock with her fist in her mouth and mak­ing me squirt deep in­side her throat. I was re­lieved that she had only seen a Blowjob and started to tell ev­ery­thing, but she cut me off. “I don’t even want to know ev­ery­thing, dar­ling, I’ll be here in the af­ter­noon to talk to Anni. In the evening a new guy is com­ing to see her, will you be there then?” I was on duty in the af­ter­noon from 4pm and wouldn’t be home un­til af­ter mid­night, I said, “or should I pre­tend to be sick?”  Trixi waved it off, “No prob­lem, I can watch Anni by my­self.”  It was so that we stag­gered our ser­vices, we needed the money. I served a small espresso Ital­ian style. Trixi asked if I wanted to con­tinue this blowjobs with Anni? She again didn’t let me get a word in edge­wise and sipped her espresso. “I don’t think it will hurt her, on the con­trary, what do you think?” 


I knew her long enough, here she didn’t ex­pect an an­swer. “She prob­a­bly started it, you’ve never been much of a mouth‐squirter, and that she does a lot of blowjobs at school, she told me her­self.” 


I watched Trixi, that was just the way she was. It was her own way of do­ing things. She took care of the case by her­self and didn’t ex­pect that I an­swered. “And you sure liked it, don’t you?” That, I knew, de­manded a bi­nary an­swer, a yes/no. I nod­ded, yes!


Trixi was a prac­ti­cal thinker. “I’ve never had been squirted in my mouth, you know that. But I can have Anni show me and learn it, if you re­ally like squirt­ing in my mouth that much. I guess it won’t be that hard to learn, what do you think?”


Also here she ex­pected an an­swer, I al­ready knew that. I shook my head, the mouth‐squirt­ing was re­ally not so im­por­tant for me. Of course she can learn it, you just have to over­come the psy­cho­log­i­cal in­hi­bi­tion or rather the nat­u­ral dis­gust when you swal­low the se­men. She nod­ded with ut­most sat­is­fac­tion. “That’s how we do it! Anni shall teach me, and we’ll do it then, if you want or when I have my pe­riod.” 


With­out tran­si­tion, she asked if I was up for it now? “Anni is still at school and a quickie is made quickly.” I didn’t care if Anni was at home, I de­cided my­self when I wanted to fuck. Now was a good time, I said. We went to the bed­room and fucked af­ter a day of stupid break. I still had time enough and mas­tur­bated her wildly un­til she was ex­hausted. We hugged and she whis­pered how stupid and jeal­ous she had re­acted, but she loved me very much and that’s where the stupid jeal­ousy comes quite eas­ily. I kissed her deeply and grate­fully, she was a good woman and she could nav­i­gate around all the cliffs for both of us with­out me hav­ing to do too much row­ing. 


I slipped into bed very care­fully af­ter mid­night, but Trixi woke up and still wanted to fuck. While I mas­tur­bated her as al­ways af­ter fuck­ing, she chat­tered away. She had talked to Anni and in­deed it had come from her, the mouth‐squirt­ing. Anni called the boy to come in pairs with a friend. My daugh­ter is as in­ge­nious in these mat­ters as I am, Trixi said, of course we needed a sec­ond boy if I wanted to learn the blowjob. “It was so awe­some, dar­ling, we got into bed with two guys, I prac­ticed the blowjob with swal­low­ing down on both of them, I could do it from the start!” Trixi gig­gled with a grin. “Of course the boys were al­lowed to fuck both of us as of­ten as they wanted. But Anni al­ways put on a con­dom, that was for sure! When the boys could take no more, they went home. Anni asked if she should show me fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit, but I waved it off, I was dead tired.” 


I asked if she had been fucked well and she looked at me puz­zled, “you are not jeal­ous, are you? You, Karl?” I shook my head and mas­tur­bated her again. She closed her eyes in plea­sure and con­tin­ued, she had al­ready com­pletely for­got­ten what a 16 year old’s slen­der cock felt like. The boys fucked as well as they could, but just not yet as well as a grown man. Anni let her­self be fucked by only one and quite soon had enough, she had let her­self be fucked by both un­til they could no longer. 


Trixi hugged me af­ter her sec­ond or­gasm, I had mas­tur­bated her wild and harder this time and she had a very strong or­gasm. Be­fore we fell asleep she mum­bled how grate­ful she was that I had in­sti­gated her to the horny evening with two sug­ary sweet bimbo boys. She would re­turn the fa­vor, she would surely find  some­thing horny. She fell silent and fell asleep. I didn’t in­sti­gate any­thing, but I was glad that Anni ei­ther hadn’t told any­thing or Trixi didn’t re­sent our in­cest  or, and this was most likely, that Trixi hadn’t lis­tened to her con­fes­sion at all. I jug­gled the pos­si­bil­i­ties un­til I was dream­ing.


Anni laughed heartily when I ad­dressed Trixi’s ac­count. It wasn’t quite like that af­ter all, and Anni gave me her ver­sion. Trixi had given both guys a blowjob at the be­gin­ning, she had lis­tened well to the the­ory and could do it right away. She swal­lowed the se­men af­ter a tiny hes­i­ta­tion. She couldn’t keep her fin­gers to her­self af­ter­wards and groped and stroked them both un­til they were stiff again. Anni fucked from the be­gin­ning with her boyfriend, whom she had in­vited first. Con­dom, of course. She fucked him twice and se­cretly mas­tur­bated be­hind his back dur­ing his re­cov­ery break and mas­tur­bated se­cretly the whole time be­hind his back while they watched Trixi and the other boy fuck to­gether. The boys were a bit in­tim­i­dated be­cause maybe they had never seen a woman mas­tur­bate be­fore, and Trixi mas­tur­bated with­out stop­ping for 4 hours. Anni saw that Trixi mas­tur­bated only lightly and gen­tly and or­gasmed only lightly and gen­tly. She only trem­bled a lit­tle when she or­gasmed, that was all. But she fucked them both al­ter­nately for 4 hours with­out long breaks. Anni didn’t see her fuck­ing for the first time, but for the first time so de­mand­ing that the guys could hardly catch their breath. I laughed, I have seen Trixi fuck like a fury in the old days. 


I picked up Gina from the Ho­tel Ex­cel­sior early in the morn­ing, she was one of my fa­vorite whores and I made an ef­fort to bring her home at least once a week at the end of my night­shift. She was in her early 20s, pretty as a model and stalked to­wards my cab with un­steady steps, car­ry­ing a dozen shop­ping bags in her hands. I brought her and the bags up to her apart­ment, she poured her­self a dou­ble and dis­ap­peared into the bath­room. I fucked all the hooker girls with con­doms with­out ex­cep­tion for safety, and Gina was the only one who put the con­dom in her mouth and slipped it over my cock with her lips. I had to smile ev­ery time, even in her buzz she man­aged the feat of art per­fectly. Af­ter the won­der­ful fuck­ing — most young whores can fuck won­der­fully — we sat in bed and smoked. Gina handed me a small pack­age, a gift, she said. It was a very nice Swiss wrist­watch, I thanked dazedly. She smiled mis­chie­vously and said she just had to nudge her Mick ever so slightly, her fa­vorite chauf­feur needed a new wrist­watch. Mick was her main cus­tomer, wid­owed, child­less and re­ally loaded. She was still con­sid­er­ing whether to ac­cept his mar­riage pro­posal. He was only ca­pa­ble of hand­jobs or blowjobs and that scared her a lit­tle. Gina dug out her vi­bra­tor and mas­tur­bated with plea­sure, be­cause she never got an or­gasm while fuck­ing. The vi­bra­tor could only be op­er­ated by hand and she fucked her­self with it very pas­sion­ately for a long time, the bat­tery was empty. For the x‐th time I took it upon my­self to get her a new bat­tery. Gina came to the fi­nale, she threw the vi­bra­tor on the sheet and I put my face near her cunt as usual. Her clit was barely a quar­ter the size of Trixi or Anni, it al­ways re­mained hid­den in the flesh. Her fin­gers raced over the in­vis­i­ble clit un­til she tensed in a hot or­gasm. “I never mas­tur­bate when I’m with a client, it’s re­ally pri­vate, it’s not for sale!” Gina hugged me side­ways. ” I  think, you like watch­ing me mas­tur­bat­ing, don’t you?” and I nod­ded, I was re­ally en­joy­ing watch­ing Gina mas­tur­bate. 
 

Anni came home at noon in a very good mood. Soon I went to her room, she was al­ready wait­ing for me naked on the bed. She would have to tell me some­thing ab­so­lutely new, and I sat down on the chair next to the bed. “I dared to stand next to the other girls to­day,” she be­gan, beam­ing with joy and mind­lessly play­ing with her pussy. I had to con­cen­trate first, Wednes­day, swim­ming pool, aha. “So far I have only dared to fuck with a sin­gle boy se­cretly in a re­mote area, as you know. To­day I stood next to these girls who were get­ting fucked by a whole bunch of guys at the edge of the pool. Like the oth­ers, I hugged my girl­friend and we gave each other hot French kisses for an hour. I took my bikini pants all the way off so they wouldn’t bother me. I stuck my ass out to the back and let the guys fuck me one by one. I love french kiss­ing with my girl­friend, it al­ways sends pleas­ant shiv­ers down my spine to my clit! She mas­tur­bated me for an hour and I had beau­ti­ful lit­tle or­gasms while one af­ter the other fucked me from be­hind. My girl­friend has per­fectly mas­tered the tech­nique of mas­tur­bat­ing me only lightly and gen­tly to a small shiv­er­ing or­gasm and then con­tin­u­ing right away. It’s re­ally in­sanely horny to be fucked while or­gas­ming at the same time, I felt the rapid thrust­ing of my rab­bits re­ally in­tensely, as well as the jerky squirt­ing in. It was sooo nice!” We laughed at the fact that she had said rab­bits, but she found it telling be­cause most of them barely fucked a minute un­til they squirted in. She told me for two hours about the beau­ti­ful fuck­ing and the in­tense french kiss­ing with her girl­friend. Fi­nally, when the gen­eral fuck­ing was al­ready over and she was rub­bing her body against the girl­friend’s body and they con­tin­ued to french kiss won­der­fully, and her girl­friend fucked her with two fin­gers stretched, the girl­friend spied an aloof adored one. Af­ter much to­ing and fro­ing, Anni man­aged to send the girl­friend off to him. She came back af­ter a minute smil­ing, he would come! Now it was Anni who stood with her back to the edge of the pool and the girl­friend held onto her and stretched her ass to­wards the un­ap­proach­able. She had a one‐piece on and Anni pushed the bot­tom end aside so he could pen­e­trate her girl­friend from be­hind. The girl­friend closed her eyes and buried her face against Anni’s neck. The fuck­ing took lit­tle more than a minute and the fel­low was long gone by the time Anni had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing the girl­friend to a vi­o­lent or­gasm. It was the first time she let her­self be fucked in the pool, nor­mally she only fucked at home with her lit­tle brother with­out ex­cep­tion. The girl­friend beamed all over her face, she would never man­age to win the aloof boy as a friend, but now she had at least let him fuck her, she laughed hap­pily.


Trixi no­ticed in the evening, of course, that I was soon ex­hausted. I told her ev­ery­thing about Gina and showed Trixi the new wrist­watch. The mas­tur­bat­ing of Gina I had to de­scribe prob­a­bly for the hun­dredth time, Trixi could not hear it of­ten enough. With many women the clit is so small that the un­trained male eye can’t see it, my su­per smart wife said. Then I told about Anni’s pub­lic fuck in the swim­ming pool and the first fuck of her girl­friend, who has al­ways fucked with her lit­tle brother only. How many had fucked Anni, even Anni didn’t know, but there were at least 12, she had said. I told Trixi with low­ered eyes that Anni had mas­tur­bated me for two hours in the af­ter­noon. I saw Trixi’s skep­ti­cal look, of course, and had to ex­plain. Anni had moved very close to me, pulled down my pants and stuffed my glans into her fuck hole to the fullest, she al­ways did that now. She mas­tur­bated my cock and when I had to squirt, she stuffed my cock all the way in and let me squirt deep in­side her. I tried to pull my cock back out but she kept it half in, for the next two hours. She talked and talked and made me fu­ri­ously horny with her fuck sto­ries. She kept mas­tur­bat­ing my cock im­me­di­ately when it got hard. And to squirt, she pushed it again in re­ally deep, leav­ing only enough room for her fin­gers to rub me to squirt in. “You were right, it goes on un­stop­pable to­wards an in­cest,” I said mis­er­ably. Trixi hugged me and tou­sled my hair lov­ingly. “Don’t worry so much, sweet­heart, just let it hap­pen. She will fuck you one day, even nowa­days many girls fuck their fa­ther when they are young. You know that I wouldn’t mind if it came from her.” She was silent and I waited. Then I said that I had been taught the in­cest taboo from an early age. Al­though I knew quite well that it oc­curred in re­al­ity. I kept silent, my throat tight­en­ing. Trixi gen­tly stroked my hair. “I know,” she said softly, “your lit­tle sis­ter fucked your fa­ther for years and your mother wanted to pun­ish him and take re­venge. She forced you to fuck with her all the years of your youth un­til we met.” I pulled my­self to­gether. “And through it all, both up­held the in­cest taboo like a law of na­ture; both my sis­ter and I suf­fered from this con­tra­dic­tion for years.” I felt the old wounds, but I was will­ing to let them scar over. I thought long and hard about telling Trixi ev­ery­thing now, but I let it go. “Thank you for trust­ing me and for hav­ing a clear opin­ion about this,” and I hugged her, my fu­ture wife. “Whether it hap­pens to­day or to­mor­row, I can’t say. But I’m glad you’re stand­ing firmly be­hind me!” So, that was enough.


We sat next to each other on the bed and smoked our joints. We had never re­ally talked about it and I sensed that Trixi wanted to talk now. “I wasn’t even 13,” I be­gan, “when she first took me to her bed and of course I didn’t know why. Un­til then I had only mas­tur­bated to get rid of the sex­ual pres­sure, and now sud­denly I was al­lowed to fuck her as of­ten as I wanted, at noon, in the af­ter­noon, in the evening and at night. I walked around with my chest swelling with pride and yet I wasn’t al­lowed to give any­thing away. I dragged her by the hand into my pad for the gen­tle­men’s evening. She al­lowed her­self to be stripped naked with­out re­sis­tance and the mus­ke­teers looked on with re­ally wide eyes. She was never pretty, she was small and prone to get­ting fat. Her breasts hung down like heavy bal­loons and well over her cleft there was a thick black bush. The cleft it­self, the labia, were ob­scenely naked, there was not a sin­gle hair. She spread her labia apart with her hands and showed her clit, which was small, stiff and dark red. Her fin­gers played with the stiff, ornery clit as she stood in front of us. I didn’t know then, of course, that she was aroused and horny in her an­tic­i­pa­tion of the fuck­ing. You could see all the way deep into her fuck hole, all the way up to her kid­neys, as Karl the Lit­tle grinned. It was the vir­gin ride for the Mus­ke­teers, we were al­lowed to fuck her as of­ten as we could. The mus­ke­teers were quiet as mice when I fucked her, ev­ery­one was aware of the enor­mity of the for­bid­den. For years she let us all fuck her at the gen­tle­men’s evening, she was fuck­ing very pas­sively and never let on if she got aroused or not while be­ing fucked. She never mas­tur­bated in front of the mus­ke­teers, she only did that when we fucked just the two of us. She never had an or­gasm when she was fucked, but she would spread her legs like but­ter­fly wings and let me watch her in­tense mas­tur­ba­tion with a sar­donic grin, that guar­an­teed her, she would get fucked a sec­ond time. I soon had the feel­ing of be­ing her sex slave and that she also wanted to pun­ish the fa­ther who fucked my lit­tle sis­ter. But I didn’t es­cape her for a long time.”


Trixi lit the next joints. I in­haled with rel­ish and con­tin­ued talk­ing. “You barged into our gen­tle­men’s evening a cou­ple of times and stayed un­til the end, de­spite your dis­dain.” Trixi added, “it was the first time I saw a group fuck­ing, it was in­sanely awe­some to watch and re­pul­sive at the same time. I’ll never for­get the haughty and tri­umphant look she gave me when you fucked her!” We re­mained silent for a few mo­ments, the im­ages com­ing back up. “When you gave me the choice, I didn’t have to think long, I loved you with all my heart and for­bade my mother to come again to the gen­tle­men’s evening ever. I even skipped the gen­tle­men’s nights for a while, that’s how se­ri­ously I took my prom­ise to you. I have never been in her bed since. But she stub­bornly didn’t ac­cept it, of course. She would sneak into my room ev­ery night and I had to fuck her once or twice, when she let me watch her mas­tur­ba­tion af­ter the first fuck,  be­fore she left. She was the only one who let me watch her mas­tur­bate then, you did not and hid it from me, cow­ardly ly­ing that you never did it — un­til many months later. We fucked daily and didn’t stop un­til I was 18, fin­ished school and got an own dorm room.” Trixi snug­gled up to me. “I re­mem­ber how much it hurt me to see you fuck­ing her. I didn’t go again to the gen­tle­men’s night un­til you promised me not to fuck her again, even at gen­tle­men’s night. I was a mess at the time and didn’t talk to my mom un­til weeks later. She ad­vised me to right my ship even though it hurt a lot, al­though she un­der­stood much bet­ter than I did why you fucked her. At that time, I also clinged on for a long time to fuck with my girl­friends in the af­ter­noons. I was in­sanely keen and  happy to let them mas­tur­bate me to crazy­ness or fuck  clit‐to‐clit with them, long af­ter you took my vir­gin­ity, long af­ter I started to fuck your mus­ke­teers. I never told you be­cause I was ter­ri­bly ashamed, be­cause I cheated on you ev­ery af­ter­noon with my girl­friends!” We were silent for a long time, for much of this we had kept se­cret from each other. 


I smoked a third, last joint and I felt my soul float­ing over a quiet glassy lake. Trixi mur­mured, she won­dered how my sis­ter is do­ing? I had talked to her on the phone a few weeks ago, I lied smoothly, and could re­port. “She still goes to the fa­ther’s home once or twice a week and fucks him. Her nice and gen­tle, but un­worldly hus­band was un­em­ployed as ever, hunched over his Latin and Greek books. He knew it, but it didn’t bother him that she was fuck­ing the fa­ther. He liked fuck­ing her, but he per­formed badly — in, out, thank you Madame! He is a se­vere autist and has no idea about women and sex. He looks up from his texts won­der­ing, not un­der­stand­ing any­thing when she mas­tur­bates in bed. He has no idea why she mas­tur­bates at all daily and so of­ten. He doesn’t know the con­cept of fuck­ing or mas­tur­bat­ing and she had to make him un­der­stand af­ter the wed­ding that hus­band and wife had to fuck at night.” I still liked him quite a lot, he was very gen­tly and af­fec­tion­ate with my lit­tle sis­ter. “A real wooden post, a real sim­ple­ton, the good guy!” Trixi laughed. I felt sorry for my lit­tle sis­ter, she was al­ways ter­ri­bly afraid of get­ting preg­nant and she al­ready had an abor­tion. But the fa­ther didn’t care, he wanted to fuck Sat­ur­day night and Sun­day morn­ing till noon as of­ten as he could. He took it for granted that my sis­ter mean­while stayed over at his place sev­eral nights a week and fucked him humbly and slav­ishly. Trixis’ eyes blurred, the joint mak­ing her look soft and gen­tle. “Have you ever fucked her?” she asked in a low whis­per, and I laughed out loud. “What a ques­tion!” She looked at me drunk­enly. “Be hon­est!” I pulled my­self to­gether. “But of course I did, ever since the fa­ther de­flow­ered her af­ter 12 and for a very long time un­til I moved out of home, and by then I knew you al­ready for a year. Most nights she’d crawl into my bed long af­ter I’d come back from Mother’s bed­room and she from Fa­ther’s. She cud­dled up to me, ca­ress­ing my cock and some­times she cried be­cause she was very ashamed of be­ing so de­pen­dently ad­dicted to fa­ther’s fuck­ing. We fucked qui­etly, softly and pas­sion­ately al­most ev­ery night and some­times very sadly, but we loved each other very, very deeply! She fucked with me from age 12 on, in a very shy way and we were both about to learn how to fuck. But we learnt both day by day and in the end she could fuck well like the hook­ers in town. We fucked quite daily un­til she was 17 or 18. I never saw her mas­tur­bate, al­though she mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing ev­ery night in the dark next to me, of­ten for very long. She al­ways liked to put her legs spread on me and I had to fuck her with a fin­ger in her fuck­hole, so I got to feel her mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gas­ming up close. She never let me turn on the light, she could only mas­tur­bate in the dark, she claimed.” I as­sured Trixi that I have never fucked with my sis­ter since. I don’t know why I hid it from Trixi, but I will tell her one day ev­ery­thing.


When I had a free af­ter­noon, I vis­ited her to fuck. Since she was hap­pily mar­ried, she gave me in­ti­mate french kisses and mas­tur­bated in our fuck breaks com­pletely un­self­con­scious and let me watch will­ingly. She fucked still far from as good as my young no­ble whores, but I loved her with all my heart, my lit­tle sis­ter. I was al­lowed to squirt in­side, of course, she said ev­ery time be­fore fuck­ing, but I shouldn’t im­preg­nate her. We usu­ally fucked twice with a break, be­cause she wanted to mas­tur­bate very quickly and firmly to or­gasm af­ter fuck­ing, be­cause she never got an or­gasm there and was only strongly aroused af­ter. We fucked slowly and un­spec­tac­u­larly and long be­fore I came to squirt, she whis­pered dirty things in my ear. “Ohh, that feels good! I feel you, feel your strong cock thrust­ing in my fuck­hole! And squirt, squirt when­ever you like, squirt me full of your juice!” I don’t know where she got that from, maybe from her fa­ther. She hugged me tightly as I squirted. “Just squirt, my dar­ling, just squirt in­side as you like!  But please, please, please, don’t make me a baby!” she whis­pered anx­iously in my ear. Her dear hus­band then looked up from his books and mur­mured half aloud, I may not make her a baby, as she was scared to death of it. Only rarely did he look up to watch us fuck, al­though he was only an arm’s length away. 


The days flew by, Anni and I watched out well that Trixi did not catch us in the af­ter­noon. I had al­ready to­tally for­got­ten the “horny counter gift” af­ter a week. We went to bed soon af­ter din­ner and Trixi beamed at me like a gold florin. “I still have to thank you, re­mem­ber?” I af­firmed, though. Well. I was soon to be 35, age and the for­get­ting strikes early, I thought. Trixi slid naked out of bed and went to the stairs, call­ing Anni down. Anni came, a bath towel around her hips. She came in, dropped the bath towel and lay down be­tween us. Never be­fore had she been in the big bed with us. Trixi gen­tly and softly pushed Anni to­wards me. “My thanks, my gift!”


The two lit­tle dev­ils had ar­ranged this to­gether, it was im­me­di­ately ob­vi­ous to me. Trixi pushed her un­til Anni was in my arms. “You don’t need a con­dom, she hasn’t had her pe­riod yet!” Trixi whis­pered. I needed no fur­ther in­vi­ta­tion and when I touched Anni’s pussy with my hand, she smiled finely and whis­pered that she had  done the fore­play just be­fore, twice. 


Trixi held me close and gave me the warm feel­ing of her con­sent, then she di­rected my cock into Anni’s fuck­hole. Anni beamed all over her face as we fucked for the first time like man and wife in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. She had learned to fuck along very ac­tively and to ex­cite her­self quickly to or­gasm, un­like Trixi she did not mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing, but held me tightly hugged and pressed her lips on the side of my neck. Her strained face be­came all soft and ra­di­ant in or­gas­ming and she fucked right on to make me squirt. Trixi stroked my but­tocks and said I could re­ally squirt in, no dan­ger! I squirted and squirted and squirted un­til I had squirted it all in — fi­nally I had over­come my in­hi­bi­tion to squirt in Anni’s pussy. Anni and Trixi took turns kiss­ing me and proudly ca­ress­ing me as if I had just won a marathon. A short re­cov­ery break was enough for me, Trixi made my cock stiff again with her fist and put it into Anni’s hole with a wide grin. I fucked Anni twice that first night, and then when I turned to Trixi, she shook her head in sur­prise. “Car­di­ol­o­gist’s con­gress! I’ve al­ready had four of them plow­ing my field pretty good to­day.” Trixi smiled and her green eyes bright­ened. “Two thou­sand, in one day!” Even Anni had to smile. Trixi was prac­ti­cal and kept an eye on her money. So I had the last re­serve left for Anni, who was al­ready dog‐tired, she lay back very softly and gen­tly and let me pas­sively fuck her. All three of us were re­ally done.


Anni sleeps with us two or three times a week and there was only a short in­ter­rup­tion when she fell in love with Achim a year later. He sleeps only one night in our house, Anni had kept a few good stal­lions in the hindquar­ters and fucks with each like a fury her soul out from the body. I like to fuck her, mostly ev­ery af­ter­noon, and then in the evening with Trixi. I am the only one with whom she fucks with­out a con­dom, be­cause she still has no pe­riod at 17. 


I have stayed over at Ilse’s house only once a month for the past few years, and each time I have en­joyed the sex with her and a stranger be­yond be­lief. We’ve talked about di­vorce and I’m keep­ing my condo and she gets the un­re­stricted right to live there for free. When ev­ery­thing has gone through, I will pro­pose to Trixi and adopt Anni.


Af­ter the di­vorce, Trixi and I im­me­di­ately got mar­ried and I adopted Anni. Trixi and I were of one mind, the mar­i­tal fi­delity was not even on pa­per. She wanted to have the free­dom to fuck with her pas­sen­gers when­ever she wanted, also the fi­nan­cial as­pect was im­por­tant for her. I still visit Ilse once a month on my af­ter­noon off, fuck­ing with her and her lust­ful girl warms my body and soul. She al­ways has young and very young girls there and I never ask Ilse if she is al­ready of age. 


Anni lies with us daily in the evening. Trixi calls her down ev­ery time, when she gets too ex­hausted dur­ing the day. Even when Anni has a vis­i­tor, Trixi trudges up the stairs to­tally naked and en­ters the room. If the vis­i­tor is al­ready asleep, she wakes Anni up so she can lie down with me. It of­ten hap­pened that Trixi lay down to the vis­i­tor and let her­self be ex­hausted again when Anni said to her that the guy could do it well, as Anni told me broadly grin­ning when we fucked. 


She stud­ies with good suc­cess at the uni­ver­sity, Achim has long been lost in his­tory and since she is 23 and has her pe­riod, we fuck only with con­doms. She doesn’t waste time be­ing in love, she takes a one‐night‐stand a few times a month home, that’s enough for her, she says. Ev­ery time her lover is any good, she shoos Trixi up­stairs to get a good fuck­ing. She comes down to fuck me or watches them fuck­ing when I’m not there.  Anni knows how much Trixi likes to be fucked hard and that Trixi and I have a con­sen­sual ar­range­ment.


I go to Ilse less and less, I don’t like to be caught with a mi­nor. I may have al­ready fucked with all the whores in town, for me that’s va­ri­ety enough. I never see them as whores, to be hon­est, for me they are fuck­able, will­ing and horny girls. Since they work in the ho­tel busi­ness, they are usu­ally not ugly and younger than me. And when I drive night shift, I know that Anni and Trixi ride with a good stal­lion. But I re­ally en­joy fuck­ing with Trixi and Anni in the evening un­til ex­haus­tion. We are, I have al­ready said, a very spe­cial fam­ily. 


I will par­tic­i­pate in the cab busi­ness with a to­tal of 4 cars. In ten years I don’t want to drive a cab any­more. 






Maria


by Jack Faber © 2023




Maria leaned back. Piero was at work all week, he al­ways came home Fri­day night or Sat­ur­day morn­ing. She gen­tly stroked her belly, you couldn’t see very much yet, she was only 3 months preg­nant. She stroked her hand lower, her in­ner thighs were more sen­si­tive than ever. She had her pu­bic hair epi­lated on the left and right side of a land­ing strip, it was sup­posed to be a sur­prise for Piero. The skin was still a bit red­dened, but the skin of the labia and the clit was ten­der and fine and wanted to be ca­ressed. Ur­gently. 


Maria had dozed a lit­tle af­ter­wards, but the door­bell had star­tled her. She threw her dress around and held it to­gether with one hand, there was no time for but­ton­ing. She went to the door, it was Giuseppe, whom she knew only from school. She let him en­ter. He was very shy and in­hib­ited, that’s how she re­mem­bered him. He didn’t want a cof­fee, just a lemon­ade. He stared at the bare skin she couldn’t quite hide. He was get­ting to the point. The old cus­tom. Maria had to think for a mo­ment. The old cus­tom. Yes, now she re­mem­bered. Preg­nant women are for ev­ery­one. He couldn’t be se­ri­ous! 


Yet, yes, he said, it has al­ways been the case that preg­nant women were there for ev­ery­one, that was the old cus­tom. Mary sat down next to him, she was go­ing to give him a hand job, she whis­pered. But he shook his head. He in­sisted on the old cus­tom, it was his right. How would he have even known she was preg­nant? Giuseppe scratched his head. There’s a site on the In­ter­net, you can find them all there. Maria was very puz­zled, but she ac­cepted it, she could look later. Giuseppe fussed, he had al­ready idol­ized her in school, but she had never no­ticed him. Maria reached across the ta­ble for a cig­a­rette. Of course her dress fell apart, but she ig­nored it. She won­dered if she’ll make  him a hand­job af­ter all…. ? He reached out his hand, touched her in­ner thigh and ca­ressed it.


Maria didn’t give up so eas­ily. But she was at a loss, the ar­gu­ments were no longer enough. Giuseppe had taken a tear­ful tone and told how he had done ev­ery­thing, back in school, to catch a glimpse of her breasts or be­tween her legs, how night af­ter night while mas­tur­bat­ing he had seen those tiny mo­ments in his mind’s eye. Tears stream­ing down Giuseppe’s cheeks, Maria took his head to her bo­som and com­forted the poor man. She dropped her shoul­ders. She nod­ded res­o­lutely and looked at Giuseppe. “Right here, on the kitchen ta­ble?” she asked, not wait­ing for his an­swer. She lay down on the kitchen ta­ble, let­ting the dress hang down to her left and right. She put her legs up and let her knees fall apart. 


Giuseppe stood in front of the ta­ble, he touched her breasts, her belly, her pussy full of de­vo­tion and long­ing. “Come on, do it now,” Maria mur­mured. He dropped his pants to his an­kles. She looked at his cock, it was not par­tic­u­larly large, the glans had pushed through the fore­skin and was re­splen­dent in dark red. He pen­e­trated slowly, clos­ing his eyes to con­cen­trate fully on the sen­sa­tion. She was a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed, his cock was much smaller than Piero’s. She had come to Piero as a vir­gin, she had never fucked any­one but him. But now Giuseppe was here, he was only her sec­ond man. She slowly be­gan to mas­tur­bate, be­cause she also mas­tur­bated when Piero fucked her. She had been mas­tur­bat­ing since she was a child and mas­tur­bated her­self to sleep ev­ery night.


Giuseppe squirted way too early, way too soon. She held him back, telling him to keep his cock in­side her un­til she was done. It took a long time for her to or­gasm, Giuseppe’s soft cock was pushed out as she or­gasmed. He was com­pletely ir­ri­tated, he had never seen a woman or­gasm be­fore. He in­stinc­tively felt that it was good and right for her. He dressed and kissed Maria, who had stood up, on the mouth. She turned her head away, not want­ing to kiss with him, she mur­mured. “Thank you, Maria, it was beau­ti­ful! I won’t never for­get it!” At the door he turned again. “I’ll come back to­mor­row,” and left. 


He came ev­ery day, in the af­ter­noon. She had put a mat on the kitchen ta­ble, as well as some pads so she wouldn’t get bruises. They didn’t talk much, he just came to fuck. She let it pass with­out any emo­tion, only en­joy­ing the own or­gasm as usual. Fri­day she said that Piero was com­ing, Giuseppe left quickly af­ter the fuck­ing. She re­ceived Piero stormily, af­ter din­ner they im­me­di­ately went to bed fuck­ing. Then, when they were sit­ting next to each other in bed smok­ing, she brought up the old cus­tom. Piero re­mem­bered and fell out of all clouds. He im­me­di­ately called Carlo, and it took his best friend a few bars be­fore he un­der­stood ev­ery­thing. “Maria and Giuseppe? Don’t make me laugh,” said Carlo, “the gar­den gnome has never had one! Maria and Giuseppe! It’s un­be­liev­able!” Piero hung up, Carlo was no help. But he had in­deed con­firmed that this cus­tom ex­isted, it dated back to the time when the Turk­ish pi­rates be­sieged the Vene­tians here. Yes, Carlo had said, he him­self had fucked Giu­lia, his friend Pietro’s sis­ter, ev­ery day dur­ing her preg­nancy, and even Pietro couldn’t do any­thing about it ex­cept sit by stupidly and “watch over her.” Pietro sat on a stool op­po­site Giu­lia’s bed. He had never seen her naked be­fore, now she was ly­ing naked on the bed with her knees apart. Pietro looked very deep into his sis­ter’s pussy and watched the cocks pen­e­trat­ing Giu­lia’s pussy one by one and fuck­ing her very fast. The room grad­u­ally emp­tied, ev­ery­one had fucked Giu­lia and left. Giu­lia put her­self un­der the shower and Pietro, horny and naughty, fol­lowed her, never be­fore had he dared. He hugged her like a lover and whis­pered in her ear that he wanted to fuck her af­ter the shower. She was an­noyed at first, but re­al­ized how se­ri­ous he was. She lay down in bed and waited pa­tiently. Pietro lay down with her, touch­ing her body for the first time as an adult. He was older than her, but he was by no means smart. He had fucked many girls and women be­fore and now set about fuck­ing Giu­lia. She knew how stupid he was, but she was very amazed at how well he could fuck. Of all the boys and young men he was the cham­pion, she got ev­ery time a huge or­gasm. In the first nights he fucked her so many times that she had to stop him, ex­hausted.
She let him fuck her ev­ery night un­til she gave birth. She didn’t want to marry in any case and let him sleep in her bed as her hus­band. When Lina was 7 years old, he got mar­ried and af­ter­wards he only rarely came to fuck Giu­lia. It did not suit him at all that she sold her­self for money and there were reg­u­lar ar­gu­ments about it. 


A Cus­tom is a cus­tom. Giu­lia was an in­sanely pop­u­lar girl in his cir­cle of friends, and Piero only didn’t par­tic­i­pate longer be­cause he was so in love with Maria. But Piero had also fucked Giu­lia ev­ery day dur­ing her preg­nancy. She had al­ways kept her eyes down and had shame­fully and shyly let one af­ter an­other fuck her while the room was full of wait­ing, rut­ting boys. Giu­lia, Carlo said, click­ing his tongue, that’s a bril­liant one! Piero had hung up, be­cause with Carlo’s fuck­ing he had only par­tic­i­pated un­til he met Maria. 


Piero was lost in dark brood­ing. Maria im­me­di­ately called Giuseppe and told him it was enough, he should not come any­more. Maria un­der­stood Piero very well, Giuseppe had bro­ken into their mar­riage and taken her. She didn’t want Piero to suf­fer, she com­forted him and as­sured him that she was only his. She fucked him as of­ten as he could and let him go again Mon­day morn­ing. Of course Giuseppe came again, of course she let him fuck, but she told him to for­get it. And in no case come again with­out call­ing first, she would not open for him. 


But now Carlo was in the game. And Carlo could not be counted among the se­cre­tive. He called Maria and came. She had noth­ing to say to him. His friend­ship with Piero was not at risk, he said; Piero, too, would have to re­spect the old cus­tom. Maria let her dress slide openly apart, Carlo would fuck her in a mo­ment any­way. So it was. Maria in­sisted on do­ing it on the kitchen ta­ble and not des­e­crate their mar­riage bed. Any­way, Carlo fucked much bet­ter than Giuseppe, she mas­tur­bated and had won­der­ful or­gasms un­til he fin­ished cum­ing. Carlo said good­bye af­ter a grappa and came back the other day, shortly af­ter Giuseppe. Finzi, Carlo’s friend, also came later, Maria had fucked enough af­ter 3 men, mas­tur­bated all af­ter­noon and didn’t an­swer the phone. Maria had told ev­ery­one how un­wise it would be to tell Piero any­thing. One care­less word and Piero would freak out. Sure, they said. 


The next day all three came again, and af­ter din­ner Mar­cello, a good friend of Carlo’s, still came. The four‐legged gi­ant had an amaz­ingly small cock, but he fucked Maria three times non­stop, which was re­mark­able. She was ex­hausted from all the mas­tur­bat­ing and called Giu­lia. They hadn’t seen each other in ages and were soon chat­ting in a con­fi­den­tial tone. “It doesn’t stop af­ter birth,” Giu­lia said, “it’s a virus, you’ll never get rid of it!” That gave Maria a good scare. “But no one said you had to do it for free!” She, Giu­lia, take 200 ev­ery time, that was a fair price and who­ever didn’t want to pay didn’t have to come. Maria thanked for the good tip and gos­siped with Giu­lia for an­other hour. Then it was al­ready time to go to sleep. Maria ini­tially thought she had al­ready mas­tur­bated enough and had enough or­gasms to­day, but then came the old fa­mil­iar feel­ing in her pussy, which she knew so well since child­hood. She rubbed the clit just very gen­tly and softly, the plea­sure rose and she did it as al­ways. Start­ing over sev­eral times and stop­ping be­fore the or­gasm, again and again, un­til she couldn’t hold it back any longer and trig­gered the or­gasm vi­o­lently. Piero had al­ways en­joyed watch­ing her, but had usu­ally fallen asleep in mid­time.


Then the gen­tle­men were amazed, it was no longer free, but cost 200. Giuseppe came once more, but he was very dis­ap­pointed that she sold her­self for money. Finzi no more at all, it cost as much as in the city! Maria re­mained firm, 200! Carlo came only once a week, he could no more sneak money past his wife. Only to­wards Mar­cello Maria gave in, she in­vited him to fuck at half price. If he had no money, she still liked to let him fuck her and she had noth­ing to re­gret when he came very of­ten. He fucked the best of all, and Maria re­al­ized that there was some­thing to the say­ing; length does not mat­ter. 


Piero came late Fri­day night and she pulled him into bed right away. He could see from her face that she had had a few men. She would never lie to him and told him ev­ery­thing. She only hid the fact that she had a crush on the good Mar­cello. She ex­plained to him that she was only putting the money aside for her child, she didn’t want a penny of the shame­ful money. Con­sol­ing the in­con­solable Piero was a chal­lenge, he was of­fended in his manly honor and failed to fuck for the first time. One word gave the other, and sud­denly Maria wanted to know from Piero if and with which preg­nant women he had gone to fuck for plea­sure, the poor man had to list ev­ery woman and re­port ev­ery de­tail. He had red ears and con­fessed ev­ery­thing, and Maria told him plainly that her ad­ven­tures were noth­ing in com­par­i­son. Piero knew how right she was. But now he was the cuck­old. Maria swore to him that she wouldn’t let them fuck her any­more, and she swore to her­self that she wouldn’t tell him any­thing. Pe­riod. 


There were now also men from the sur­round­ing area, from the old fish­ing vil­lages. They had to pay the same as in the city, but they didn’t have to travel as far and they got a fresh, young 19 year old and not a used up road swal­low. Maria had to man­age her time well, do­ing ev­ery­thing in the morn­ing, from noon on the men came ev­ery hour un­til late evening or even longer. Usu­ally she fucked 5 or 6 men in one day, some­times 8 or more. She show­ered her pussy af­ter each man and put lo­tion on her pussy. And she noted each one in her cal­en­dar.


Piero was in­con­solable. Maria pro­fessed not to have fucked any­one, but when he looked into Carlo’s eyes at the evening beer in the pub, he knew. He de­spised his friend, who lied to him shame­lessly. How could he do it to him, to fuck his wife! He stayed away from the beer, he bought the booze and drank alone at home. The sex with Maria didn’t go so well, he couldn’t get it up. Maria walked around naked at home, but it didn’t help much, his eyes were greedy, but his cock didn’t co­op­er­ate. Piero sank into dull brood­ing, he went to the con­struc­tion site al­ready Sun­day evening. He couldn’t stand it any­more, con­stantly fail­ing and that she was ly­ing to him, even less. 


Maria was very hard­work­ing, 8 men ev­ery day, not a day less. She had set­tled well on the kitchen ta­ble, du­ti­fully washed her pussy and creamed her­self with lo­tion. She was friendly to the men, they were in a way cus­tomers who came back. Some she knew quite well and knew who liked to do it from be­hind. And she cul­ti­vated the friend­ship with Giu­lia. She was not only a pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tion­al­ist, but also a very ex­pe­ri­enced ad­vi­sor. Giu­lia was 7 or 8 years ahead of her, and that was a great ad­van­tage for the 19‐year‐old. She knew ad­vice on how to avoid stretch marks on the belly and the hips, where to buy big­ger bras cheaply. And, of course, she lis­tened care­fully about Marias mar­riage to Piero. She thought it was quite im­por­tant that Piero did not sink un­der­ground; he of­ten stayed out nights, got sense­lessly drunk, and woke up at noon next to a name­less sad­dle­back. Maria feared the end of her mar­riage.


Giu­lia knew ad­vice. She would lure him to her­self, it was much bet­ter to know where he was and what he was up to. Of course it wasn’t com­pletely al­tru­is­tic, Piero had been on Giu­lia’s menu for a long time. He had fucked her a lot 8 years ago when she was preg­nant, and she hadn’t for­got­ten him. Maria knew all this, but she trusted Giu­lia com­pletely. The older woman knew what she was do­ing. 


Piero let him­self drift with the wind, los­ing Maria in such a mis­er­able way com­pletely broke him. Giu­lia had no trou­ble lur­ing him into her web. He closed his eyes, it was a very dif­fer­ent Giu­lia he was fuck­ing now. No longer the shy 17 year old girl who de­murely low­ered her eyes when a man pen­e­trated her pussy. No, a con­fi­dent young woman who de­manded money from her lovers and could live a lux­u­ri­ous life with her daugh­ter. He did not move in with her, but he slept with her ev­ery night. He had lost the job, they couldn’t use a drunk. He slept with Giu­lia as her hus­band, and in the af­ter­noon he took care of her daugh­ter Lina. He drank only in the evenings, but Giu­lia had judged him cor­rectly, he was not an al­co­holic. She kept re­port­ing to Maria reg­u­larly how things were go­ing. 


Piero, of course, no longer had any idea what he had learned at school. Nev­er­the­less, he sat with Lina ev­ery af­ter­noon and stud­ied with the 8‐year‐old. The child was ex­tremely smart and in­quis­i­tive. She did her writ­ten home­work first and then her oral home­work. When she was done with that, too, she re­searched on the In­ter­net about things that in­ter­ested her. Piero sat next to her, study­ing with her. When she wasn’t clear on an as­sign­ment, she would put one foot up on the edge of the chair and tug ex­cit­edly at her pussy. He watched it out of the cor­ner of his eye, but said noth­ing. 


Lina said, “Don’t look!” and he obeyed. She pulled her panties aside and rubbed her clit. Af­ter two min­utes she had fin­ished and called out, “You can look again!” and he looked again. She had ac­cepted him as a friend and replied with her face flushed, “I’ve seen it done at Mom’s and I do it ex­actly the same way at night. I rub it a dozen times and stop again. Then, when it’s enough, I mas­tur­bate to or­gasm and sleep. I be­lieve that it is right that way.” Piero nod­ded sadly; Maria did it that way too, ev­ery night. The con­ver­sa­tion had re­laxed Lina, now she let him look when she mas­tur­bated while study­ing or do­ing in­ter­net re­search. He shook his head, no, he didn’t want her to mas­tur­bate, that wasn’t proper. Lina shrugged her shoul­ders, okay. Then don’t. Lina mas­tur­bated ev­ery af­ter­noon, of­ten twice, and the lit­tle ex­hi­bi­tion­ist let him watch com­pletely un­in­hib­ited. Lina now took off her un­der­pants ev­ery time, spread her legs like but­ter­fly wings and mas­tur­bated re­ally un­abashedly in front of Piero’s nose. “You’re not a vir­gin any­more,” he ex­claimed in hor­ror, “at seven years old!”  Lina paused in her mas­tur­ba­tion. “I’ve been 13 two months ago, and of course I’m not a vir­gin! Un­cle Finzi comes ev­ery Sat­ur­day at noon, af­ter all, when Mom is out shop­ping. He fucks me re­ally fast and runs away again af­ter some min­utes. The fuck­ing makes me a lit­tle bit hot, but I al­ways have to mas­tur­bate af­ter­wards!” Piero didn’t re­ply any­thing, be­cause Finzi was a child fucker, at least that was a ru­mor. And that a 13‐year‐old girl let her­self be fucked in such an un­spec­tac­u­lar way, Piero found wretched. Would Lina also have a child out of wed­lock at 17 like Giu­lia? 


Maria had been busy fuck­ing and cash­ing in, the dis­grace money had al­ready grown to over 75,000. Now it was time to stop, there were only days left un­til the birth. The old mid­wife did very busy, but the real work was done by the young one. She had had a good train­ing and the birth went quite smoothly. Maria gave birth to An­gelina at 8 o’clock in the evening, a healthy, beau­ti­ful child. Piero was the first to join them. It took only a split sec­ond for them to know that they loved each other. Maria hugged Piero very tightly. They would move away, to an­other city. He would give up drink­ing and work, and she would give up other men, be a faith­ful wife and mother, and never fuck an­other man again. They promised that each other and stuck to it. They be­came lov­ing, faith­ful spouses and An­gelina grew up to be a gor­geous girl. 


Only many years later, when Maria was 35, she fell in love with a 14‐year‐old. She had told Piero and he let her, she just should not make her­self un­happy. She fell for his child­ish charm, his child­ish body and, above all, of course, his child­ish cock. She had never had such a young cock in her hand, it was slim and long and squirted, that it was a joy when she gen­tly pulled the fore­skin back and forth over the glans. She gave him time and waited pa­tiently to fuck him, there was no hurry. She let him squirt many a times in her hand, later on end­lessly in her mouth, drink­ing his seed like hon­eyed mead, for Franco loved it, when she licked him with her tongue and lips. Soft as an an­gel, she cud­dled with Franco, had ex­plained to him be­fore­hand ex­actly how the fuck­ing goes and what was im­por­tant in it. She let him feel her G‐Spot, that was the trig­ger. That was im­por­tant. 


Franco’s cock was drip­ping with ex­cite­ment and he squirted im­me­di­ately when he first en­tered her pussy. She kept him in­side her, ca­ress­ing his back and ass cheeks un­til he was stiff again. It lasted only a very short time, he had a good con­di­tion. They fucked non­stop for three days and three nights, leav­ing the bed only to pee. They saw each other al­most ev­ery day af­ter that, but if Maria had ad­mit­ted it to her­self, it was over af­ter that three days. She clung to Franco, but af­ter 2 months he broke free. She cried for a day, then got over it. 


She had a few more af­fairs, but she never let any­one get un­der her skin that deeply again. 






Giu­lia’s Fight


by Jack Faber © 2023




The old doc­tor con­firmed to Palom­ina that she was preg­nant. “You have a very nice pussy,” the les­bian doc­tor said, “and a very nice, pointed clit!” Palom­ina was un­com­fort­able with the old woman tam­per­ing with her jew­els, but it had to be done. “And, do you prac­tice dili­gently, do you of­ten make it with the clit?” Palom­ina blushed slightly and then ad­mit­ted that she did it some­times, once a week per­haps. No, she had al­ways hid­den it from her hus­band, it was very pri­vate af­ter all! The old doc­tor asked her if she was aware of the old cus­tom? Palom­ina only knew roughly what it was about, and the old woman en­light­ened her. Ric­cardo was not go­ing to like that at all, the way he was tick­ing. He was ea­ger for her to marry as a vir­gin and was mighty proud that she was. The old woman said that it was a nice cus­tom, but she should make sure that the guys washed their dicks clean, be­cause there was a risk of in­fec­tion and it could lead to a mis­car­riage. Palom­ina thanked her and left, the old woman grabbed the phone and called Carlo. 


The next day Carlo rang her door­bell. Palom­ina of­fered a cof­fee and lis­tened to him with in­creas­ing hor­ror. It was per­fectly clear to her that she could do noth­ing against the cus­tom. Cry­ing silently, she went into the liv­ing room and dropped her clothes, trem­bling. She lay down on the couch and hid her weep­ing face in her hands. “Don’t do it, Carlo, please don’t do it!” she begged, but the juices in her aroused pussy were al­ready drip­ping treach­er­ously. Carlo did, of course. He liked be­ing the first, he liked it when the chaste and faith­ful new­ly­weds cried, he liked very much fuck­ing some­one else’s wife. Palom­ina couldn’t com­plain, Carlo fucked her well and waited to cum un­til her or­gasm had sub­sided. “See you soon,” he said and left. She nod­ded and took it upon her­self not to say any­thing to Ric­cardo. Then she con­tin­ued to cry. 


Giu­lia’s par­ents raged. Barely 17, no hus­band far and wide and al­ready preg­nant! Giu­lia had told noth­ing about the Bel­gian or French­man, it were stormy nights with the tourist. She didn’t even know his full name or an ad­dress. But she had let her­self be de­flow­ered and had given her­self com­pletely to him. She did not ar­gue with her par­ents, she packed her things and took a rented apart­ment. The par­ents sent Pietro af­ter her. Surely the stupid girl could not be with­out a male pro­tec­tor! Pietro was ex­tremely stupid and sim­ple‐minded, and he obeyed with­out con­tra­dic­tion. He slept on the couch and Giu­lia in the big mar­i­tal bed.


Carlo came, he was al­ways the first. Pietro knew the old cus­tom, he had of­ten gone with Carlo and his gang to fuck young preg­nant women, most re­cently Palom­ina, who, weep­ing in­con­solably, sur­ren­dered to the lads and pa­tiently like sheep let them all fuck her. Palom­ina was so good to fuck that Pietro fucked her twice in any case, on some days even three times. So now Carlo had come for fuck­ing Giu­lia. Pietro said he had to watch her and would sit qui­etly on a chair. Okay, said Carlo. 


Pietro had never seen Giu­lia naked, he didn’t re­ally know any­thing about her. Did she mas­tur­bate? Was she fuck­ing? Yes, prob­a­bly so, she was preg­nant af­ter all. Of course he didn’t know who had im­preg­nated her. But no mat­ter, he now sat at the foot of her bed and propped him­self up on the board. Giu­lia lay naked in front of him, her pussy just an arm’s length away. He looked at the pussy with pro­fes­sional in­ter­est, it was a beau­ti­ful pussy. She had pulled her labia apart with one hand and the fin­gers of the other hand were gen­tly play­ing with her clit. She had a very nice, big clit and it got hard very quickly from the ca­ress­ing. Giu­lia low­ered her eyes vir­ginally as Carlo mounted her. Pietro knew Carlo’s cock of course, now he was mak­ing his way. Giu­lia’s vagina ad­justed to his cock, the black fuzz of hair over her cleft bris­tled, the tiny hairs stood up.


Pietro fol­lowed the fuck­ing with great in­ter­est, Giu­lia was one of those girls who mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing. Pietro no­ticed that Carlo waited to squirt and con­tin­ued fuck­ing. Giu­lia’s or­gasm came short and hard, now Carlo could fi­nally squirt. Groan­ing, the boyfriend rose and Giu­lia went into the bath­room. Pietro opened the door, Gino, Tadzio and the child‐fucker Finzi came in. They let the un­pleas­ant Finzi be first, he didn’t last 2 min­utes and dis­ap­peared like a weasel. Carlo stood in the door­way while Tadzio and Gino fucked Giu­lia one af­ter the other. They were both very ded­i­cated and po­litely waited to squirt un­til Giu­lia was done mas­tur­bat­ing. Then the 3 friends went out to­gether into the night. 


Giu­lia stood un­der the shower. Pietro licked his lips in ex­cite­ment, then res­o­lutely joined her in the shower. She was ob­vi­ously ir­ri­tated, but he hugged her un­der the shower and whis­pered in her ear that he would fuck her later. “No, you won’t!” brusquely Giu­lia fought him off, “Brother!” He had only been wait­ing for that. “The old cus­tom does not for­bid the brother,” he said con­fi­dently, “all may, it says! And I’ve got­ten so in­sanely horny from watch­ing, look!” Giu­lia be­gan to wa­ver. Maybe he was right? In any case, he had a re­ally huge hard‐on. She ar­gued back and forth some more, but he could feel she was go­ing to give in. She lay down in bed, and he fol­lowed her. 


Giu­lia was still quite in­ex­pe­ri­enced in fuck­ing, but she ad­mit­ted to her­self that Pietro fucked best of all. She stopped mas­tur­bat­ing in the mid­dle of fuck­ing, she got the or­gasm while fuck­ing, and damn it, how! She was now in­flamed and cud­dled up to Pietro. What did he like the most? she asked and he an­swered that it was her mas­tur­bat­ing that got him the most fired up. She had ex­pected some­thing else, Carlo’s fuck­ing or Tadzio’s, those were very good. But her mas­tur­bat­ing? She asked to be sure he wasn’t fuck­ing with her, but he kept at it. “Do you like to see it again?” she asked and he nod­ded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally. She started to mas­tur­bate and pulled his head by the hair in front of her pussy. In­deed, he loved it, she could see that quite clearly from his cock com­ing to life. If he may fuck her even be­fore or­gasm, the big boy asked and she nod­ded. He mounted her im­me­di­ately and fucked away, she let her or­gasm come in the fuck­ing. Was that a glo­ri­ous thing! 


Giu­lia didn’t need a man, she had Pietro who fucked her won­der­fully and pow­er­ful night af­ter night. He sat at the foot of the bed ev­ery time some­one came to fuck her. She was es­pe­cially happy about Piero, he was also very good at fuck­ing and he came re­li­ably ev­ery day. When her belly was al­ready quite big, he fucked her from be­hind, waited with the squirt­ing un­til Giu­lia had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and only then squirted. Piero was the only one who be­haved so po­litely, the oth­ers didn’t care if she had al­ready fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. Shortly be­fore she had her child, he fell madly in love and didn’t come to fuck any­more.


No sooner had she given birth to An­gelina than her par­ents came again. Lina this, Lina that. Giu­lia kept the dis­tance, they had os­tra­cized her, now let the devil take them! She and Pietro were par­ents enough for Lina, grand­par­ents were not wanted. Es­pe­cially since her mother wanted to in­ter­fere in the up­bring­ing, but Giu­lia pre­vented it. Brother Pietro was an ex­cel­lent man, he was dili­gent at work and very dili­gent at fuck­ing. Giu­lia liked her brother very much, she felt safe with him sit­ting at the foot of the bed when she was be­ing fucked by a lover. She al­ways ar­ranged it so that he could look very deep into her lit­tle fuck­hole be­fore and af­ter fuck­ing and mas­tur­bated for his sake in a very provoca­tive, ob­scene and friv­o­lous way to make him re­ally  horny like an ape. She took money from ev­ery­one, free was only the air to breathe. The money al­lowed her to live a lux­u­ri­ous life. 


Pietro mar­ried the butcher’s daugh­ter, a big fat onanist who only had mas­tur­bat­ing on her mind. Pietro only came to fuck once a week now, he was very un­happy with the mar­riage, but he had been keen to get the butch­ery. Gio­vanna, his wife, mas­tur­bated all day, her labia and poor clit were con­stantly red­dened. But Gio­vanna only made her­self have one or­gasm a day be­fore go­ing to sleep af­ter they fucked. Any­way, Pietro was amazed ev­ery time how vi­o­lently she mas­tur­bated be­fore fall­ing asleep and how she let her­self be torn by the or­gasm. She didn’t like fuck­ing at all, al­though he in­sisted of course, she didn’t want chil­dren ei­ther and she pre­ferred it when he went to the preg­nant women with the other guys to fuck them. Pietro was very an­noyed that he had to force her to fuck ev­ery night and now he brought three or four friends home ev­ery time. He woke Gio­vanna up and had her fucked, one by one. Gio­vanna howled at this hu­mil­i­a­tion, but she had to let his friends fuck her un­til the last. They of­ten fucked her for long hours be­cause they had not had enough. Giu­lia for her part was happy ev­ery time her brother called up to fuck her, she freed her­self for him. Un­for­tu­nately, he of­ten didn’t come for weeks. 


Her friend Maria and Piero were hav­ing real mar­i­tal prob­lems. Giu­lia promised to help and im­me­di­ately caught Piero. He was com­pletely dev­as­tated and drank too much, he had also lost his job. She pro­ceeded vig­or­ously, to drink he got only af­ter din­ner. He was not an al­co­holic, she rec­og­nized that im­me­di­ately, he sim­ply could not tol­er­ate al­co­hol. Af­ter two weeks he was con­tent with two grap­pas af­ter din­ner. She had made it clear to him that he fucked much bet­ter when he wasn’t drunk, that tipped the scales. And she wanted him like she had 10 years ago. She lis­tened pa­tiently when he talked about Maria, he was still madly in love with her and he told her ev­ery­thing frankly, how of­ten they fucked, how and how of­ten Maria mas­tur­bated her­self and that she liked it best when he mas­tur­bated her be­fore she was asleep. Giu­lia sup­ported him, re­in­forced his be­lief that they would get back to­gether as soon as the other men stopped fuck­ing the preg­nant Maria. Giu­lia was firmly con­vinced of that. And she was glad that he stud­ied ev­ery day with Lina, who had since be­come one of the best in the school. 


Lina mas­tur­bated from the first day on Piero’s lap and mas­tur­bated again right away. He looked at her labia and clit, he spread her vagi­nal open­ing with his fin­gers and looked deep into her lit­tle fuck­hole. She let him look shame­lessly, the sly one. He looked at her very closely. Lina was no longer child­like, he would prob­a­bly have es­ti­mated her at 15 or 16. The red­dish‐blond hair hung down to her hips, the pre­co­cious green eyes had seen a lot. “I used to watch mom quite of­ten when she let a man fuck her, but even­tu­ally it got bor­ing. But when you fuck her, she seems so de­vout — Lina searched for a word — then she’s com­pletely be­side her­self!” Lina’s breasts were only grow­ing, the whole physique rounded and wom­anly. The light blond hair fuzz an­nounced the pu­bic hair and the hairs stood up perk­ily when she was aroused. She was in­sanely fond of let­ting him mas­tur­bate her, he had learned that from Maria, who al­ways let him mas­tur­bate her one more time be­fore she tiredly fell asleep. “You have to rub the clit,” she said when he mas­tur­bated her the first day. Piero smiled, “lean all the way back, un­clench, and imag­ine you’re ly­ing in a soft down bed. I know how to do it!” He bit his lips, he had al­ways said that to Maria about the down bed. Lina in­sanely liked to let him mas­tur­bate her, he had learned that from Maria, who al­ways let him mas­tur­bate her once more be­fore she tiredly fell asleep. Lina en­joyed his mas­tur­bat­ing, he clev­erly stayed away from her big clit and mas­tur­bated the clit only just be­fore the or­gasm, dur­ing and af­ter­wards fur­ther, she had never man­aged that her­self. The whole first week she let him mas­tur­bate her two or three times in the af­ter­noon, yakking non­stop about fuck­ing, fuck­ing with him, un­til he got all woozy. And she clev­erly waited a day. She lay naked on his lap again and spread her labia with her fin­gers. “Come fuck me, Un­cle Piero!” He looked in­quir­ingly into her eyes to see if she meant it, then car­ried her to the couch. He un­dressed and lay down with her. “You re­ally want it?” he asked again, and she nod­ded, “I’ve wanted it for a long time!” 


She looked at his cock, “oh my, it’s never go­ing in,” she said in a whiny tone, “un­cle Finzi just has a much smaller one!” Piero knew Finzi’s dick, it had stopped de­vel­op­ing some­where around 12. “We’ll be very care­ful, he’s sure to go in,” he said. He slowly and care­fully pen­e­trated her vagina, the vagina widened and ad­justed. How­ever, he could not pen­e­trate deeply, she was still a child. His cock didn’t even go in half­way, then he felt re­sis­tance. He fucked her slowly and de­lib­er­ately, she be­came very aroused, but she did not have an or­gasm. “You’ll have to help it long with mas­tur­bat­ing if it doesn’t come that way,” he said and she nod­ded. She mas­tur­bated re­ally fast and got her or­gasm, then he squirted, squirted all in. He had been fuck­ing her for al­most three quar­ters of an hour and he liked it a lot. She laughed brightly as he squirted and mur­mured that she could feel the squirt­ing in, she never had that with Finzi. They lay side by side for a while longer, then he got up, “we haven’t learned any­thing yet to­day!”


This is how it went on for the next few months, he fucked Lina ev­ery day in the af­ter­noon, some days twice and fucked Giu­lia at night. Of course Giu­lia brought it up be­cause she knew that Lina mas­tur­bated while study­ing. He said, yeah sure, but it didn’t bother him. Lina usu­ally stripped naked, he re­ported, she lay down on his lap, spread her legs and mas­tur­bated in front of him. It was okay for him, he said, she has a huge clit and Giu­lia laughed, “she has a huge French­man‐clit!” and that gave proper con­ver­sa­tion. “Finzi, the bas­tard, fucks my lit­tle girl ev­ery Sat­ur­day,” Giu­lia said to Piero’s amaze­ment, “the neigh­bor saw it her­self, through the win­dow.” Piero said Lina had al­ready told him, “but Finzi can’t fuck well, even your 10‐year‐old daugh­ter knows that. He fucks for a minute or two at most, then he dis­ap­pears im­me­di­ately, not car­ing about her or­gasm. She has to do that her­self af­ter­wards.” Giu­lia said she would kick Finzi in the balls, but hard and force­fully! Piero asked if he should do it, but Giu­lia waved it off, say­ing she would do it her­self. “I’d rather you would fuck her, and not that wretched thug!” ex­claimed Giu­lia. Piero nod­ded un­der­stand­ingly, he will be very happy to do it, he said. He didn’t men­tion with a word that he fucked Lina al­ready ev­ery day since the first week, the sneaky boy!  Maybe Lina would want to fuck him when  Finzi was out of the race, but he would cer­tainly not ac­tively se­duce her, he could not. But was it for her as a mother…? Giu­lia waved off again. “I have never re­stricted Lina, never pa­tron­ized her. Since she can mas­tur­bate, she does it, and that’s okay. If she wants to fuck at the age of 10, then so be it, but not with a child‐fucker like Finzi. When she gets her pe­riod, I’ll tell her all about con­tra­cep­tion so she can de­cide for her­self when to have a baby. She is al­ready quite pre­co­cious, her French­man‐breasts are al­ready bud­ding vis­i­bly. Maybe she will get her pe­riod as early as 14 or 15, I pay a lot of at­ten­tion to that.” Piero was quite de­jected. He had been ashamed in front of Giu­lia when he ad­mit­ted that Lina lay naked on his lap to mas­tur­bate and that he some­times mas­tur­bated Lina as well. Not with a word had he told Giu­lia that he had been fuck­ing her daugh­ter ev­ery day for weeks, some­days twice, from the first week on. But Giu­lia hadn’t even bat­ted an eye­lash, for her it was okay, if he fucked her daugh­ter. Piero fucked that night with Giu­lia all in­ti­mate and dreamy and had Lina’s pussy and clit in front of his eyes.


Giu­lia had ac­tu­ally and lit­er­ally kicked Finzi in the balls and threat­ened him vi­o­lently if he ap­proached Lina again. Lina was dis­ap­pointed that Finzi didn’t come again, so Piero could ex­plain to her that Giu­lia had sent the douchebag to the desert. She shouldn’t fuck Finzi, but fuck him if she ab­so­lutely had to, Giu­lia had said. Lina bit her fin­ger­nails. “With you? Doesn’t she know?” she asked, her eyes wide, and he nod­ded in af­fir­ma­tion.


Giu­lia even­tu­ally let it slip that she knew. She very rarely both­ered them in the af­ter­noon, that’s when the men came to fuck her. But some­times she came over and left right away, she nod­ded kindly and let them con­tinue fuck­ing. Some­times she would stand mo­tion­less and just watch the fuck­ing with glit­ter­ing eyes. Piero quickly got used to fuck­ing Lina once or twice in the af­ter­noon, be­cause he liked it very much. He was more cheer­ful than he had been in a long time, al­ways think­ing about Maria and hop­ing she would even­tu­ally get tired of fuck­ing so many men and none as hon­estly as she did with him. It was clear to him how much he loved her with all his heart and only be­cause of that he didn’t en­joy the fact that she let her­self be fucked by so many name­less peo­ple. Some­times, when he was fuck­ing in­tensely with Lina or Giu­lia, his brain would play tricks on him, then he would only see Maria and stam­mer her name. He could not know, of course, that Giu­lia was faith­fully re­port­ing all of it to Maria. 


Lina was cu­ri­ous and wanted to know what it was like, fuck­ing from be­hind? She had picked it up at school and was con­fused. Is that where you fuck into her ass­hole? Piero smiled. “Ac­tu­ally some do, but not me, I don’t like it at all.” But if she meant fuck­ing from be­hind, of course he did that, just not in the ass­hole, but prop­erly. Lina thought about it, he could tell by the look on her face. He had her kneel down on all fours and pen­e­trated her vagina from be­hind. “Got it,” Lina said and tried to get up, but he said you don’t do things by halves. He fucked her from be­hind and now al­most all his cock went into her pussy! Lina or­gasmed for the first time while fuck­ing. She was amazed. “That was some­thing!” she ex­claimed, “an or­gasm with­out mas­tur­bat­ing!” Piero smiled, say­ing that ev­ery­one is dif­fer­ent. Some like this, oth­ers like that. He sat down next to her on the floor and lit a cig­a­rette. She took it from his hand. “I smoke at school,” she ex­plained. But now she needed a cig­a­rette, be­cause the or­gasm of fuck­ing was some­thing very fine! So it hap­pened that he al­most al­ways fucked her from be­hind and she al­most al­ways had an or­gasm. 


Giu­lia rushed him, he had to go to the mid­wives very quickly, “your Maria is hav­ing the baby!” He ran, tears stream­ing down his face. He then had to wait three hours in the an­te­room, smok­ing one af­ter the other. Then he was al­lowed to see her. He knew in the first sec­ond that they loved each other, madly loved each other. She beamed at him and threw back the cov­ers. An­gelina. He had seen ba­bies be­fore, but this sleep­ing child was their own. He looked at her closely; she had ob­vi­ously taken af­ter Maria. He kissed Maria for the hun­dredth time. 


“It’s over,” she said with a beam­ing smile, “we’ll buy a house, I even know which one al­ready. With the dis­grace‐money we can pay for it al­most en­tirely, you give up drink­ing and find a new job, dammit! I’ve fucked enough men now, I’ll never fuck any­one but you again, word of honor! Agreed?” Piero couldn’t get a word out. He nod­ded and kept nod­ding. “We’ll be there for An­gelina and we’ll make love like be­fore!” Maria had grown up so much overnight, so smart. Piero was hap­pier than he had been in months. 


He stayed with Giu­lia for a few more days, their fuck­ing was a long good­bye and his deep grat­i­tude. Giu­lia let Lina sleep with them in the big mar­i­tal bed, he fucked both of them in turn and Giu­lia was amazed when Lina got one or­gasm af­ter an­other while fuck­ing from be­hind. Lina’s face danced back and forth over her body, in or­gasm she bared her face on Giu­lia’s bo­som, gasp­ing and trem­bling. They stayed in bed for days, leav­ing school and fuck­ers out, they were fuck­ing non­stop. Dur­ing his breaks for recre­ation, Lina mas­tur­bated in front of their eyes, be­cause she had a strong ten­dency to ex­hi­bi­tion­ism. He fucked them both as of­ten as he could. He kissed, hugged and cud­dled with both of them, for it was good­bye for­ever. 


He headed off to pick up his wife and daugh­ter. 






Carlo’s Raids
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Palom­ina went to the old doc­tor ev­ery morn­ing. She was in per­fect health; there was noth­ing to ex­am­ine. The doc­tor hummed with sat­is­fac­tion, Palom­ina had a very nice clit and she rubbed the young girl slowly and with plea­sure to or­gasm. When no other pa­tient was wait­ing, she con­tin­ued rub­bing with a wide grin, mak­ing Palom­ina moan and groan and gasp her way to the next or­gasm. Palom­ina had enough af­ter two or­gasms and went home com­pletely re­laxed. 


Late in the af­ter­noon Carlo came to fuck with Gino and Tadzio as usual. Palom­ina was look­ing for­ward in ad­vance, but when they came, she played the cry­ing new­ly­wed who was robbed of her in­no­cence by the wild guys. This was the role she her­self liked best and she only had to think of her poor Ric­cardo, whom she de­ceived and lied to ev­ery day, and the tears would flow. If she would ad­mit it to her­self, the three poach­ing barons all fucked bet­ter than Ric­cardo, who worked un­til late in the evening and came home tired. He didn’t have much strength left but to stick his cock in and squirt in, which some­times went all by it­self. If not, she rubbed his cock, which stuck in her pussy, very gen­tly with her fin­gers, as he had shown her. He was al­ways too tired to fuck, he much pre­ferred to be rubbed with her fin­gers. She had no idea of Ric­cardo’s past life. As a child he had al­ways played with his build­ing blocks in the mar­riage bed when the mother’s girl­friends came to lick each other’s cunt and clit. It in­ter­ested him later be­cause he got to fuck the girl­friend from be­hind and watch over her shoul­der as she licked the mother’s clit to or­gasm. He was al­lowed to fuck them all and when there was no girl­friend, the mother let him fuck her, from the front like a man. The mother had taught him to lick the clit in the right way. If he licked the girl who licked the mother to or­gasm at the same time, she pa­tiently let him fuck her from be­hind and let him squirt all over in­side even when she could get preg­nant. The fa­ther they did not miss them both, he worked in Swe­den and plowed the Swedish fur­rows at night. Only when Ric­cardo grew up did he re­al­ize that the mother was a les­bian, but it made no dif­fer­ence to him if he fucked a les­bian, they had a hole just like the non‐les­bians. Palom­ina was still a vir­gin when they got mar­ried, he fucked her ev­ery night for the first month and taught her to mas­tur­bate him with her hand. He found that it was most plea­sur­able when he just stuck his cock in and let it squirt on its own. Palom­ina quickly learned to re­ally mas­tur­bate his cock when he put it in. She al­ways had to smile when she thought that she had im­preg­nated her­self in this way all by her­self. She had no idea about fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing at that time, even that she learned only from the old doc­tor. The three mus­ke­teers were the first men with whom she fucked re­ally and reg­u­larly, and her hus­band didn’t even need to know that. He was so sat­is­fied with her, rub­bing his cock and mak­ing it squirt into her pussy, that was all he wanted. Sun­day morn­ing they fucked prop­erly, he licked her clit af­ter fuck­ing quite mas­ter­fully and she loved that very much, it made her all fuzzy and she was re­ally ex­hausted af­ter those strong or­gasms. Palom­ina stroked his head gen­tly, he had done more than enough, she had al­ready had the real fuck­ing that af­ter­noon. She would mas­tur­bate a lit­tle be­fore go­ing to sleep, in the way the doc­tor had shown her and the doc­tor would do it to her again to­mor­row.


Carlo had talked to the doc­tor on the phone, she said Maria, Piero’s wife, had let her be­ing mas­tur­bated pa­tiently with­out a word, but she wasn’t a bit of a les­bian like Palom­ina, who didn’t know it her­self, but came back ev­ery morn­ing to get an or­gasm or two. Oth­er­wise, there was not much to re­port, young Laura had be­come preg­nant. Of course Carlo went with Gino and Tadzio to see Laura. The 17 year old was not at a loss for words, but was fright­ened at first. But she caught her­self again, they should bet­ter re­frain from fuck­ing, her Mauro can’t take a joke there! Nev­er­the­less, she let her­self be raped by the three with a beam­ing smile. She didn’t get an or­gasm, but she had not fucked many a men, so she was very cu­ri­ous, how the three per­formed. She laughed and de­manded a sec­ond and third round, which only Tadzio could man­age, the strong young­ster. She kissed them and said farewell and shouted af­ter them that they should not come again! And in­deed, Mauro came into the bar and dragged Carlo out by the col­lar. He beat up Carlo on the street and went right back in­side and grabbed Gino, whom he also beat up on the street. Tadzio vol­un­tar­ily went out with him and was lucky, Mauro was al­ready tired and let him go af­ter a few juicy slaps. “And to­mor­row I’ll put my brass knuck­les in my pocket, and then I’ll beat the liv­ing breaths out of you all!” They now avoided Laura like the plague, Mauro with brass knuck­les, no thanks! 


Carlo kept pass­ing Ur­sula’s room, some­times stop­ping and watch­ing her mas­tur­bat­ing. She had the lit­tle light burn­ing, next to it the stat­uette of Our Lady il­lu­mi­nated from the in­side. She didn’t have her legs up for mas­tur­ba­tion, just stretched them out to the side. Ur­sula was a damn pretty thing, but she had a re­li­gious fad. Some said she was crazy. Crazy or not, one day he silently ap­peared be­side her bed and waited un­til Ur­sula had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. She opened her eyes and stam­mered, “Heav­enly Lord! Oh, Heav­enly One!” Carlo shifted in a flash. “Yes, my dear Ur­sula, it’s me, Car­o­lus.” “The An­gel Car­o­lus?” asked Ur­sula raptly, and he nod­ded, “the Archangel Car­o­lus!” She knelt down and kissed his hands. “Oh, be wel­come, my archangel!” Carlo let her kneel and kiss hands, but even­tu­ally enough was enough. “I’ve come to fuck you!”


Ur­sula was de­lighted, her cheeks glow­ing. “I was just wait­ing for you, my heav­enly Lord, sav­ing my vir­gin­ity for you! Oh, how ex­cited I am to fuck you as my first man! I know it will hurt the first time, but for your sake I will en­dure any­thing, my Lord, my beloved!” In a flash Ur­sula was on the bed, ly­ing on her back and un­fold­ing her knees. Carlo dropped his pants and mounted her. 


Oh, how he cursed quite un­heav­enly, as  Ur­sula’s hy­men seemed to be made of ele­phant leather! Only when she grabbed his ass cheeks and pushed him in­side her with a wild jerk, it was done. The Archangel fucked St. Ur­sula for al­most half an hour un­til she reared up in or­gasm and he could fi­nally squirt in­side. He stayed with her for three more hours, fuck­ing her as of­ten as he could. He promised to come again to­mor­row. He came for a good 10 days, fuck­ing her two or three times and promis­ing to come again. But he didn’t come again on the eleventh day, he was ac­tu­ally very bored with her con­stant lousy  pray­ing. A good month later the doc­tor called him, holy Ur­sula was preg­nant and was bab­bling some­thing about an archangel fuck­ing her. Carlo, Gino and Tadzio went on their way. 


The archangel Car­o­lus first had to make clear to holy Ur­sula with saintly blather that the holy Gi­nus and the holy Tadz­ius had to un­load them­selves im­me­di­ately and she had to fuck with them, ab­so­lutely, for the sake of heaven, Amen! Ur­sula was very con­fused at the be­gin­ning when all the three of them lay down with her. But she un­der­stood right away that she had to cud­dle, kiss and porky with two of them, while the third one fucked her side­ways or from be­hind, one af­ter the other. Yes, she found plea­sure in the pig­gish games, as the an­gels be­haved quite hu­manly porky. Of course they were also al­lowed to put their cocks in her mouth, she sucked and licked so de­vot­edly that she even for­got to pray. One af­ter the other cock was put in her cunt, one af­ter the other rammed and squirted. It was al­most mid­night when the three an­gels left, but they promised to come back. They did, be­cause Ur­sula had learned to fuck mag­nif­i­cently and was al­ready suck­ing the next cock while be­ing fucked. No one else in the town did that.


For months the three an­gels went to St. Ur­sula, her ma­nia for rat­tling off quite a few Hail Marys be­fore fuck­ing no longer both­ered any­one. She could fuck won­der­fully and suck cock at the same time like no other woman did. Gino and Tadzio, who were much younger than Carlo, did not have to econ­o­mize with their se­men and of­ten squirted into Ur­sula’s mouth. She swal­lowed the se­men and said that this was “holy Manna, al­ready Moses and his men had fed the women with Manna in the desert, that’s why cock­suck­ing and se­men swal­low­ing is so wide­spread in Is­rael. Maybe there’s a lit­tle He­brew blood in my veins, too?” They never learned where Ur­sula got this shitty wis­doms.


They came across the corn­field to Gel­som­ina’s win­dow. They whis­pered qui­etly, for her fa­ther‐in‐law sat out­side the door, shot­gun at the ready. He had to de­fend the honor of his daugh­ter‐in‐law, his son was at work all week and only came home on Sat­ur­day. Gel­som­ina had long been madly fond of fuck­ing, and when her fa­ther‐in‐law crawled into her bed on Sun­day morn­ings, she was happy to let the dear old wid­ower fuck her, af­ter all, it stayed in the fam­ily. Now she let the three mus­ke­teers silently in through the win­dow, they fucked for a few hours un­til all three had enough. Un­for­tu­nately this only worked for a few weeks, later on the fa­ther‐in‐law was ly­ing naked on Gel­som­ina’s bed, look­ing at the naked daugh­ter‐in‐law. Gel­som­ina sat by the win­dow in the sun­shine, legs spread in the  sun­shine and pas­sion­ately ca­ress­ing her baby bump, her pussy and then the clit too, very gen­tly. Then she was mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery time, her feet spread apart on the win­dow sill and her pussy in the sun­shine. She knew, the old man liked to watch her ca­ress­ing her­self and mas­tur­bat­ing, so she laid in the sun­shine and let him watch all of it, the dozen times she mas­tur­bated in plain sun­shine. The old man watched her with greedy looks and let­ting his cock grad­u­ally get stiff. He just had to wait a lit­tle bit, then Gel­som­ina took care of his poor dick, in the af­ter­noon and in the night, she fucked him re­ally de­vot­edly.


Carlo and his friends again vis­ited Ur­sula and Palom­ina, who, un­like Maria or Giu­lia, did not ask for money to fuck. Josefa was the wife of the only farmer in the vil­lage, she was al­ready ap­proach­ing 30 and was ex­pect­ing her first child. She was al­ready quite fat and was well ac­quainted with the old cus­toms. She led the three of them to the barn, where she let her­self be fucked word­lessly be­tween pigs and cows. She propped her­self up on a board, bent for­ward and let her­self be fucked from be­hind. She never smiled, never spoke a word and sim­ply let the old cus­tom hap­pen. Carlo of­ten did not know which eyes looked more stupid and in­dif­fer­ent, Josefa or the cows. So, Josefa was not a main win­ner, rather a loser. But some­thing good fol­lowed. 


The pas­tor’s wife was preg­nant, the doc­tor said. The pas­tor was trav­el­ing all week in the sur­round­ing coun­try­side, stay­ing overnight with old wid­ows, which was some­times even true. Of course he didn’t tell his wife a word that he fucked them all, there couldn’t be any too old for that! That he, of course, pre­ferred to stick to the young women, he wisely con­cealed. Any­way, his wife Jenna, in her mid‐20s, was preg­nant and turned Carlo down. First, she knew how beau­ti­ful and de­sir­able she was, and sec­ondly, the old cus­tom was some­thing re­ally pa­gan, that re­pelled the de­mure Chris­tian. But when had Carlo not got­ten what he wanted? Gino and Tadzio held the pretty Jenna tightly, she re­sisted of course and kicked with her feet. Carlo care­fully un­dressed her so as not to tear her clothes. She had wet her­self and Carlo wiped her clean with her un­der­pants. Then the two of them lay down on the bed and held the pas­tor’s wife iron­clad. 


She cried heart­break­ingly, be­cause she had given up all the whor­ing and all the pack‐fuck­ing when she got the pas­tor. She cried and cried as Carlo fucked her re­ally fine and long. They didn’t have to hold her down any­more, she held Carlo em­braced and quickly or­gasmed and didn’t stop or­gas­ming at all. Af­ter Carlo had squirted, she lay there with trem­bling legs and her toes twitched for a long time un­til the or­gasm had com­pletely sub­sided. It was now Gino’s turn. She hugged him like a dear and wel­come hus­band, she got an or­gasm to­wards the end and af­ter that she kept or­gas­ming un­til Gino had squirted and pulled out. She nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly to Tadzio, af­ter all she had fucked hun­dreds of guys his age in her pre­vi­ous life. With Tadzio, her or­gasm came so quickly that she had to cover her face with her fore­arm, and the or­gasms re­peat­edly came un­til he with­drew. Her flanks and legs con­tin­ued to trem­ble for a long time, her toes twitch­ing in­vol­un­tar­ily. She raised her arm and smiled at them. “That was re­ally di­vine!” The three of them were not at all used to a woman prais­ing them and stepped from one leg to the other. And they came back as of­ten as they could ar­range it. Jenna was def­i­nitely a treat, she licked the cocks as well as Ur­sula and of course swal­lowed the se­men. All her skill, fan­tas­tic po­si­tions, and thun­der­ous, long or­gasms that had been buried in the unimag­i­na­tive pas­tor’s life, now evolved again. Jenna loved her three lovers, she was again the pa­gan girl who never missed an or­gasm. 


Jenna laughed qui­etly to her­self when the pas­tor came home and ranted about how old, ugly and un­fuck­able this or that widow was, which was only rarely true. He ad­mit­ted, when she asked, that he was fuck­ing this or that widow, out of Chris­tian love and pity­ness and be­cause he couldn’t mas­tur­bate in the widow’s bed. He did, hon­estly, he did. He waited when the old woman mas­tur­bated and stuck his cock in­side her or­gas­ming cunt, squirt­ing all in. He re­ally didn’t care, how old she was and if she wanted be fucked or pre­ferred the mas­tur­ba­tion. Jenna kissed his fin­ger­tips and said, he was a good Pas­tor, car­ing for the poor wid­ows, who had no other man to fuck. She would ca­ress her round lit­tle belly and just tell him that she mas­tur­bated much more now than she used to, more than a dozen times a day and the same at night. She was his de­voted wife, whom he loved more than any­thing. That was even true. 


Carlo had de­bated with Piero, Carlo be­lieved rock solid that Lina was al­ready 16, he had eyes in his head af­ter all, didn’t he? Piero said noth­ing to this, he just wanted to say good­bye to his friends, he moved away with Maria and An­gelina. Only in an al­most un­in­ten­tional side sen­tence he men­tioned how greatly young Lina was al­ready fuck­ing.


He saw the glint in Carlo’s eyes and knew he had done Lina a good ser­vice.


Carlo was one day at noon in front of the school. She rec­og­nized him im­me­di­ately and greeted Un­cle Carlo. He was a lit­tle more diplo­matic than usual and did not im­me­di­ately go like a bull at a gate. She turned and turned in cir­cles be­cause he com­pli­mented so beau­ti­fully on her fig­ure, on the bud­ding breasts whose nip­ples stood out firmly un­der the T‐Shirt. Prob­a­bly, he let his guess be heard, prob­a­bly she re­ally was such a can­non in bed, as Piero had said. She re­joiced, “did he re­ally say that?” and later she said that she had en­joyed fuck­ing with Piero very much, but he had un­for­tu­nately moved away. Carlo was a mas­ter at keep­ing her on topic. Un­for­tu­nately, he couldn’t come to Giu­lia’s apart­ment when she wanted to fuck with him. She would have to come to his place, where she could fuck him if she wanted to. Doesn’t she want to? Lina thought about it, maybe for a quar­ter of a sec­ond, and said that would be fine, she would come right away. Carlo did not hes­i­tate ei­ther and so they went to his apart­ment. 


Carlo’s mouth wa­tered as Lina un­dressed. A pretty and horny 15 or 16 year old, with all the trim­mings. Her beau­ti­fully curved mound of Venus with the del­i­cate blonde fuzz drove him half crazy. He couldn’t wait to fuck this babe. She said com­pletely naively that Piero’s big cock only went in half­way, her vagina was still very short. Carlo pen­e­trated care­fully, even he couldn’t put his cock all the way in, but what the hell! He fucked her way too fast and squirted even though Lina was still mas­tur­bat­ing. He pulled his cock out and watched her mas­tur­bate. They smoked and fucked again and again. Then Carlo was com­pletely ex­hausted. He ex­plained to her that he usu­ally went to fuck to­gether with his best friends, he listed which girls or women they had fucked to­gether lately. One af­ter the other, of course. Lina asked with a cheeky grin, where are they now, that Gino and that Tadzio? Carlo called them im­me­di­ately and af­ter a few min­utes they were here.


Lina wanted to fuck first with Gino and then with Tadzio. Gino had a shorter but broader cock than young Tadzio. So Gino got ready and Tadzio’s cock also grew as he watched the two of them fuck­ing. And then it was fi­nally his turn. They fucked one af­ter an­other, Lina re­ally got her money’s worth be­fore she quickly ran home. She had less time to study now be­cause she went to Carlo’s al­most ev­ery day af­ter school ended. She found it pig­gish and in­sanely horny to cud­dle, kiss and pig­gle with three nice naked men at the same time and get fucked by the third one. It was won­der­fully filthy and beau­ti­ful. When she found out how Piero had rec­om­mended her, she cried with hap­pi­ness. Un­cle Piero, you’re a good man! 


A year later she got her pe­riod and Giu­lia told her ev­ery­thing she knew about con­tra­cep­tion. It was only long af­ter that she learned about Lina and her Trio. 






Who Is Afraid Of The Black Man


by Jack Faber © 2023




Ze, whose real name was Zeid Obakunde, had come to the United King­dom by ad­ven­tur­ous means. He was in his mid‐20s, slim and tall, and was a hand­some man. Only his skin color did not suit many Eu­ro­peans, but he had two aces up his sleeve. He spoke flu­ent Eng­lish and was very good with com­put­ers. He had worked as a com­puter spe­cial­ist in his home coun­try for a few years, but had earned far too lit­tle. He had come to earn a lot. He had got­ten two good pieces of ad­vice from a good friend right at the be­gin­ning. First, to wait pa­tiently for the res­i­dence‐ and work per­mit, in this point the British un­der­stood no joke, one was pun­ished and ex­pelled quickly. 


Sec­ond — here the friend scratched his head in em­bar­rass­ment — “pre­tend to be gay. Wait,” said the friend, “wait! You’ll have to think about two things be­fore you de­cide against that. First, be­ing per­se­cuted as a ho­mo­sex­ual in Africa is a good rea­son to flee, to earn more is a bad one.” Friend Mo grinned, “Eu­ro­peans suf­fer from ho­mo­pho­bia and hu­man rights. That can be ex­ploited. The sec­ond is easy to ex­plain.” Ze hated it when his friend made long pauses, first, and sec­ond, that he found a first and a sec­ond in ev­ery­thing. 


“Sec­ond,” the friend re­sumed the thread, “with our skin color we quickly meet with re­jec­tion. It has to do with 1. race and 2. xeno­pho­bia, which is quite clear to both of us. You might meet girls, but you’ll hardly get a British girl  into bed, black man. But many women make friends with us gays, they are not a threat. They will even take you to bed, they are not afraid of a gay man. He won’t touch her.” Ze shifted in his chair, feel­ing un­com­fort­able.  “I didn’t know you were gay, Mo­hamed,” he fi­nally said. Mo laughed brightly. “Here in Eng­land, yes! And why, I just ex­plained to you!” Now Ze had to laugh, too. Mo knew ev­ery trick in the book and used to be a lawyer, but he had messed with the wrong peo­ple and was now safe here. He would have to find an­other pro­fes­sion, Mo had said, “I can  wear the lawyer and take my hat in Eng­land. When I get a foothold here, I’ll bring my wife and three kids over.”


Mo had been here for 3 weeks and took Ze to the real pubs. They went to var­i­ous par­ties to­gether as two gay guys. Mo winked, when Ze went to get his back­pack to spend the night with Jenny. A day or two, he’d told Jenny, and she’d agreed. They trot­ted side by side through the night­time city. Jenny was younger than Ze and worked in a flower store. She had only a one‐room apart­ment, one room for liv­ing, sleep­ing and cook­ing, toi­let and mini‐shower in the kitchen. But she had a nice bal­cony where she smoked and drank cof­fee.


She set up a place for him to sleep next to the bed, he packed the red wine from his back­pack and they drank on the bal­cony. Jenny show­ered be­fore go­ing to bed, and Ze got his fill. She slipped on a neg­ligee, and good night! Ze knew he would have to wait a lit­tle. He wrapped him­self in the thin blan­ket and slept. 


When he awoke, Jenny was sit­ting next to him. He had un­cov­ered him­self and she was star­ing with glit­ter­ing eyes at his morn­ing wood. He cov­ered him­self and she asked if he needed it badly, should she do it to him? He ac­tu­ally wanted to sleep on, the sun hadn’t risen yet and he nod­ded ab­sent­mind­edly. Her hand crept un­der the cov­ers. Ze sighed, some­how it was go­ing wrong. At least, that wasn’t his plan. 


Jenny did it very skill­fully, she ob­vi­ously had a lot of prac­tice with  hand­jobs. She re­ally strained, her neg­ligee slipped and he looked at her shaved pussy. The hair had al­ready grown back a bit and he re­mem­bered that for the evening. She wiped the se­men off with a pa­per hand­ker­chief. “A very nice cock,” Jenny said, get­ting up to make cof­fee. He was in the way, of course, and Jenny told him to lie on her bed while she fixed break­fast. 


He had gone shop­ping, cooked din­ner, rice with peas and ground beef mixed in. He wasn’t a par­tic­u­larly good cook, but he had bought 2 bot­tles of cheap red wine. Jenny came as an­nounced only at 8 o’clock, she still quickly looked at the news on the cell phone. She didn’t have a TV. He had cooked large por­tions, she ate with rel­ish and they sat down on the bal­cony with the red wine. She thought it was great that he had cooked and cleaned up the apart­ment. They chat­ted splen­didly, even the sec­ond red wine ran out. He clev­erly brought up the sub­ject of shav­ing her pu­bic area and of­fered to shave her be­fore show­er­ing, he was a mas­ter at that. She could only brusquely refuse or ac­cept it. He shaved her pu­bic be­fore show­er­ing. She thought it was stupid, the bed on the floor. They would both have room next to each other if they moved to­gether. Ze nod­ded, that was a good idea and so they lay down on the bed next to each other. 


Jenny fell asleep al­most im­me­di­ately, he had to let her lie on his arm and she pressed her back and ass cheeks against him. With both blan­kets they were nice and warm too. He placed his cock in her ass crease, not both­er­ing there. He found that her syn­thetic fiber neg­ligee was quite itchy, but he had to deal with that. 


He woke up in the mid­dle of the night. Jenny was ly­ing on top of him, half hug­ging him and sleep­ing soundly. He couldn’t sleep like that and care­fully turned her back to her orig­i­nal po­si­tion, she bent her top leg and slept soundly on. He placed his hard‐on back in her ass crease, but now his glans was touch­ing her freshly shaved pussy. He was very, very care­ful in his pen­e­tra­tion. She made a few sounds, but im­me­di­ately went back to sleep. He couldn’t fuck her, she would wake up im­me­di­ately. In­fin­itely care­ful, he slid his cock in and out, in and out, slowly. And only a lit­tle, only half­way. He al­ways paused when she stirred, but when he put a hand on her ass cheek, she calmed in­stantly. He squirted with­out mov­ing and let it trickle into Jenny’s vagina. He pulled back and fell asleep. 


Ze woke early to find Jenny had moved and un­cov­ered her­self. Her hand stole to his morn­ing wood. He was awake in an in­stant. She smiled and said, “Shh, shh! Keep doz­ing while I do you!” He closed his eyes and en­joyed the hand­job. She did it per­fectly and wiped the se­men off with Kleenex. Then she made cof­fee. Be­fore she left, she put 20 pounds on the ta­ble, “for shop­ping.” 


He stayed un­til the week­end, re­peat­ing the se­cre­tive squirt­ing in at night, and ev­ery morn­ing she gave him a hand­job. He asked her on the last night if he could fuck her to please her. She lapsed into dull brood­ing. She felt blind­sided, it was hap­pen­ing too fast for her. She said, “shower first, and then we’ll lie down. So maybe, maybe not.” He in­sisted on shav­ing her pu­bic area again, and Jenny agreed.


They lay as they did ev­ery night, his cock in the crease of her ass. He groped to her clit. She was very sur­prised, but she al­lowed it. Gladly, be­cause she was to­tally sex­u­ally starved, he no­ticed  im­me­di­ately. He mas­tur­bated her so finely that she al­most jumped out of her skin. She was very ashamed later, be­cause she had gone out of her­self so com­pletely obliv­i­ous dur­ing the or­gasm. He kissed her on the shoul­der. She whis­pered that she had never fucked a gay man be­fore and felt in­se­cure. He asked her to put that thought aside, he would fuck her won­der­fully, he promised! 


He laid her on her back and pen­e­trated her cun­t­hole. She felt his cock reach to the end of her vagina and sighed deeply. His pace was slow to start, she felt the horni­ness com­ing up and he in­creased his pace. They fucked for over an hour, she got a strong vi­o­lent or­gasm in the mid­dle of it. He kept go­ing pow­er­fully and she whis­pered that he was al­lowed to squirt, she was sure. Ze didn’t squirt for an­other hour. They both gasped, he went to the fridge and brought two glasses of or­ange juice. Then they con­tin­ued fuck­ing at mid­night, he fucked her again for a very long time and she had an­other very strong or­gasm. She bit his shoul­der be­cause she was not al­lowed to scream loudly. Af­ter this or­gasm she mas­tur­bated her clit very gen­tly and softly, not to or­gasm but to en­joy her plea­sure. She kissed him on the mouth as he cum. They slept un­til morn­ing. Upon awak­en­ing, they fucked again, then he grabbed his back­pack and went again, to Mo. He then had to tell him ev­ery­thing in great de­tail. Mo laughed when Ze de­scribed how he care­fully squirted into the vagina of the sleep­ing Jenny ev­ery night with­out fuck­ing her.


Ze stayed with Mo one night, they went to a party again and both found a girl. Ze went with Mae. She had two rooms, an eat‐in kitchen and a bed­room with a big dou­ble bed. Mae was much dirt­ier than the re­served Jenny, she didn’t push around it, there was enough room for both of them in the dou­ble bed. Mae was pretty drunk and said she was go­ing right to sleep. Ze nod­ded, okay. He un­dressed Mae be­cause she couldn’t make it on her own. She was grate­ful and was still cud­dling while un­dress­ing. She pulled him into bed and he quickly un­dressed. 


Mae spread her legs wide apart and gig­gled, “I need it in a minute, sorry!” and she im­me­di­ately and shame­lessly be­gan to mas­tur­bate. He sat by her feet and watched her mas­tur­bate. In the mid­dle of it, she saw his stiff cock, paused and gur­gled, “do you like to jerk off too?” He shook his head, no, he didn’t want to jerk off. Mae asked, what? He groped his fin­gers on her clit and fuck hole, “I want that!” 


Mae sobered up for a mo­ment. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked con­fused, “so, do you fuck women too?” He nod­ded and mum­bled, “but only if they want it.” Mae was com­pletely drunk again and slurred, “I re­ally like get­ting fucked while jerk­ing off my­self at the same time.”  She con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing fur­ther and didn’t flinch as Ze pen­e­trated. He was ac­tu­ally fuck­ing alone, as she con­cen­trated only on her mas­tur­bat­ing and her or­gasm. She had to pull her­self to­gether very hard to or­gasm no mat­ter if and when he squirted. She con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing with­out a pause and when he tried to pull his cock out, she shook her head. “Leave it,” Mae slurred, “leave it in­side!” He obeyed and she con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate well past mid­night. He fucked her in be­tween when his cock stiff­ened and squirted when he was ready. He left his cock in­side and fucked her with the semi‐soft as well. Only af­ter a long time she had enough and fell asleep in the mid­dle of mas­tur­bat­ing. He also went to sleep. 


He woke up be­cause the whole bed was shak­ing. He re­al­ized that it was a wa­terbed, which for­warded and am­pli­fied ev­ery of her move­ments. Mae was al­ready mas­tur­bat­ing again and pok­ing her­self in the vagina with a dildo, mak­ing the whole bed shake. It was a large dildo, made of a semi‐soft ma­te­rial, that she was thrust­ing into her vagina like crazy. He knelt down with his morn­ing wood in front of Mae, but she shook her head, “not yet, not yet!” He waited and she thrust her­self re­ally fast and hard. 


“Now, now!” she screamed all at once, toss­ing the dildo aside as he thrust in. He picked up her fast pace and fucked like out of his mind. Mae, a small, rather roundish per­son with large, buff breasts, clung tightly to him and cried out briefly as her or­gasm erupted. He wouldn’t have been able to tell later if she had a 5 minute or­gasm or if she had or­gasm af­ter or­gasm for 5 min­utes, fas­ci­nat­ing ei­ther way. He had to squirt in the mid­dle of her or­gasm and stopped af­ter he fin­ished squirt­ing. Her whole body jerked vi­o­lently a few more times, then it was over.


Mae worked in the home of­fice morn­ings and af­ter­noons, she had lunch and din­ner de­liv­ered. He would lie on the bed and watch TV or read the news­pa­pers. Af­ter lunch and din­ner, she would lay with him and get out the dildo. That was her fa­vorite thing to do and Ze com­plied. She mas­tur­bated three times ev­ery day, morn­ing, noon and night. He fucked her vig­or­ously af­ter she fucked her­self to or­gasm with the dildo. Some­times she mas­tur­bated again af­ter fuck­ing and Ze held her in his arms or fon­dled her breasts. He stayed with her for 4 weeks, then went back to Mo. He showed Mo the videos he had made of Mae. Mo told him about the women who had let him fuck them. 


A few days later, they went at it again. Leti­tia clawed Mo, June took Ze home. June was in her mid‐40s, her boyfriend had re­cently left her and her 16‐year‐old daugh­ter Ju­lia. June looked much younger, she had kept her body fit and was very ath­letic. She ran her route ev­ery morn­ing be­fore break­fast and show­ered while the tea steeped. Ju­lia was pretty and very shy, not even dar­ing to look Ze in the eye at first. June worked in the home of­fice al­most ev­ery day and went to the of­fice only once or twice a week. June’s son had moved to an­other city for col­lege and Ze got his room. June let two days pass be­fore get­ting in­volved with him. She worked at her com­puter screen dressed ca­su­ally but de­murely. Ju­lia, on the other hand, was very un­happy that there was only dis­tance learn­ing and wore only panties and bra all day. She usu­ally left the con­nect­ing door be­tween the two chil­dren’s rooms half open. Ze had a great plea­sure to see her beau­ti­ful body now and then.


June mostly just cooked ready‐made meals and sat with Ze af­ter din­ner. She let him tell her all about his African home­land and he en­joyed do­ing it, al­though he was not home­sick. Af­ter two lonely nights, she lured him into her bed­room. She was very shy and ashamed that she needed it so badly. She had be­come very used to screw­ing her boyfriend ev­ery night. Since she didn’t mas­tur­bate, she needed an or­gasm again. Ju­lia mas­tur­bated ev­ery night for a very long time, Ze could see and hear her through the half‐open door. Like June, Ju­lia had a dim light on. Now he was ly­ing with June, who had or­gasmed very eas­ily while be­ing fucked and was snug­gling up to him. She kept talk­ing about her boyfriend, who not only brought her to or­gasm, but also seemed to be a very fine per­son. They had got­ten into a tiff when he let June’s best friend fuck him at a party. He had moved in with the girl­friend in a rage af­ter the ar­gu­ment. 


Ze lay with June ev­ery night, but af­ter fuck­ing her he went back to his room. Ju­lia was usu­ally still awake then, peck­ing in front of the screen. She al­ways went to bed very late, mas­tur­bat­ing for a good hour be­fore fall­ing asleep. Ze watched her mas­tur­bat­ing with amuse­ment, she was ap­par­ently un­aware that he could watch her. Mostly she mas­tur­bated un­der the cov­ers, but she of­ten un­cov­ered her­self when she got to the fi­nal spurt.


One day June’s boyfriend was back. Now the boyfriend lay with June and Ze stayed alone in the nurs­ery. Ju­lia had watched him and her mother fuck­ing and could fig­ure that the dear black man must be lonely and sex­u­ally starved now. She was nei­ther blind nor stupid and quite fiercely in love with Ze. Ev­ery night she fan­ta­sized about him when she mas­tur­bated. One night she couldn’t take it any­more and sneaked off to him, like she used to sneak to her big brother, to mas­tur­bate him or to mas­tur­bate to­gether with him.


She could no longer stand fan­ta­siz­ing while mas­tur­bat­ing. She silently crept up to him, lifted the blan­ket and word­lessly lay down with him. Of course he was com­pletely sur­prised, but he wouldn’t turn down a naked 16 year old girl. He kept his hands to him­self and waited silently. She pressed her naked body against him, the min­utes passed. Then she ca­ressed him, his arms, his shoul­ders, his torso. Though it was pitch black in the room, she closed her eyes as she slid her hand lower and touched his cock. “May I?” she whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly. He nod­ded, and she un­der­stood. Very slowly, she be­gan to mas­tur­bate him. 


She had prac­tice at it, he no­ticed im­me­di­ately. “Where did you learn to do that?” whis­pered Ze, and she didn’t an­swer for a while. “With my brother, Ken.” He nod­ded, “ahh, I see. How did it come about?” Again it took her a while, but then she halt­ingly told him that as chil­dren they had of­ten laid with each other and stripped naked. They took turns play­ing with his cock and her pussy un­til they dis­cov­ered squirt­ing. She’d been do­ing it to him ev­ery night since. “So, and your pussy?” he asked qui­etly. Ken had seen a girl­friend do it and had been do­ing it to her ev­ery time since af­ter she made him squirt. Ju­lia fo­cused on the rub­bing and he pre­tended to be cu­ri­ous. “Ken’s not around any­more, so what now?” Her si­lence lasted a long time. “I do it my­self now, ev­ery night, think­ing of Ken — or you.” Ze nod­ded and mur­mured, “I’d like to make it for you.” She fell silent and quickly made him squirt. She rubbed the se­men on his belly and hugged him with both arms. The min­utes ticked by. 


He gen­tly groped for her. She didn’t open right away, he probed and searched. She held her thighs pressed to­gether and whis­pered, “I’m still a vir­gin!” Ze nod­ded, she was only 16 and in Eng­land. “But girls in Eng­land are al­lowed to do it at 16 and over,” he whis­pered hoarsely and Ju­lia nod­ded. His fin­gers slid de­mand­ing and he said he would be con­sid­er­ate of her vir­gin­ity. Now she opened her thighs a lit­tle. He groped for her clit and teased it finely. She opened her thighs wider and wider, be­cause she no­ticed that he knew how to do the clit. She opened her pussy all the way as he mas­tur­bated her re­ally fine. It lasted a few min­utes, then she clutched his head tightly and jerked in or­gasm. He con­tin­ued to stroke her clit very gen­tly and lightly un­til she was breath­ing again quite calmly. “I want to fuck you so bad,” he whis­pered into her hair, but she shook her head. “No, don’t!” whis­pered Ju­lia. They held each other tightly, then she broke away from his em­brace. She slipped silently back into her room, and Ze could see and hear that she was still mas­tur­bat­ing for a long time. 


Ev­ery night she came to him, she mas­tur­bated him and let him mas­tur­bate her. He whis­pered each time how much he wanted to fuck her, how much he longed for her, but she shook her head. 


June’s boyfriend was out of town for a week. June came naked into his room and lay with him. He let him­self be fucked and knew that Ju­lia was watch­ing through the half‐open door. Af­ter June left, Ju­lia came to him and let him mas­tur­bate her. He didn’t want it now, June had al­ready to­tally ex­hausted him, he said. Ju­lia cried dis­ap­pointed with anger at her mother on his shoul­der, and af­ter he had mas­tur­bated her, she went and mas­tur­bated des­per­ately well un­til af­ter mid­night. He watched her de­fi­antly silent, no longer whis­per­ing that he would like to fuck her.


The boyfriend came back af­ter a week. Ju­lia had him to her­self again. She sat down on his thighs and mas­tur­bated him while sit­ting. She wiped off the se­men and lay on top of him. She stayed on top of him for min­utes, sigh­ing as she lay down next to him to be mas­tur­bated. She cried and sobbed the whole time and went again. He heard noth­ing, she did not mas­tur­bate tonight. The next evening she sat on his thighs again and rubbed his cock far too lightly and ab­sent­mind­edly. She bent over and put her face on his cheek. Did he still want to fuck her so ea­gerly? she asked al­most in­audi­bly. “I want it now, too,” she said into the si­lence. She lay down next to him, snug­gling up to him. “Are you go­ing to hurt me?” she asked in a whis­per, and he nod­ded, “It hurts a lit­tle the first time,” he said. They fell silent. 


“Take your time,” he said, “it’s okay if you give me a hand­job tonight. That’s all it takes right now.” Ju­lia nod­ded and whis­pered, “Ken and I had tried and tried, but we ended up not do­ing it for real. It would be too soon, he said. But I al­ways let him fuck all the way in the front part of my pussy af­ter­wards, so he didn’t tear the hy­men. We then fucked once or twice ev­ery night be­cause it was so good for both of us. Ken said that it was al­most the same as fuck­ing a girl for real.” She sighed and af­ter a while she mas­tur­bated him and let him mas­tur­bate her. She went again and mas­tur­bated then for a very long time. 


A few days later she was ready. She left the small light on in her room so it wasn’t com­pletely dark. Lithely, she pressed her­self against him. “Come, do it with me, I don’t want to be a vir­gin any­more!” He gave her a long time, lay be­tween her legs and ac­cus­tomed her to this feel­ing. “A man is be­tween your thighs. Feel it, it’s all new to you.”  She smiled, “Ken lay on me like that ev­ery night,” and Ze had to smile now too. Ze urged her to guide his cock with her hand. She reached out and pressed his glans into her vagi­nal en­trance, then closed her eyes. Ze gave her a long french kiss and pen­e­trated quickly. She jerked briefly and bit on his tongue. He paused deep in­side her and looked at her in­quir­ingly. “Are you okay?” he asked, and she nod­ded, “Yes!” He be­gan to fuck, slowly at first and then picked up his pace. She was get­ting very aroused, but she wasn’t hav­ing an or­gasm. Ze squirted deep in her vagina, squirt­ing it all in, and lay down be­side her, breath­ing heav­ily. “Come on, do it to your­self!” he panted. She mas­tur­bated for only a few sec­onds, then had her or­gasm. He hugged her. “Thank you, that was won­der­ful!” he sighed. She stayed with him un­til well af­ter mid­night, mas­tur­bat­ing, one time af­ter an­other, in­ter­rupt­ing only to fuck. They fucked two more times, then she went to her room to sleep. 


She would sneak up to him ev­ery night, and they would fuck two or three times when she in­ter­rupted to mas­tur­bate. She al­ways slept in her room, though. They had over­looked the fact that June’s boyfriend was trav­el­ing again. Sud­denly June came  naked and silent into his room while they were fuck­ing. She stood mo­tion­less un­til they were done. His cock was still in Ju­lia’s fuck­hole af­ter he had cum and squirted in­side when he no­ticed June. She left silently, throw­ing her­self on the bed and cried sob­bing. 


He let Ju­lia go to her room and went naked to June’s bed­room. He lay down be­side her and held her tightly un­til she stopped cry­ing. She said in a mat­ter voice that he had to leave im­me­di­ately, leave her apart­ment. He ar­gued that Ju­lia was al­ready old enough, but she re­mained stub­born. He fin­gered her pussy un­til she was quiet. He be­gan to mas­tur­bate her. He had never done that be­fore and she protested that that was fie and she had never done it be­fore. He paid no at­ten­tion to her bab­bling and stub­bornly con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate her. She was silent as the horni­ness rose up in her pussy and gasped des­per­ately as she jerked in or­gasm. She knew that one. He had got­ten hard and im­me­di­ately fucked her as she started or­gas­ming. He mas­tur­bated her all over again, she protested again softly and he didn’t care. She fell silent and spread her legs wide, it was so fine! He fucked her a sec­ond time in the mid­dle of her or­gasm, wild and fu­ri­ous. She kept her mouth shut as he mas­tur­bated her again. Her look was des­per­ate, not horny. She had been mas­tur­bated for the first time and had let it hap­pen with a sore heart. Mas­tur­bat­ing was phooey and dis­gust­ing, re­ally. But she had got­ten such beau­ti­ful or­gasms that it threw her into com­plete con­fu­sion. She strug­gled with the con­flict­ing feel­ings, on the one hand it was dis­gust­ing, on the other hand she had had won­der­ful or­gasms. He stopped mas­tur­bat­ing her just be­fore her or­gasm and fucked her one last time, wildly and mer­ci­lessly mak­ing her or­gasm and con­tin­u­ing to fuck her un­til his cock went limp. “I’m leav­ing!” he said and left, pack­ing his back­pack and walk­ing away.


Mo wasn’t home, Ze sat down on the steps and didn’t call Mo un­til the town woke up. Mo came im­me­di­ately and let him in. Ze re­ported how he had messed up. Mo stayed with his girl­friend at night, and Ze re­gained his com­po­sure. A week later, he went to an­other party and let Jane pick him up. Jane said she was gay too and he was wel­come to stay over at her and her friend’s apart­ment for a few days, no prob­lem! He went along with­out a word. Sam, Saman­tha, was Jane’s girl­friend, both were short and chubby, Jane was in her early 30s and flat as a board. Sam was maybe 25, equally plump, but she had big breasts. Ze was im­mensely cu­ri­ous, he had never been around les­bians be­fore. Jane’s apart­ment con­sisted of a very large bed­sit and a tiny kitchen with a tiny shower and a toi­let. Jane de­ter­mined that he could sleep across the foot of the bed, so there was room for all three of them. 


Sam was very em­bar­rassed to strip naked like Jane and Ze. A dark‐or­ange light burned be­hind the tele­vi­sion all night. The two women held each other and cud­dled end­lessly. Jane qui­etly asked him if it was okay with him, and he nod­ded, of course. He even lay on his side at first, turn­ing his back to them so they wouldn’t feel dis­turbed. He re­mained iron­clad like that, just lis­ten­ing at first.


The two women un­cov­ered them­selves and he heard them whis­per­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing. He watched un­ob­tru­sively, they mas­tur­bated each other at the same time at first, then each mas­tur­bated sep­a­rately her­self. One by one they came to or­gasm, Jane was the first to fin­ish. She stroked and teased Sam, who had a very strong and vi­o­lent or­gasm. She twitched for­ever as Jane rubbed her clit again and again. Min­utes later she was done. 


Jane saw Ze’s erec­tion and sat with him. “You poor boy, I’m go­ing to do it to you!” and with­out wait­ing for his re­sponse she be­gan to mas­tur­bate him. He looked at her pussy up close and felt her cunt with his fin­gers. “Do you fuck with men too? Be­cause I fuck women too and your pussy looks very ap­pe­tiz­ing,” he said. She grinned wryly and con­tin­ued to rub him. “Of course I fuck with men, I wouldn’t miss it!” Ze sat up abruptly and hugged her. “Come on, let’s fuck!” he growled, lay­ing her on her back. “You’re a quick one for me,” Jane gig­gled and lay down ready to fuck. He looked briefly at Sam, who was watch­ing the whole thing with dis­gust. Then he pen­e­trated Jane’s cun­t­hole.


Jane was not the pret­tier of the two, but she fucked ex­cel­lently. She knew that co­or­di­nated pace was all that mat­tered, and they quickly found the pace they shared. Arousal rose up in both of them and Jane briefly rubbed her clit and trig­gered the or­gasm with her fin­ger. Ze in­creased his pace and squirted shortly af­ter, he hadn’t fucked in a week and had saved up quite a bit of se­men. Jane laughed hap­pily as he squirted and grinned un­til he had fin­ished. She lay back down with Sam and they cud­dled. He lay down be­hind Jane’s ass, placed his cock in her ass crease and dozed off, with half an eye still not­ing that Jane was mas­tur­bat­ing Sam, then he fell asleep. 


He was the first to wake up. His morn­ing wood was stuck in Jane’s ass crease. In­fin­itely cau­tious, he slid his cock into Jane’s pussy­hole, but she awoke. Grin­ning, she let him pen­e­trate, stick­ing her ass all the way out and widen­ing her ass cheeks so he could get into her pussy­hole well from be­hind. Sam woke up now too, be­cause the two of them rammed quite un­in­hib­it­edly. It was Sat­ur­day morn­ing and they could stay in bed. Sam moved off as Jane reached be­tween her legs and trig­gered the or­gasm. Jane never had an or­gasm while fuck­ing. It was nat­u­ral for her to re­lax the ex­cite­ment that had built up while fuck­ing with an or­gasm that she trig­gered with her fin­ger. Jane was very showy and mas­tur­bated obliv­i­ously, even if some­one was watch­ing. Sam moved even fur­ther away as Ze turned Jane onto her back and con­tin­ued fuck­ing her, he had some catch­ing up to do. Sam put on a pair of panties and started fix­ing break­fast. It was the first time she had ex­pe­ri­enced Jane let­ting a man fuck her. She had never fucked her­self and had only done a hand job a cou­ple of times very re­luc­tantly, but she found it dis­gust­ing. Break­fast fin­ished, Jane trig­gered her third or­gasm with a fin­ger, and Ze squirted roar­ing. Man, did that feel good! He went to take a piss and sat down at the ta­ble. 


Jane had to tune Sam up again, they all went back to bed and Jane fucked Sam clit‐to‐clit. Ze’s eyes al­most fell out, so horny was it how she fucked Sam to mad­ness. 


They lay on the bed pumped out. Ze asked Sam if she wanted to get fucked, but Sam shook her head, she never fucked a man. Ze touched her pussy and mas­tur­bated her. She let him, yeah, she opened her thighs wide and came gasp­ing and moan­ing to her strong and vi­o­lent or­gasm. Just as he had seen Jane do, he rubbed her clit again and again in or­gasm, mak­ing her twitch un­til she had had enough. Ze fucked Jane again and again and mas­tur­bated Sam mas­ter­fully. It was a good ar­range­ment for all three of them. 


Jane, who was re­ally en­joy­ing fuck­ing Ze, kept push­ing Sam to get fucked. She didn’t give up and af­ter a week lit­er­ally forced Sam to do it. Sam was very in­se­cure and shy, half a dozen times she lay wide open in front of Ze, brought his cock into her vagi­nal en­trance and re­coiled again. Ze re­mained pa­tient, def­i­nitely not want­ing to take her by force. But Jane was ex­tremely de­ter­mined. She lay down on her back with Sam on top of her. She mas­tur­bated Sam from be­hind and af­ter the or­gasm she said firmly, “Now, fuck her!” Sam di­rected Ze’s cock into her vagi­nal en­trance and Jane held her iron­clad. There was no turn­ing back now. 


Slowly and con­sid­er­ately Ze pen­e­trated, Sam’s hy­men tore ever so slightly that she felt no pain. She turned her head to the side so no one would see her cry. Ze held onto Jane’s shoul­ders and fucked Sam for what seemed like an eter­nity. Sam amaz­ingly got a strong and vi­o­lent or­gasm and then sev­eral more small ones. She beamed all over her face when he cum af­ter the last or­gasm. She snug­gled into Jane’s arms and it just gushed out of her. She would never have be­lieved that fuck­ing was so great! 


Ze stayed with the two of them. He fucked them both as of­ten as he could and watched them as Jane fucked Sam to ec­stasy with her clit‐to‐clit‐fuck­ing. Sam’s clit was too small, so she couldn’t re­ally fuck Jane, al­though she tried again and again. They were hav­ing a great time, liv­ing off Jane’s money and not wor­ry­ing about to­mor­row. 


Un­til one day Sam told them that she was preg­nant. Jane was fu­ri­ous and threat­ened to scratch Ze’s eyes out and threat­ened to kick him out. The storm died down, they con­tin­ued fuck­ing as be­fore and watched Sam’s belly grow. Ze fucked Sam ev­ery night and took very good care of her round belly. Jane licked Sam’s clit be­fore fuck­ing her. Sam liked the lick­ing very much, but she rarely licked Jane, she didn’t like do­ing that at all. Ze was tor­ment­ing the au­thor­i­ties, he was go­ing to be a fa­ther and needed a job. The au­thor­i­ties, of course, wanted to know ex­actly how he could be a fa­ther as a ho­mo­sex­ual. It was a dif­fi­cult time.


Sam gave birth to a baby daugh­ter. It was snow white. Ze couldn’t be the fa­ther at all, that was per­fectly clear to him, Jane and Sam. Jane was dy­ing to know who Sam had been screw­ing around with, and Sam hon­estly and naively ad­mit­ted: ev­ery­one! 


Ze stayed with Jane for a few more days un­til Sam and the baby came.


Then he went into hid­ing.



● ● ●







The Dog Whip


by Jack Faber © 2023




Rainer worked day and night on his Amer­ica‐project, he hadn’t fucked Lena in a year and slept in the study when she had a one night stand here and there. She had gone for a week to the neigh­bor who had a stu­dent from Africa vis­it­ing. He had a huge crooked black cock, but she found that he fucked just as well as oth­ers with smaller cocks. She still let him fuck her brains out ev­ery morn­ing for a week. She was com­pletely sex­u­ally starved af­ter that year, al­though she mas­tur­bated night af­ter night. 


Jack had knocked softly and was stand­ing naked un­der the bed­room door. She was slowly wak­ing up. He had never lain with her since he wasn’t a baby. He had very rarely seen her naked in the bath­room, she was com­pletely sex­u­ally ret­i­cent and had raised him very strictly in that re­gard. He saw his friends mas­tur­bat­ing, but he dared not touch him­self, she was so strict. He was al­lowed to touch “nasty Leila” though, be­cause she let ev­ery class­mate do that and be­cause she was just nasty, a dirty one. She al­ways walked around school with­out panties and showed her cunt to ev­ery­one with pride. She was butt ugly and flat as a board, yet she took off her blouse and pre­sented her non‐ex­is­tent breasts and her big nip­ples. He had to touch them and was quick‐wit­ted enough to feign ad­mir­ing words. He couldn’t even look closely with ex­cite­ment as she lifted her lit­tle skirt and showed him her pussy. She pa­tiently and kindly ex­plained the dif­fer­ent parts of her pussy and showed him the clit. That was there for, when a girl needed it very badly. She sighed deeply and said she needed “it” right now, badly. When he didn’t re­spond, she took his fin­ger and rubbed her clit with his fin­ger. He was com­pletely over­whelmed with what she was do­ing, as she rubbed and rubbed the clit end­lessly. Then she shud­dered and pressed her own fin­ger on the clit. She let the fin­ger vi­brate and looked at him proudly and haugh­tily, then ca­ressed the clit a few times. “Ahh, that was good!” she ex­claimed softly, “I re­ally needed it badly!”  He was al­most ashamed to death as Leila un­wrapped his stiff, wet cock and stroked it with rel­ish. “Now you, now your turn to squirt in­side!” He had never cum be­fore in­side, but now she pulled him on top of her and used her hand to guide his cock into her cun­t­hole. He was com­pletely be­wil­dered by the hot sen­sa­tion cours­ing through his cock and squirted in­stantly. But she ap­par­ently ig­nored it and de­manded that he thrust, in and out, “you know how it goes! Don’t you?” He nod­ded, even though he had no idea, he had never fucked be­fore af­ter all and had only watched Franco and lit­tle gay Johnny do it, and now she de­manded him to thrust. He thrust a few times and squirted right in­side af­ter a short while. She let him go very dis­ap­pointed.  This was only noon to­day and he had Leila’s pussy in front of him all evening. He cursed in­wardly, be­cause of shame and sin he had looked only briefly and had the pussy ac­tu­ally not re­ally seen. He tried to re­mem­ber Leila’s pussy again and squeezed his cock very hard, so that it only got stiffer. 


Now he stood naked un­der the door. The fa­ther had left weeks ago and would stay in the States for al­most a full year. She had fallen asleep af­ter her mas­tur­ba­tion and now looked at him sleep­ily to ask, what it was now?


“It’s urg­ing me hard,” he stam­mered, touch­ing his cock, “it’s push­ing and urg­ing and want­ing!” He didn’t know what he was ac­tu­ally say­ing. She flipped the blan­ket half­way back and grum­bled good‐na­turedly, “come un­der the blan­ket, then!”


Jack looked cu­ri­ously at her half ex­posed vulva un­der the night­gown, un­der her dark bush the slit was quite clearly vis­i­ble. He had never seen her pussy so clearly be­fore, but some­how this one was much more ex­cit­ing than Leila’s pussy. Her labia had shifted slightly and he guessed that “it” was hid­ing be­hind them. He stared at her cunt for min­utes and turned off the aisle light. He slipped into bed with her in a flash. She re­flex­ively grabbed his cock and sighed deeply. 


“Oh my dear,” she said into the si­lence, “oh my dear! He’s burst­ing stiff! And — can you even squirt and fuck yet?” He nod­ded ea­gerly and sput­tered away, telling her about Leila. She lis­tened to him, sighed and put one leg up. The leg folded to the side as he told how Leila took his fin­ger. He lay half be­hind her and stretched his cock for­ward from be­low. His cock touched her pussy and she di­rected his cock into her fuck­hole, deep in­side. She hes­i­tantly let go of his cock and he pushed for­ward, slowly pen­e­trat­ing Lena’s fuck­hole. He was still re­count­ing how Leila mas­tur­bated with his fin­ger and rubbed and ca­ressed her clit, when she had an or­gasm. Lena sensed her arousal when she imag­ined the young girl’s mas­tur­ba­tion. Lena folded her leg all the way to the side to fa­cil­i­tate his pen­e­tra­tion. Her fin­ger­tips touched his cock and her clit. Slowly in and out, he said to him­self, re­count­ing lenghtily how Leila had done it her­self with his fin­ger. His fin­ger­tips touched Lena’s fin­ger­tips, which were rub­bing the clit gen­tly. He jerked back, his fin­gers had no busi­ness there. He slid in and out slowly and rev­er­ently, telling how Leila pulled him on top of her and guided his cock in­side with her hand. And that Leila had ig­nored the first squirt. The mother closed her eyes, rub­bing gen­tly and re­lax­ing, he thrust and thrust and told how Leila had told him to thrust. He moved back and forth in Lena’s cun­t­hole, dream­ily she waited anx­iously for the end of the tale. He said press­edly how he had thrust in­side Leila for a very long time and she nod­ded, for she could em­pathize with Leila as he thrust. “Yes, Yes Ahh!” Lena moaned softly as she or­gasmed and slowly stopped rub­bing her clit. She en­joyed very much af­ter the or­gasm to ca­ress her clit and en­joyed that he fucked so fine and deeply — but af­ter a while she felt him squirt in­side. She im­me­di­ately ripped out his cock, rubbed it hard and the last jets splashed onto her palm. “Hey, don’t do that, that’s a big mor­tal sin!” she screamed. He asked, that with Leila? She shook her head in hor­ror, no, the Leila thing was okay, but this, now, “this is a damn mor­tal sin!” She thought for a mo­ment. “You mustn’t squirt into me, don’t squirt into me! That’s a bad, a mor­tal sin!” She held his cock tightly, which was stiff to burst­ing again. “But…” he be­gan, but she in­ter­rupted, “Oh, he still has to fuck, you’re not done yet, dar­ling” she mum­bled wearily, “all right!” and she stuffed his cock back into her cun­t­hole. “No more squirt­ing in­side!” she ad­mon­ished him, and he nod­ded. He kept fuck­ing and fuck­ing and she hung on to her dreams while ca­ress­ing her clit in­tensely. He snapped her out of her reverie and gasped, “Now squirt­ing!” and squirted with a solid jet in­side. Im­me­di­ately she yanked his cock out, rubbed it hard and let it squirt all over her pussy.  With a de­ter­mined jerk, she turned on her side and turned her back, her bare ass­cheeks to him. He was dis­ap­pointed that she had let go of his cock and hugged her ass long­ingly. She was so dif­fer­ent from Leila, who had let him cum in­side with­out any com­ment. She felt his cock thrust­ing here and there. She reached back and grabbed his cock. “Give it a rest!” she said sternly, “and don’t wrig­gle around like that, it’s pure un­chastity!” There, she thought, that said it all. “Here you may rub and squirt,” she mut­tered wearily. She grad­u­ally let go of his cock, which came to rest be­tween her ass­cheeks. 


Jack lay very still, one hand rest­ing on her ass­cheek. He stroked her gen­tly, she had such nicely rounded ass­cheeks! He pressed his cock into the crease of her ass. His hand fol­lowed. “Now then!” she pressed out fiercely, “don’t you dare do it with your fist, that’s a sin, a great sin! I cer­tainly don’t want you to do it with your hand!” His hand froze in mid‐mo­tion. “Yes, Mom!” he whis­pered softly, “I won’t do it with my hand! I prom­ise!” She nod­ded im­per­cep­ti­bly and stroked his cock. Her fin­gers slid his cock deep into the crease of her ass. There, she thought, that says it all. “Here you go rub­bing and squirt­ing,” she mur­mured tiredly, stuff­ing his cock deep in­side her ass crease and con­tin­ued to rub his cock hard for quite a while. He held his breath, she al­most made him squirt. But then she stopped and grad­u­ally re­leased his cock, which came to rest be­tween her ass cheeks.


Was she asleep? Her hand rested firmly on his cock and he stirred. His cock slid up and down her ass crease, her hand press­ing his cock into it from above. On pur­pose? He slid and slid up and down un­til the beau­ti­ful feel­ing rose. He felt it squirt into her hol­low hand, then he closed his eyes. He was com­pletely spent. She whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly, “you piglet, you lit­tle piglet!”


Jack came into her bed­room ev­ery night. She would flip back the cov­ers and let him un­der. He al­ways pen­e­trated her pussy from be­hind and from be­low and she steered his cock into her cun­t­hole with her fin­gers. She al­ways ad­mon­ished him that he was not al­lowed to squirt in­side. She kept her fin­gers on his cock first un­til he started to fuck. Then she put her fin­gers on her clit and teased it, she sank into reverie and mas­tur­bated her clit. Slowly at first, then faster and faster. She was al­ready on the home stretch when he squirted in, but she never no­ticed that be­cause she was no longer aware of her sur­round­ings. He kept fuck­ing her slowly for the sec­ond time and she shud­dered ever so slightly in or­gasm. He knew he had to warn her be­fore he squirted in and fucked faster and faster. She put her fin­gers on his cock and mostly felt with her fin­ger­tips when the squirt­ing came. He called out softly, “Now!” and she pulled his cock out. She rubbed it re­ally hard and let it squirt on her pussy or her palm. She kept rub­bing un­til she had let ev­ery drop squirt­ing out. If his cock was still stiff, he was al­lowed to fuck her an­other time. She stroked his mane of hair af­ter­wards and gave him a kiss on the fore­head. It was very nice for both of them. Af­ter 6 weeks she got her pe­riod with the usual de­lay and she told him he was only al­lowed to fuck her ass­crease or her ass­hole. That was a bit­ter blow, be­cause she didn’t want to let him cum in­side any­more. 


She let him slide up and down her ass crease ev­ery night, she was rub­bing his cock in that tun­nel and let­ting him squirt onto her palm. Only once did she men­tion it di­rectly, “I’m glad you’re do­ing it this way and not with your fist, be­cause that would be dis­gust­ing and a great sin!” He kept silent, what could he say in re­sponse? For an­other 14 days she al­lowed him to pen­e­trate her fuck­hole and let him fuck there just up to squirt­ing, rub­bing his cock hard in her ass crease and mak­ing him squirt­ing into her palm. Each time she whis­pered that he was a lit­tle piglet, but he re­ally didn’t care as long as he was al­lowed to fuck and to squirt. She had sup­pressed her sex­ual arousal ev­ery night, but now it just wouldn’t do, she needed it now im­me­di­ately. She waited un­til he was deeply asleep, only then did she reach for her clit. 


Her mother was very strict. Un­til the age of about 10, the lit­tle daugh­ter slept in the mar­i­tal bed. She watched as the fa­ther beat the mother with the dog whip un­til she let her­self be raped. The girl crawled be­tween her thighs to watch the fuck­ing up close. The mother waited un­til he was deeply asleep and then mas­tur­bated. The girl thus learned to mas­tur­bate and or­gasm. Now she also mas­tur­bated, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm and the par­ents laughed and gig­gled when she or­gasmed. She thought it was great to pro­duce her­self proudly in front of the par­ents and let them watch her mas­tur­bate. Her mother said half­heart­edly that it was phooey, but she ig­nored that be­cause the mother mas­tur­bated ev­ery night. At 10, she got her own bed in the nurs­ery and now a stern wind was blow­ing. The mother strictly for­bade her to mas­tur­bate. 


When she caught her lit­tle daugh­ter mas­tur­bat­ing again, she grabbed her by the hair and dragged her to the mar­i­tal bed. She picked up the lit­tle dog whip and pressed the end of the han­dle on the lit­tle girl’s clit. She rubbed the clit re­lent­lessly hard with the end piece and didn’t care that the lit­tle girl was writhing in pain and lust. She stopped only when the girl was al­ready com­ing to or­gasm. She now used the flat end of the dog whip to lash the labia, pussy and clit of the lit­tle girl un­til the or­gasm fully erupted and ebbed, then she chased her out. She now caught the lit­tle girl mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night, dragged her to the mar­i­tal bed and flogged her to or­gasm. Ev­ery night. 


Lena de­tached her­self from Jack and reached to the night­stand, there lay the pen with the thick knob on the end. She pressed it very hard on the clit, very hard from left to right, again and again, as the mother had done. She felt the ap­proach of or­gasm and yanked the belt off the chair, then whipped her pussy to or­gasm and only af­ter that she breathed a sigh of re­lief, that was good, that fuck­ing did it! —  The mother prayed a lot, al­most al­ways. The fa­ther al­ways got goo­gly eyes when she flogged the daugh­ter to or­gasm. He stared at the scenery and at the lit­tle girl’s pussy, his de­sire like his stiff cock grow­ing day by day. He could no longer hold back af­ter touch­ing the lit­tle girl’s pussy dur­ing her or­gasm and raped his wife in front of their daugh­ter. The mother had not wanted to fuck ever and re­ally scuf­fled with him be­cause she did not want to be fucked any­more. One evening — the mother had in­ter­rupted the drink­ing again and again briefly to pray aloud and to curse — af­ter the whip­ping the mother rushed the fa­ther with all her power to mount the daugh­ter. He de­flow­ered her wildly, he fucked her wildly and squirted in­side wildly. The drunken mother pat­ted him kindly on the butt, “well done, old boy, well done!” and was glad not to have to fuck him again. He was per­fectly con­tent to watch the whip­ping and fuck the girl af­ter­wards. The daugh­ter let her fa­ther fuck her for years un­til she walked away and started a new life. She never saw her fa­ther and mother again. 


Jack awoke in the morn­ing and watched her face un­til she woke up. She closed her eyes right then and there. “Do you al­ways do it this wild?” asked Jack. She re­mained silent. He had over­heard ev­ery­thing, this was a dis­as­ter. Or maybe not, now she didn’t have to hide it from him. She smiled, that was okay. He lay down be­hind her ass­cheeks again and spread them with his hands. She al­ways let him pen­e­trate her pussy­hole first and fuck un­til he al­most cum, then she pulled him out. Then he slid up and down her ass crease, and when his cock pounded against her ass­hole, he saw her broad smile. He had seen Franco ass­fuck a few times, now he saw her ass­hole invit­ingly in front of him. Franco had al­ways ass­fucked lit­tle gay Johnny wildly, who was so sub­mis­sive. Johnny stretched his legs to the sky, clasped the backs of his knees with his hands and spread them wide apart. Franco al­ways fucked him re­ally fast and Jack stared at Johnny’s cock, which didn’t get re­ally hard and from which the se­men oozed out white and vis­cous. At one point Franco grabbed Johnny’s cock and rubbed out all the se­men. Franco or­dered Jack to mas­tur­bate gay Johnny. Jack liked it in­sanely to do it and usu­ally made lit­tle Johnny cum twice. He  spit on his fin­gers and rubbed it in her ass­hole. “What are you do­ing, what are you do­ing?” she asked con­fused, in­stantly know­ing what he wanted. She re­laxed her ass mus­cles, she al­ways did that be­fore ass fuck­ing his fa­ther Rainer.


Jack en­tered her ass­hole very gen­tly. She gripped her ass cheeks with both hands and widened them. He thrust for long and squirted. It was in­cred­i­bly sat­is­fy­ing. And it con­tin­ued to be sat­is­fy­ing. She let him fuck her ass­hole ev­ery night. Ev­ery few days she needed it too, she needed the pen­cil and the belt. He kept him­self turned away and didn’t watch her, that seemed bet­ter for her with­out her hav­ing to say any­thing.


She’d bet­ter lie on her stom­ach, he said, that would be bet­ter at ass‐fuck­ing. “Don’t say such dirty words as ass‐fuck­ing,” she re­buked him, “you don’t say that!” But now she lay down on her stom­ach and stretched her ass cheeks will­ingly to­ward him. He looked cov­etously at the labia and the lit­tle hole be­fore pen­e­trat­ing the ass­hole. Lost in thought, he ca­ressed the labia and the lit­tle pussy­hole be­fore­hand, more in­tensely each day. “I want to fuck you, re­ally fuck you!” but she im­me­di­ately turned her head around and scolded, “that would be a mor­tal sin, the Good Lord would never for­give that!” But he re­mained stub­born. He said it ev­ery time be­fore he pen­e­trated the ass­hole; she helped him pen­e­trate each time. He al­ready felt very grown up, he fucked her in the ass­hole ev­ery night and one day he would fuck her in her cun­t­hole, he said. She ob­jected each time an­grily.


Af­ter the ass­fuck­ing one day he pulled out his cock and im­me­di­ately stuck it in her cun­t­hole. Like a fury she whirled around and let him plop out. “Are you in­sane?” she screamed at him and he ducked. But the next day he did it again and let her yell at him. This went on un­til the end of the week. He no­ticed that she was re­sist­ing less and less. It took longer and longer for her to whirl around. An­other week later he pulled his cock out be­fore squirt­ing, stuck it in her cun­t­hole and squirted deep in­side. She was rigid with shock. “You did that on pur­pose,” she said cry­ing tear­fully. “You mustn’t do that, it’s a mor­tal sin!” He ducked his head and mut­tered, “I won­der if you could be deader than dead with the sec­ond mor­tal sin?” She stared at him, stunned, won­der­ing if he wasn’t tak­ing mor­tal sin se­ri­ously? He shook his head, “No, I don’t.”  She spoke to him, she only talked about the se­ri­ous­ness of the mor­tal sin, she didn’t men­tion the in­ject­ing any­more. She felt how hol­low her own words sounded.


He was bold and did not waste a day. The next night he didn’t squirt in her ass­hole ei­ther, but again in her cun­t­hole. She pushed him back so that his residue squirted over her ass cheeks. She started talk­ing about mor­tal sin again and he said that squirt­ing over her ass­cheeks couldn’t be a mor­tal sin! She was con­fused, of course it was not a mor­tal sin! But the squirt­ing in­side, be­fore! That wasn’t worth men­tion­ing, he said, not worth men­tion­ing! She was com­pletely dis­traught, why didn’t he un­der­stand? 


She was armed the other day, she would turn around as soon as he was ready. No sooner said than done. She whirled around, but he was pre­pared when she turned around. He re­ally just wanted to fuck her in her ass­hole, he said grin­ning, but she would have to stretch her legs up­wards. She was caught and nod­ded help­lessly, stretched her legs to the sky and spread them with both hands. He pen­e­trated her ass­hole and fucked her. She was very aroused and whipped with her fin­gers on her pussy, on her clit. She whipped her­self to or­gasm and made him cum in her ass. They were both en­joy­ing this, she mur­mured, this wasn’t such a big mor­tal sin. He never un­der­stood her eval­u­a­tion of the dif­fer­ent deadly sins. But her whip­ping or­gasms got him go­ing un­til, weeks later, he couldn’t take it any­more. He pen­e­trated from the front for the first time in a long time, hold­ing her iron‐clad by the hips as he squirted into her lit­tle cun­t­hole, squirt­ing it all in. She felt de­fense­less and cried silently. Jack stroked her face and wiped the tears from her cheeks. “You don’t want it to hap­pen again?” he asked softly, and she nod­ded. “I can’t prom­ise you that,” he said qui­etly. She nod­ded in hor­ror. 


The next evening she low­ered her head, she was lost, she had al­lowed the mor­tal sin. Her re­sis­tance was bro­ken. She turned her head away in shame and cried, but she no longer re­sisted him fuck­ing her from the front. But she cried each time be­fore she al­lowed her­self to be fucked shame­fully. He fucked her with plea­sure and squirted into her cun­t­hole with great sat­is­fac­tion. She mas­tur­bated af­ter­wards with her fin­ger, with­out pen­cil and belt, let­ting him watch. Then she cud­dled up to him and told him ev­ery­thing. 


Of the mother who whipped her to or­gasm. Of the fa­ther who fucked her for years and spared the mother. Of the hun­dreds of lovers she let fuck her un­til she fell in love with Rainer. Who liked to whip her to or­gasm and give her beau­ti­ful or­gasms. That’s what she liked about him, that he liked to whip her and didn’t ques­tion it. To him she was faith­ful, ex­cept for a few lit­tle slips that he put away with a grin. Be­fore he flew over­seas, he told her that she could take any lover un­til he got back. That it was now Jack of all peo­ple, he would not ap­prove of, but that was the way it was.


Be­fore fuck­ing, she cried heart­break­ingly and will­ingly opened her thighs, but when he fucked her, she stopped cry­ing af­ter a while. She once whis­pered that his cock was big as his fa­ther’s and that he had learned to fuck quite ex­cel­lently. He said noth­ing, but it made him proud. One day she brought a dog whip and taught him to whip her to or­gasm. He was ini­tially far too in­hib­ited to strike hard, but she showed him how to do it. The whip had a flat­tened end, with this flat part he had to hit her clit, not too hard, but rhyth­mi­cally. He learned it quickly and now he whipped her to or­gasm, which made him very horny be­fore fuck­ing her. 


From then on she no longer cried. 


Lena let him fuck her ass­hole when she had her pe­riod, she quite liked that and Rainer usu­ally did it. At first Jack fucked her ass from be­hind, later she lay down on her back, lifted her legs up in the air and spread them wide apart with her el­bows. He stared greed­ily at her pussy and into her lit­tle hole as he fucked her ass. She had al­ready de­cided to let him fuck her at the next op­por­tu­nity, she wanted it. His cock was al­ready as big as Rainer’s now, and he could al­ready fuck well too. 


She would not have been able to say later why she was play­ing a the­ater to Jack. Prob­a­bly it was a mem­ory of her fa­ther, to whom she also had to play a the­ater. Any­way, she would wail about the mor­tal sin of him get­ting lost in her cun­t­hole  and cry heart­break­ingly. He strayed more of­ten and she wailed af­ter he squirted in. She could even cry won­der­fully gen­uinely and play the shame­ful one, which only cheered good Jack on. She acted re­ally bent and bro­ken when he stopped fuck­ing her in the ass. He clung to her heels and spread them wide open to fuck her hole. She re­ally liked him spread­ing her feet so far be­hind her head that it re­ally hurt. She en­joyed the pain and it made her cry and sob and she en­joyed be­ing fucked a lot. 


She didn’t like be­ing fucked in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion very much. She pre­ferred to stretch her legs up in the air, press the backs of her knees apart with her el­bows, and raise her head to see her pussy get­ting fucked. She could see the cock plung­ing in and her clit twitch­ing with each thrust. It was a re­ally nice feel­ing, the horni­ness creep­ing higher and higher, but she al­most never got an or­gasm while be­ing fucked. When he had fin­ished squirt­ing and did not con­tinue fuck­ing, she stayed in the po­si­tion and touched the clit with a fin­ger. It took only a very firm and quick rub­bing and the or­gasm came im­me­di­ately. Only when it was over did he pull his cock out and she low­ered her legs. That was al­ways beau­ti­ful!



● ● ● 



Vic­to­ria had mar­ried her rapist when she got preg­nant. She didn’t love him, not one bit. He had to rape her ev­ery time he wanted to fuck. She hated the child that was grow­ing in­side her. She had imag­ined life very dif­fer­ently. 


At 40, she was still a vir­gin, and still the big­oted bigot that she had been since her strict child­hood. She had had her in­ter­est in lads and sex beaten out of her. She was then the chaste and God‐fear­ing daugh­ter her par­ents had wanted her to be. The only thing that could not be beaten out of her was her daily mas­tur­ba­tion, al­though her mother beat the liv­ing day­lights out of her ev­ery time she caught her mas­tur­bat­ing. She grew older and mas­tur­bated only se­cretly. Ev­ery night, all her life. 


Her rapist was happy to have fi­nally found a woman he could rape ev­ery time. She never let him fuck her will­ingly, and her hard re­sis­tance was all he re­ally needed. That she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night, he never found out. 


She was a strict mother and would hit the lit­tle daugh­ter if she touched her­self. That was yuck! But lit­tle Lena had learned to mas­tur­bate by watch­ing her mother do it and she did it in the mar­i­tal bed with the par­ents laugh­ing. Lena must have been about 10 when Vicky caught her re­ally mas­tur­bat­ing. She slapped Lena on the fin­gers, phooey, you don’t do that! Lena de­fi­antly kept silent and waited un­til Vic­to­ria had left, then she con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing each time. Again and again Vic­to­ria caught her mas­tur­bat­ing, one day she be­came fu­ri­ous and dragged Lena by the hair into the mas­ter bed­room. Her hus­band stared at the naked girl. Vic­to­ria or­dered him to hold the lit­tle girl. Then she reached for the dog whip. 


Ac­tu­ally, the daugh­ter should be pun­ished. But it turned out that Lena en­joyed the pain, en­joyed it sex­u­ally. Vic­to­ria stared at Lena’s clit, which twitched with each stroke. Vicky was so fas­ci­nated by it that she didn’t stop. Lena squirmed in her fa­ther’s firm grip, ob­vi­ously hav­ing an or­gasm. Vicky paused. The child squirmed and jerked in or­gasm, her hus­band stared at her cunt with greedy eyes, and she chased Lena away, back into the nurs­ery. She wearily fought her hus­band off, she had no de­sire to fuck or to be raped. All the more fu­ri­ously he raped her. 


Vic­to­ria had started a vi­cious cy­cle that soon grew over her head. Lena was now mas­tur­bat­ing so provoca­tively that she couldn’t help but whip her. Lena loved the pain that in­evitably led to or­gasm. And her hus­band en­joyed it so much that he had to rape his wife af­ter­wards. Vic­to­ria, who had kept the rap­ing some­how in check un­til now, now had to suf­fer it daily.


The al­co­hol didn’t help, but it made it more bear­able. The par­ents were now reg­u­larly drunk when they first fell over Lena and then over each other. The years flew by, Lena no longer went straight to the nurs­ery af­ter the whip­ping, but watched the par­ents fall­ing over each other, scratch­ing and bit­ing and fuck­ing. She knew the beau­ti­ful pain it would cause her to be fucked by them. She pounced on them one day, los­ing ev­ery ves­tige of re­spect, bit­ing and scratch­ing as they did. Vicky looked at her with a blurry ex­pres­sion. The loath­some child in­ter­feres?! “Fuck her!” she yelled at her hus­band, “fuck her!” 


He was com­pletely off bal­ance. What was Lena do­ing here!? He grabbed the girl and Vicky screamed for him to fuck the girl, damn it! Lena re­coiled at the last mo­ment and stared at her fa­ther in hor­ror. “Fuck her, fuck her!” roared Vicky as if out of her mind, but it was Lena’s hor­ri­fied look that sparked his dev­il­ish lust. He gripped Lena even tighter, his knees forc­ing her thighs apart. In a flash­back, he rec­og­nized the Vicky he had de­flow­ered and raped years ago. With a sav­age jerk he pen­e­trated Vicky’s, no, Lena’s vagina, tore her hy­men and fucked her mer­ci­lessly. 


Lena had never felt such beau­ti­ful pain as she did now. As if in a fog, she lost her­self and con­scious­ness for a mo­ment. The or­gasm jerked her back to the present and she clutched him in her hap­pi­ness and pain. He con­tin­ued to fuck for what seemed like an eter­nity un­til he cum deep in her cunt. He im­me­di­ately let go of her and pushed her aside, his lust and greed were sat­is­fied. Lena cow­ered and whim­pered in hap­pi­ness and pain. Vicky pat­ted his ass cheeks with the flat of her hand. “Well done, old boy! Well done!” He nod­ded, that has been re­ally good.


This opened Pan­dora’s box. Vicky now sicced him on Lena ev­ery night, who let him fuck her with tears in her eyes. Vicky no longer had to let him fuck her, and that was lib­er­at­ing. She mas­tur­bated when he was asleep, and that was all she wanted. He fucked Lena ev­ery night, she cal­cu­lat­ingly played the poor, fright­ened vir­gin be­cause she in­stinc­tively rec­og­nized his dark  depths. The price was three abor­tions by her 18th birth­day, but she didn’t think about it later. 



● ● ● 



Lena fucked the first lad be­fore she was 15. She un­con­sciously re­belled against her par­ents’ abuse, be­cause Vicky still whipped her to or­gasm be­fore her fa­ther raped her. She needed the whip­ping and be­ing raped ev­ery day, but she broke out daily and fucked her brains out with the boys. She fucked ev­ery­one who wanted it, and they all wanted it. She grad­u­ated from school by the skin of her teeth and went to wait­ress­ing. One day she fell madly in love. 


Rainer was very per­mis­sive when it came to sex­ual mat­ters. He didn’t bat an eye when she con­fessed to him how much she loved pain, how much she needed the whip. He learned it quickly and had no prob­lem with it, on the con­trary, it made a hid­den sadis­tic chord vi­brate. He learned to beat her clit with the flat part of the whip very lightly and rhyth­mi­cally, bring­ing her to or­gasm won­der­fully. She had a son, Jack, who be­came a splen­did lad. She had a few stormy one night stands, which Rainer put away with an un­der­stand­ing smile. Af­ter all, it was just some­thing phys­i­cal, not a threat to the mar­riage. She was grate­ful for it and would have in­dulged him in a fling, but he didn’t need it at the time. Jack was al­ready a se­nior in high school when Rainer flew to the States, meant for a few weeks, but it turned into a year. 


Lena didn’t want to go to the States for a few months, she wanted to stay home with Jack. He was get­ting to the age where he would dis­cover his sex­u­al­ity, and she didn’t want to leave him there. She had brought him up very strictly in sex­ual mat­ters, and she had for­bid­den him to mas­tur­bate very strictly from a very young age. She had no idea why she raised Jack so strictly in sex­ual mat­ters, but she did. She had al­ways cov­ered her­self chastely and had never let him see her naked un­til now. She had only shown her­self naked to him now in the bath­room be­cause she wanted to ed­u­cate him sex­u­ally and had shown and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him. But she also said that it was quite nor­mal and right when he squirted by him­self at night, she could see that from the sheet. He must never mas­tur­bate with his fist, that was fie. He did not know the word, so she rubbed his cock for a few sec­onds and stopped very quickly when his se­men be­gan to drip. She held his cock tightly and it took for­ever for all the se­men to drip out. “Is that mas­tur­bat­ing?” he asked and she shook her head. “No, mas­tur­bat­ing is when you rub your cock with a fist un­til it re­ally squirts.” A long si­lence fol­lowed. “You’re not al­lowed to do it your­self, that’s to­tally yuck!” She clutched his stiff cock. He nod­ded, that was fie, sure. “But how does mas­tur­ba­tion go now?” he asked per­sis­tently. She took her time with an an­swer, think­ing long and hard.  “I can show you, only you can’t do it your­self, but I can show you once.”  He nod­ded. She said she would rub his cock now and rubbed it lightly and gen­tly with her fist. He gasped. “I think I need to squirt again!” he groaned, pressed. Now she rubbed him up and down very hard a few times. He squirted im­me­di­ately, his seed re­ally shoot­ing out in thick jets, and she con­tin­ued rub­bing firmly un­til he had fin­ished spurt­ing. He gasped, breath­ing heav­ily, and looked at her, beam­ing. “That’s the mas­tur­ba­tion,” she said. She loved him very much, her lit­tle man, and said, “there, that was fine, wasn’t it?” and pushed him back. He clutched his stiff cock with a beg­gars look. “Do you like again?” she asked, and he nod­ded mutely. “All right, but just for once, ex­cep­tion­ally. I do you now,” she said, look­ing at the small, red glans as she rubbed his cock anew with her fist. She had some­times watched in school when a lad mas­tur­bated, she had found it fas­ci­nat­ing then. Now she held her hand in front of the glans to catch the se­men. She rubbed for a very long time and he gasped, “Here it comes!” She caught the se­men and let it fin­ish spurt­ing, then let go of his cock, which slowly col­lapsed. He was shak­ing all over and she nod­ded, “that’s mas­tur­bat­ing, but you’re not al­lowed to do it your­self!” Why was she so strict with him? She took him by the shoul­ders and looked him se­ri­ously in the eyes. “Some silly fel­lows did it to squirt, but it’s bet­ter and health­ier to let it squirt by it­self.” She won­dered if he would prom­ise her that. Jack looked at his naked mother and swore by all the saints. “But don’t do it your­self, al­ways come to me and ask, maybe I’ll do it again for you!” He nod­ded and ac­tu­ally came ev­ery day four or five times and let her mas­tur­bate him, but he got bored af­ter a few weeks.


Ev­ery night he con­jured up the blurry im­age of the naked mother, that made his cock quite stiff and he held it very tightly in his fist. When her naked hole ap­peared in front of him, in­dis­tinct and mys­te­ri­ous, blurred and pale dis­ap­pear­ing, that made him squirt af­ter a short time, he didn’t have to rub for long at all. So he could par­tially keep his word. 





But prob­a­bly it had hap­pened quite dif­fer­ently, only she did not want to ad­mit it:


Lena didn’t want to go to the States for a few months, she wanted to stay home with Jack. He was get­ting to the age where he would dis­cover his sex­u­al­ity, and she didn’t want to leave him there. She had raised him very strictly in sex­ual mat­ters, she had strictly for­bid­den him to mas­tur­bate from a very young age. She had no idea why she raised Jack so strictly in sex­ual mat­ters. She had al­ways cov­ered her­self chastely and never let them see her naked un­til now. 


Now she had shown her­self naked to him in the bath­room, to ex­plain him ev­ery­thing. She ex­plained to him all the parts of her vulva, she let him put his in­dex fin­ger in her vagina and she ex­plained to him how to fuck, how to squirt in. She showed him the clit. She stroked it a few times and said that women did that with the clit be­cause it was very good for them. He had asked ev­ery­thing and she had an­swered ev­ery­thing. She had ex­plained to him that it was quite nor­mal and right if it squirted by it­self dur­ing the night, she could see that on the sheet. But he must never mas­tur­bate with his hand. He did not know the word, so she rubbed his cock for min­utes and stopped very quickly when his se­men be­gan to drip. She held his cock tightly and had to rub for what seemed like an eter­nity un­til all the se­men had oozed out. “That was the mas­tur­ba­tion,” she said. He looked at her, beam­ing. “Stick it in like daddy, stick it in like daddy!” he said croak­ily, be­cause his cock, like Rainer’s, was still stiff. She vaguely re­mem­bered let­ting Rainer fuck her ear­lier, even though the lit­tle boy was in bed with them, but that Jack could re­mem­ber it now? “I’ve seen the daddy stick it in and fuck you! I want that too! And re­ally cum in­side!” the lit­tle boy ex­claimed. She had only a mo­ment to think, for he had stepped up close, stand­ing in  front of her and his cock was push­ing into her flesh. 


“You like to stick it in like daddy?” she asked coo­ing, feel­ing the heat of shame and temp­ta­tion rise like the bib­li­cal ser­pent. “Come here then, lit­tle man!” She grabbed the lit­tle guy and al­lowed him to in­sert his lit­tle cock into her fuck­hole and he im­me­di­ately be­gan to fuck. A few mo­ments later he squirted and looked up at her, proudly beam­ing. His stiff cock was still in­side. “Again!” he or­dered him­self and fucked away, fast as a  clock­work. She put both hands on his ass cheeks and pushed him in as he squirted. He was still stiff, the lit­tle guy! He caught his breath for a while un­til it calmed down. Then he fucked again like clock­work, but now it was hard and he got out of step. He strained and fucked slowly and la­bo­ri­ously. She pulled out the flac­cid cock. She took his cock in her fist, made him quickly stiff and gave him a su­perb hand­job. He squirted high and gasped for air. His cock col­lapsed on it­self. “That’s enough, isn’t it?” she asked, and he nod­ded wearily. She re­al­ized how wrong the whole thing was. She loved him very much, her lit­tle man, and said, “my lit­tle dar­ling, that was fine, wasn’t it?” and pushed him back.


The other day he pulled her by the hand into the bath­room and dropped his clothes. He clutched his cock and waited im­pa­tiently for her to strip naked. He ma­neu­vered her to the edge of the bath­tub where she sat down. He looked at her de­ter­minedly and said, “Again, with stick­ing in!” She stroked his hair, “all right, but this is the last time!” He was stub­bornly silent, star­ing at the cun­t­hole. “Want to fuck again, like daddy!” She sighed and un­folded her thighs invit­ingly. He stepped for­ward, hold­ing onto her hips and thrust­ing his cock into her fuck­hole. “That’s so fine in there,” he beamed and fucked away. She did not cor­rect him that he should start slow. He was squirt­ing af­ter only a few mo­ments. Like yes­ter­day, he let his cock stick in her and fucked her again. She stroked his hair, he was so fo­cused and bit his tongue, which he stuck out a lit­tle to the side. She stroked his cheeks, he squirted with ef­fort and high con­cen­tra­tion. Now he had to take a longer break, but his cock was still re­ally stiff. He fucked again, but he strug­gled. She pulled out the flac­cid. Again she took his cock in her fist and gave him an ex­cel­lent hand­job. It was barely squirt­ing even though he was re­ally strain­ing. Then he dropped his head, ashamed cause of his fail­ure. He looked at her ques­tion­ingly. “Was it right like that?” he asked, and “To­mor­row?” But she kept at it, to­day was the last time, to­mor­row no more. “Don’t put it in any­more, now was the last time.” He nod­ded, though he didn’t un­der­stand why. 


He stood in the bath­room again the next day and cheek­ily pulled off her un­der­pants. “But no more stuff­ing in­side, I told you that yes­ter­day,” she mut­tered, “re­ally no stuff­ing in my cunt!” He nod­ded sadly, for he did not un­der­stand her un­ex­pected about‐face, but there was a flash in his eyes. Af­ter the sec­ond time, yes­ter­day, she wouldn’t let him fuck her any­more, he re­al­ized, with­out re­ally be­ing of­fended. 


She sat down on the edge of the bath­tub and let her thighs spread apart. He stared open‐mouthed at her pussy­hole and gripped his cock even tighter with his fist. Now she nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly at him, “you know how to do it, don’t you?” and he nod­ded proudly, “of course I do, look here, like this!” He stared un­blink­ingly at the pussy­hole and rubbed his cock. The lit­tle guy was very skilled at this, hav­ing done it hun­dreds of times be­fore, and rubbed his cock faster and faster. She hadn’t seen mas­tur­ba­tion for a long time and had no doubts, he wasn’t do­ing it for the first time. It took him sev­eral min­utes and she stared at his glans slowly ap­proach­ing her lit­tle hole. The glans touched her vagi­nal en­trance and he im­me­di­ately squirted. She pushed him in by his ass cheeks and let him fin­ish squirt­ing in­side. But as soon as he fin­ished squirt­ing, she pushed him back. She scolded her­self for not stay­ing con­sis­tent. 


He was al­ready rub­bing on. How she loved to watch him! He bit his tongue again and rubbed, faster and faster. She put her hand in front of her pussy, not let­ting him pen­e­trate any­more. He squirted into her hand and onto the vagi­nal en­trance, but she kept at it. He was dis­ap­pointed and the cock in his fist shrank. That was enough for to­day. “Do you do it of­ten?” she asked softly, and he nod­ded rather de­ject­edly. Then they walked out.


On the fol­low­ing days she sat naked on the edge of the bath­tub and watched him mas­tur­bate, usu­ally twice in a row. Some­how she was fas­ci­nated by his child­like ea­ger­ness and skill. She held her open hand in front of her pussy and let him squirt into it. He stared un­blink­ingly at her cun­t­hole, which ex­cited the lit­tle fel­low im­mensely, so that some­times he would mas­tur­bate and cum a third time. She smiled and said softly that he should not mas­tur­bate so of­ten, it was harm­ful.


It an­noyed him that she ad­mon­ished ev­ery time af­ter he squirted that mas­tur­bat­ing would be bad for him in the long run. Where did she get that stupid idea? She af­firmed it again and again. He was shak­ing all over and wanted to mas­tur­bate again. Why was she so hard on him? She took him by the shoul­ders and looked him se­ri­ously in the eyes. “Some stupid fel­lows do it all the time to cum, but it’s bet­ter and health­ier to let it squirt by it­self. Or at least not too of­ten!” She won­dered if he would prom­ise her that. Jack looked at his naked mother and swore by all the saints. 


She watched him mas­tur­bate ev­ery day. The big­ger he got, the big­ger his cock be­came. She now let him squirt more of­ten into her pussy­hole  when he had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing, he en­joyed it very much to squirt in­side at the end. Then at some point she had lost the de­sire to watch him mas­tur­bate. She never found out why she ended it so abruptly.


Years later, Rainer flew to the States.





No sooner had Rainer flown to the States than Jack was stand­ing in the bed­room door­way. He could not fall asleep, his stiff cock pressed and pushed so. She let him join her in bed and con­sid­ered giv­ing him a hand job. Blush­ing breath­less she re­mem­bered that she had let him fuck her af­ter the sex talk, twice. She blushed up to her nip­ples, she had watched him mas­tur­bate for weeks and some­times let him squirt in­side to fin­ish. She was con­fused and de­cided to wait. She ca­ressed his cock a while and asked, al­though she knew the an­swer of course, if he could even squirt yet? Fuck­ing? “Yes!” ex­claimed Jack en­thu­si­as­ti­cally, say­ing he had been se­duced into fuck­ing by a cer­tain Leila to­day. Lena pulled him close and stroked his cock, which she placed on her pussy. She let her thighs fall apart in a fit of dull horni­ness. “Tell me ev­ery­thing,” she said sleep­ily, and con­tin­ued to ca­ress his cock lightly. It just bub­bled out of him as he was al­lowed to fon­dle Leila’s flat breasts and she lifted her skirt to show him her pussy and ex­plain ev­ery­thing. Lena closed her eyes and let go of his cock as Leila plea­sured her­self with his fin­ger. Lena, of course, felt Jack’s cock gen­tly dig­ging into her vagina, but she let it, — fuck, why not? He kept talk­ing, let­ting his cock slide in and out, — fuck, why not? Lena moaned softly as her or­gasm grad­u­ally rose, mak­ing her trem­ble softly. Jack gasped heav­ily and came to the end of his telling, he had squirted into Leila and was now squirt­ing into Lena’s cunt. Im­me­di­ately she was alarmed and yanked his cock out, he squirted all over her palm. She scolded him prop­erly and of course no­ticed that his cock was still quite stiff. Rainer’s cock also re­mained stiff af­ter the first squirt. She os­ten­ta­tiously turned her back on him and stuck his cock firmly in her ass crease, he had to keep grind­ing there, she or­dered. He squirted into her hand and she smiled softly, “you lit­tle piglet, you!”


He crept up to Lena ev­ery night. She had lain down wide‐legged and he lay across her, clutch­ing her leg as he thrust his cock for­ward. She ac­qui­esced and steered his cock in­con­spic­u­ously as he very gen­tly in­serted his cock into her cunt from un­der­neath. Fuck­ing in and out a bit, that was okay with her. She pre­tended not to no­tice, but when he sped up, she pulled his cock out, turned her ass to face him, and placed his cock firmly in the crease of her ass. She hissed that he was al­lowed to fuck there and squirt into her hol­low hand, that would be fine. “You lit­tle piglet, you!” — She still wasn’t sure if she should let him fuck her. 


Some­times he was quite re­strained and didn’t fuck quickly. It was just this slow­ness that made her horni­ness slither into her pussy se­duc­tive like the snake in par­adise. She couldn’t re­sist the se­duc­tive snake for long, her fin­ger slid­ing gen­tly over her clit. She didn’t need the whip­ping to reach or­gasm like that. If she was al­ready on the home stretch, she did not no­tice any­thing of the en­vi­ron­ment, did not no­tice his rapid thrust­ing or his hasty in­ject­ing. Her or­gasm came much later, when his cock was al­ready fuck­ing soft and steadily  again. Sub­con­sciously, she guessed that he had squirted in, but nei­ther of them ad­dressed it. It didn’t re­ally mat­ter.
 

For the first 14 days, she had al­ways fear­fully pulled out his cock. The 19‐year‐old had a nice, big cock that she liked to cra­dle in her hand. She pulled the fore­skin all the way back, look­ing at the red glans cov­etously. She had great prac­tice in hand­jobs, now she grabbed the cock re­ally tight and rubbed it with plain plea­sure. She could tell by his breath­ing how his arousal was ris­ing. She let him squirt on her pussy, that was quite okay so. At some point, af­ter an­other 14 days, she let him fuck in her ass­hole, for weeks. He some­times fucked her in the the cun­t­hole and af­ter some time she didn’t care that he squirted in­side. She couldn’t have told if it was be­cause she mas­tur­bated ev­ery time he fucked her. He lifted his head to watch her fin­ger mas­tur­bat­ing, it seemed to turn him on. She was al­ways rac­ing  on tar­get when she felt his squirt­ing in­side. But she kept mas­tur­bat­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing un­til her body shook in or­gasm. When she mas­tur­bated with her fin­ger, the or­gasm was never as strong as when she was flogged to or­gasm. When she came to or­gasm with the fin­ger, her body twitched only slightly and her limbs trem­bled for a few mo­ments. Soon she re­laxed, ca­ress­ing her clit very lightly and gen­tly be­fore con­tin­u­ing to mas­tur­bate all over again. She al­ways mas­tur­bated un­til his cock went limp. Af­ter the first timid 14 days and weeks she was happy to let him keep fuck­ing and squirt in­side as of­ten as he wanted. She had al­ways re­ally liked be­ing fucked while mas­tur­bat­ing or mas­tur­bat­ing while be­ing fucked if it didn’t bother her lover — but she never mas­tur­bated with a one night stand. She never again scolded Jack or not al­low­ing him to squirt in­side. It didn’t re­ally mat­ter. 


She had to mas­tur­bate whip­ping smart at some point, of course, and she did it when he had fallen asleep, but he had caught on any­way. Fuck it, Lena thought, I won’t have to hide it from him any­more. He turned his back on her and looked down at the floor when she whipped her­self to or­gasm. He ob­vi­ously felt that she pre­ferred it that way now. Later on he learned to whip her to or­gasm.


She re­ally had to cry dead sad when she thought about the fu­ture. She won­dered what Rainer thought about it? Would she have to do with­out Jack? Could she fuck both of them, Jack in the af­ter­noon and Rainer at night? Or both of them al­ter­nately? 


She slept fit­fully; it was a dif­fi­cult ques­tion. In her heart she knew, that Rainer wouldn’t re­turn. 






Lena’s Strug­gle


by Jack Faber © 2023




Lena lay sprawled on the bed, rub­bing her clit anew slowly and with de­lighted rel­ish. She was lost in her reverie. Rainer had been avoid­ing her bed for a year and had flown to the States months ago. Since Jack’s birth, she has been un­able to have chil­dren any­more and that may have been one of the trig­gers for his sex­ual dilemma. He slept on the couch in the study and she dragged on the one night stand guy into her bed­room, Rainer didn’t care. Since that time she got used to leav­ing the bed­room door open and also the bed­side lamp burn­ing overnight. She knew very well that Rainer was se­cretly watch­ing her and her lovers fuck­ing. She also no­ticed, of course, that he was watch­ing her mas­tur­bate. The se­men stains on his sheet spoke a clear lan­guage. Ev­ery time she no­ticed, that he started to mas­tur­bate, she went naked to him in the study and fucked him im­me­di­ately. But he was al­ways up­set when she caught him in a mo­ment of weak­ness and fucked him. It did not solve the prob­lem at all. She had gone down to the neigh­bor’s apart­ment ev­ery morn­ing for 10 days and let his guest fuck her brains out. The African had a big, crooked black cock that filled her pussy­hole com­pletely. She let her­self be fucked al­most to un­con­scious­ness with his gi­ant cock ev­ery morn­ing, and the old, ugly neigh­bor sat grin­ning next to her, rub­bing his ugly, un­ap­pe­tiz­ing cock. He never found women and he had no one to fuck, so it was a god­send for him when young Lena, who was not yet 28, came down to him to be fucked by his guest. He did not miss this op­por­tu­nity to fuck her when she was com­pletely ex­hausted and de­fense­less. He sat curled up next to her like an evil lep­rechaun, greed­ily rub­bing his cock. He stuck his tongue half out and chewed on it as the African came to the fi­nale and squirted into her. When the African had fin­ished squirt­ing, the lep­rechaun also stuck his cock into the ex­hausted girl and let it squirt in with a wicked, gloat­ing laugh. She felt ter­ri­bly ashamed when he fucked her with a sar­donic grin and squirted in, but she couldn’t stop it. Af­ter­wards, some­times the neigh­bor would am­bush her in the cor­ri­dor and forced her to fol­low him to his apart­ment to fuck. She found it very dis­gust­ing, but she fucked him any­way. He was al­ready quite old and fucked only with great dif­fi­culty, but he wanted to fuck her ev­ery two months at least. Rainer had flown away and left her alone with Jack. With Rainer gone, so was the whip­ping to or­gasm gone, so she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night with her fin­ger only. 


Jack had knocked and was stand­ing naked un­der the door. He held his cock tightly, his eyes beg­ging mis­er­ably. She flipped back the cov­ers, al­low­ing him to join her. He stopped and stared at her pussy for min­utes. She had con­tin­ued to play with her clit, lost in thought, but when she no­ticed his gaze, she stopped in­stantly. The mem­ory came to her with force and the blush cov­ered her face down to her breasts.


When Jack was lit­tle, about 11 or 12 years old, she had once shown her­self to him naked in the bath­room and ex­plained sex and ev­ery­thing in de­tail. She had shown him the clit in par­tic­u­lar, say­ing that it was there so that women could plea­sure them­selves with it if they wanted to. She showed him her mas­tur­ba­tion, when the boy in­sis­tently de­manded it, but she stopped with­out or­gasm.  Men rubbed their dicks with their fists to cum, but that wasn’t healthy. He should let it squirt by it­self at night, she said, and that was nor­mal and healthy. The lit­tle boy had been al­lowed to stick his in­dex fin­ger into her pussy­hole when she ex­plained him the fuck­ing and squirt­ing. He was al­lowed to fin­ger­fuck her and she laughed brightly. He paused thought­fully. A thought flashed in his eyes, then he  crowed that he wanted to stick his cock in like Dad, who had been al­lowed to stick it in and fuck her. He had seen it as a child. Strange, that he could re­mem­ber it af­ter so many years. She had re­luc­tantly given in af­ter a long hes­i­ta­tion and dis­pute and the lit­tle boy fucked her stand­ing up, twice in a row. He stood be­tween her thighs and held onto her hips. He stared at her breasts, her nip­ples danc­ing in front of his face. He thrust for an amaz­ingly long time and squirted, his fin­gers claw­ing into her ass­cheeks as he cum. He was taken aback and waited a few sec­onds be­fore con­tin­u­ing to fuck. He stared down at his cock driv­ing in and out of her pussy­hole. He had to fuck much longer now, but he squirted bravely and held still. He looked up at her and she nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly, “come, again!” she said smil­ing. But he didn’t man­age the third time, she took his cock in her hand and gave him a quick and won­der­ful hand­job. Rainer laughed when she told him, but he didn’t like it at all. She was ly­ing to Rainer, she would not let the boy fuck her again. Rainer agreed, be­cause this kind of phys­i­cal in­struc­tion re­ally went too far for him. The next day Jack wanted to fuck again, she very re­luc­tantly gave in and said this was the last time, for sure. Again he stood be­tween her thighs, pulled back the fore­skin and spread her lit­tle hole with two fin­gers be­fore pen­e­trat­ing. This as­ton­ished her, be­cause he copied Rainer in de­tail. The boy fucked slowly and squirted, af­ter a short pause he con­tin­ued fuck­ing, very much the lit­tle Rainer. He had to fuck her for a very long time un­til he squirted in rear­ing up. She smiled en­cour­ag­ingly at him to keep go­ing. Again he started a third time, and again she had to fin­ish it with a firm hand­job. For the next two years she only let Jack fuck her when he begged very per­sis­tently. Mostly she just gave him hand­jobs, three or four times in the af­ter­noon. Or she would watch him mas­tur­bate, which he did more and more of­ten in front of her. But af­ter two years, he was in a gang at school where the girls gave the boys hand­job af­ter hand­job. Jack se­cretly filmed the girls when they mas­tur­bated in front of the gang or when a girl was gang fucked, one by one. He showed the videos to Lena, who found that very arous­ing. Jack didn’t par­tic­i­pate in the gang­fuck, be­cause he was too cow­ardly to fuck in front of the oth­ers and be­cause gang­fuck­ing a girl didn’t seem to be fair to him, he stated, but she didn’t be­lieve that.


Now he stood naked un­der the door and begged. She threw back the blan­ket and he lay down with her. She let the blan­ket slide care­lessly to the floor. She re­flex­ively grabbed his cock and in­stantly felt a hot wave race through her pussy. “Your cock has got­ten pretty big, though,” she mur­mured. She hadn’t seen his cock in years and was sur­prised. He was very ex­cited and burst­ingly horny. He squeezed in her hand and she put the cock on her pussy. Hold­ing him very tightly, she con­sid­ered for a mo­ment re­lax­ing him with a hand­job. “You re­ally want it, I can feel it!” she ex­claimed softly, im­me­di­ately dis­miss­ing the hand­job. He sighed deeply as she moved his cock back and forth on her pussy. “So,” she asked lurk­ingly, “can you fuck at all yet?” she asked and he nod­ded. “I se­cretly fucked a girl from the gang to­day,” he whis­pered hoarsely. “First girl ever.” Lena pulled the fore­skin all the way back and pressed the glans onto her pussy. “Ahh, I see,” Lena said, “and now you want to fuck me, don’t you?” Jack con­tin­ued to sigh, shy­ing away from say­ing it so di­rectly. “So, se­cretly fucked, huh?” It wasn’t irony, it was cu­rios­ity. The ur­gent warmth in her pussy made her think three steps fur­ther, she squeezed the glans even tighter. Some­thing in her mind whis­pered to her not to do a sense­less hand­job af­ter all, as his glans dripped a lit­tle bit and she dabbed the glans rhyth­mi­cally on her clit. Maybe, she thought, maybe this was how he would squirt. She had no way of know­ing that he had al­ready squirted while watch­ing her dream­ily mas­tur­ba­tion. She dabbed the glans a lit­tle bit into her cun­t­hole and she knew quite clearly that she wanted him to fuck her. Jack told about a cer­tain Leila he had had to fuck. “Isn’t she afraid of get­ting preg­nant?” Lena asked and he didn’t an­swer, he hadn’t thought about that. “Leila is one who lets the whole gang fuck her,” he said croak­ily, “she lets one af­ter an­other fuck her. She al­ways takes off all her clothes, she has no shame there. They fuck one right af­ter the other, five or six guys. Leila mas­tur­bated dur­ing the whole fuck­ing and usu­ally long af­ter the last one had squirted in. She did it grin­ning be­cause she’s a real slut and I don’t think she’s afraid of get­ting preg­nant.” He said he had al­ready shown her Leila’s group fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing as a movie, had she for­got­ten? Lena grabbed his cock while he was telling and rubbed it hard on her pussy. “Tell me it in de­tail,” she said, clos­ing her eyes dream­ily. She saw it clearly in front of her, how Leila took his fin­ger and mas­tur­bated with it. Her fin­ger touched her clit, it wanted it now too. “You used to let me fuck you years ago,” he said in a beg­ging tone. Lena let go of his cock and he thrust for­ward in­stantly. Smil­ing, she steered his cock and folded her leg to the side, al­low­ing him to pen­e­trate deeper. Lena rubbed her clit gen­tly and imag­ined what he was telling. He had cum im­me­di­ately when Leila let him pen­e­trate. 


Jack fucked slowly and anx­iously, would she let him con­tinue, would she tol­er­ate it? Lena let him tell again how Leila mas­tur­bated her­self with his fin­ger. Lena lis­tened for min­utes, now rub­bing her clit fast. She moaned softly as the or­gasm came, her legs trem­bling ever so slightly for mo­ments. He con­tin­ued thrust­ing pow­er­fully, re­port­ing how he had to thrust in Leila’s. Lena con­tin­ued to dream on and he re­ported halt­ingly that he had squirted into Leila, jet by jet. Jack felt it ris­ing up in­side him and he thrust faster and harder. Lena felt his firm thrust­ing and con­tin­ued to stroke her clit, so fine it was. A mo­ment later a cer­tain rest­less­ness spread through him, he felt the ex­plo­sion and squirted the first jet hard in­side. Sud­denly she flinched, Jack was squirt­ing, hell, he was squirt­ing right in! Sud­denly a kind of panic seized her. Surely he wasn’t sup­posed to squirt in, or hadn’t she told him? 


She yanked his cock out with a soft cry. His cock kept squirt­ing and she rubbed him hard. He squirted and squirted, slowly it stopped. She scolded him, he was not al­lowed to squirt in­side! He nod­ded con­tritely, he had sus­pected it, but he didn’t care. She con­sid­ered for a mo­ment why she didn’t want to let him squirt in. She wanted to keep  con­trol, have the up­per hand and not sub­mit to him as a sub­mis­sive weak fe­male. She was still hold­ing his cock, it was still stiff. Lena looked at him from the side and smiled know­ingly. “You still have to keep go­ing, keep fuck­ing, don’t you?” With­out wait­ing for an an­swer, she stuffed his cock back into her pussy­hole. “Okay,” she said de­cid­edly, “you can keep go­ing, just don’t cum in­side!” He was con­fused for only a split sec­ond, then his face bright­ened and he con­tin­ued fuck­ing all over again. She ca­ressed her clit and con­tin­ued to dream on. The flog­ging with the dog whip had stopped as Rainer’s sex­u­al­ity froze. It was a com­plete sur­prise, but she told her­self it would come again, that it would come again for sure. It didn’t come again, and he urged her to find a guy to fuck. She did, as she was so up­set and an­gry with his cold  re­ac­tion. She was get­ting one or more guys ev­ery week. She com­pletely for­got how nice it was with Rainer. She let the guys fuck her, but usu­ally she re­mained highly aroused only, when she sent the guy home. She only sat­is­fied her­self with her fin­ger ev­ery night, no whip­ping any­more. 


Jack was thrust­ing much faster now, pant­ing “Now!” he gasped with a suf­fer­ing look on his face. Lena did not un­der­stand what he ac­tu­ally wanted to say and con­tin­ued to rub her hot clit. But af­ter a while she cried out, be­cause he squirted with all his might in­side. She yanked out his cock and grabbed it, rub­bing it re­ally hard un­til he fin­ished squirt­ing. She didn’t blame him, but she turned her ass to him and stuffed his cock into her ass crease. She con­tin­ued to rub his cock there, mut­ter­ing that’s where he could rub, grind and squirt at will. She con­tin­ued to rub his cock and he squirted into her palm once again. She grinned wryly, “you lit­tle piglet, you!”


The next days she al­ways let him fuck in her pussy­hole for a short time, for min­utes only, and grabbed his cock well be­fore squirt­ing. In the end she taught him to fuck her in the ass­hole. He seemed to like it, at least he pre­ferred it to a hand­job. He did it for a few weeks, she lay on her back, stretched her legs high in the air and spread them with her el­bows. He stared at her open pussy­hole and mut­tered that he was go­ing to fuck her one day like a man. She ob­jected and shook her head, never! He fucked her ass­hole wildly and squirted in, then he stuck his cock in her pussy­hole. She protested aloud, but he let his cock in­side. Now she mas­tur­bated, with her legs high up, rub­bing and whip­ping her clit with her fin­gers to or­gasm and en­joyed beam­ing his aroused watch­ing. It went well for a few days.


But he no longer squirted while ass‐fuck­ing. He put his cock in her cun­t­hole and held her by the hips iron­clad, her legs were stretched high in the air, which she held with her el­bows. So he fucked her hard and squirted in­side. He pulled it out and she cried, she cried bit­terly and dis­ap­pointed. He had done it on pur­pose, she lamented sob­bing. 


But he did it ev­ery time now. She cried heart­break­ingly each time, be­cause she didn’t want to lose con­trol, but he was win­ning. She let him fuck her with her legs stretched high up in the air and she flogged her clit with her fin­gers to or­gasm. She got such a quick or­gasm and let him squirt in­side, smil­ing. She en­joyed it this way night for night.


She some­time later ques­tioned Jack how it was now with the group fuck­ing of the gang? He scratched his head and only hes­i­tantly came out with the truth. He fucked all the girls in the mean­time like the oth­ers, if the girl wanted to be fucked. He was re­ally en­joy­ing it by now, he ad­mit­ted grin­ning. But some girls were forced and cried be­cause she wanted to fuck with one guy only, but did not want to be fucked by all. He didn’t go along with that, he felt sorry for the girl and de­spised the hulk­ing, bru­tal gang­bangers who forced the girl to do it. He had still filmed the group fuck­ing and Lena mas­tur­bated wildly and full of horni­ness while she watched the footage. She had never been fucked by more than one be­fore and the idea alone made her fu­ri­ously horny.


She had been talk­ing to Rainer on the phone for an hour ev­ery month, and he was hor­ri­fied that she was fuck­ing Jack. He de­manded to di­vorce. But the mat­ter was much more com­pli­cated. Rainer had bought a part of the com­pany with his patents and was mak­ing a lot of money. He had se­duced and de­flow­ered the 15‐year‐old daugh­ter of a busi­ness part­ner. The af­fair threat­ened to blow up, and the only way he could save him­self, his rep­u­ta­tion and his money was to marry her. So he planned to get en­gaged. Lena hung abruptly up and howled into her pil­low un­til mid­night. Jack learned piece­meal how the things stood. He lay down with her, hugged and com­forted her. He didn’t think for a mo­ment about fuck­ing.


Of course, she agreed to the di­vorce; she had lost Rainer al­ready some time ago. Jack was a sen­si­tive boy and held her tightly in his arms night af­ter night. Sex had no place now in that time. 


But it didn’t last a week. She lay on her side and reached back, touch­ing his cock. She felt how burst­ing stiff his cock was. She smiled, not want­ing to see him suf­fer just be­cause she was suf­fer­ing mis­er­ably. He lay half be­hind her, as he had in the be­gin­ning of their re­la­tion­ship, hold­ing her breasts very gen­tly from be­hind, as he al­ways did. His cock was pressed into the crease of her ass. She whis­pered, “come on, let’s fuck!” She steered his cock into her pussy­hole and he im­me­di­ately be­gan to fuck, squirt­ing af­ter only a few mo­ments. “You sure needed it badly,” she grinned. He had his cock stiff and con­tin­ued fuck­ing slowly. Her fin­gers touched the clit as if by ac­ci­dent, but she knew it wasn’t ac­ci­den­tal. She let her­self float in her rever­ies and mas­tur­bated. He lifted his head to see her fin­ger mas­tur­bat­ing the clit and kept fuck­ing. It re­as­sured her that he cared and that she was mak­ing him horny with it. She let her legs shiver in the gen­tle or­gasm and kept go­ing, or­gasm af­ter or­gasm, un­til he had enough and stopped. So they over­came the bad news.


They kept this way of fuck­ing in the next years. He liked to lie half  be­hind her, hold­ing her breasts from be­hind and she di­rected his cock with her fin­ger­tips. He lifted his head to see her fin­ger mas­tur­bat­ing. He had se­cretly watched her mas­tur­bate ev­ery night in the months af­ter Rainer had left, but he hadn’t dared to knock on her door in these first months. The door of the bed­room was al­ways open and the bed light on, so he could hun­ker down in the dark and watch her quite clearly. He watched her a hun­dred times as she spread her legs and ca­ressed her labia for a long time, then parted them with her fin­gers and he could now see her cun­t­hole. Her lit­tle clit seemed stiff and hard as she rubbed it re­lent­lessly. She usu­ally had only a slight or­gasm that made her legs shiver for sec­onds only, then she gen­tly ca­ressed the clit and mas­tur­bated all over again. She usu­ally mas­tur­bated un­til she dozed off and fell asleep. It was in­sanely ex­cit­ing and arous­ing for him to watch her mas­tur­bate.


Ear­lier he had not spied on her so of­ten, be­cause he was afraid of be­ing caught by his fa­ther. But some­times the fa­ther was not home, and there he took his post in the dark spot and watched her and the lover fuck­ing. She al­ways brought men with big cocks. Jack held his breath when the man pen­e­trated her pussy­hole with his fan­tas­tic cock. Jeal­ousy ate at his mind. He had got­ten to fuck her many years ago as a young boy, a few times, but he barely re­mem­bered the de­tails. Back then he had such a small cock, that his hasty fuck­ing didn’t arouse her at all. Now, how­ever, when the man pen­e­trated and fucked her long enough and re­ally hard, she went into sex­ual ec­stasy and some­times even had an or­gasm, but very rarely. Oth­er­wise her ec­stasy was not so strong, but ev­ery lover could ex­cite her sex­u­ally more or less. Jack ad­vanced as close as he could when the lover squirted in­side, that was al­ways the most ex­cit­ing mo­ment. Then, when the man pulled his cock out, Jack would stare into her wide open cun­t­hole, with the se­men ooz­ing out. She threw on a robe and walked her lover to the door. Then she lay back on the bed and mas­tur­bated im­me­di­ately. She was some­times still so sex­u­ally aroused from the fuck­ing, that she had to mas­tur­bate only very briefly to reach the first or­gasm. He would al­ways stay on watch un­til she got tired, dozed off and fell asleep. He would then some­times silently sneak up to her and stare at her pussy for min­utes. His thoughts would flash over, when he dared to touch her pussy with his fin­ger­tips. She then moved a lit­tle bit and he slipped out silently.


It wasn’t un­til he had fucked Leila in the jan­i­tor’s tool cham­ber that he stopped in the open door­way, watch­ing and wait­ing un­til his mother had dream­ily fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. He watched her body shiv­er­ing lightly in or­gasm for a minute, firmly and gen­tly press­ing her fin­ger on the clit. She sighed deeply and ca­ressed her clit, maybe to start again mas­tur­bat­ing. But he didn’t want to wait any­more. He squeezed and rubbed his cock des­per­ately to gain courage, then only knocked on her door. He said what it was about and stared with beg­ging eyes at her wet shim­mer­ing slit, her red­dened labia, and at her clit, which her fin­gers were  touch­ing again, lost in thoughts.


“Come in, lie with me!” she sighed sleep­ily.



● ● ●







The Twins Love


by Jack Faber © 2023




Ria had quit her job as a kinder­garten teacher and moved in with Karl when she got preg­nant. She would take care of his chil­dren be­cause he had gone to Africa for work­ing on a bar­rage dam sys­tem for months and wouldn’t be on home leave briefly only in a few months. But they would talk on the phone ev­ery day at lunchtime and he would send a lot of money that he earned. Karl’s wife had left when the twins were about 12. She di­vorced him, fol­lowed her moun­taineer around the world, and vis­ited her chil­dren no more than once a year. The twins, Jas­min and Raimund, could not have been more dif­fer­ent. Jazz, as she was called, was a bright and friendly girl and was pre­par­ing to grad­u­ate from high school, but she was now preg­nant at 18. Ray, on the other hand, was not as men­tally fit as she was and at­tended a spe­cial school.


Ray tricked Ria al­ready on the first day, be­cause he was smart enough to take ad­van­tage play­ing the help­less. She had to ac­com­pany him to the bath­room and had to hold his cock while he peed. She was very sur­prised at the young man’s big cock, hold­ing the heavy piece in her hand and care­fully aim­ing the wide beam into the basin un­til he had fin­ished. “You have to shake it off re­ally hard,” he com­manded then and Ria obeyed. She shook him re­ally hard un­til no more drops fell. She looked at the big cock cu­ri­ously and  close up. She looked at him, but he just grinned proudly and en­cour­aged her. She pulled the fore­skin all the way back and looked at the good thing. It was re­ally ex­tra­or­di­nary. Large, heavy and burst­ing stiff, a cock thick and firm as a tree trunk, the glans large and swollen red. She nod­ded hes­i­tantly when he told her to do him. “You have to grind it, re­ally grind­ing it hard!” said Ray. “You mean I should mas­tur­bate you, rub your cock? You want that I make you squirt?” she asked, as the word grind seemed to be un­usual, though of course she knew ex­actly what he wanted. He nod­ded af­fir­ma­tively, “yes, I need to cum twice, twice squirt­ing!” Ria grabbed his cock from un­der­neath, en­er­get­i­cally pulled the fore­skin back and forth. “Been there, done that,” she said lightly, as she had done many hand­jobs be­fore and it wasn’t re­ally any­thing spe­cial. She rubbed his cock and ob­served the glans. That was the best way for her to tell how far along he was. She rubbed his cock, stretch­ing the fore­skin very tightly for­ward and back­ward. She watched his face and the glans very care­fully. “Isn’t it good?” she asked, and he nod­ded. “It feels good!” he whis­pered, his face ex­press­ing how good it felt. “Should I do some­thing dif­fer­ent?” she asked, but he shook his head. She made ev­ery ef­fort to rub him as best she could, she had to grab his cock firmly with her fist and rub it re­ally hard. She had to rub it for some min­utes un­til the glans twitched. “Go ahead,” she said af­fir­ma­tively, “go ahead and squirt!” Ray put his head on the back of his neck and panted loudly. She in­creased the pace for two min­utes and he panted heav­ily. The first jet splashed over her wrist, then the squirt­ing abruptly stopped. She was very sur­prised and squeezed the cock ex­am­in­ingly in her hand. The ten­sion in the glans seemed to ease for a mo­ment, but the cock it­self re­mained hard and firm. She pulled the fore­skin all the way back, she turned the glans back and forth, squeezed it tightly and looked into the lit­tle hole in won­der. But only a few drops came as she squeezed the glans tightly and she said, “it’s amaz­ing, but it stopped squirt­ing!” She rubbed the cock lightly, as she was a lit­tle per­plexed. He wasn’t done yet, he croaked im­pa­tiently, and she laughed. “I see, I see!” she laughed, clasp­ing his cock tightly in her fist and be­gin­ning to rub him anew. “It’s about to squirt for real,” he mut­tered, “it al­ways squirts re­ally fine, when you grind it hard!”


At that mo­ment Jazz came over and laughed loudly, Ria felt caught and im­me­di­ately let go of the cock. “He was just try­ing to im­press you with his big cock,” Jazz laughed, slap­ping Ray friendly on the back of the head. Now all three of them were laugh­ing at the hoax. Ria laugh­ingly said that the boy had a sur­pris­ingly big one! Jazz nod­ded, get­ting se­ri­ous, “Yes, he has a big one, the funny boy! A gi­ant piece! And he loves it when you make him squirt!” Ria said she had just let him squirt once, the lad, but he had stopped squirt­ing way too soon, he had only squirted a sin­gle jet and then sud­denly stopped squirt­ing. “Does he al­ways do that?” Jazz looked shyly at Ria, won­der­ing if she could tell it her, but then she nod­ded, “he al­ways does it, and I sus­pect he doesn’t do it on pur­pose. I only know that he only re­ally squirts the sec­ond time, but then he re­ally squirts fully, squirts ev­ery­thing out like the other guys.” Jazz thought for a mo­ment be­fore con­tin­u­ing with a shy side­ways glance at Ria. “I’ve been mas­tur­bat­ing him for years now and it’s been like this from the be­gin­ning.” Jazz stared at the floor and bit her lips in em­bar­rass­ment, had she re­vealed too much of the se­crets? Ria said noth­ing in re­ply, for she felt how ashamed Jazz was at the mo­ment. She put a hand on Jazz’s fore­arm in a ges­ture of com­fort. “I un­der­stand how much it seems to be both­er­ing you. I don’t know if I would have done it to my brother if I had a brother. But I think you did the right thing. Boys have to squirt a lot more of­ten than we girls do. As a young girl I of­ten fan­ta­sized about hav­ing a brother and giv­ing him a hand­job. But mostly when I mas­tur­bated I sank into rever­ies of let­ting him fuck me, even though I had never fucked at that time. I imag­ined fuck­ing to be in­cred­i­bly horny and my brother was the prince who fucked me un­til I got my lit­tle girl­ish or­gasm. I en­vied my girl­friends who had a brother and got to watch them at mas­tur­bat­ing or mas­tur­bated them with the fist, so I learned to give a hand­job. I was al­ways quizzing them and in­ter­ro­gat­ing them like a tough de­tec­tive. I was very sur­prised, be­cause some were al­ready fuck­ing for real with the brother. One girl­friend even showed me a video, her cunt in close‐up, her youngest brother fuck­ing her with the tiny cock and squirt­ing in­side.” Jazz breathed a sigh of re­lief and smiled at Ria, she would have loved to have a big sis­ter like her.



“I’m not done yet!” Ray crowed im­pa­tiently, his cock was no longer re­ally stiff. Jazz and Ria looked at each other in­de­ci­sively. Ria took a step back and made room for Jazz. Jazz stepped up be­side him and grabbed his cock. “Do it by hand?” it sounded rather ques­tion­ing, and Ray shook his head de­ci­sively, “No, squirt in­side!” he de­manded. Jazz looked at Ria with a long look, as if to tell her to get out. Ria os­ten­ta­tiously re­mained stand­ing. She wasn’t go­ing to miss this, what­ever it was. Jazz was vis­i­bly dis­ap­pointed and very em­bar­rassed, but she pulled the dress over her head and let it slide to the floor. Ria looked at the naked girl for a mo­ment. She was pretty, her small breasts slightly filled above her large belly. She had to be 4 or 5 months preg­nant, it flashed through Ria’s mind. Her slit and labia were slightly red­dened, there was a small light blond bush above the slit. She must have cut it off on both sides, thought Ria, who shaved her pussy twice a week, as the stub­ble was very un­pleas­ant when she touched her­self mas­tur­bat­ing. Jazz rubbed the cock, which af­ter two min­utes was proudly stiff again. Jazz stepped in front of Ray, turned her back to him and propped her­self up in front with both hands. She bent over and stuck her ass out wide. Ria bent over to see ev­ery­thing very closely. She sud­denly blushed at the thought: they were sib­lings! Ray pen­e­trated Jazz very care­fully and slowly from be­hind. The pussy widened and clutched the thick cock very hard and very tightly. He paused for a mo­ment when he had pen­e­trated her all the way in and spread her ass cheeks with both hands. He be­gan to thrust. Ria bent down af­ter a few min­utes. The thin skin, which formed the vagi­nal en­trance of Jazz’s was pulled in and out by the cock rhyth­mi­cally, when he thrust in and when he pulled out. Ria knew this, the thin skin pulled and tugged at the clit, which of course she couldn’t see now. But she knew that this pulling and tug­ging of the clit by the skin some­times led to or­gasm. Ray groaned and squirted in a sin­gle jet. Jazz sighed dis­ap­point­edly “Ahhh!” and low­ered her head. “I thought you were go­ing to squirt fully by now, I ac­tu­ally ex­pected it.” Ray was silent and grum­bled that he just has to do it again. “You al­ready squirted into Ria’s hand,” Jazz said stub­bornly, rais­ing her head, “that’s why I thought you would squirt in fully. But any­way, come on, keep fuck­ing,” she sighed deeply and made some fuck­ing mo­tions. “Come on, keep go­ing,” she urged, and Ray woke up from his tor­por. He kept fuck­ing her, hold­ing her by the hips and thrust­ing hard. Ex­cept for Jazz’s gasp­ing, no sound was heard. Ray grad­u­ally fucked faster, Jazz low­ered her head down and be­gan to trem­ble. Ray had fucked her now for nearly 10 min­utes, Jazz trem­bled all over and wheezed heav­ily. Ray grad­u­ally fucked faster and Jazz  trem­bled and shiv­ered, shak­ing all over her body, she jerked her head up and pushed out the air loudly. She pressed her face against the wall where her fin­gers had clawed. Her face con­torted into a gri­mace, and now she jerked two or three times in or­gasm and her legs con­tin­ued to shake. Ray con­tin­ued to fuck and af­ter a while he was squirt­ing, thrust­ing deep and squirt­ing, squirt­ing deep in­side sev­eral times. He paused for a while, then pulled his cock out. Jazz low­ered her head when the trem­bling of her legs had stopped. She spun around but did not look at Ria. Her face was deep red with shame and she couldn’t look Ria in the eyes. Ray’s cock was hang­ing down now and Ria had seen cocks like this be­fore, it was a so called meat cock that you could fuck even when it wasn’t stiff. Jazz straight­ened up and pulled her dress over. She was ter­ri­bly ashamed and could not look Ria in the eye. “Have you had a good or­gasm?” asked Ria and it was more of a state­ment than a ques­tion. Jazz fi­nally nod­ded and said, with other cocks she rarely has an or­gasm. Ria  asked, how about the brother fuck­ing and squirt­ing in­side? Jazz felt again ashamed, didn’t look at Ria and said with a suf­fer­ing look on her face, “Yeah, since I’m preg­nant I just let him fuck and squirt in­side. It doesn’t mat­ter, or does it?” Ria nod­ded thought­fully, think­ing her part. She smiled at night while mas­tur­bat­ing, when she heard the two of them fuck­ing like mad in their sleep­ing room.


No sooner had Karl de­parted than Jazz was work­ing on Ria. She re­ally wanted to move in with her sweet­heart, and Ria didn’t re­ally mind, be­cause she was al­ready preg­nant af­ter all, and she wanted to get ready for fam­ily life. Ria was quickly con­vinced and phoned Karl back and forth, be­cause he was a bit an­noyed that Jazz had not asked him per­son­ally. Fi­nally he agreed and Jazz moved in with Gert, her cus­toms in­spec­tor.


Ria was doz­ing af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing, dream­ing of the good times with Karl. Then the bed­room door opened, Ray qui­etly scur­ried in and lay with her.  


“Ohh, did I in­ter­rupt your grind­ing?” he asked, notic­ing her fin­ger on her clit. 


“No,” Ria said, “you didn’t in­ter­rupt me do­ing any­thing.” She cov­ered them both, and she had no de­sire to re­spond to his sug­ges­tion. “Can’t you fall asleep?” she asked. 


“No,” he replied, “I’ve never slept alone, only ever with Jazz.” He thought for a mo­ment. “Jazz used to let me grind ev­ery night twice,” he fi­nally said, “grind twice. May I?”


Ria didn’t know then ex­actly what he meant by grind­ing. She nod­ded, “go ahead, as usual.” But she in­stantly protested as Ray quickly lay on top of her and thrust his cock into her pussy with light­ning speed. 


“Hey! What are you do­ing, get off me, right now!”  She clutched his cock, al­though it was mag­nif­i­cent and quite stiff and pulled it out. She lay on her side and turned her back and ass to­ward him. She grabbed his cock again. She made a few mo­tions with her hand, in­di­cat­ing the hand­job. “Do you like it like this? Do you want me to make you a hand­job or would you rather do it your­self?” She now had a def­i­nite idea how to in­ter­pret the grind­ing. 


“Okay, I’ll do it my­self,” he said croak­ily, stab­bing her ass crease with his cock, then rub­bing with his hand. His cock kept get­ting lost in her pussy­hole, she kept pulling it out de­ci­sively. Still, he kept thrust­ing into her pussy again and again and she pulled him out again af­ter a few thrusts. Ria was hor­ri­fied on the one hand that he kept fuck­ing her shortly in be­tween, but on the other hand there was a voice in­side her that laughed at her, that she was in fact en­joy­ing his fuck­ing. She blushed with shame, be­cause it was true, at least par­tially. The funny strug­gle went on, he pushed in and she pulled out. Ray groaned and gasped and pushed hard in. She re­al­ized far too late that he was squirt­ing, that he had squirted. He had squirted only once, only once in­side. She pulled his cock out with a deep sigh and fi­nally put her hand pro­tec­tively over her pussy. Get­ting lost, ha! She wasn’t go­ing to let that hap­pen. “Not done yet, have to do it again!” gasped Ray and she told him not to fuck her in her pussy­hole. “I need it one more time,” Ray whis­pered, grab­bing her ass cheeks with both hands. “I al­ways need the grind­ing twice be­fore I go sleep,” he added. Ria was un­com­fort­able that he was now press­ing his cock di­rectly in her ass­hole while mas­tur­bat­ing, but she said noth­ing. She had done many hand­jobs be­fore and knew what was go­ing on be­hind her back. For min­utes Ray rubbed his cock. “In the ass­hole?” he asked, but she didn’t an­swer. His glans ac­tu­ally pen­e­trated her ass­hole, deeper and deeper! She knew this too, but again she did not protest. He now grabbed her ass cheeks and fucked her ass­hole with de­ter­mi­na­tion. She sighed with sur­prise, for he fucked quickly and skill­fully. Could she fight it off now, in­ter­rupt him? She was still think­ing, as he fucked steadily in her ass­hole. 


Ria was stirred up in­side, be­cause for her the ass fuck­ing also  be­longed to the sex­ual ac­tiv­i­ties. She was there­fore com­pletely off her rocker, no sooner was her step­son alone with her, than he wanted sex. She was com­pletely caught off guard, her thoughts rolled over. 


She re­mained silent, eyes wide. She was frozen, why did she let him fuck her in her ass­hole with­out re­sis­tance? He pulled his cock out, ca­ress­ing finely her ass cheeks. She was some­how hor­ri­fied when the horni­ness was creep­ing into her pussy like a swath of mist. What was next? she thought, for she no longer had her hand pro­tec­tively on her pussy. She feared he would fuck her and wanted it at the same time, that he would stray into her cun­t­hole again. She would let it hap­pen, her in­ner voice said, laugh­ing glee­fully at her. She was trem­bling. 


She re­ally needed to think, to gather her thoughts. She turned on her back and put her fin­gers on her pussy, “Oh, do you like to grind your­self now?” Ray com­pletely mis­in­ter­preted the sit­u­a­tion and knelt be­tween her legs. Why not, Ria thought, be­cause her clit had al­ready de­cided. She kept her eyes closed. Very lightly and gen­tly she be­gan to mas­tur­bate. He prob­a­bly looked for a few min­utes, slowly rub­bing his cock. “I’ll push it in, I’m sure it will be pleas­ing you!” His cock was only half stiff, but he man­aged to stuck it in and watched her face, watched her mas­tur­bat­ing. It was re­ally very fine to feel his huge cock slid­ing in­side. He made very light fuck­ing mo­tions and she just en­joyed it. Maybe five min­utes later she came to the fi­nale, Ray’s cock had long since stiff­ened again and in the roar of her or­gasm she felt as if from a dis­tance that he had squirted in­side once, just once. She re­laxed and looked up, pulling his cock out with a long sigh even though it was still re­ally stiff. Ray was beam­ing all over his face. 


Ray grabbed her ass cheeks and slowly pen­e­trated her pussy hole again. She screamed loudly once and made sense­less sounds, but she lifted her ass so he could thrust in bet­ter. She stopped scream­ing be­cause it was point­less and she ad­mit­ted to her­self that she was en­joy­ing his fuck­ing. He fucked slowly and de­voutly, ca­ress­ing her ass cheeks and fuck­ing on and on for prob­a­bly 10 min­utes. She al­most or­gasmed and put a fin­ger on her clit. She had mas­tur­bated be­fore and now her or­gasm came in sec­onds. Her body trem­bled, then all at once he pushed his cock deep into her pussy, into her cun­t­hole and squirted rhyth­mi­cally in­side. Jet for jet he squirted into her pussy­hole and grunted like a wild boar. Then it was over, af­ter a while he pulled his cock out and she low­ered her leg again. It was a good fuck, she ad­mit­ted to her­self. He low­ered him­self onto the sheet be­hind her. He ca­ressed her ass cheeks softly and whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly, “Thank you!”


She was the one who had de­sired to be fucked, he only did what she was long­ing for. She ca­ressed his head, his hair. “Can you go to sleep now?” she asked softly, and he nod­ded wearily. She turned to him, hugged his head and hummed a lul­laby. He fell asleep. 


Ria lay half on her stom­ach, had her up­per leg bent tightly and her hand pushed in at the cunt. She slept only su­per­fi­cially and rubbed her clit dream­ily and slowly like ev­ery morn­ing be­fore wak­ing up. She was used to dream­ing some­thing horny in the morn­ing and wak­ing up with soft clit­ca­ress­ing, only very rarely did she mas­tur­bate re­ally. But now she woke up alarmed and scared, be­cause Ray had grabbed her ass cheeks and with a sin­gle jerk had en­tered her pussy from be­hind, the blan­ket had slipped to the floor. She was about to protest out loud, but it felt so fuck­ing good! She hadn’t fucked for days, only mas­tur­bated in soli­tude. Now she was awake and clear in mind. His morn­ing wood filled her pussy com­pletely and she felt the horni­ness stiffen her clit. She couldn’t re­mem­ber ever hav­ing had such a big, huge cock in­side her. Her horni­ness in­creased rapidly, and when her fin­ger touched her clit, the or­gasm came im­me­di­ately as she had al­ready mas­tur­bated in her dreams be­fore he woke her up bru­tally. Her body twitched and shiv­ered for a mo­ment, but he fucked way too fast and squirted af­ter only a short while. Again he squirted only a sin­gle jet, she felt it very well. She reached back for his cock, which was still in­side her. She pulled him out, he was no longer so stiff and tense as be­fore. He grum­bled that he had to fuck again for a sec­ond time and that she had to make him stiff now. Ria was an­noyed for a mo­ment, be­cause she didn’t like to be or­dered around. Her dis­plea­sure faded as he begged in a thin voice, so she rubbed him hard for a while, un­til he was firm again. She di­rected him back into her pussy­hole from be­hind and raised her leg even higher. He fucked wildly for a while, then he squirted deeply, thrust­ing his cock deep in­side to squirt, squirt­ing in jet by jet. She was only a lit­tle bit aroused, it was much too short to reach an or­gasm. Ria was dis­ap­pointed but calmed down, telling her­self, that she al­ready had an or­gasm be­fore­hand, so she said noth­ing mean and turned friendly to him. He quickly ran out to pee and lay back down with Ria. To­day was Fri­day, so he didn’t have class, and they stayed in bed. 


She propped her chin on the palm of her hand and said, he had to tell her ev­ery­thing, from the be­gin­ning, how it had started with him, how it had started with the grind­ing and the fuck­ing. Just ev­ery­thing. 


“I don’t know,” he said doubt­fully, “I promised Jazz not to talk to any­one about it,” he said un­cer­tainly. Ria said she was go­ing to be his step­mother soon af­ter all, who he was al­lowed to tell ev­ery­thing to, and be­sides, she wanted to un­der­stand why he had just fucked her. 


He thought hard. “Dad told Jazz and me that you were preg­nant and we were go­ing to have a sib­ling. And that’s okay for me to squirt in, since you’re al­ready preg­nant?” She couldn’t say any­thing to that, be­cause it was true in de­tail, but he ob­vi­ously hadn’t grasped the gen­eral con­cept of hu­man re­la­tion­ships. 


“Tell me ev­ery­thing from the be­gin­ning, how did it start, what have you done and ex­pe­ri­enced with grind­ing?” said Ria em­phat­i­cally, “you may re­ally tell me ev­ery­thing.” 


“Ev­ery­thing?” he asked un­cer­tainly. 


“Yes, ev­ery­thing. Don’t leave any­thing out, tell ev­ery­thing, be­cause I want to un­der­stand why you just fucked me. I have a right to hear ev­ery­thing.” Ray wasn’t smart enough to refuse. 


He gave a halt­ing, sigh­ing, rather jum­bled ac­count. She had to put the pieces of the puz­zle to­gether for her­self. 


Be­fore the mother left them, he stuck his head un­der Jazz’s cov­ers and watched her wag her fin­ger be­tween her legs. When the mother had left with the stupid moun­taineer, they both cried in sad­ness. He was al­lowed to snug­gle up to Jazz to cry. They held each other, cried and sobbed. Be­fore, he was never al­lowed to join her in bed, his mother had strictly for­bid­den it and she watched over it like a vul­ture. They had never seen each other naked and now they com­forted each other and cud­dled naked to­gether, cu­ri­ously ex­plor­ing their gen­i­tals, they had never done that be­fore. They didn’t think about cry­ing any­more, Jazz ex­am­ined Ray’s cock ex­pertly, be­cause she had al­ready seen and rubbed a lot by that time. Ray’s cock was still slim and lit­tle at 12, it only grew into a mon­ster from 15. She showed him how he could grind him­self with his hand and squirt, Jazz knew about that very well, from school. She made him squirt, to his amaze­ment, for the first time. Then she showed him her jew­els, the slit be­tween her labia that hid the lit­tle hole. She let him look in­side, of course, and ex­plained all about the hy­men, which wasn’t torn un­til the first fuck. Ray was al­lowed to put his in­dex fin­ger in through the small hole in the hy­men and feel the vagina. Fi­nally, she showed him the clit and told him that it was ex­actly what she rubbed to or­gasm ev­ery morn­ing. She made no sug­ges­tion that she knew about his spy­ing. She showed him im­me­di­ately how she mas­tur­bates and he was al­lowed to watch up close. She ex­plained to him that the girls could only or­gasm, but not squirt. In the next times, when Jazz would be grind­ing her clit be­tween her legs, she let him watch. She now told him, gig­gling, when­ever she had given an­other fel­low a hand job. 
 

Jazz had also let the lads grind­ing her in school, right in the fuck­hole like the adults. She taught him to grind her in her fuck­hole. Ria asked if Jazz wasn’t afraid of get­ting preg­nant? He shook his head, she didn’t have her pe­riod then and only later she had to watch out. When she had her pe­riod, he had to grind in her ass­hole or pull out his cock to squirt. She pulled it out  most of the time, ex­cept when she was grind­ing her­self, then she some­times over­looked and missed it and scolded him. But when she had got­ten preg­nant by her cus­toms in­spec­tor, Ray was al­lowed to squirt in­side again. She had ex­plained that to him in great de­tail, that you were al­lowed to squirt into a preg­nant woman.


Ria saw that his cock had be­come a lit­tle bit stiff again dur­ing his telling. She sat up and stroked the cock, which was half stiff and heavy in her hand. The glans was shrunken and cov­ered by the fore­skin. He sighed deeply as she pulled the fore­skin back and forth. It was fas­ci­nat­ing to watch the glans fill with blood again and grad­u­ally en­large. Smil­ing, she con­tin­ued. “First you have to learn to call things by their proper names,” she said to Ray, who was ly­ing on his back, com­fort­ably en­joy­ing her teas­ing with the fore­skin. “You don’t say fuck hole, that’s mean and vul­gar. You say cunt, pussy or vagina, that’s de­cent. When you wank with your hand, it’s called mas­tur­bat­ing, girls and lads both mas­tur­bate with their hands. And when a lad and a girl do it with each other for real like adults do, you don’t say grind­ing, you say screw­ing, bump­ing or fuck­ing. Get it?” She re­peated the words sev­eral times and so did he.


“So, let’s start from the be­gin­ning,” Ria said, “you stuck your head un­der Jazz’s cov­ers and se­cretly watched her mas­tur­bate?” Ray nod­ded, that was cor­rect. The beds abut­ted, her foot end blend­ing seam­lessly into his head end. He was ly­ing with his head by her feet, af­ter all, so he could lift the cov­ers un­no­ticed. Some­times he hardly saw any­thing be­cause it was so dark un­der the cov­ers, but usu­ally he saw her fin­ger very clearly as she mas­tur­bated her pussy. She never no­ticed his spy­ing, Ray said.


“And when you cud­dled up af­ter cry­ing, she let you watch her mas­tur­bate?” 


“Yes,” he said, “we didn’t fuck then, not un­til much later. We cud­dled for the first time naked on her bed and in­spected our gen­i­tals. She showed me ev­ery­thing and the clit too, that she needed for mas­tur­ba­tion, which she had learned from her girl­friends. She was al­ways very proud of her mas­tur­bat­ing and I was some­times al­lowed to dive down and see it up close. She wouldn’t let me do it, though, be­cause I was too clumsy. She laughed, when I kneeled up and squeezed and tored my cock, then not know­ing how to do it. She pulled the cov­ers aside, showed her naked body and spread her labia with her fin­gers. I then squirted im­me­di­ately. She laughed and gave me the first hand­job, teach­ing me how to do it.”


Af­ter a pause, Ray con­tin­ued. “Jazz mas­tur­bated the lads by hand and did me ev­ery night. I had to learn it too and it was easy, but I al­ways pre­ferred it when she mas­tur­bated me. She mas­tur­bated me ev­ery night and of course we tried fuck­ing. But it did not work be­cause she had her hy­men and I was only al­lowed to fuck her with the glans only. Af­ter squirt­ing in once, she al­ways gave me a hand­job and let me squirt in a high arc un­til noth­ing more came out. I fucked only with the glans and we had real fun do­ing it. She pushed me with my ass cheeks a lit­tle fur­ther in­side her ev­ery day. She looked ev­ery time with a pocket mir­ror her cunt, be­cause the hole in her hy­men was get­ting big­ger day by day. One day she pushed me in re­ally hard and she smiled, her hy­men was no longer in the way. So we started to fuck for real like the adults. It wasn’t un­til months later that she was ready to fuck with other guys.” 


“Jazz then started fuck­ing with the boys at school like the adults and she fucked with me ev­ery night too.” Ray was all proud be­cause he had man­aged such a com­pli­cated sen­tence. Ria nod­ded ap­pre­cia­tively and slowly pulled his fore­skin back and forth. “We fucked twice ev­ery night be­cause I needed it twice, and then Jazz mas­tur­bated be­cause she needed it once again.” Ria asked if Jazz of­ten missed it be­cause she was ab­sorbed in mas­tur­bat­ing? He thought for a long time. “Ac­tu­ally, I mostly squirted in­side her, for sure, she only man­aged to pull it out a cou­ple of times. She usu­ally mas­tur­bated while we fucked and missed of­ten the mo­ment to pull out my cock to squirt out­side. That’s when it al­ways squirted in, even though she tried to stop it.” Ria couldn’t shake off the feel­ing that Ray had im­preg­nated Jazz. He con­tin­ued. “And on week­ends, I usu­ally fucked Mrs. We­ber!” Ria lis­tened up. 
 

“Who is this Mrs. We­ber, and why did you fuck her?” she asked cu­ri­ously. Her fin­gers played with his fore­skin.


“Mrs. We­ber lives two floors be­low us, and when Dad and Jazz were away for the week­end, I stayed over at her place. She’s very old and her hus­band died a long time ago. She  doesn’t have any­one to fuck any­more and she has to mas­tur­bate lonely un­for­tu­nately, she said so her­self to me.” Ray looked un­cer­tainly at Ria, won­der­ing if she un­der­stood him. Ria nod­ded, “go on!”


“I asked her very gen­tly if she would like to fuck me in­stead of mas­tur­bate? She went right for it and she apol­o­gized be­cause she was so old al­ready. But I told her it didn’t mat­ter, I was just so used to fuck­ing twice be­fore go­ing to sleep and there­fore it didn’t mat­ter to me how wrin­kled and old her pussy was. She apol­o­gized for the fact that her pussy hole was so tight and nar­row that I could only put my cock in with great dif­fi­culty and she had to help firmly at the first time. Af­ter apol­o­giz­ing she smiled and laughed brightly and said, how fine it felt to have a big cock now af­ter the long lonely mas­tur­bat­ing. We then fucked much more of­ten than twice and she still mas­tur­bated be­cause she was so used to it. We some­times fucked Sat­ur­day all day and into the night. Be­cause she wanted it again and again when she had rubbed my cock stiff. Of­ten I had to leave my cock in her fuck­hole, be­cause then she mas­tur­bated for­ever and let me fuck her with my cock at the same time, al­though it was only half stiff. But she wanted it that way, been fucked when mas­tur­bat­ing. I en­joyed it very much and it didn’t bother me at all, that she was al­ready so old. But I had to prom­ise not to tell, but Jazz knew it as it was and teased me a bit. But she thought that it doesn’t re­ally mat­ter how old you are. If she felt like it, then I should do it with her and fuck the old woman re­ally good. She ques­tioned me in de­tail and I told ev­ery­thing in de­tail. Jazz said it was so sweet of me to fuck the old woman re­ally good as of­ten as she wanted and that it was okay with her.” Ray closed his eyes be­cause it was so nice, the way Ria was ca­ress­ing his fore­skin. 


It was time to take con­trol back again. Ria swung her­self astride Ray’s thighs. She wedged his cock be­tween her labia and grabbed his cock. She looked into his eyes for a long time and be­gan to mas­tur­bate him. She felt with ev­ery fiber of her pussy as she shook his cock with each rub­bing move­ment. She came to the end, she felt the throb­bing of his cock and felt the se­men shoot through his ure­thra in a sin­gle jet. She let it squirt onto his belly. 


He wasn’t done yet, she could see. She held his half stiff cock and asked if he needed it again. He nod­ded with ea­ger­ness and she rubbed him the same way again. She pressed her labia to­gether and felt the mas­tur­ba­tion all the way to her clit. She pressed her pussy very hard on his cock as she made him squirt again af­ter a long rub­bing. He groaned and moaned as he squirted in firm, rich jets. So, now she was back in con­trol, she wasn’t the fright­ened fe­male he could fuck at will. She was the boss, that much was cer­tain. 


Ria made cof­fee and co­coa and they had break­fast, then she learned math with him, he was weak at that. Af­ter din­ner, she cleaned up, show­ered and got into bed. Mo­ments later Ray was ly­ing next to her. 


“Don’t you mas­tur­bate?” he asked cu­ri­ously.


“Yes, of course I do, al­ways be­fore I sleep.” She thought about it for a mo­ment. “Ever since I was a kid,” she added. 


He thought for a long time. “Can I fuck you again to­day?” he asked, for he had lis­tened to her well in the morn­ing that it was po­lite and de­cent to ask first. 


Ria smiled kindly, “all right, and how would you like to fuck? In the ass­hole or in the pussy?” 


He an­swered im­me­di­ately. “In the pussy, twice please!” She stroked his hair.
 

“You’re a very sweet boy, I’ll let you fuck me twice and squirt in­side twice, be­cause I’m al­ready preg­nant.”  He smiled proudly, he had been right. 


“Once from be­hind, once from the front,” Ria mur­mured, ly­ing on her side and stretch­ing her ass to­wards him. He fucked her from be­hind, quickly squirt­ing only once in her pussy. He waited a while and turned her on her back. She hugged him with both arms. Then he fucked her from the front for a good ten min­utes and she al­most got an or­gasm and trig­gered her lit­tle or­gasms with her fin­ger. He squirted in rich jets and this time he squirted very, very hard and in­tense. It was a good fuck, she said, ca­ress­ing his hair. He was very tired and dozed off when she started mas­tur­bat­ing again. He was al­ready sound asleep when she fran­ti­cally rubbed the clit in the fi­nal spurt and her body reared, twitched and jerked in or­gasm.


It was a nice and quiet time. They fucked at noon when he came home from school and again in the evening be­fore go­ing to sleep. Al­though her belly was not yet very big, she pre­ferred to be fucked from be­hind or in a side po­si­tion. That way her belly was al­ways well pro­tected and she could mas­tur­bate at the same time while be­ing fucked, be­cause she mas­tur­bated much more of­ten than usual dur­ing her preg­nancy. Ria taught Ray a few tricks to clev­erly solve some math prob­lems. He strug­gled, but when he un­der­stood, she was pleased. She had made up her mind to take Ray as far as he could go. It could only be done with her pri­vate lessons, she knew that. But he must  be ready to suc­ceed in out­side life one day. 


Four weeks later, Jazz was at the door. She had ar­gued with her Gert and left af­ter a fight. At night, Ria went to the nurs­ery and heard the two of them fuck­ing like mad. She smiled and left again. 


Ria lis­tened to what Jazz had to re­port. It was silly stuff, noth­ing se­ri­ous. When Jazz had got­ten ev­ery­thing off her chest, Ria told her to think about three things. First, all these prob­lems were nei­ther se­ri­ous nor cat­a­strophic. Sec­ond, we women have an up‐   and down ride of emo­tions dur­ing preg­nancy, tears and laugh­ters were only mil­lime­ters apart. Our hor­mones go crazy and cloud our judg­ment. And third, you solve prob­lems to­gether with the hus­band and can not run away, run home. That does not have to mean giv­ing in. But adults solve prob­lems and do not run away. Most of the time, both of them had to ap­proach each other and give in a lit­tle bit. Jazz was up­set at first and jumped up, but where was she go­ing to run off to? Ria said, “Sit down, let’s talk about it!” Jazz sat down and they talked about ev­ery­thing. Ria was 10 years older than Jazz and just had more life ex­pe­ri­ence. 


Dur­ing the phone calls with Karl, she re­ported Ray’s learn­ing progress, of course, but she didn’t say a word about the sex­ual de­vel­op­ments. She couldn’t tell him, couldn’t have ex­plained it, al­though the grad­ual de­vel­op­ment was clear to her. She hoped to ex­plain it to him some­day in a face‐to‐face con­ver­sa­tion. 


Jazz and Ray fucked to ex­haus­tion ev­ery night, Ria could hear them fuck wildly ev­ery night. Jazz was sex­u­ally ex­tremely aroused and mas­tur­bated ev­ery night even as her skin be­came in­flamed. Ria rubbed sore oint­ment on her pussy and clit, al­though Jazz was ter­ri­bly ashamed about it. “I’ve never touched a wom­ans cunt be­fore,” Ria said as she rubbed the oint­ment on Jazz’s cunt for the first time. Jazz lay sprawled out on Ria’s bed, she was a very pretty girl, Ria thought as she looked at the nude girl. Jazz was lolling com­fort­ably and moan­ing lust­fully as Ria rubbed her clit with the oint­ment. “Don’t stop, keep go­ing, please!” she breathed with her eyes shame­fully closed. Ria was at a loss, “I’ve never done it to any­one else, not to a girl” she stut­tered, but Jazz re­peated, “Please!” Ria hes­i­tated for a long time, but she gave in and mas­tur­bated Jazz. She avoided touch­ing the in­flamed ar­eas and rubbed the clit care­fully, only with her fin­ger­tips. Jazz held her round belly with both hands as her body twitched and shook in or­gasm. Ria con­tin­ued to rub the clit, as she al­ways did her­self, and Jazz’s or­gasm took no end. Grad­u­ally the or­gasm ebbed. Ev­ery morn­ing when Ray was at school, Jazz had the oint­ment rubbed on her, even though the in­flam­ma­tion had gone down, and let Ria mas­tur­bate her. She said she had never had or­gasms that lasted for so long.


Once, sit­ting alone in the kitchen with Jazz, Ria asked rather di­rectly who the child’s fa­ther was, Ray or Gert? She said she knew that Jazz had been fuck­ing Ray for years, day af­ter day, maybe on her fer­tile days too? Jazz be­gan to cry, she didn’t know for sure. “I only ever let them all fuck me with con­doms when I wasn’t sure,” she cried, “only when Gert promised to marry me did we fuck with­out con­doms.” She cried heart­break­ingly and sobbed, “but Ray … .!” She con­tin­ued to cry and said, sob­bing, “I al­ways cal­cu­lated the days ex­actly, the boys had to use con­doms and Ray I taught to ass­fuck with me, it was no prob­lem at all. Be­fore and af­ter the days I pulled his cock out to squirt out­side, that usu­ally worked. Only a cou­ple of times was I so en­grossed in my mas­tur­bat­ing while fuck­ing, that I didn’t pull it out in time. Maybe it hap­pened there, maybe not, I don’t know. Maybe it was Gert, be­cause we were very much in love and re­ally very li­bidi­nous. He had promised me the mar­riage, and so it may al­ready have hap­pened when we fell over each other like ma­ni­acs. It hit me like a bolt of light­ning when I was sud­denly preg­nant. I didn’t want to ad­mit it, but at that time I only fucked with Gert with­out a con­dom, he wanted it too.” She wiped her tears with a hand­ker­chief and blew her nose. Gert had ac­knowl­edged pa­ter­nity and she left it at that. She sobbed again, be­cause maybe it was Ray af­ter all. Ria nod­ded, be­cause that was what she sus­pected, but they didn’t talk about it any­more. 


Ria asked Jazz how it all came about. Jazz told that be­fore the mother had left Ray al­ways spied un­der her cov­ers when she mas­tur­bated early in the morn­ing. It was kind of horny when he watched and it stayed that way for a long time. She had learned to do hand­jobs in school. Now she would slip over to Ray af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing, grab his cock and make him squirt. She liked his big cock and rub­bing it made her re­ally horny! He learned it quickly, but he didn’t like mas­tur­bat­ing him­self at all. He much pre­ferred to let Jazz rub him and groped her pussy mean­while. She let the boys fuck her, since the peer pres­sure was get­ting stronger and she didn’t want to stay be­hind, and she was pop­u­lar again. Of course she tried to fuck Ray in all po­si­tions, he learned quite quickly and she usu­ally got an or­gasm when he fucked her well. They fucked as of­ten as they could and it went well for 2 years, be­cause she didn’t have her pe­riod un­til then. She fucked ev­ery­one and only let her­self be fucked with­out a con­dom when she had done the math and was sure. She had fallen in love with Gert in a disco, he was so se­ri­ous, clever and was a real cus­toms in­spec­tor. With him, too, she cal­cu­lated the days and only let him squirt in on safe days. Then the gy­ne­col­o­gist said she was preg­nant. Gert was very happy and promised to marry her as soon as she grad­u­ated. Jazz sighed, she had ar­gued with him about noth­ing at all and had run away. She had been stupid, re­ally, fuck­ing stupid! 


Gert, the cus­toms in­spec­tor, showed up at the door one evening with a bou­quet of flow­ers. Ria and Ray left the two of them in the liv­ing room to dis­cuss and fixed din­ner. Ria made up a guest bed on the liv­ing room couch be­cause it was get­ting very late. She was sure Karl wouldn’t agree to let Gert spend the night with her, she told Jazz. At night she heard the loud fuck­ing in the chil­dren’s room and was sur­prised in the morn­ing when she saw Ray ly­ing on the liv­ing room couch. Ray and Gert had se­cretly switched places. Af­ter break­fast Jazz went with Gert, they had made up. Ray went back into her bed­room and lay naked on the bed. He had been fuck­ing his mind out all week with Jazz, now he was ea­gerly wait­ing for Ria. 


She went to him smil­ing, she knew ex­actly how badly he needed it now. 



• • •



Jazz came to Ria al­most daily over the next few weeks, plac­ing her twins left and right on her breasts, where they sucked and slept while Ria mas­tur­bated the wide spread young mother. Ria had no doubt now that the twins were Ray’s. She smiled kindly and un­der­stand­ingly when Jazz wanted it again. Jazz spread her labia with her fin­gers and Ria mas­tur­bated her gen­tly and care­fully with her fin­ger­tips. She made Jazz trem­ble and shiver for a very long time dur­ing the sec­ond or­gasm, Jazz liked that very much. 
 

Jazz was very dis­ci­plined and sought to get rid of her ex­cess weight, and she al­ready looked very good. She missed Ray, and not only at night. She dis­cussed a lot with Gert about tak­ing Ray in. Gert was not so stub­born and un­der­stood that she sim­ply missed her brother. Where he strug­gled a bit was sex, be­cause he could read be­tween the lines that Jazz missed that too. She had been fuck­ing Ray ev­ery day for four years and the lov­ing sex like Gert was do­ing was not as phys­i­cally ful­fill­ing, that he un­der­stood. Jazz, who loved Gert from the bot­tom of her heart, was un­happy with­out her twin. She was on the pill, which re­as­sured him a lot. In the end, he agreed, be­cause Jazz never ques­tioned their love.


When Ria’s time came, Ray moved in with Jazz. Now they were re­united and she vis­i­bly blos­somed. Jazz was wise enough to give Gert time and did not push him at all. Gert knew, of course, about their sex and he was not a prud­ish id­iot. He knew, how much Jazz liked to fuck Ray and he had talked it out with Jazz, so he could let him. It wasn’t easy for him to get over the hur­dles and it was quite some time be­fore he re­ally ac­cepted Ray fuck­ing his wife. He watched the two of them and had to ad­mit to him­self that it re­ally did Jazz good. She let Ray fuck her the first night, and Gert jumped the fi­nal hur­dle with his heart rac­ing as he watched Ray fuck Jazz for the first time. He watched Jazz blos­som as she fucked Ray, run­ning up the lad­der of arousal and hav­ing a very pow­er­ful and ful­mi­nat­ing or­gasm. He tear­fully hugged his wife and kissed her a thou­sand times. From then on he was free of the petty bour­geois bag­gage. He didn’t mind that they now lay in the mar­riage bed as a three­some and they both fucked with Jazz. It was agreed that he al­ways came first and Ray af­ter him. Some­times there were five of them, when Jazz had to put the twins to her breasts while her hus­bands fucked her one af­ter the other. Gert some­times held Jazz in his arms when she was be­ing fucked by Ray, be­cause that re­in­forced their to­geth­er­ness. And Ray, he was fully aware, was 10 years younger than him and was very strong in the loins. Ray fit in very well with the young fam­ily and was an im­por­tant sup­port for Jazz.


Ria gave birth to a beau­ti­ful baby girl, Eliz­a­beth, and Karl ar­rived tanned two days later. He had taken two months off work and it was a joy to see him with Elis­a­beth. She was a real daddy’s girl. 


Ria ac­tu­ally wanted to tell him all about Ray be­cause she didn’t want to keep it a se­cret from her hus­band. But no op­por­tu­nity arose and fi­nally she left it at that. 



● ● ●







The Queen’s Es­cape


by Jack Faber © 2024




Axel von Fersen, the Swedish diplo­mat and jack‐of‐all‐trades, had per­fectly pre­pared the es­cape of the royal fam­ily. Ev­ery­thing went like clock­work. He had rid­den ahead to Varennes and no­ticed to his hor­ror that a com­pany of in­sur­gents had been or­dered to this bot­tle­neck, await­ing the flee­ing king.  Axel tried to lay a false trail via the La Brie post horses sta­tion, but his op­po­nent did not fall for it.


The stolen stage­coach was stopped. The king raised his voice, say­ing that he was not the cit­i­zen Louis Capet, but the king! His Majesty must turn back, said the leader re­spect­fully. The stage­coach turned around, Axel’s and Marie An­toinette’s eyes met. They both knew that they would see each other for the last time. The queen brought her hand to her mouth, Axel bowed deeply in the sad­dle, his hat re­spect­fully in his hand. The coach drove off. 


The king and queen sat in the first row, Char­lotte and Louis in the sec­ond. The cou­ple con­tin­ued their con­fi­den­tial con­ver­sa­tion qui­etly, both knew that they were pris­on­ers, and it was per­haps the last op­por­tu­nity to speak openly to each other. The king wanted to know what was true about the pam­phlets of the Count­ess de la Motte, was his wife a shame­less whore, as the Count­ess claimed?  The queen laughed bit­terly. “I nur­tured this false snake in my bo­som, Sire, and now it bites wildly just to get free from the Bastille. Not a sin­gle word of her ac­cu­sa­tion is true, my dear hus­band, I have al­ways been a faith­ful wife to you!” She re­mained silent, un­sure whether she should tell him. The king wanted to know for the third time why Lord von Fersen risked his life to save him and his fam­ily? The queen re­peated that the Swedish king Gus­tav III was the only one on the en­tire con­ti­nent who had openly taken the side of the French royal fam­ily and de­scribed the rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies as rab­ble and en­e­mies of or­der.


Marie An­toinette pulled her­self to­gether. “Sire, Lord Axel von Fersen is my only lover, I swear it! The only one I would die for as he would die for me!” There was a very long pause. “So he was your lover, Madame?” King Louis asked qui­etly. Marie An­toinette nod­ded con­firm­ing. “The only one, Sire, no one else has ever touched me, only you and him. I con­fess, I have loved him for over a year, we love each other and we have no in­ten­tion of bring­ing shame on you, Sire!” The king ca­ressed her hand con­fi­den­tially. “I al­ways wanted to be a good hus­band, Marie, al­ways! To give you no rea­son to love any­one else. But I un­der­stand that your love for him is a deep in­ter­per­sonal bond!” They were silent for a very long time, then Marie An­toinette told her hus­band ev­ery­thing, leav­ing noth­ing out and sug­ar­coat­ing noth­ing. That the count­ess was there as a chap­er­one in the first few weeks when Axel fucked her in an arm­chair. That she then re­treated to the bed­room with Axel so that she could fuck naked and with­out a chap­er­one. In the end, she said that it had both­ered and em­bit­tered her that he, her hus­band, had not been faith­ful, that he had brought plump, big‐breasted peas­ant girls into his bed ev­ery day. This had hurt her for years. She had un­der­stood very well that he had a much stronger sex drive than she did, but see­ing him in the arms of peas­ant girls, see­ing him fuck those lusty pussies, was very painful and drove her into the arms of a lover. But Lord von Fersen was not just a lover, but a stead­fast, good friend who filled her life with light and hap­pi­ness. 


The king was very con­trite be­cause it was true that he pre­ferred peas­ant girls to fuck. The de­sire to fuck the well‐shaped, chubby girls came from his ear­li­est days, when he could not fuck be­cause of his phi­mo­sis. He lay naked next to the peas­ant girls, he ca­ressed their plump hips and full, plump breasts for ages and watched them mas­tur­bate. It was not long be­fore he could mas­tur­bate the girls him­self. He did it with great ex­cite­ment, it was very horny to watch the girls change their faces. Be­cause of his phi­mo­sis, he only fucked rarely at that time, be­cause he had to trust the girl who rubbed af­ter­wards the se­men out with her fin­gers from his fore­skin. Later, af­ter he had fucked all of the skinny ladies of the court rather joy­lessly, he re­dis­cov­ered the peas­ant girls. How happy he was, who loved the full curves!  He con­fessed to Marie An­toinette that he would find her less phys­i­cally de­sir­able if she did not have such beau­ti­ful, full breasts and beau­ti­fully curved wom­anly hips. The thin, skinny ladies of the court had not in­ter­ested him for years. Marie An­toinette lis­tened to him, be­cause the cou­ple spoke about these pi­quant mat­ters for the last time. 


Brother and sis­ter sat on the back seat; they had been brought up sep­a­rately and met like strangers. Louis shifted back and forth on the seat.  “Neville al­ways did it with her hand when I was as ex­cited as I am now,” whis­pered the lit­tle se­ducer, “the par­ents up front don’t no­tice what we’re do­ing back here!” Char­lotte had no idea about sex other than her own mas­tur­ba­tion and didn’t know what he was talk­ing about. “When we couldn’t fuck, Made­moi­selle de Neville did it with her hand,” he con­tin­ued to whis­per, fid­dling with his trousers. He took Char­lotte’s hand and put it on his cock, which he had pulled out. Char­lotte swal­lowed hard, she had never seen a cock be­fore, even though she was al­ready 14. Now her brother, two years younger than her, put his cock in her hand, it was rock hard and wet. “What do I have to do?” she whis­pered fear­fully, not look­ing at the cock. He whis­pered that she had to hold the cock and when it squirted, catch it with her hand­ker­chief and wipe it off. Char­lotte nod­ded with a stony face. He moved his cock back and forth in her hand and squirted. Her fin­gers tried to ex­plore the con­tours of the cock. She jumped a lit­tle when he spurted. She caught the se­men with the hand­ker­chief.  “You have to rub it out, all the rest!” he whis­pered. She obeyed, she ran her fin­gers back and forth along his cock and squeezed the se­men into her hand­ker­chief. She stared straight ahead and didn’t dare to look at the cock. She wiped the rest away.


“I learned that from Neville!” he whis­pered softly as he lifted up her skirt and her pet­ti­coats. Char­lotte was hor­ri­fied be­cause she was now help­lessly ex­posed naked and he was mas­tur­bat­ing her clit! Out­ra­geous! But he did it right, he did it very well. She her­self was very prac­ticed at mas­tur­bat­ing and did it as of­ten as she had the chance. Her fear van­ished and her ex­cite­ment grew un­til Louis trig­gered her or­gasm. He grinned from ear to ear as she straight­ened her pet­ti­coats and skirt. Her face was bright red, hope­fully Mom and Dad hadn’t no­ticed! Louis acted as if noth­ing had hap­pened.


Louis’ cock had be­come rock hard again. Again it swished back and forth in Char­lotte’s hand and squirted, she wiped the se­men away and rubbed the rest out of the cock with her fin­gers. She was com­pletely con­fused be­cause she could imag­ine the cock in de­tail as it was swish­ing back and forth, she had no­ticed the squirt­ing with her fin­ger­tips very clearly. They didn’t say a word, ev­ery­thing hap­pened se­cretly and silently. His hand went un­der her skirts, thank God he didn’t ex­pose her naked like the first time. She closed her eyes and let him mas­tur­bate her. Her brother was re­ally good at it, she felt safe and spread her legs so that it was eas­ier for him to rub her clit. She only closed her eyes when the or­gasm was ap­proach­ing. She only twitched briefly as the or­gasm rolled through her body. Then there was only si­lence again. Shortly be­fore Paris he had to squirt for a third time, she let him swish and squirt in her hand. She care­fully rubbed the se­men out of his cock, which she now looked at cu­ri­ously, and her fin­gers cu­ri­ously ex­plored his cock. There was still enough time for him to reach un­der her skirts and bring her to a third or­gasm. She straight­ened her skirts, be­cause they were al­ready in the sub­urbs. 


They were taken to the Pavil­lon du Tem­ple, a bar­racks built 400 years ago by the Knights Tem­plar. It was a heav­ily guarded fortress, and the royal fam­ily was housed in two rooms in the cen­ter. They waited three months, but noth­ing hap­pened. Axel von Fersen, the mas­ter spy, man­aged to sneak into the Tem­ple un­seen six times, call­ing Marie’s name qui­etly. They ex­changed let­ters in si­lence, even whis­per­ing was too risky. On the sev­enth time, he was nearly caught in ac­tion and with­drew at the last sec­ond. 


The cit­i­zen Louis Capet was taken to the trial, no one ever called him “Majesty” again. Dan­ton and Marat had al­ready de­cided on his death, only the nar­row‐minded bu­reau­crat  Robe­spierre wanted a long, ex­haust­ing trial. King Louis XVI was not al­lowed to speak again, nor was the cit­i­zen Capet.  The only per­son he spoke to was his Lord. He mur­mured what good he had done and what he had not done so well. He re­gret­ted with all his heart that he had fucked the peas­ant girls and thus driven his wife into the arms of Axel von Fersen. He hardly knew the man, but Marie An­toinette had spo­ken a lot about him, so he had a good im­pres­sion. He thought of his wife and chil­dren dur­ing the ridicu­lous trial. He was very wor­ried about their fu­ture, but he hoped that when he, the king, was re­moved and killed, they would leave the queen and the chil­dren alone. That was the only thought that kept him go­ing.


He did not bat an eye­lid as he was carted to the Place de la Con­corde in a horse‐drawn cart. He did not bat an eye­lid as he knelt down and the ex­e­cu­tioner cut open his col­lar to ex­pose his neck. He mur­mured his prayers as the guil­lo­tine whizzed down into the depths. Marie An­toinette fainted when her maids, who were al­lowed to bring her fresh clothes once a week, told her about her hus­band’s be­head­ing.  The next day they were trans­ferred from the Tem­ple to the Bastille, to a cell with two mis­er­able bunks.


The guards in the Bastille were rough and not gen­tle. They raped the queen in front of the chil­dren, two or three times a week. Axel had found a way to cor­re­spond with her. They wrote what was im­por­tant to them in coded mes­sages. She never men­tioned the rapes. Nor that her son had be­come un­duly in­tru­sive. 


Louis mas­tur­bated openly when Marie An­toinette was be­ing raped by the guards. “I was al­ways al­lowed to fuck Made­moi­selle Neville!” he said, whin­ing and de­ceit­ful. He be­came more di­rect ev­ery day, he wanted to fuck her or Char­lotte. Char­lotte was hor­ri­fied, vir­gin­ity was sa­cred to her and what did he think he was do­ing, want­ing to fuck Mama!? She scolded Louis, who was con­stantly rub­bing his cock and squirted on the floor, she had got­ten used to that by now. But the fact that he wanted to fuck Mama was an out­ra­geous dis­grace! Louis ducked when Char­lotte yelled at him. But he de­manded to fuck Mama, no less. Marie An­toinette gave in. She sat down with her legs apart and pushed her skirt and pet­ti­coats up over her knees. Louis had to stand be­tween her thighs and was al­lowed to fuck her stand­ing up and squirt in­side her.  Marie An­toinette loved her chil­dren very much, but at those mo­ments she de­spised Louis deeply.


She and her daugh­ter be­came very close dur­ing those 9 months. Char­lotte was al­ways hor­ri­fied when Mama was fucked, whether by the guards or by Louis, the petty crim­i­nal. Marie An­toinette and Char­lotte spoke af­ter each court day, when the widow Capet was in­ter­ro­gated and mocked. She main­tained that the ac­cu­sa­tions about her loose life­style were un­true and false, ev­ery­thing else, hav­ing been queen and liv­ing like a queen, she could not and would not deny. Her death sen­tence had been de­cided from the start, they just wanted to give the ap­pear­ance of le­git­i­macy, that was all. She did not bat an eye­lid when she was sen­tenced to death. She was al­lowed to say good­bye to her chil­dren, then she was taken to the Place de la Con­corde in a horse‐drawn cart. She climbed up to the guil­lo­tine in si­lence, her col­lar was cut open and her neck ex­posed, then she was be­headed by the guil­lo­tine. The crowd was im­me­di­ately silent, be­cause ev­ery­one knew that some­thing re­ally ter­ri­ble had hap­pened.


Louis was sent to a shoe­maker, the cou­ple were sup­posed to raise him to be a good ‘cit­i­zen’. But the boy left no doubt that he was the Dauphin, a prince, and they were his serfs. The shoe­maker col­lapsed, he could not cope with the dom­i­neer­ing be­hav­ior. The boy in­sisted on fuck­ing the shoe­maker’s wife, his serf. She was com­pletely shocked and screamed “I am an hon­or­able and faith­ful wife!” and fled into the arms of her hus­band. He could not help her ei­ther. “Be at his will and do what he wants, he is the Dauphin, the next king! He only de­mands what is his right!” The shoe­maker bowed his head, he was not a rebel, he was a sim­ple man who had grown up in the royal regime. He un­dressed his wife, who was shy and fright­ened. Louis fucked her mer­ci­lessly, what did he care about her tears!  He was the mas­ter, he had the power and his right. With­out car­ing about the poor woman’s tears and mis­ery, he fucked her sev­eral times a day. He squirted in­side her mer­ci­lessly, even though she whim­pered that she didn’t want to get preg­nant, but he didn’t care. The shoe­maker had to un­dress her and hand her over to him. To tor­ture him, the prince did not let him go, he had to watch his faith­ful and dear wife be­ing fucked by the mon­ster. But evil could not hold out for­ever. The fuck­ing came out. The shoe­mak­ers were ac­cused of trea­son against the rev­o­lu­tion and guil­lotined. Louis was re­turned to the Bastille, where he died of pneu­mo­nia two months later.


The king’s half‐sis­ter, Madame Elis­a­beth, loos­ened up a lot of gold pieces to take care of Marie Char­lotte, the king’s 14 years old daugh­ter. This was all the eas­ier be­cause the rebels ne­go­ti­ated and hag­gled with the Aus­trian em­peror for her. Two years later she was al­lowed to travel to Vi­enna, un­til then Char­lotte was given a tu­tor, Lord Frank But­ter­ill from Lon­don.


Axel von Fersen re­ceived or­ders from his friend, King Gus­tav III, to travel to Den­mark. There he found a long let­ter from the king, telling him to stay in Den­mark vol­un­tar­ily and wait for fur­ther or­ders; he did not want Axel to be in­volved in the French Rev­o­lu­tion. Axel obeyed and locked him­self in when he heard of Marie An­toinette’s death. King Gus­tav wrote to him how glad he was that his friend was safe from the guil­lo­tine. In France ev­ery­thing was in tur­moil, rev­o­lu­tion fol­lowed rev­o­lu­tion. Marat was gone, Dan­ton was gone and Robe­spierre was also killed, but Axel lived. Tem­pers in Swe­den had calmed down, Axel was al­lowed to re­turn home with full hon­ors. The dy­ing king made him supreme gen­eral and gave him rich gifts. The new king Gus­tav IV only stayed on the throne for 12 days; his new tax an­gered the mob. He was stoned by the mob on the way to the Rad­shuset.  He was fol­lowed by Gus­tav V, a pru­dent and clever king who quickly got the mob un­der con­trol. Axel with­drew from pub­lic life and wrote his di­aries. He did not skimp on sex­ual de­tails, ev­ery word he wrote re­minded him of his great love, Marie An­toinette. Af­ter his death, his heirs cen­sored his texts, ini­tially cut­ting out lines of saucy con­tent, then over­writ­ing the saucy lines with gar­lands, that cov­ered ev­ery­thing up like twisted barbed wire made of ink cov­er­ing the orig­i­nal writ­ing. Luck­ily for us, mod­ern com­puter tech­nol­ogy made the gar­lands dis­ap­pear, so that we have over 70 sex­ual re­ports about him fuck­ing Marie An­toinette, but also about the strange be­hav­ior of her hus­band, the king, who fucked one buxom peas­ant girl af­ter an­other in his cab­i­net. 20 years af­ter the rev­o­lu­tion, at the be­gin­ning of the new cen­tury, Axel fol­lowed the king’s wishes and led a uni­formed guard of honor through the city.  What­ever it was that riled up the mob this time, the pro­ces­sion was at­tacked by the mob and some, in­clud­ing Axel von Fersen, were killed.


Madame Elis­a­beth, the sis­ter of Louis XVI, put Char­lotte up in her palace. She hired the best tu­tor to ed­u­cate her, al­though she of course knew about Lord Frank But­ter­ill’s rep­u­ta­tion. But she would rather have an Eng­lish no­ble­man fuck her niece than a stink­ing rebel, she is said to have said. Frank had al­ready taught hun­dreds of young girls from good fam­i­lies and im­me­di­ately had a good rap­port with Char­lotte. She had be­come an ob­ses­sive mas­tur­ba­tor since her im­pris­on­ment in the Tem­ple and the Bastille, which did not bother Frank, he sim­ply ig­nored it. Char­lotte con­stantly mas­tur­bated un­der her skirt, and to or­gasm she lay on her back and ex­posed her naked pussy to rub her­self to or­gasm. Frank hardly watched her mas­tur­bate, but when she rubbed her­self openly naked to or­gasm, he watched closely.  Of course he had seen it a thou­sand times, but it was al­ways very ex­cit­ing.


“I want to fuck you, Char­lotte!” he said one day. She thought he was jok­ing and mak­ing fun of her mas­tur­ba­tion ad­dic­tion. But he re­mained se­ri­ous, he was by no means laugh­ing at her. Mas­tur­bat­ing was nice, but fuck­ing was even nicer. Char­lotte low­ered her eyes and mum­bled that she had never done it be­fore and had never seen it ei­ther. 


She had re­mained a vir­gin and had never let her brother, the poor guy, talk her into it, be­cause while he was in cap­tiv­ity he al­ways wanted to fuck her. He stood in front of her mas­tur­bat­ing and stared un­der her skirt at her pussy. He squirted upon her in­ner thighs, the horny guy, be­cause he forced her to show him her pussy when he mas­tur­bated. She had spo­ken to Mom about it and she had sug­gested let­ting him mas­tur­bate be­tween her in­ner thighs or, bet­ter still, fuck her be­tween her thighs so that he could only squirt on her pussy from the out­side with­out en­dan­ger­ing her vir­gin­ity. So Char­lotte let him fuck and squirt be­tween her thighs. But she al­ways had to be ex­tremely care­ful be­cause he pushed his cock closer and closer to her pussy and parted her labia as he fucked her there, un­til he squirted in her vagi­nal vestibule. But she pre­ferred that to him fuck­ing Mom, and she let him fuck her be­tween her pressed in­ner thighs and pussy lips sev­eral times each day. This way she could usu­ally keep him from fuck­ing Mom. Char­lotte’s voice be­came even qui­eter as she told of the car­riage ride from Varennes to Paris, the only time she had held a man’s cock in her hand, but she didn’t dare to look at it, she had been brought up to be so shy. And, she said af­ter a mo­ment’s hes­i­ta­tion, it was the first and only time that some­one was al­lowed to touch her pussy, her brother Louis. “Just touch?” asked Frank, smil­ing, and she looked at him with a wounded look. “No, he se­cretly brought me to or­gasm, in the back, in the car­riage. Sev­eral times. With­out my par­ents notic­ing.”  She had blushed and wanted to run away. Frank smiled kindly and said that was fine, be­cause when you were fuck­ing you got close, re­ally close. She had to know that and had to want it. They were both silent for a long time, then she said, “Mas­ter Frank, did you re­ally say, re­ally mean that? To fuck me like a grown woman, to make me a real woman in the first place?” Frank looked her straight in the eyes. “Yes, of course I was se­ri­ous. I want to de­flower you and fuck you if you want to.” She low­ered her gaze. “De­flower?” she asked shyly. Frank then ex­plained to her ex­actly and in de­tail what de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing would be like. They didn’t have to worry about con­tra­cep­tion yet be­cause she hadn’t had her pe­riod yet.


Char­lotte sat thought­fully on the chaise longue. These were com­pletely new things, but since he had con­firmed that he was se­ri­ous, her mind had been made up. She looked straight into his eyes.  “Yes, I want it, Mas­ter Frank. Make me a woman, I will be the hap­pi­est woman in the world and I will be for­ever in­debted to you!” She looked ques­tion­ingly into his eyes. He nod­ded and said that they would do it right now, im­me­di­ately! She pulled her dress over her head and sat naked. Frank also un­dressed and sat next to her. “Come, grab my cock, get to know it!” he said sim­ply and she touched and looked at his cock. He ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her, then laid her on her back, pulled her knees up and spread them apart. 


She was very slim, al­most skinny and al­ready had beau­ti­ful, ap­ple‐sized breasts. Only a del­i­cate, blonde fluffy down grew on her pu­bic hill, which made her pussy look child­like. Just to his taste. She rubbed her clit as or­dered un­til she was breath­ing very shal­lowly from ex­cite­ment. Frank tried to pen­e­trate, but her hy­men of­fered re­sis­tance like leather. He looked at it briefly and took a pa­per knife from the desk.  He cut the leath­ery hy­men in a cross shape, then he could pen­e­trate. “You are a woman now, a real woman, Char­lotte,” he said ten­derly, “and from now on we can fuck as of­ten as we want!” Frank hugged the trem­bling girl very gen­tly and calmed her down be­fore he fucked her. “You can help with your fin­ger if you don’t have an or­gasm,” he said and she nod­ded. But it wasn’t nec­es­sary at all, be­cause she had an or­gasm very eas­ily and a sec­ond one, then he squirted in­side.


Madame Elis­a­beth nod­ded con­stantly when she saw the two of them fuck­ing in the study. That was good, Char­lotte was 15, other girls were al­ready moth­ers at that age. And Lord Frank was a man of hon­our if Char­lotte wanted to marry him. But she re­jected the idea, in her opin­ion the Lord was an an­cient man, he just looked very young. He was not look­ing to get mar­ried, def­i­nitely not. His book about China, which she hoarded like a trea­sure, had been writ­ten 100 years ago, his real age was a se­cret that she never men­tioned. He looked 30, he fucked fiery like a 30‐year‐old, so he was 30. Basta!


Char­lotte could not and did not want to give up mas­tur­bat­ing, it re­ally was her ad­dic­tion. But she loved fuck­ing and learned ev­ery­thing there was to learn from Frank.  They fucked ev­ery day, usu­ally more than once, and she en­joyed these beau­ti­ful or­gasms, which were so dif­fer­ent from the or­gasms she got from mas­tur­bat­ing. She stud­ied very hard, she even wanted to learn a lit­tle Man­darin, why not? She quickly had learned Eng­lish, Ger­man, Ital­ian and Swedish like a world cham­pion. Af­ter two in­ten­sive years, just be­fore she turned 17, she was al­lowed to travel to Vi­enna. Frank didn’t feel like it, he had no good mem­o­ries of the Aus­trian Em­pire, so he didn’t ac­com­pany her. 


But he ob­served her life like he did that of all the girls he had met and loved over the cen­turies. 



● ● ●







El­lis Hot Sum­mer


by Jack Faber © 2023




Elli had hes­i­tated for a long time be­fore agree­ing. A dis­tant rel­a­tive, a 4th cousin who lived in the prov­ince, asked her to take in her two sons for the sum­mer. The 19‐year‐old twins, Andi and Bert, wanted to study at the uni­ver­sity in the cap­i­tal and al­ready had a place in the stu­dents dor­mi­tory start­ing Oct. 1. As agreed, they brought a pull‐out couch, which they set up in the liv­ing room. Ev­ery­one was sweat­ing in the mer­ci­less June heat, Elli had pre­pared a cold snack for din­ner. The win­dows and doors were all open and they were glad for any cool­ing breeze. 


Elli sat on the kitchen bench and watched the twins shower. The shower had been in­stalled in the eat‐in kitchen a long time ago and was open to the eat‐in kitchen. The twins were well‐built boys, slim and trim with ath­letic bod­ies. Elli looked at their cocks care­fully; they had been cir­cum­cised at the in­sis­tent re­quest of their aged great‐grand­fa­ther, who had sur­vived 5 con­cen­tra­tion camps as a Jew. Elli vaguely re­mem­bered the heated ar­gu­ments in the prov­ince, in which she did not in­ter­fere. The twins had beau­ti­ful, strong‐look­ing cocks that were smooth and straight and had beau­ti­ful, red and ta­pered glanses. She was sure that they had fucked quite a few vil­lage beau­ties. She would ask them about it some­day, maybe.


She handed them both a towel and said there was an­other dessert and ice‐cold lemon­ade on the kitchen ta­ble. Elli had in­her­ited three aunts and could af­ford a lit­tle lux­ury. The two of them sat down at the ta­ble and she put her­self in the shower. She was now 68 and very slim, al­most skinny. Her once beau­ti­ful and full breasts were now empty sacks that hung down sadly. Her pu­bic hair had fallen out al­most com­pletely, mak­ing her labia and cunt ap­pear larger and more dom­i­nant. She had had no prob­lem with nu­dity all her life, she had posed nude count­less times for pho­tog­ra­phers, painters and sculp­tors and had al­ways en­joyed be­ing filmed in a very ex­hi­bi­tion­ist way hav­ing sex, mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing. The ex­hi­bi­tion­ism meant noth­ing patho­log­i­cal for her, but it cor­re­sponded to her na­ture and she sim­ply en­joyed it. So she didn’t think for a mo­ment as the boys watched her cu­ri­ously. Fi­nally, as she did ev­ery evening, she squat­ted over the shower head, the strong wa­ter jet di­rected at her pussy. This stim­u­lated her in ad­di­tion to the gen­tle rub­bing of her clit. She en­joyed this ev­ery evening to get in the mood for the fi­nal mas­tur­ba­tion in bed. She rubbed her clit very gen­tly in the strong jet of wa­ter for a few min­utes, un­til her legs be­gan to trem­ble with ex­cite­ment. That done, she quickly dried her­self and put on a short neg­ligee, the only suit­able piece she still owned, be­cause usu­ally she stayed naked in the sum­mer, liv­ing alone. She sighed, be­cause she could no longer main­tain the beau­ti­ful sex­ual ex­cite­ment that she usu­ally took from the shower to bed. She sat down with the two naked boys and they chat­ted for over an hour more. She looked at the cocks with a cer­tain amount of com­fort, as it was easy for her to imag­ine fuck­ing these beau­ti­ful and large cocks. They were smooth and slen­der and not yet as bru­tally chunky as some men’s cocks. The guys kept the erec­tion go­ing, some­times ca­su­ally stroking the cocks and the slen­der, ta­pered glans. She found them very sym­pa­thetic; they had come to the cap­i­tal with wide open, cu­ri­ous eyes. Then they all went to bed. 


She watched through the open door as her two boys went to bed and then waited a very long time be­fore she be­gan to mas­tur­bate as she did ev­ery night. Her bed­room was bathed in a bright twi­light from the street lights, and it was still bru­tally hot. She lay down, bent her legs left and right and stroked her clit only very gen­tly un­til she was aroused and horny af­ter a few min­utes. Now she pulled the fore­skin all the way back over the clit and pushed down the sur­round­ing flesh so that the tip of the clit, the sen­si­tive bud, stuck out a few mil­lime­ters. Elli closed her eyes to fan­ta­size and spread saliva on the bud. She started very slowly, as al­ways, and in­creased only af­ter min­utes, when she was deep in her rever­ies. Her mother was in the hos­pi­tal with a bad ab­dom­i­nal episode and she woke up at night. The fa­ther moaned and groaned pa­thet­i­cally and she ran alarmed into his bed­room. He was rub­bing his cock and stopped im­me­di­ately when she rushed in. “It’s not work­ing,” he com­plained moan­ing and she breathed a sigh of re­lief, it was noth­ing alarm­ing. She snug­gled up to him and grasped his cock com­fort­ingly. “It’s not work­ing!” he wailed. She learned that he hardly ever mas­tur­bated. In the last few months, when his mother couldn’t fuck any­more be­cause of the pains, she had al­ways done it to him with her mouth. “I never liked that, it’s dis­gust­ing,” Elli said, shud­der­ing, “Fuck­ing is much nicer!” Now she had to tell her fa­ther ev­ery­thing, that she had been fuck­ing boys and men for more than a year. Mostly boys, some­times grown men, sure! No hand­jobs, no blowjobs, she much pre­ferred real fuck­ing. He was very sur­prised be­cause he hadn’t known, but she was al­most 16 and that was noth­ing out of the or­di­nary, she said. And she se­duced her fa­ther be­cause it was right for both of them now. He wrenched his eyes open as Elli sat astride his cock and in­serted it very deeply. “We can’t do that!” he wailed, clos­ing his eyes, “we’re all go­ing to hell!” She laughed roundly at him and be­gan to ride him. She was very sur­prised, for his cock was much smaller than she re­mem­bered. She put a hand on his lips, she didn’t want to hear any more about hell or the poor mother who they be­trayed now. He only re­sisted at first, was racked with a guilty con­science and didn’t let stop him from pulling out his cock to squirt at the end. She fin­ished it, rub­bing him with her fist and let­ting him squirt on her pussy or belly. They fucked ev­ery night and they had the mother’s per­mis­sion. The fa­ther had con­fessed ev­ery­thing in de­tail to the mother, cry­ing and shaken by sobs. She calmed him down and then talked to Elli in pri­vate. The mother had also not known that her 16‐year‐old was no longer a vir­gin and had al­ready been fucked dozens of times. Elli told her ev­ery­thing with­out reser­va­tion and also that she had felt so sorry for her poor fa­ther. The mother was ac­tu­ally grate­ful to her and didn’t mind Elli con­tin­u­ing to fuck the fa­ther. She was still re­cov­er­ing from the ab­dom­i­nal surgery and would not be able to fuck for the next few weeks or months. Elli’s heart dropped and she promised the mother that she would con­tinue to fuck the fa­ther faith­fully. The mother lay qui­etly next to them and stroked them lov­ingly. When the mother was able to fuck again af­ter a few months, Elli stopped go­ing to her fa­ther. The beau­ti­ful mem­ory now flooded her with lust, she came to the fi­nal spurt. Elli rubbed the clit very pur­pose­fully and firmly to or­gasm, her pelvis twitched two or three times and her legs trem­bled. She let the or­gasm slowly sub­side and when the trem­bling stopped, she opened her eyes. One of them was sit­ting right next to her on the bed, his hand on his stiff cock. She in­stinc­tively closed her legs and looked at him. There was a long si­lence. She could re­mem­ber darkly that he had sat down next to her at some point, but she had only caught it un­con­sciously.


“Aunt Elli,” he be­gan in a low voice, “I’m sorry, but I woke up and saw ev­ery­thing. Wouldn’t you rather fuck me? I’ve fucked al­ready many times and I’m pretty good at it.” He had to wait a long time for her an­swer, be­cause she was re­ally taken aback. She had with­drawn com­pletely from her sur­round­ings and lived on her own, she hadn’t fucked in at least 5 years. She shook her head de­ci­sively, “No, no way! I’m far too old and ugly af­ter all, I haven’t fucked in ages and I’m con­tent to make my­self the or­gasm.” So, she had said it all, that had to be clear to him.


Andi — or was it Bert? — did not let him­self be turned away so eas­ily. He clutched his cock and said, “I would re­ally like to fuck you now,” he whis­pered and his hand wan­dered up her in­ner thighs and stayed on her cunt, “I haven’t fucked in days and would have an un­bri­dled lust now. And you’re not ugly at all, aun­tie, I’ve fucked plenty of older women in our vil­lage, re­ally an­cient ones too. When you re­ally need it, age re­ally doesn’t mat­ter.” Elli shook her head de­ci­sively, “No! I’m way too old to fuck and I haven’t needed it in at least 15 years.” That was an out­ra­geous ex­ag­ger­a­tion, but she didn’t want to fuck a fel­low that young, by God! He didn’t give up. “I looked at you in the shower when you were rub­bing your­self, and I don’t think your cunt is old or ugly.” His fin­gers ex­plored her cunt cu­ri­ously. “And, what did you find with all your old women?” she pro­voked him. “All the old women have very tight vagi­nas, like the very young girls.” He thought as she said, “just, and some old women don’t like to fuck be­cause of that, like me. I have such a tight cunt, I can’t even fit a pen­cil in it!” Un­ex­pect­edly, he crawled on top of her, the firm cock press­ing into her vagi­nal en­trance. In­stinc­tively, she tensed her vagi­nal mus­cles. “I have to try,” he stam­mered, try­ing to pen­e­trate, but he didn’t get a mil­lime­ter. He chafed in her vagi­nal en­trance for some min­utes to no avail, and Elli con­sid­ered let­ting him con­tinue fuck­ing and squirt­ing in her vagi­nal en­trance, but she in­stantly dis­missed the idea. She in­dig­nantly pushed him back. “Hey, what are you think­ing? Rape me, vi­o­lently and bru­tally pen­e­trate me!?” she ex­claimed, box­ing him lightly against the chest.


He was con­trite and mut­tered, he didn’t want to rape her of course, he just wanted to fuck her. But ap­par­ently his cock was too big and wouldn’t go in. She growled, “I told you, I haven’t fucked in ages, in 20 years! I’m way too tight!” She had calmed down and smiled, “Do you quite need it now, do you re­ally need to squirt now?” He nod­ded, al­most des­per­ately. She stared at his hand and his cock. “Just have to do it your­self with your fist,” she added. He shook his head slowly, “I haven’t done that for years, I don’t like it at all.” She didn’t think about it for a mo­ment and asked, “but your girl­friends, they do it to you with their fists some­times when they don’t want to fuck or can’t fuck right now?” She was un­com­fort­able with his hand touch­ing her cunt again and pushed it away vig­or­ously. She lifted the head cush­ion and sat half­way up. He nod­ded thought­fully, “Yes, some­times they do. Would you do it to me?” She thought for a long time. Why not, re­ally? She nod­ded, “Okay,” and reached for his cock. He put his head back on his neck and closed his eyes as she mas­tur­bated him. 


A few min­utes later, his brother came into the room, im­me­di­ately grasp­ing the sit­u­a­tion and grin­ning wryly. “Why don’t you fuck her?” he asked, still grin­ning. She had stopped at the same mo­ment.  “She doesn’t like fuck­ing, she hasn’t fucked in 15 years and she doesn’t need it, mas­tur­bat­ing is enough for her. She’s way too tight, he won’t go in, I’ve tried it!” The brother nod­ded and sat down next to his twin. “But I want to squirt later, too, Aunt Elli!” he said cheer­fully. She made no re­ply, she kept rub­bing his brother and af­ter a few min­utes was al­ready in the fi­nal spurt. Mo­ments later, the first one squirted all over her hand and she con­tin­ued rub­bing him, slow­ing down, un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. Mas­tur­bat­ing him had first con­fused and then sex­u­ally aroused her, now the broth­ers switched places. She now mas­tur­bated the sec­ond one and the other groped for her pussy and found the clit im­me­di­ately. Her own arousal rose im­me­di­ately, be­cause the lad knew how to do it. She felt for her clit with the ‘wrong’ hand. “Damn, now I need it my­self,” she com­mented, gasp­ing, and rubbed the clit as he did, but it wasn’t the right hand and she had to stop. She rec­ol­lected her­self and mas­tur­bated the cock, he squirted af­ter a short while and now she mas­tur­bated her­self in a fi­nal spurt. The or­gasm made her wince briefly, her legs trem­bled slightly. They all three grinned, then the two went to sleep. 


In the half‐dawn of fall­ing asleep, her life slowly passed her by. She had grown up com­pletely nor­mal and mid­dle‐class, she had learned to mas­tur­bate from her girl­friends at 9 and was in­stantly ad­dicted to it. At 11 she learned to give hand­jobs to the boys and at 14 she posed for the first time to a pho­tog­ra­pher for erotic nude pho­tos. The nude mod­el­ing made her in­sanely horny and she se­duced the poor gay pho­tog­ra­pher. He de­flow­ered and fucked her sev­eral times in a row by all the rules of the art. She liked the fuck­ing very much. At 16, she vol­un­tar­ily fucked her fa­ther for a few months un­til her mother was well again. She now fucked ev­ery­one who did not re­sist. At 19, she mar­ried head over heels to a wild, crude sculp­tor and the mar­riage was a dis­as­ter. Her hus­band turned out to be a psy­chopath, beat­ing and punch­ing her be­cause he sus­pected her of cheat­ing. She went to the emer­gency room sev­eral times and also went to the po­lice, but she did not get a se­ri­ous hear­ing. He stabbed her one day with a kitchen knife, she went to the hos­pi­tal and he to prison for 5 years, she di­vorced him im­me­di­ately. She had used this time to the fullest and fucked hun­dreds of men, was avail­able as a nude model for lit­tle money and for more money she fucked and mas­tur­bated in front of the cam­era. She loved to pose in front of the cam­era and found noth­ing wrong with mas­tur­bat­ing and fuck­ing in front of the cam­era. She was not one of the re­served, chaste mod­els and fucked di­rec­tors, cam­era­men and the whole crew with­out re­straint. She made good money do­ing it and met Robert, who not only wanted to film her but also marry her. He was a won­der­ful part­ner, they got en­gaged and she got preg­nant. They were go­ing to get mar­ried be­fore the birth. But they were no­ti­fied of her ex‐hus­band’s re­lease with a wrong date. He came out a month early, he re­searched her, ques­tioned un­sus­pect­ing neigh­bors and boiled with rage. She was preg­nant!!! en­gaged!!! and about to get mar­ried!!!  He couldn’t take it. He at­tacked her in her own apart­ment, stabbed her a dozen times, and left the woman be­lieved to be dead, ly­ing in her blood. With her last strength she phoned for help. She was op­er­ated on, the child was dead, and the doc­tors said she could have no more chil­dren. Robert sat by her bed­side and she broke off the en­gage­ment. She didn’t want to marry as she couldn’t have a fam­ily, and in her grief, de­spair and anger she pushed him back. She re­gret­ted this mis­take all her life, Robert left her dead sad and quickly mar­ried some­one else. Her ex was sen­tenced to life in prison, which meant he would get out af­ter 15 years. But he was a trou­ble­maker and a thug even in prison. When he bru­tally raped and in­jured the ever‐pop­u­lar nurse, he lost the last of his sym­pa­thiz­ers. He was found hanged in his cell one morn­ing, they wrote sui­cide on the death cer­tifi­cate and did not in­ves­ti­gate the case fur­ther. Three of her aunts died shortly af­ter each other, leav­ing her enough money so that she didn’t need mod­el­ing and fuck­ing in front of the cam­era so much and could live in mod­est lux­ury. But she needed the ex­hibit­ing, the nude shots, the mas­tur­bat­ing and the fuck­ing in front of the cam­era. The les­bian­ism  now re­ally came into fash­ion, she tried hard and did ev­ery­thing. Cud­dling and kiss­ing with the girls was im­mense fun for her as well as mas­tur­bat­ing or be­ing mas­tur­bated by the cute girls. She also licked the girls and let them lick her, but she found it as dis­gust­ing and ab­hor­rent as the blowjobs or the anal fuck­ing. More and more of­ten she re­fused or was re­fused, she was no longer so young and the scars on her belly had to be cov­ered elab­o­rately ev­ery time. Un­hesi­tat­ingly she plunged into un­bri­dled sex life and fucked even more men than ever be­fore, hun­dreds. She pre­ferred to fuck in front of the cam­eras of am­a­teurs, who let her do it her way and did not in­ter­fere with her. In her mid‐fifties, she no­ticed that her vagina was con­stantly shrink­ing. The gy­ne­col­o­gist thought it was age‐re­lated and couldn’t help. She had to give up men with big dicks more and more of­ten or fuck with pain, but fuck­ing with the small‐dicked ones was a sin­gle dis­as­ter. She gave up fuck­ing com­pletely 11 years ago, with­drew more and more and was sat­is­fied with daily mas­tur­ba­tion. She read news­pa­pers and books, solved cross­word puz­zles and watched a lit­tle TV. She had col­lected all the movies in which she fucked and mas­tur­bated and watched them over and over again. Once a week she went shop­ping and then to the cof­fee house. She drank the cof­fee some­times alone, but mostly with ac­quain­tances or com­plete strangers, that was in­ter­ac­tion enough for her.


Elli spent the day in the usual rou­tine, the boys were out on the town all day. Din­ner, show­ers and long chats be­fore bed­time, that was the norm. The boys waited pa­tiently be­side her bed un­til she fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and opened her eyes again. She was not at all sur­prised, let them take a seat next to her and mas­tur­bated one af­ter the other. Of course, she tried to mas­tur­bate both of them at the same time, but it didn’t work. Mostly one — Andi or Bert? — played with her clit and she mas­tur­bated again her­self in the end when she was aroused. 


Mostly, how­ever, the one she had not yet mas­tur­bated made her so horny with his fin­ger play on her clit, that she gasped af­ter the first one had cum, she needed it right now. She spread her legs while mas­tur­bat­ing and the boy knelt be­tween her legs. He mas­tur­bated quickly and squirted on her fin­gers, on her clit and on her pussy. She con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate unim­pressed in the slip­pery sauce un­til the or­gasm came. This went on for about a week, and ev­ery­one was sat­is­fied. 


Then the first one didn’t want to have it with her fist any­more and cheek­ily laid on top of her. Elli pressed her legs to­gether and put a hand on her pussy. How­ever, he wanted to fuck at any price and churned up and down. She clamped his cock be­tween her in­ner thighs and there he fucked. She kept her hand pressed firmly on her pussy and did not let him pen­e­trate. The boy fucked, wedged be­tween her in­ner thighs and his glans pounded against her hand and her cunt. He squirted on her hand, on her labia and on her cunt. The sec­ond one did the same now, div­ing deep into the slip­pery sauce and fuck­ing quickly be­tween her in­ner thighs. She got re­ally horny again at the pound­ing, but she wouldn’t take her hand away and let him cum on her cunt. 


This went on for sev­eral days, she grad­u­ally dared to take her hand to mas­tur­bate. The fuck­ing glans drummed against her fin­gers, clit and cunt. But he could not pen­e­trate and only splashed her on the out­side. She loos­ened her legs to mas­tur­bate bet­ter and the glans pounded on her vagi­nal en­trance where he cummed and 10 min­utes later his brother. She made her­self or­gasm with both of them and then was quite tired, re­ally fin­ished. 


This also went on for sev­eral days, she let the guys fuck and cum in her vagi­nal en­trance, one af­ter the other. She no longer kept her hand pro­tec­tively on her pussy, she opened her legs wide and let the guys fuck and cum in her vagi­nal en­trance. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery time and then was al­ways ex­hausted. Ev­ery day the boys pen­e­trated a lit­tle fur­ther, she spread her legs wide apart and let them fuck and squirt in her vagi­nal en­trance, now one or the other could pen­e­trate with the tip of the glans. Her vagina was com­pletely tense, he did not come a mil­lime­ter deeper, but she felt it very clearly when he squirted in warm jets in­side. It was a mem­ory of beau­ti­ful times gone by. Days of pound­ing against the vagi­nal en­trance, pen­e­trat­ing with the tip of the glans when they squirted. She tried to loosen the cramped vagina, but it just didn’t work. The sec­ond one al­ways had an ad­van­tage be­cause her vagina was wet from the pre­vi­ous squirt­ing and he could pen­e­trate a mil­lime­ter fur­ther in the slip­pery sauce. Ev­ery day the boys pen­e­trated a lit­tle fur­ther, and one day, when her cunt was drip­ping with juice and slip­pery, the sec­ond pen­e­trated fully, hard and deep. She felt a brief pain and cried out softly, but when he had fully pen­e­trated, he stopped, star­tled and con­fused. She of course had stopped mas­tur­bat­ing im­me­di­ately, so star­tled was she. He had re­ally pen­e­trated! 


“Pooh,” he said to his brother, “but she is tight! A mad­ness!” and he wanted to know, “like Rita, the lit­tle Gang­miller?” But the pi­o­neer shook his head, “No, like the Burger’s old Emma, that’s how tight she is!” Into the long si­lence, the pi­o­neer asked softly, “Elli, may I?” She nod­ded, though em­bar­rassed for some rea­son put her fore­arm over her eyes and will­ingly opened her thighs. He be­gan to fuck and had to fuck for a very long time, then he squirted with firm thrusts his jets. He waited un­til his cock soft­ened and pulled it out. Elli felt the pain in her vagina, but it was not as bad as years ago. She had felt the horni­ness slowly ris­ing as she was fucked, but she didn’t or­gasm. His brother took his place. “Elli, I want too!” She nod­ded smil­ing tiredly, that was to be ex­pected. He very care­fully and slowly pen­e­trated his brother’s slip­pery juice, it went in, but only with dif­fi­culty. He rolled his eyes. “She’s even tighter than old Emma!” he ex­claimed, then started fuck­ing. It took him much longer than his brother and he didn’t squirt as much as at the first time ei­ther. Elli let the horni­ness of fuck­ing come back up and be­gan to mas­tur­bate dur­ing his fuck­ing. Then the two sat to the left and right of Elli and watched un­til she fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. 


“So, what’s the deal with this Emma?” asked Elli with a smile, “what was the deal with her?” The two told her that of course they had fucked ev­ery­one over 60 and over 70 in the whole area, since most of the young girls were taken or newly mar­ried. They had also, of course, fucked ev­ery­one un­der 60 who wanted to join in, but there weren’t many. There were, on the other hand, many old and an­cient ones who were ready to fuck im­me­di­ately and gladly. Sur­pris­ingly, it was just the most big­oted bigot women who fought the most to get all the boys. They agreed with their bud­dies that old Emma had the tight­est vagina, even tighter than the lit­tle Gang­miller, Rita, who many had pre­vi­ously con­sid­ered the tight­est.


Elli laughed and said, “so there is a com­pe­ti­tion among you fel­lows as to which one has the tight­est cunt?” The two nod­ded a lit­tle em­bar­rassed, then Andi said, — Andi or Bert? —, “Well, we judge the girls with­out mean­ing any­thing bad. For ex­am­ple, which girl does the best hand­job, the best blowjob, the best fuck, the long­est fuck, which one mas­tur­bated the most times in a row? And so on, we don’t write it down and for­get most of it the next day. There’s noth­ing nasty about it.” Elli nod­ded, be­cause that way she could un­der­stand. 


When Elli asked if they also did it with their sis­ters, the two looked at each other. Then Andi said that it was the mother with whom they learned to fuck. She had taught them all about sex when they were al­lowed to be with her in the big mar­i­tal bed one Sun­day morn­ing like ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing and cud­dle with her naked. It was like this ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing when their fa­ther had gone out for his Early Morn­ing Pint. She showed them ev­ery­thing, she smil­ingly demon­strated the fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion to them and when the two didn’t stop beg­ging, they were al­lowed to fuck her prop­erly one af­ter the other. Mostly on Sun­day morn­ing, when the fa­ther was at the Early Morn­ing Pint, for a good year and a half. But af­ter one and a half year later the fa­ther caught them one day in fla­grante delicto and beat them firmly up. Only then did the 14‐year‐olds storm the girls’ bed­room and fucked the sis­ters, and later all their cousins. At first the sis­ters acted as if they were ter­ri­bly in­dig­nant, but they had long since been de­flow­ered and se­cretly en­joyed it. And the cousins didn’t need a spe­cial in­vi­ta­tion, be­cause when the word got out about the sis­ters, they en­thu­si­as­ti­cally stayed overnight at the sis­ters’. Be­ing re­lated as such was not in­ter­est­ing, but the pos­si­bil­i­ties that arose, well. Bert low­ered his eyes, “it was re­ally great with the preg­nant women. Most of the preg­nant women didn’t want to be fucked by our gang, only some. But they had fucked the best,” Bert con­cluded. 


Elli told a bit about her love life and how her vagina had changed and tight­ened a lot, 15 years ago. That’s why she had given up fuck­ing al­to­gether, that’s why she was only into mas­tur­bat­ing. Andi (or Bert) asked if it would be okay with her if they both fucked her in fu­ture, it was much more fun than the other way. Elli smiled and said, “we’ll try it again to­mor­row, see if it works again?” They went to sleep. 


Andi and Bert went to a phar­macy the very next day and got some lu­bri­cant. And yes, it worked! They fucked Elli, one af­ter the other, and she ac­tu­ally liked it too, al­though she was care­ful not to praise them too much. The lu­bri­cant was good and Elli had no more pain while fuck­ing. She spent her days in the usual rou­tine, cud­dling with the boys in the evening be­fore they fucked her. 


It was a nice sum­mer for all three of them. 



● ● ●







A maid’s fate


by Jack Faber © 2023




Rose­marie came to the Villa Hall­wax, a stately home on a hill in Grinz­ing, as a maid when she was 15. The old Baron von Hall­wax had bought the villa of the Jew­ish pre­vi­ous owner for lit­tle money, af­ter all, the Hall­wax‐fac­tory was im­por­tant for the Nazis dur­ing the war. The old wid­ower was a man of plea­sure and al­lowed him­self this lux­ury. He lived alone, ex­cept for the staff, his son mean­while ran the com­pany and the grand­son stud­ied in Eng­land and France. 


The old gen­tle­man had cho­sen the young beauty from the coun­try­side be­cause he wanted her around. Some­how the pretty, bloody young girl re­ju­ve­nated him. He waited a week, let her serve him cof­fee early in the morn­ing, and de­cided to leave her in the care of the old cook. But at the end of the first week he laid the com­pletely fright­ened girl with her up­per body over his desk, flipped up her skirt and pulled down her un­der­pants. He raped her, he de­flow­ered her, and he fucked her. When he was done, he pressed a few bills into the girl’s hand and told her to buy some new and pretty un­der­wear. 


Rosa ran into her room and threw her­self on the bed cry­ing. She ac­tu­ally had lit­tle idea about sex at all, it just hurt a lit­tle and she calmed down. The cook lis­tened to her and said that now it was time to be smart and take ad­van­tage of the sit­u­a­tion. “So cheer up and play along,” said Brigitte the cook, as they went to the sub­urbs to buy sexy un­der­wear. The cook knew this very well, be­cause for a long time she had taken care of the old man’s sex­ual bal­ance. Rosa was hor­ri­fied at how ex­pen­sive the goods were, but the old man’s money was plenty. 


Rosa had re­ally very lit­tle idea about sex. She had al­ready dis­cov­ered mas­tur­bat­ing as a child and had given her lit­tle brother some hand­jobs when he could squirt. But the lit­tle guy wanted to fuck for real, so she gave in to him and in­serted his lit­tle boy cock through the hole in her hy­men. They had to watch the hy­men like hell be­cause the strict mother kept check­ing. So he was al­lowed to fuck and cum very care­fully, the hole got a lit­tle big­ger, but she was of­fi­cially still a vir­gin. So she came to the old Baron Hall­wax.


Rosa served the cof­fee ev­ery morn­ing at the same time, but the old gen­tle­man could only fuck her once a month, he was al­ready ap­proach­ing eighty. How­ever, his son, also ap­proach­ing sixty, wanted to fuck the red‐haired beauty ev­ery morn­ing. She served the wid­ower his morn­ing cof­fee and lay down with her up­per body on the desk. He fucked her the same way ev­ery morn­ing. She got used to it and then went to take a shower and to the kitchen. She was very teach­able and was al­ready an ex­cel­lent cook by the end of the war. Ev­ery month the younger Hall­wax gave her an en­ve­lope, “for good ser­vice,” and she saved as much as she could. The old man had bought her a par­tic­u­larly nice out­fit, which she had to wear to his sa­lon once a month. It used to be called a gen­tle­men’s evening, but now, hav­ing be­come wealthy and fine, they spoke of the sa­lon. Once a month Baron Hall­wax en­ter­tained his cus­tomers, a good 20 to 25 of­fi­cers in uni­form. The Ho­tel Zum Erzher­zog pro­vided the feast, and in­dus­tri­ous hands pre­pared the ban­quet in the mar­ble hall. Rosa’s only job was to serve drinks and cigars to the gen­tle­men be­fore and af­ter the ban­quet. 


The old man had briefed her quite ac­cu­rately, she was not a hooker, damn it, but a pretty 16 year old girl, who at the very most was al­lowed to flash her sin­fully ex­pen­sive un­der­wear, but noth­ing more, for God’s sake! Kiss­ing, cud­dling or dat­ing, that in no case! She was not a hooker, damn it, but only a pretty eye‐catcher to dis­tract and please the of­fi­cers. Rosa nod­ded when he ex­plained all this to her and then had Brigitte, the old cook, trans­late it for her. She blushed red as a beet when Brigitte ex­plained the word hooker. She turned even red­der when Brigitte ex­plained and demon­strated how she should flash the panties. “Show it all off?” asked Rosa with a pale face and Brigitte nod­ded. That was the pur­pose of the ex­er­cise, she was to show as much naked flesh as pos­si­ble, the butt and the pussy, un­abashedly and un­ob­tru­sively. Brigitte took a pair of scis­sors and snipped at the panties un­til they were just a thin cloth from the ass­hole to above the cleft. If Rosa now bent over or let her­self be pulled onto the lap by one of the gen­tle­men and kicked with her legs in the air, then the ass as well as the cunt flashed up lov­ingly. The Baron was to­tally thrilled, be­cause all eyes were now on his eye‐catcher and not on the bor­ing doc­u­ments. Rosa learned quite quickly to show off as of­ten and as much as pos­si­ble and af­ter a few sa­lons she was re­ally good at flash­ing her jew­els, praised the old man. 


His fa­ther was buried with all pomp, even the mighty and pow­er­ful mayor sent a del­e­ga­tion. The son had in­sisted that “Baron von” be chis­eled on the tomb­stone, al­though since the end of the Hab­s­burg em­pire there were no more ti­tles of no­bil­ity and of course no more Barons, but he him­self con­tin­ued to let him­self be called Baron. As the new old man he now had no more con­sid­er­a­tion for his old mas­ter. He lis­tened care­fully to, which of­fi­cer wanted to have a pri­vate au­di­ence with Fräulein Rose­marie. De­pend­ing on it, he sent the pre­sump­tu­ous in­so­lent to the devil or he talked Rosa into re­ceiv­ing the im­por­tant gen­tle­man in the li­brary, where there was a large, com­fort­able chaise‐longue. Rosa knew it was well re­warded and fucked as many im­por­tant peo­ple as she could. She of­ten dis­cussed with Brigitte whether she had be­come a hooker, but Brigitte just laughed at her. “What do you have to of­fer, what does life have to of­fer you? A pretty face and a pretty ass! So, make the most of it! Re­mem­ber, one day you’ll be too old, so put that money aside for the old days!” Rosa nod­ded to Brigitte’s phi­los­o­phy, ev­ery sin­gle word was true. It was war and ev­ery­one had to see to it, that they got a piece of the pie. Baron Hall­wax made sure that he sold his stuff to the Wehrma­cht, and Rosa made sure that she al­ways got a well‐filled en­ve­lope. She was not par­tic­u­larly busi­nesslike, but she made it clear to the Baron that she ex­pected more rhe next time.


The war was com­ing to an end. The for­mer Baron of Hall­wax tore the golden party badge from his lapel and an­grily shoved it into the desk drawer. And — swooosh! — he was no longer a Nazi! The Eng­lish, French and Amer­i­cans needed his goods just as badly, for they too had how­itzers, mor­tars and other toys for which the Hall­wax Works sup­plied. The sa­loon was down for only a month, then the of­fi­cers came in other uni­forms and spoke only for­eign lan­guages. Rosa served as be­fore, silently smil­ing, flash­ing her jew­els. She spoke only with her eyes; she had had her makeup done beau­ti­fully by Brigitte, and she glowed with pride when one or the other of the of­fi­cers gave her a eu­pho­nious ver­biage. The old man coughed and coughed be­cause he un­der­stood the for­eign lan­guages and his chest swelled with pride. Rosa will­ingly gave her­self to the gen­tle­men from all over the world for money in the li­brary; she didn’t need to un­der­stand for­eign lan­guage to fuck them. Whether Ger­man Wehrma­cht, French or Amer­i­can lib­er­a­tors — with­out un­der­pants they were in prin­ci­ple all the same. The Ho­tel Zum Erzher­zog pro­vided the ban­quet in ex­em­plary qual­ity. Even if one had lost the war, that was no rea­son to slack off. The Hall­wax Works only got big­ger and big­ger, the more weapons were needed for peace. Rosa also blos­somed, for she was truly in love.


Shlomo Yakubovich had sur­vived the war in Eng­land and was now em­ployed as a me­chanic‐chauf­feur at Hall­wax. He was the sev­enth em­ployee in the villa, along with the cook, two clean­ers, two gar­den­ers and Rosa. He lived above the garage, where he was in charge of the two cars. Rosa was im­me­di­ately in love with him. He smiled sul­lenly; she, as a pure­blood, should not get in­volved with a Jew. Rosa didn’t un­der­stand his hu­mor and nagged back, that she was not a pure­bred, her great‐grand­fa­ther was from Scot­land, you could clearly tell by her red hair and green eyes. Shlomo hugged her laugh­ing, then noth­ing would stand in the way! She vis­ited him ev­ery day af­ter lunch, they spent the two free hours in his bed. 


Rosa loved ev­ery­thing about Shlomo, he was a skilled me­chanic and an ex­cel­lent chauf­feur. And he had a big, beau­ti­ful cock, re­ally big com­pared to the old man’s lit­tle cock. He was cir­cum­cised and she ad­mired the glans that never hid un­der a fore­skin. He had a good meaty cock, with which he could con­tinue fuck­ing her for a long time af­ter he had cum, un­til her or­gasm. She much pre­ferred those or­gasms to the ones she gave her­self be­fore fall­ing asleep. 


Shlomo had a hard time ac­cept­ing that his Rosa had to let the old mas­ter fuck her ev­ery morn­ing, that she also had to let his cus­tomers fuck her some­times in the li­brary for her mas­ter’s fa­vor, but that was the deal. They kept talk­ing about leav­ing the Hall­wax house and start­ing over some­where to­gether, but their com­bined sav­ings weren’t enough at the back of their minds. Shlomo was very ed­u­cated and he ap­proached her about her pe­riod,  even in the early days. Rosa didn’t know what it was all about at first. She was 22 and didn’t have a pe­riod yet, Shlomo sent her to the gy­ne­col­o­gist, but he didn’t know any­thing ei­ther. You will not have chil­dren, Shlomo said sadly af­ter read­ing the doc­tor’s let­ter, we will have to adopt some. Rosa nod­ded, that was fine with her, she was very happy to have a fam­ily of her own.


Shlomo stayed with Hall­wax for two years and one day he dis­ap­peared with­out a trace. Rosa cried heart­break­ingly, but the guy was gone, with one of the cars. Al­though the crashed car was found a week later in a ravine in Ty­rol, blood trails led into the woods and then got lost. Only af­ter two or three weeks Rosa learned more de­tails from Brigitte. It sounded like a bad de­tec­tive story. The old mas­ter had got­ten into a fight with Shlomo, over a woman, they had scuf­fled and the old man had threat­ened Shlomo with a re­volver. Shlomo had knocked the old man to the ground and had sped away in a car with the re­volver. Rosa re­mem­bered, she had asked the old man then, how he got the bruises on his face, but he had not an­swered.


Yes, she had asked the old Hall­wax di­rectly if it was true, but he had de­nied ev­ery­thing, “stupid chick’s talk!” Rosa mourned Shlomo all her life and never fell in love again.


It all went on as usual, she let the old man fuck her when­ever he could, but it be­came less and less. The son, Siegfried, had re­turned from Eng­land with his wife and child and oc­cu­pied the va­cant west wing. Siegfried as­sisted his fa­ther in the fac­tory and grad­u­ally grew into the busi­ness. How­ever, like his fa­ther, he was a real bon vi­vant, tak­ing over the sa­lons and liv­ing it up. His wife was more of­ten in Lon­don, Paris and Monaco than at home in Vi­enna. Lit­tle René was at board­ing school for most of the year, he was ea­ger to learn and scored points with Siegfried with his good grades.


Rosa was 35 when old Hall­wax was buried. He had just fucked her and had cum one last time, then he had sim­ply dropped dead. She stood in the back row with the other do­mes­tics, but she didn’t cry. He might have had her Shlomo on his con­science, she never for­gave him for that, not in all these years.


Siegfried Hall­wax con­tin­ued his fa­ther’s work. The Hall­wax Works flour­ished and the new boss was from the trade, which im­pressed his em­ploy­ees. He spoke flu­ent Eng­lish and French, which im­pressed the Eu­ro­pean clien­tele. The sa­lons con­tin­ued as be­fore, they even be­came a tad more bois­ter­ous. And Siegfried didn’t want to waste his pre­cious time in bars and broth­els; he took over Rosa from his fa­ther. She was only in her mid‐30s, still pretty and not averse to fuck­ing. She agreed im­me­di­ately, she had faith­fully taken care of the phys­i­cal well‐be­ing of her mas­ters. And of course she was quite keen on him, Rosa said with her most se­duc­tive eye flash. Yes, she would gladly let him fuck her, if he wanted, ev­ery day. But he was not such a bar­bar­ian as the old men who fucked stand­ing, while Rosa bent over the desk.


He led her by the hand into his bed­room; he had a bot­tle of cham­pagne in the ice cooler be­side the mar­i­tal bed and soft, in­gra­ti­at­ing mu­sic play­ing. He un­dressed with­out a word and lay down on the bed ex­pec­tantly. Rosa quickly un­dressed and lay with him. He qui­etly asked if they needed to use con­tra­cep­tion and she shook her head. No, she didn’t have a pe­riod and wouldn’t have chil­dren. She liked his quiet, friendly man­ner and his claim to a bit of so­phis­ti­ca­tion. She stroked her hand un­self­con­sciously over his cock, which was quite a bit larger than his fa­ther’s and grand­fa­ther’s as well. She asked how she should keep it with his wife, since they were cheat­ing on her right now? He smiled, she should not think about it any­more, his wife is ac­tu­ally for  sure ly­ing on the beach of Nice or Monte Carlo and lets her­self be pam­pered by a masseur. If she val­ued phys­i­cal fi­delity, she would be here and not there. That made sense to Rosa, there was a lot of truth in it. She looked at his cock more closely, it was not cir­cum­cised like Shlomo, but still pleas­ing to look at. She had heard that many women said that cocks were ugly, but not her, she had only seen nice ones so far. 


She let Siegfried fuck her, and he too was as good in bed as Shlomo, he too usu­ally brought her to or­gasm. She had only had an or­gasm while fuck­ing Shlomo, be­fore that only dur­ing her daily mas­tur­ba­tion at night. The old man had never man­aged it and she be­lieved that he didn’t care at all ei­ther. Siegfried also cared that they kissed and cud­dled. She had only done this with Shlomo be­fore, but she felt it was im­por­tant and right. The cud­dling, kiss­ing and ca­ress­ing re­ally be­longed, she learned that quickly. She felt like a woman with Siegfried and not just an ob­ject as she had with his fa­ther and grand­fa­ther. She had al­ways felt that it was all wrong with the old mas­ters, but she could not have put it into words. It was a beau­ti­ful new ex­pe­ri­ence, even though she knew full well that it was all about his phys­i­cal sat­is­fac­tion. She lay with Siegfried for the next 20 years. 


Some­thing had changed, how­ever, and she re­ally didn’t like it. The sa­lons no longer had the ban­quet at their cen­ter. It was about the big booze‐up af­ter­wards, one drank to boom­ing mu­sic, smoked and swal­lowed all sorts of things. Rosa drank very lit­tle al­co­hol and only sipped from her glass; she didn’t smoke or swal­low any­thing. Siegfried, how­ever, was be­side him­self; he swept her into the mid­dle of the hall and danced with her. She was con­fused be­cause she had never danced be­fore, but she went along with ev­ery­thing. It pleased her that he was so happy and ex­u­ber­ant. She danced with him from sa­lon to sa­lon, it was ac­tu­ally quite nice. But one day he was so hy­per that af­ter danc­ing he threw her on the chaise‐longue and fucked her in front of ev­ery­one. This was ter­ri­bly em­bar­rass­ing to her be­cause, al­though most didn’t care, some were watch­ing them fuck. She left im­me­di­ately af­ter he had cum.


She waited for him in his mar­i­tal bed, but fell asleep. Only in the morn­ing she served him a strong cof­fee and then dared to con­front him. He was stub­born and in­tran­si­gent. “When it gets to you,” blah, blah, blah. She didn’t want to hear it. She ex­plained to him that it was em­bar­rass­ing and un­com­fort­able for her, she felt pa­thetic and soiled. He didn’t lis­ten. Af­ter all, there was noth­ing wrong with it, it wasn’t that bad. It went back and forth for half an hour, but they didn’t find each other. Look­ing somber, he asked her if she would let a stranger fuck her at the sa­lon if it was im­por­tant to him or the com­pany? She im­me­di­ately shook her head, but then thought and said if it was re­ally im­por­tant, then. Siegfried nod­ded, “that’s good!” and that was the end of the sub­ject.


Promptly, he had her fuck his best friend at the next sa­lon. He was im­por­tant, he re­minded the hes­i­tant girl. Again, there were only a few who watched them fuck, but it was no longer so em­bar­rass­ing. So it grad­u­ally got to the point where she was get­ting fucked at ev­ery sa­lon. If in the be­gin­ning there was only one, soon there were three or six who fucked her coram pub­lico. Siegfried praised her and the monthly en­ve­lope be­came much thicker. He smiled se­cretly, she was as much a whore as all women. One was just more ex­pen­sive than the other. But whores they all were.


Siegfried turned 60, Rosa 57. He gave a big party with all his friends. The day af­ter, he told Rosa that she had to pre­pare for her well‐de­served re­tire­ment. There­fore, he had hired a young as­sis­tant whom she would have to teach ev­ery­thing from cook­ing to the sa­lon. Rosa nod­ded and was a lit­tle crest­fallen, but on the other hand she un­der­stood. Siegfried’s son René was study­ing at uni­ver­sity and was now liv­ing at home again. Siegfried both­ered her less and less of­ten in his bed­room, of course, it was not he who had aged, but she. Sure. 


The new girl’s name was Mi Lei Sung, her par­ents had im­mi­grated from China and the older chil­dren were able to help them out in the restau­rant, but the younger ones were placed in var­i­ous work­places. Mi Lei was al­ready al­most 19, but looked like a 13‐year‐old. Rosa im­me­di­ately re­al­ized that she was the change of pace Siegfried en­vi­sioned for his bed­room. But he lulled her sus­pi­cions, called Rosa into his bed­room once or twice, and she calmed down. 


The lit­tle Asian girl, who wanted to be called Mimi be­cause she was so used to it, was ba­si­cally lazy as hell. She learned while cook­ing only for the day, the next day she had for­got­ten ev­ery­thing again. What she was good at, how­ever, was fawn­ing over Siegfried or René when she served cof­fee and other things in her skimpy lit­tle skirt. No ques­tion, she was af­ter one or both of them. And sure enough, af­ter six weeks Siegfried came into Mimi’s room at night and Rosa, who was sleep­ing in the room next door, woke up to Mimi’s soft cries of plea­sure. Mimi me­owed like a kit­ten while fuck­ing, she could be heard for miles. Rosa got re­ally tight pal­pi­ta­tions, maybe from in­dig­na­tion that she had been dumped or maybe be­cause she had got­ten horny lis­ten­ing to her. Mimi me­owed loudly ev­ery night now, and Rosa was some­how glad he hadn’t brought Mimi into his bed­room. Days went by. 


One night there was a knock at her door, it was René. He just came in, hissed a greet­ing and lay down with Rosa, snotty. He no­ticed that she was naked un­der the cov­ers and took off his T‐shirt and un­der­pants. It was not com­pletely dark in the room and Rosa no­ticed his grin. He looked at her and laughed softly. “That Mimi sure got my old man around fast,” he mur­mured. “If I’m count­ing right, this is the sec­ond time he’s fuck­ing her tonight.” Rosa nod­ded and said softly, “he usu­ally fucks her twice.” She paused for a long mo­ment. “I hope he doesn’t overdo it, like your grand­fa­ther!” René had no idea about this and she had to tell him ev­ery­thing. At first she just told how he had col­lapsed dead af­ter fuck­ing her, but René kept drilling un­til she had told him ev­ery­thing all the way back to her de­flow­er­ing at 15 by his great‐grand­fa­ther. Af­ter the long si­lence in the next room, Mimi was heard me­ow­ing very quickly and chop­pily. “Now she’s mas­tur­bat­ing,” René whis­pered, “she let me watch her a few times, that’s how I know.” Af­ter a small cry, the me­ow­ing died away and Siegfried’s deep voice was heard briefly.


René con­tin­ued to dis­cuss his par­ents with Rosa for a long time. The fa­ther thought the mother was a slut, but he him­self had fucked the lit­tle slut in the last days. He was de­press­edly silent and had his arms wrapped around Rosa’s neck. She gave a jerk and told him that un­til now, for al­most 20 years, she had been the slut for his fa­ther. He propped him­self up on his arms. “Not true!” But Rosa nod­ded and said it was the full truth. He said he was sorry, but she fought back. “He al­ways treated me like a gen­tle­man, he was al­ways de­cent to me!” She bit her lips; she didn’t have to tell him the hu­mil­i­a­tions at the sa­lon. He lay down a lit­tle more qui­etly. “I am glad he treated you like a gen­tle­man, for you are quite lovely and a sweet­heart!” Rosa blushed in the dark. A thought rose in her mind.


“Can I ask you some­thing?” she ini­ti­ated, “just be­cause I’m cu­ri­ous. Do you have a girl­friend to fuck?” René let go of her neck and was silent for a long time, then shook his head in de­nial. She put a hand on his chest. “For­give me if I’m too cu­ri­ous, but have you ever re­ally fucked be­fore?” His body im­me­di­ately stiff­ened. Again he shook his head and she felt tears run­ning down his cheeks. She hugged him, for the first time, and im­me­di­ately felt his stiff cock. “It’s okay René, it’s okay! One day you will…” He in­ter­rupted her un­cer­tainly, “Do you re­ally think so?” She stroked his cheeks and nod­ded. “Of course I do, I have no doubt.” He had to get it off his chest. “There were no girls at board­ing school, and I wasn’t one of the gang that some­times broke out at night and went to the brothel,” and Rosa in­ter­jected, “you cer­tainly didn’t miss any­thing im­por­tant!” He looked at her big. “Mimi used to come into my room and wanted to fuck so badly, but I didn’t know how to do it. Then she just mas­tur­bated and laughed at me later. She came to me at least 10 times, to mas­tur­bate and laugh at me.” Rosa knew that René was some­what autis­tic and had a hard time in­ter­act­ing with peo­ple, so she felt great com­pas­sion for him. “One day you’ll meet a girl who will show you ev­ery­thing, and it won’t be hard.” He was elec­tri­fied. “You’ll show me one day?” Now Rosa froze. “Why, I’m well over sixty,” she ex­ag­ger­ated, “I’m an old, ugly woman, much too old for you!” She groped her way to his cock and em­braced it. “My cunt has al­ready shrunk and be­come very tight, much too tight for such a big cock as you have!” She squeezed his cock af­fir­ma­tively. “And at board­ing school, you only did it your­self?” He nod­ded and an­swered im­me­di­ately, “Some­times I did it at the same time as oth­ers, some­times one rubbed the other. But not very of­ten. And the ass fuck­ing I never did, that seemed too gross.”


Rosa was still hold­ing his cock. “You have to squirt now, don’t you?” she stated. “You can make your­self do it if you want, I don’t mind.” She paused and waited, but he said noth­ing. “You want me to make it for you?” she asked, and all at once he nod­ded his head. “Okay, I’ll be glad to do it to you!” she whis­pered and grabbed his cock with her fist. He put his arm on her shoul­der as she sat up and mas­tur­bated him. He buried his face be­tween her breasts. It took quite a long time and she was start­ing to get a cramp in her arm, but then he squirted, spurt­ing high into the air sev­eral times and she didn’t let go of his cock un­til he had fin­ished spurt­ing. She let him rest for a long time and said softly, “I have to sleep now!” He woke up from doz­ing. “Can I come back to­mor­row?” he asked un­cer­tainly and she gig­gled. “As soon as Mimi starts yowl­ing, you can come!” He gave a short laugh and left. 


He was punc­tu­ally on the spot as soon as Mimi and Siegfried had started fuck­ing. He had taken a flash­light with him and dived down to ex­plore Rosa’s cunt in great de­tail. He did not reap­pear un­til Mimi’s mew­ing while mas­tur­bat­ing was heard for the sec­ond time. René grinned all over his face as Mimi fin­ished with a lit­tle cry. He re­ally ques­tioned Rosa, he wanted to know ev­ery­thing about fuck­ing. She said noth­ing of her lit­tle brother, but told of his great‐grand­fa­ther and grand­fa­ther and the of­fi­cers she had fucked in the li­brary. She shook her head with a smile, No, she hadn’t been sent to the hus­tle, she had been able to choose if she wanted to fuck the of­fi­cer. Af­ter all, the grand­fa­thers only wanted it be­cause it ben­e­fited them busi­ness‐wise. She as­sured the boy that she wanted it her­self, be­cause it was the only way she could fuck many men, very many. And she was pretty and young and wanted to fuck all the time, she re­ally loved it very much.


Rosa had held René’s cock in her hand dur­ing the con­ver­sa­tion and now he was ready again. She mas­tur­bated him and made him squirt high in the air. He came ev­ery night now, he hugged Rosa and they lis­tened in­tently to Mimi un­til she was done fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing. René kept her hugged, ly­ing half on top of her and press­ing his cock be­tween her in­ner thighs. Rosa of­fered to let him fuck her ev­ery day, but he wasn’t ready yet. She mas­tur­bated him and let him cum on her thighs and pussy.


Rosa had ac­com­pa­nied Mimi to the abor­tion clinic and brought her back home in a cab. Mimi was very de­jected, but the Lord had in­sisted, he did not want a bas­tard. For two weeks he sum­moned Rosa to his bed­room and lamented his suf­fer­ing. He nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion when Rosa re­ported that she had per­suaded Mimi to take the pill. The abor­tion had hit Mimi pretty hard, but he was back in Mimi’s bed af­ter two weeks. The game started all over again, René was back with her, ly­ing on top of her, and she was stroking his stiff cock, steer­ing it closer to her pussy day by day. 


One day René was ready. He was very ex­cited when Rosa di­rected his cock into her vagi­nal en­trance. She didn’t need to ex­plain much to him, he knew at least in the­ory how the fuck­ing went. Rosa had held her breath be­cause he had a very thick cock, the same length as Siegfried, but much thicker. They both fought like doggedly be­cause he didn’t go in eas­ily. She felt a brief pain when he fi­nally went in with great dif­fi­culty. He still hes­i­tated a bit, but then he thrust du­ti­fully and squirted way too soon. He slumped to the side af­ter squirt­ing. Now it was Rosa who em­braced him and kissed his tears away from his cheeks. They talked qui­etly, she ex­plained to him that the man had to hold back the squirt­ing un­til the woman had had her or­gasm. It is more dif­fi­cult for some than oth­ers, but the ma­jor­ity could do it. If a man couldn’t do that, he be­came un­in­ter­est­ing to the woman. René nod­ded, that was easy to un­der­stand, and he promised to try. It took him sev­eral days be­fore he could hold off long enough for Rosa to or­gasm. He came ev­ery night now, he lay on top of Rosa and they both lis­tened aroused to Mimi’s sounds of plea­sure be­fore they fucked. 


René was a good boy and he al­ways used a lu­bri­cant, he learned to pen­e­trate her only slowly and give her vagina time to di­late and ad­just. He came to fuck al­most ev­ery night and Rosa was a good lis­tener, she had no idea what col­lege was like of course, but she was pretty knowl­edge­able about in­ter­per­sonal re­la­tion­ships, some­thing René re­ally needed her opin­ion on. 


Siegfried was ap­par­ently in the know, and once re­marked to Rosa that he highly val­ued her good in­flu­ence on René. Rosa turned red as a beet, al­though he made no sala­cious re­mark. He knew how hard René had it with peo­ple and ap­pre­ci­ated that she cared for his son, he said so qui­etly and hugged her. Al­though he no longer in­vited her into his bed­room at night, she usu­ally lay with him in the morn­ing hours or be­fore noon, but they did not fuck ev­ery time. Af­ter all, Siegfried was al­ready 60 and gave all his loins strength to fuck Mimi at night. Rosa mostly just lis­tened to him and ca­ressed his body, he talked about ev­ery­day prob­lems, but he al­ways asked her how René was do­ing. He was very pleased with René’s grades, but he wor­ried if the boy could one day take over the Works, the Com­pany. Rosa knew that René didn’t study the same as Siegfried had, but maybe he could take cour­ses that con­cerned busi­ness man­age­ment. Siegfried thought for days and in­ter­viewed the uni­ver­sity be­fore talk­ing to René about it. Al­though Siegfried no longer fucked Rosa ev­ery day, she reg­u­larly got her en­ve­lope at the end of the month. 
 


Some­times Siegfried was trav­el­ing and that’s when René was very fond of go­ing to Mimi’s to fuck, Rosa didn’t ob­ject and en­cour­aged him a lot. He se­cretly made record­ings of it and showed them to Rosa. She was elec­tri­fied, be­cause she prac­ti­cally never saw oth­ers fuck. She watched the footage hun­dreds of times, it was very arous­ing. Mimi ap­par­ently had no trou­ble in­sert­ing René’s thick cock and she vis­i­bly en­joyed let­ting the boy fuck her. She al­ways wanted to be fucked twice with a break and al­ways mas­tur­bated af­ter the sec­ond fuck. He fucked her pow­er­fully through and she never taunted him again.


It was prob­a­bly one and a half  year later when the house bell jin­gled. The gar­dener threw on the jacket of his fan­tasy uni­form and opened. He called out loudly, “Rosa! A Vis­i­tor for Fräulein Rose­marie!” Rosa brushed her hands against the kitchen apron be­fore re­mov­ing it, a vis­i­tor? She hadn’t at­tended the sa­lon in years, and who else would visit her? She walked cu­ri­ously to the door with her heart pound­ing ex­cit­edly and stepped out. 


It was Shlomo.



● ● ●







On Waves And Bil­lows


by Jack Faber © 2023




For hun­dreds of years, a con­sid­er­able por­tion of hu­man­ity lived on the oceans. As re­cently as the 21st cen­tury, it was thought that the world pop­u­la­tion would not grow be­yond the 9‐bil­lion‐mark. Growth lev­eled off some­what, but still, 300 years later, there were now nearly 11 bil­lion peo­ple. The oceans were pop­u­lated with huge float­ing plat­forms con­sist­ing of thou­sands of loosely con­nected parts. One got the nec­es­sary en­ergy from sun‐ and wind power, wave power sta­tions had not got be­yond the dif­fer­ent project stages. Plat­form 451, where Una lived, had an edge length of 10 kilo­me­ters and was one of the most mod­ern ones. There were about 4 mil­lion peo­ple liv­ing on the plat­form. The plat­form was an­chored in the dol­drums, pow­er­ful break­wa­ters pro­tected it from the rare storms. The houses, which were densely packed to­gether with­out gaps, were three to five sto­ries high and a dozen formed an apart­ment block, and about a quar­ter of the to­tal area was used for agri­cul­ture. One was al­most com­pletely self‐suf­fi­cient, only a few goods were de­liv­ered from the main­land.


Una had a good job as part of the air traf­fic con­trol, the 3 three hour shifts a day de­manded the ut­most con­cen­tra­tion of course, but it was an in­ter­est­ing work. Most of the time she en­sured smooth lo­cal flight op­er­a­tions over the plat­form, reg­u­larly she was as­signed to air traf­fic con­trol be­tween the plat­forms or long dis­tance traf­fic to the con­ti­nents. Only long dis­tance traf­fic still had a few  com­bus­tion en­gine air­craft; the lo­cal glid­ers and he­li­copters were all elec­tri­cally pow­ered. Many of the res­i­dents had pri­vately owned small elec­tric fly­ing ma­chines of any de­sign, and a pi­lot’s li­cense was re­quired for these as well. Most pri­vate pi­lots obeyed the law and flew un­der the con­trol of air traf­fic con­trol, there were of course black sheep and dar­ing youths who flew around with­out per­mis­sion or con­trol. Sur­pris­ingly, there were few ac­ci­dents, as a crash usu­ally in­volved more than just a cool dip, most sim­ply drowned.


Una had grown up in Greater‐Paris on the main­land, had done all the schools and gen­eral pi­lot train­ing. She orig­i­nally wanted to be­come a civil­ian, com­mer­cial or mil­i­tary pi­lot, but she had a chronic prob­lem with her teeth and was no longer short­listed. She com­pleted the three‐year train­ing for air traf­fic con­trol and moved to Plat­form 451 be­cause she could not af­ford the ex­pen­sive life in Paris. On the plat­form, she im­me­di­ately got a well‐pay­ing job and a spa­cious apart­ment of al­most 48 square me­ters, ac­tu­ally an of­fi­cer’s apart­ment near the air base.


Una’s child­hood was care­free, learn­ing not only the lo­cal di­alect, which used to be French, but also In­ter­lin­gua, the of­fi­cial Eng­lish lan­guage of large parts of the world, which was a hodge­podge of Amer­i­can, Eng­lish and other An­glo­phone lan­guages. Una had a sex­u­ally av­er­age ado­les­cence, mas­tur­bat­ing since early child­hood like all the other girls, and it re­ally be­came an ad­dic­tion. She saw her bi­o­log­i­cal par­ents barely twice a year and had no close re­la­tion­ship with them. She lived like most chil­dren in state in­sti­tu­tions, ev­ery year she got a new room­mate. Be­fore she was 14, she was said to be a les­bian. But she didn’t care, she was in bed with the other and they sweated when they mas­tur­bated or the other mas­tur­bated her. She had learned to lick the clit from one of her girl­friends and loved it very much. She was a good stu­dent and hardly thought about sex dur­ing the day. The sex was only in the evening and at night, she was very li­bidi­nous and did not let any night pass un­used. At 14 she let a friend de­flower her and learned to fuck very quickly. She loved fuck­ing very much, only some­times it was dif­fi­cult to get to­gether with the guys. One did not waste time on fall­ing in love or build­ing re­la­tion­ships. One ar­ranged to have sex with a boy, be­cause “to­day’s youth” was just like that. Ro­mance had died out in large parts, no one missed it. It was all the norm at the time, and at 17 she had to choose be­tween get­ting mar­ried, go­ing to work, or go­ing to col­lege. She wanted to be a pi­lot.


She loved her new apart­ment. It con­sisted of two rooms, a small kitchen and a san­i­tary cabin with shower and toi­let. One room was her bed­room, the other the liv­ing‐   and work­ing area, be­cause she only went to the flight con­trol cen­ter for one shift on three days a week, the other shifts she worked from the apart­ment, that’s what ev­ery­one did. The mon­i­tor she worked on took up the whole wall and she could see 5 or 10 par­tial im­ages at a time. The small kitchen was suf­fi­cient as she only made her own break­fast, the two main meals were sup­plied by the Fly&Eat, she just needed to heat it up. The Fly&Eat be­longed to the Aer­oboard and catered to a good 20,000 men. There was a lot of em­pha­sis on good, healthy food, since the crews re­ceived ex­pen­sive train­ing and any ill­ness hit the com­pany hard. Health was a top pri­or­ity. One was also re­quired to fol­low a sports pro­gram ev­ery morn­ing be­fore break­fast. Una rode her elec­tric scooter to the port ev­ery morn­ing, swam for 30 min­utes, and ran once around the en­tire har­bor, a two kilo­me­ters round trip. She al­ways found time for a chat with the Mariners or with Sailors from out­side, i.e. other plat­forms or the con­ti­nent. In these short chats, the courtship had to suc­ceed, so that she had a guy to fuck in the next evenings. They saw ex­actly what they could ex­pect, her swim­suit clev­erly showed ev­ery­thing that one tried to hide in ear­lier times. De­pend­ing on the mood, she rode home in a happy or a bad mood on the pedal scooter, chang­ing her foot ev­ery 100 me­ters to pedal. She usu­ally used the elec­tric drive of the pedal scooter only when she went for a ride. 


She was only 26 and nat­u­rally pretty, she had nice small breasts and a very slim, wom­anly body. She did shave her pu­bic hair ev­ery day be­fore show­er­ing, but usu­ally there was no sex for two weeks or more, no fuck­boy, no lover. Mas­tur­bat­ing was in the pro­gram ev­ery night, but she found va­ri­ety in tele­sex. The com­mu­ni­ca­tor, which used to be just a smart­phone, of­fered her ev­ery­thing she needed. It recorded the data of her early morn­ing ex­er­cise and sent it to the em­ployer, it recorded all vi­tal signs and alerted Una when nec­es­sary. He like­wise gave her in­for­ma­tion about her fer­tile days and the ex­act time of ovu­la­tion. She could use the com­mu­ni­ca­tor to com­pile her meal plan or gro­cery shop­ping; you no longer went to stores or small busi­nesses, ev­ery­thing was de­liv­ered to the house. The com­mu­ni­ca­tors be­tween the sup­plier and the re­cip­i­ent in­de­pen­dently and au­to­mat­i­cally agreed on the dates that suited both par­ties. And Una, like most, was among those who ob­tained sex through the com­mu­ni­ca­tor.


Una had only three de­vices she used for sex. An elec­tronic pe­nis, a stim­u­la­tor and a love cloth. She used the pe­nis when she wanted to have sex with a dis­tant man (most of the time it re­ally was one). It came very close to ac­tual fuck­ing and even sur­passed it in one re­spect. The man could main­tain his vir­tual erec­tion for as long as he wanted dur­ing phone fuck­ing. Con­tra­cep­tion was not nec­es­sary and there was no risk of in­fec­tion. And nei­ther the dis­tance nor a pos­si­ble age prob­lem of­fered a bar­rier. Una had al­ready had tele­sex with old men or un­der­age boys (and prob­a­bly girls too). No teenager was too stupid not to pre­tend to be an adult. Many teenagers loved to pre­tend to be the op­po­site sex be­cause they found it ex­cit­ing. Una was sure that she had had tele­sex with many dressed‐up girls of all ages. Oc­ca­sion­ally she also had les­bian tele­sex, but very rarely. Of course, it al­ways hap­pened that one chose the wrong per­son to have tele­sex with, but one could al­ways press the off‐but­ton.


The sec­ond de­vice was the stim­u­la­tor, it came in a hun­dred va­ri­eties, for men and for women. Una’s stim­u­la­tor was ba­si­cally a sim­ple clit‐stim­u­la­tor that she could con­trol her­self or have some­one else con­trol. It was some­times re­ally horny what les­bians or other women could do with it. 


And there was the love cloth. It came in sin­ful ex­pen­sive full‐body‐ver­sions and smaller ones. Una had a small model, about 25 cen­time­ters on the edge. It was used to trans­mit man­ual stim­u­la­tion, stroking and touch­ing in a way that was true to feel­ing. It was an im­por­tant ad­junct used in a wide va­ri­ety of ac­tiv­i­ties. The com­bi­na­tion of two or all three de­vices made tele­sex a very in­ti­mate, ex­cit­ing ex­pe­ri­ence. 


Una loved the per­sonal con­tact while fuck­ing though, that was bet­ter than any tele­sex. But she hardly had more than one or two lovers a month, she had al­ready fucked all sym­pa­thetic work col­leagues, neigh­bors and the work­ers in the port city and was happy about ev­ery Sailor from over­seas.


She of­ten sat in front of the mon­i­tor for hours dis­cussing, ar­gu­ing or ex­chang­ing ideas with peo­ple from all over the world. And yes, she also flirted when she felt the tin­gle. There were even three men from other plat­forms who had come all this way to fuck Una. But none had the qual­ity of char­ac­ter she ex­pected. She longed very much for a last­ing, lov­ing part­ner­ship, but so far none had been even re­motely ac­cept­able. She could use the purely phys­i­cal love­mak­ing, but she was not fooled by hor­mones or her imag­i­na­tion. She had read hun­dreds of books and ar­ti­cles on the sub­ject, watched dis­cus­sions and lec­tures, and had even ex­changed long and thought­ful emails with some of the var­i­ous ex­perts. She knew how dif­fi­cult dat­ing was and was far too ed­u­cated and in­tel­li­gent to fool around.


Una lived on the third floor of a house and had the ad­van­tage of be­ing on the flat roof on sunny days. Al­though it rained quite of­ten there were many sunny days where she could lie down to tan. Up there on the roof, ev­ery­one was naked, and there was noth­ing un­usual about two get­ting to­gether to make love and fuck. Una was one of the few young women on her apart­ment block and was in high de­mand for fuck­ing. Fuck­ing on the roof, in the beau­ti­ful sun­shine, was the only sit­u­a­tion where she let her­self be fucked in pub­lic space and felt an ex­hi­bi­tion­ist shiver when other women stared over in envy or when her on­look­ers got an erec­tion. It wasn’t strangers, it was the neigh­bors. In rainy weather, she usu­ally sat by the only win­dow, at the kitchen ta­ble, look­ing out at the sea or the rain pelt­ing down on the shore road and the wide strip of grass, bushes and trees. She was fas­ci­nated by the waves crash­ing against the plat­form dur­ing the rare storms and the spray splash­ing in ever‐chang­ing shapes sev­eral feet high. The rainy weather was al­ways a good time to gos­sip with friends and girl­friends. She had re­solved to read at least one book ev­ery week and watch at least one movie on the In­ter­net. She knew how im­por­tant ed­u­ca­tion was for her.


Una had met a nice Sailor, who was sail­ing an elec­tric tri­maran, while do­ing early morn­ing sports in the har­bor town, and had in­vited him to din­ner. The boy was per­haps ten years older than her and was trav­el­ing all alone from plat­form to plat­form, head­ing for the Car­ib­bean. She flew home lovey‐dovey and or­dered the evening’s gro­ceries from the road. She had to work con­cen­trated shifts, but in the evening she set the ta­ble for two and whis­tled a pop song, she was in such a good mood. A glance at the com­mu­ni­ca­tor showed that it was still 10.9 days un­til the next ovu­la­tion, so free ride! She was an­noyed be­cause she couldn’t teach the de­vice to dis­play the time in a more un­der­stand­able way. 264.4 hours was the only pos­si­ble al­ter­na­tive, but it was even more stupid. She had al­ready sent a sug­ges­tion, but one never knew if it was even read and if a pro­gram­mer ever tack­led it. The bell rang, the Sailor came. 


Ar­mand, he in­tro­duced him­self, came from Mar­seille in France and he was a de­cid­edly cheer­ful and like­able guy. How good it did Una to be able to speak French with him in the lan­guage of her youth. He ate pro­fi­ciently and they emp­tied two bot­tles of red wine un­til, with an ar­ti­fi­cial yawn, Una sig­naled to go to the bed­room.


Ar­mand ob­vi­ously had some catch­ing up to do and fucked her twice, hold­ing his own very well and wait­ing pa­tiently for Una to fuck her­self to or­gasm be­fore he squirted. They smoked dur­ing the break and af­ter­wards, as Ar­mand was a heavy smoker, but Una rarely smoked. He told how he had pre­pared for his ad­ven­ture. Apart­ment sold and off he went! Un­til a few miles from the plat­form the bat­ter­ies ran out. He lay in the slip­pery sea for 12 hours, had spread out all the so­lar pan­els, and waited im­pa­tiently in the swel­ter­ing heat un­til he had enough power again. Two tech­ni­cians were work­ing on his ship, they had al­ready or­dered the de­fec­tive parts from the main­land and they were wait­ing for it to be flown in. He was very an­noyed that the mishap had hap­pened and showed him the vul­ner­a­bil­ity of his ship. He laughed, see­ing that he was still a real city boy who could not yet fix ev­ery­thing him­self. She cud­dled up to him cov­etously, but Ar­mand was drawn to the port city. Wind had come up and he was get­ting rest­less, he could not leave the ship un­guarded. She or­dered him a glider and he left, but promised to re­turn to­mor­row evening. 


The days flew by, the evenings with Ar­mand were won­der­ful and so was the fuck­ing, of course. They promised each other to keep in touch, al­though he would hardly ever come back, his des­ti­na­tion was still the Car­ib­bean. They kept in touch for years to come, they talked about the Visi­phone al­most ev­ery week and had tele­sex on a case by case ba­sis, but in truth he didn’t like it very much. 


Una had met new neigh­bors, Pe­ter and Gwen­dolyn, who were from Lon­don. They had a daugh­ter, Anna, and a son, Paul. Anna was Gwen­dolyn’s daugh­ter and Paul was Pe­ter’s son. Anna was a very good stu­dent, bright and clever. Paul was dumb as a brick, lazy and stub­born, and they were both about the same age. Pe­ter and Gwen­dolyn were both en­gi­neers and built plat­forms. Una, of course, had talked Pe­ter into fuck­ing her on one oc­ca­sion and he went along with it with a very guilty con­science. Una later re­gret­ted her cov­etous­ness, for Pe­ter was a real fail­ure at fuck­ing. The only pos­i­tive thing about their brief fling was that Una learned of Gwen­dolyn’s les­bian ten­den­cies. Im­me­di­ately she se­duced Gwen­dolyn, who was re­ally a grenade in bed, and the two fucked at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. 


Gwen­dolyn taught Una some­thing new, fuck­ing clit‐to‐clit. Una was thrilled and al­most passed out with plea­sure when Gwen­dolyn fucked her mer­ci­lessly to or­gasm. She fucked Gwen­dolyn too, of course, but she had a much smaller clit than Gwen­dolyn and un­for­tu­nately could not fuck her just as well. Pe­ter knew about their sex­ual re­la­tion­ship and kept silent about it, be­cause he knew very well him­self that he had noth­ing to of­fer Una. Gwen­dolyn and Pe­ter had a prob­lem, they had a job on an other plat­form, but they had to put the chil­dren some­where for the 6 weeks. Una hes­i­tated for a long time, but fi­nally she agreed. 


Anna and Paul, quar­rel­ing like cats and dogs, sur­ren­dered growl­ing to their fate. They promised to be good and not dis­turb Una dur­ing her shift. Una had threat­ened to put them in the state home im­me­di­ately if they dis­turbed her at work. The threat worked; the sib­lings had only known each other for a few months, but they got along. Una could re­ally work, and when she was done, she went into the bed­room where they could watch movies. But they were both naked on the bed, Paul had just rolled off Anna and Anna was sprawled on the bed, her pussy smeared with se­men. “No, we didn’t fuck, Aunt Una,” Anna replied through her tears, “he’s much too cow­ardly to fuck, he’s afraid of Mom who would beat him up!” Una took a close look at Paul’s cock, he had a re­ally strong man’s cock, the guy with the bird­brain. Una got a wash­cloth and cleaned Anna’s pussy. “Well, then what did the both of you do?” she asked the girl. Anna an­swered that he only fucked in her vagi­nal en­trance and squirted there, to spare her hy­men. They had been fuck­ing like this for months, she was not al­lowed to watch him mas­tur­bate, but he watched her ev­ery time she mas­tur­bated. She had shown him the vagi­nal en­trance fuck­ing when he didn’t want to de­flower her and fuck her for real. But she def­i­nitely wanted to fuck! She would have al­lowed him to de­flower her and fuck her, but the cow­ard didn’t dare. Una fixed din­ner, the two of them sat naked nes­tled close to each other in front of the mon­i­tor, watch­ing an an­cient hor­ror movie on the In­ter­net and shriek­ing with plea­sure. Watch­ing the movie to­gether was one of the sit­u­a­tions where Anna was al­lowed to play with Paul’s cock and make him stiff. She rarely man­aged to make him squirt, and to­day she didn’t man­age it again. Paul kept rewind­ing dur­ing the sex scenes, ex­plic­itly show­ing sex was al­lowed if it was less than 5% of the movie, else it was porn. Paul had the sex scenes played in slow mo­tion, the clumsy vam­pire fuck­ing the lead­ing lady or the were­wolf fuck­ing the same poor girl. The ac­tresses of that time un­abashedly fucked in front of the cam­era and this one even did the scenes with the were­wolf her­self, the fuck­ing per­formed by trained dogs. Una briefly looked at the mon­i­tor, but she ac­tu­ally did not like the dog fuck­ing and turned off the mon­i­tor. So din­ner, and now off to bed! 


Una was ly­ing naked un­der the sheet as usual, Paul had made a place for him­self on the floor next to the bed. Proud, be­cause he was a man and not a wimp! Anna came out of the shower cabin and hes­i­tated for a mo­ment, then put aside the pa­ja­mas and slid naked to Una un­der the sheet. “Lights out!” com­manded Una, and Anna wrapped her arms around Una’s neck. Whis­per­ing, she asked Una about her sex­u­al­ity. Una an­swered her cu­ri­ous ques­tions with a smile and ca­ressed Anna’s body. Anna half lay on Una and pressed her body against her as they con­tin­ued to whis­per. She slid a hand be­tween their bod­ies and mas­tur­bated. Una smiled and put her face on Anna’s beau­ti­ful, full breasts. She ca­ressed and fon­dled the glo­ri­ous breasts, her fin­gers seek­ing the nip­ples, press­ing and twirling them un­til they were stiff. She ca­ressed the breasts and teased the hard nip­ples un­til Anna had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. She gen­tly stroked the girl’s hair un­til she calmed down. Anna replied to her ques­tion that she had been mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night since she could re­mem­ber. Una nod­ded in agree­ment, that was quite all right. Be­fore her mother had met Pe­ter, she had been al­lowed to lie with Gwen­dolyn, press her­self against her and mas­tur­bate. Paul had heard their whis­per­ing and now lay down next to Una as well. He no­ticed that they were both naked and threw his pa­ja­mas on the floor. Una said with a laugh, “Aun­tie à la sand­wich!” Anna grinned and ex­plained to Paul what was meant. 


Anna reached over Una and grabbed Paul’s cock. He let her play with his cock for a few min­utes un­til it was com­pletely stiff. Only then did he protest, “your hand is much too weak and pow­er­less, so I won’t let you do it!” Anna with­drew her hand in a huff. Paul sought Una’s hand and placed it on his cock. “He never lets me watch him do it,” Anna whis­pered aloud, “he’s so un­fair! Me he watches of course, me he half fucks too, but when he does it him­self he sends me ‘out! As if I’ve never seen it be­fore!” Una kept an iron si­lence, the two of them had to fight it out be­tween them­selves. Paul’s hand trailed Una’s hand up and down his cock. Una mur­mured, “do you want me to make you squirt or what!?” Paul nod­ded and nod­ded, “Yes, please, do me!” Una sighed deeply, for she did not want to ar­gue, and mas­tur­bated the boy, and Anna clasped his sack with her hand. When he came to squirt, she whis­pered to Una, “please, let me!” and she took over and rubbed his cock ea­gerly un­til he fin­ished squirt­ing. 


They lay very still for a few min­utes, then Una lightly poked Paul in the side. “So, have you fucked be­fore?” Paul lied brazenly, “yes, many times, with Mary and Emma, in Lon­don!” Anna im­me­di­ately protested half aloud, “and with me, you lit­tle piglet!” Una knew in­stinc­tively that the fel­low was ly­ing, but she felt like it now. Lust to fuck. “Well, come on then, you hero, come lay on Aunt Una!” That’s how Paul got his first time. She helped him with her hand to put his cock into her vagina, but she didn’t have to show him the thrust­ing. Anna had put her hand on her pussy, cu­ri­ous to the fuck­ing. Paul fucked very long and amaz­ingly well, at least bet­ter than his fa­ther. He knew in­stinc­tively that he had to trig­ger Una’s or­gasm with firm thrust­ing. Anna pulled her hand back in fright as Una or­gasmed vi­o­lently. Paul con­tin­ued to fuck Una for ages, even though she was al­ready very tired af­ter the or­gasm. He squirted, he squirted quite a bit and Una dozed for a few min­utes. 


Paul lay down on top of her again af­ter a while, his cock was hard as a board again. Una woke up from her doz­ing again, the lad re­ally fucked her ex­cel­lently and she got a smaller or­gasm again. Anna had not pulled her hand away this time, her fin­gers were on Una’s clit and she was cu­ri­ously fol­low­ing the whole thing. Paul kept fuck­ing and Anna’s fin­gers touched her clit, gen­tly and ten­derly. She only with­drew her fin­gers when Paul was pant­ing like a steam en­gine be­fore he started to squirt. Una was al­ready tip­ping away when he squirted and dozed off im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards. They slept close to­gether un­til early morn­ing. 


When she came back from early morn­ing ex­er­cise the next morn­ing, Paul was al­ready ly­ing be­tween Anna’s thighs and fuck­ing upon her cunt. Una stopped un­der the door and watched the two, then she knelt down next to the bed to see ev­ery­thing up  very closely. “I’d like to squirt in,” Paul whis­pered, and Anna protested, “not to­day, too dan­ger­ous!”  Anna, who al­ready had a very wom­anly body, yanked and tugged at her breasts, she had her legs spread wide and Paul was fuck­ing  her wide open cunt. He wasn’t ac­tu­ally stuck in­side, but he was fuck­ing up and down be­tween her labia, along her slit like a weaver’s shut­tle in a loom. Tire­lessly, his cock swept up and down, bump­ing and scrap­ing along Anna’s clit each time. The clit was erect and looked quite stiff. This made Anna fu­ri­ously horny and she kept gasp­ing, “here it comes, I’m about to come!” but the or­gasm did and did not come. Fucked up and down for a good ten min­utes and stop­ping in cli­max, he straight­ened up and grabbed his cock. They waited breath­lessly and a bright, short jet spurted over Anna’s clit and her cunt, he clenched his cock with his fin­gers, im­me­di­ately stop­ping the spurt­ing. Anna had started rub­bing her se­men‐smeared clit at the same mo­ment he had squirted, she couldn’t take it any­more, she had to fin­ish it. She mas­tur­bated quite hard, for she had be­come in­sanely horny and was star­ing at him with wide, glassy eyes. “No, don’t squirt in­side!” she whim­pered sev­eral times, not stop­ping her rapid mas­tur­ba­tion. He di­rected his glans into her slit and Una pressed down one of the labia to see it up closely. She saw the hy­men, it had quite a big hole. He in­fin­itely care­fully pressed the tip of the glans on the hole in the hy­men and pen­e­trated a few mil­lime­ters, half of his glans in­side. His fin­gers loos­ened and he now squirted in once through the hole with­out fuck­ing fur­ther. “Don’t squirt in­side!” wailed Anna. He didn’t move a mil­lime­ter, not want­ing to hurt her hy­men. Una looked at his cock as if en­tranced, she saw him con­tract and squirt in a sec­ond time, a full jet. As if from far away she heard Anna’s des­per­ate call­ing and now she had to in­ter­vene! She grabbed Paul’s cock and yanked it out. She tore at it hard and let the stunned guy squirt upon An­nas cunt. She kept yank­ing hard on his cock and mak­ing him squirt again and again. She rubbed him un­til he stopped squirt­ing and vig­or­ously rubbed the last drops out of his cock, then he rolled to the side. Una straight­ened up, she had never seen this way of fuck­ing be­fore. A few mo­ments later Anna or­gasmed, she jerked wildly, but im­me­di­ately calmed down and closed her legs. “The stupid guy al­ways squirts in through the hole,” Anna said plain­tively, “but at least he pays at­ten­tion to my hy­men!” Una won­dered about the boy’s loin strength, he fucked Anna two or three times a day and fucked her, Una, once or twice a night.
 

When Una was done work­ing, she would of­ten lie down with the two of them and watch them fuck. Anna did not or­gasm dur­ing this kind of fuck­ing. Una put her fin­gers on Anna’s clit, which was a lot big­ger and thicker than her own. Anna nod­ded in ap­proval and Una rubbed her clit to or­gasm at the ex­act mo­ment he started to squirt. Una grabbed his cock af­ter­wards and rubbed the last drops out of him. 


It had been two weeks and the three of them spent a lot of time in bed dur­ing the day. Una strictly kept her work­ing hours and closed the door to the bed­room. Beer is beer, and booze is booze, she kept that very well apart. She was the cool, fo­cused voice on the mi­cro­phone di­rect­ing air traf­fic. There had been only one in­ci­dent in those weeks, an un­re­ported air­man had crashed and sur­vived badly in­jured, his home­made glider had crashed into the front of a house. There was an in­ves­ti­ga­tion, of course, but since the fool had not re­ported to air traf­fic con­trol, Una was not to blame. She chewed on it for quite a long time any­way, how could any­one be so stupid!


At night she re­ally en­joyed be­ing fucked to or­gasm by Paul. She shook her head in de­nial, she didn’t want to be mas­tur­bated by Anna while he was fuck­ing her. Dur­ing the day she would lie down with them when her shift was over and if Anna wanted her to, she would mas­tur­bate her  while Paul was fuck­ing the girl. 


One day it hap­pened. Paul’s glans was stuck in Anna’s hole and he just squirted in­side, but Una had mas­tur­bated Anna to or­gasm way too fast and Anna jerked so hard that Paul pierced her hy­men and pen­e­trated very deep. He im­me­di­ately stopped fuck­ing, his cock spurt­ing un­con­trol­lably all at once. Una in­stantly yanked his cock out and rubbed it like she al­ways did, yank­ing re­ally hard and mak­ing him squirt, over and over. When he was done, she rubbed the last drops out of his cock with her fin­gers. He tore his eyes open in de­spair, a sac­ri­lege had hap­pened, he had com­mit­ted a sac­ri­lege! He stut­tered sense­less apolo­gies and Anna put her fore­arm over her eyes, no one should see her tears, but they were tears of re­lief in the end. Una kept silent and stroked Paul’s hair, he had done noth­ing wrong, she re­as­sured the sob­bing boy. Una fixed a snack and they ate in si­lence. “You must al­ways watch Anna’s fer­tile days now,” she told Paul, “we don’t want her to get preg­nant! Check her com ev­ery time to see when she’s ex­pect­ing to ovu­late! And you can’t fuck her dur­ing that time, no way!” Una glanced at Anna, but she knew, no ques­tion.


Una lay down dur­ing the day as of­ten as pos­si­ble to the two, be­cause now Paul fucked Anna no longer re­strained, but with full steam. Un­for­tu­nately, Anna did not get an or­gasm now ei­ther, she had to do it her­self with her fin­gers. But she was beam­ing, she was beam­ing all over her face. Now she had fi­nally be­come a real woman! The two of them stopped pick­ing on each other like cats and dogs from one day to the next. They had grown up. At night Paul fucked Una first, then Anna. It was a god­damn good time! 


Pe­ter and Gwen­dolyn came back, tired and worn out from 20‐hour‐shifts. Pe­ter slept for three days straight, Gwen­dolyn came on the sec­ond day and lay with Una. In­fin­itely cau­tious, Una inched for­ward, ex­plor­ing her at­ti­tude to­ward fuck­ing of not blood‐re­lated sib­lings. Gwen­dolyn wasn’t as open to the sub­ject as Una her­self, but she wasn’t at all ob­du­rate ei­ther. Af­ter the hour­long con­ver­sa­tion, Una let the cat out of the bag; af­ter all, Anna was her daugh­ter. Gwen­dolyn was as white as a sheet. “I’ve no­ticed lately, of course, that Anna has been pretty horny for fuck­ing when I’ve watched her mas­tur­bate,” Gwen­dolyn said, an­grily wip­ing tears from her cheek, “and I’ve been talk­ing to Pe­ter about it for hours, on and off. Ac­tu­ally, I wanted him to de­flower Anna, and he agreed in the end, though with a lot of belly­ach­ing. Pe­ter had never de­flow­ered a girl be­fore and was re­ally re­ally scared of it. I had to de­scribe it to him a hun­dred times and ex­plain ex­actly how it had to be done. Of course I knew that Pe­ter was not the best at fuck­ing, but I love him with all my heart and wanted to give him and Anna the best that was avail­able to me. Now I can take this heavy bur­den off his shoul­ders.” The two women were silent for a long time, Una fin­ished the red wine and asked Gwen­dolyn if she wanted an­other. She nod­ded ab­sent­mind­edly and mut­tered to her­self. “They’re both smart enough that Anna won’t get preg­nant,” Una said, putting an arm around Gwen­dolyn’s shoul­ders. “I think it’s wrong to sep­a­rate them,” she said qui­etly, know­ing full well that Gwen­dolyn was think­ing hard about it. “It’s new and ex­cit­ing for both of them, they’re just eat­ing each other up. But I don’t think they’ll stay to­gether for­ever and ever. They’ll get to know oth­ers and it will grad­u­ally fall asleep.” Una waited a mo­ment. “Paul can fuck won­der­fully, clearly bet­ter than Pe­ter. Pe­ter is a great dis­ap­point­ment at fuck­ing, dear Gwen!” The women looked at each other; they had never talked about it. But Gwen­dolyn had al­ways sus­pected it and now nod­ded with a scorn­ful look. “Paul is re­ally ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing, he is nat­u­rally gifted and has strong loins. He al­ways waited to squirt and du­ti­fully kept fuck­ing un­til I had my or­gasm. Not many men do that.” Gwen­dolyn nod­ded again, she had fucked with many and knew how right Una was. “I’ve al­ways had an or­gasm when he fucked me and I’ve rarely ex­pe­ri­enced that be­fore” Una said and con­tin­ued slowly, “I imag­ine Paul could do you well too if you wanted him to, he’s not your bi­o­log­i­cal son af­ter all.” Gwen­dolyn looked up star­tled and shook her head, but Una could tell it was start­ing to work in her mind. “Paul is nat­u­rally made for fuck­ing, he un­der­stood right away what he had to do and what was im­por­tant in fuck­ing,” Una said, look­ing at Gwen­dolyn, who was very thought­ful. “It might even be good for you and Pe­ter, if you can re­lieve your sex­ual ten­sion bet­ter that way.” Una re­mained silent, not want­ing to ap­pear pa­tron­iz­ing to Gwen­dolyn. Af­ter a long pause, Gwen­dolyn looked di­rectly at her. “I think you are right about ev­ery­thing. I’ll talk to the kids and to Pe­ter.” But the de­sire to fuck now had gone out of her. 


Una spent her day off on the flat roof, it was wind­less and not a sin­gle cloud in the sky. She was al­ready read­ing the sec­ond book of the week and felt like a mil­lion bucks. She looked up, the ob­vi­ously mo­ronic boy had crouched down op­po­site her, star­ing into her cun­t­hole and very slowly rub­bing his lit­tle boy cock. She re­mem­bered, she had only seen lit­tle cocks like that in her school days. He rubbed very, very slowly and grinned hap­pily as Una let her thighs slide all the way apart. Her labia slid apart, giv­ing him a di­rect view of her pussy­hole. She smiled when she saw his greedy look. She let him stare and then asked if she could touch him? He crawled very close and she grabbed his cock. He stared at her pussy and kind of mum­bled dis­ap­point­edly that it was much smaller than Mommy’s. His cock was a slick, nar­row boy’s cock with a small glans, but big­ger in size, and she pulled the fore­skin over the glans a cou­ple of times. “You want me to do it for you, make you squirt?” she asked tempt­ingly, but he im­me­di­ately with­drew his cock. “Do it my­self,” he mum­bled and slipped away. She had watched him many times be­fore, he didn’t re­ally squirt, but his se­men oozed out of his cock in thin streaks, then he would stop for a mo­ment and con­tinue af­ter a while. He would ap­par­ently sneak around on the flat roof all day, crouch­ing down in front of the girls or women to look in­side their pussies and rub­bing his cock very slowly, let­ting the se­men ooze out drop by drop through­out the day. A few women — the older or uglier ones  — good‐na­turedly let him come closer, that’s when he mas­tur­bated re­ally hard and squirted on their ass cheeks or cunts. Some let his glans dance and squirt on their labia while mas­tur­bat­ing, or let the glans pen­e­trate a bit while squirt­ing. Una al­ways looked very closely, but she didn’t see any that let the im­be­cile pen­e­trate her cun­t­hole re­ally deep. The very young girls opened their legs wide and shrieked and hooted when he squirted on their pussies or pressed his glans on their lit­tle cun­t­holes and squirt­ing. Una had watched him dis­ap­pear be­hind the large so­lar pan­els sev­eral times and when she cu­ri­ously fol­lowed him, she saw him. Sur­rounded by a small crowd of un­der­age girls, he was fuck­ing one girl af­ter an­other. The girls were still fuck­ing very awk­wardly and much too briefly, but they al­lowed them­selves to be fucked by the im­be­cile ado­les­cent, grin­ning and gig­gling qui­etly. He also grinned all over his face and plunged his lit­tle boy cock into their pussies. Una was soon gone then, she wasn’t re­ally a voyeur, just cu­ri­ous. 


Robert had joined her. They had fucked on the flat roof a cou­ple of times about a year ago, he was a like­able guy and she had en­joyed let­ting him fuck her, al­though he didn’t last nearly long enough and squirted far too quickly. She hadn’t seen him in a long time and he told her he had been on the main­land for the last year fin­ish­ing his de­gree. He was now a me­te­o­rol­o­gist and had ap­plied to air traf­fic con­trol, per­haps they would soon be­come col­leagues. He had hardly changed, his nice big tail bob­bing as he ner­vously opened and closed his knees rapidly. 


They had been talk­ing for a good quar­ter of an hour and she asked him, smil­ing, if he needed to squirt so badly? It was per­fectly nor­mal at this time to ad­dress fuck­ing quite di­rectly. He was smil­ing now too, “the girls on the main­land, in col­lege, are putting the em­pha­sis back on ro­man­tic prepa­ra­tion, they’re not as re­laxed as we are out here.” He lay down next to Una on her mat and pressed his cock be­tween her in­ner thighs. “Yeah, I re­ally need it bad, I’ve only been back for two days and that’s a fuck­ing long time!” He turned Una on her side with her back to him and pen­e­trated her from be­hind. She laughed brightly and said, “I re­mem­ber, your fa­vorite po­si­tion!” She reached back and stroked his ass cheeks while he thrust quickly as al­ways and squirted af­ter a few min­utes. She lay back on her back and let Robert ca­ress her.


“Say, do you know that guy?” she asked Robert, point­ing her chin at the dimwit­ted boy who had crouched down just two feet from them, watch­ing them fuck and rub­bing his jack cock ab­sent­mind­edly. “Oh yes, that’s  Ja­cob, he lives some­where on level 2. He’s com­pletely harm­less, he doesn’t hurt any­one,” Robert replied. Una said af­ter a while, “he’s been rub­bing his dick all day now, I won­der if he ever wants to fuck?” She had ac­tu­ally just spo­ken her thoughts aloud, but Robert took it as her de­sire. He called out softly, “Ja­cob, come here! You may fuck with Una, squirt in! Just come over here! Squirt in!”


Ja­cob seemed to know Robert and trust him. He crawled closer on all fours and eyed sus­pi­ciously, for the larger girls and adult women usu­ally chased the lad away. “Squirt?” he asked in Robert’s di­rec­tion, “Squirt in, will I?” and Robert con­firmed nod­ding, “yes, squirt in! Una likes it now!” Now Ja­cob looked ques­tion­ingly at Una. “Rob squirted in, Ja­cob too?” Una knew she couldn’t help it and nod­ded kindly, “Ja­cob too!” and held out her arms to him invit­ingly. He crouched be­tween her thighs and licked his lips. He didn’t lay his whole body on top of her as he in­serted his cock, he propped him­self up with his arms and only his ab­domen touched her. He be­gan to fuck her at a slow pace. Una felt trans­ported to her youth, she had fucked such small smooth boy cocks then too and smiled. Ja­cob did his thing quite well in prin­ci­ple, but he didn’t squirt as or­gas­mi­cally as other men, in­stead his se­men trick­led in in tiny droplets with each thrust. 


He fucked in­def­i­nitely, longer than half an hour, and looked at Robert with a grin. “Ja­cob is only al­lowed to squirt in mommy, not in other women on our roof. They’re mean.” Nei­ther Robert nor Una re­sponded, Jakob un­aware of keep­ing the se­cret. Una fin­ished by fuck­ing him very quickly and vi­o­lently from be­low. Ja­cob’s eyes snapped open like a spook­ing horse as he squirted re­ally hard dur­ing her on­slaught. She pushed him back af­ter he had cum. “Ja­cob, you squirted in real fine! Real fine!” Ja­cob rose and slowly walked away. Una now ex­plained to Robert that she had ac­tu­ally meant it dif­fer­ently and he smiled sheep­ishly. “I prob­a­bly should have asked there if you meant it that way,” he squeezed out, but Una re­as­sured him. “If I hadn’t wanted to let him do it, I would have said some­thing,” she said lightly, “other than that, it was nice to get fucked for a re­ally long time.” Robert didn’t un­der­stand the hid­den im­pli­ca­tion, they chat­ted for an­other hour about this and that, then he left.


When Ja­cob came near again, she just gave him a hand­job. She said quite nicely that she didn’t want the fuck­ing, no more squirt­ing in. He stayed away from then on, amaz­ingly. By now she was read­ing mostly three books a week, she didn’t par­tic­u­larly care for get­ting fucked on the flat roof. The men saw that she was ab­sorbed in read­ing on her com and didn’t bother her. It was get­ting to be au­tumn, al­though the tem­per­a­tures re­mained high, there was just more rain and a few storms, au­tumn that is. 


The air traf­fic con­trollers wel­comed her with big hel­los and cheers as she went on duty on her birth­day. She was hugged and kissed by all, by some even in­ti­mately, as she had al­ready fucked them all. There was tea, or­ange juice and cake for all, her work­place was fes­tively dec­o­rated. The air traf­fic con­trollers had chipped in and given her an elec­tronic pe­nis, the most ex­pen­sive model. She slapped her hands to­gether with gen­uine joy, it was a very nice gift.


Una had tears in her eyes, this was her fam­ily!



● ● ●







Min­nehaha


by Jack Faber © 2023




My young friend Emil Droon­berg wrote down our long fire­side chats and my life story in his novel Min­nehaha and we spent many hours to­gether here in Bos­ton go­ing over the man­u­script. And no, he couldn’t tell me ev­ery­thing, it was too pri­vate, too spicy. I re­leased his man­u­script. Now, years later, I am 97 years old and dic­tat­ing my nec­es­sary ad­di­tions to my last con­fi­dante, who was pro­vid­ing for my phys­i­cal well-be­ing. She would not pub­lish it un­til long af­ter my death. 


I had em­i­grated to Bos­ton from Ger­many; the young re­pub­lic could well use a young doc­tor. My wife Bertha, from the wealthy Böhm fam­ily of Vi­enna, gave birth to our first son, Wil­helm, in 1887. Wil­helm seemed like a good name for us, a re­minder of the good Kaiser to our Ger­man em­i­grants in Bos­ton, and to our Eng­lish‐speak­ing friends, Bill was com­ing along just fine. I was only build­ing my prac­tice when two events threw me off course.


Bertha, who loved me dearly and with fem­i­nine drive be­fore William was born, now re­fused com­pletely mar­i­tal Sex. She had dis­cov­ered her les­bian in­cli­na­tion and lived it out unashamedly. She brought an­other mis­tress into our mar­riage bed  daily and forced me to fuck her friends, since I was still young and well in juice. Bertha laughed at me quite meanly when I gave in to my urge and mounted her friend. I was very sorry, the girls were not my own wife and I just could not con­trol my­self. It could have gone on like this, I gave in and fucked each of them. With Bertha’s ex­plicit con­sent, I fucked each girl mer­ci­lessly, even those who didn’t want to be fucked by any man, and de­flow­ered many of the girls, not car­ing about their whin­ing or their  tears. I didn’t care how Bertha re­cruited all the young girls. She ob­vi­ously had a pref­er­ence for young girls, whether it was im­por­tant to her­self or whether she did it for my sake, I never found out. Only two or three evenings a week it was a ma­ture woman of 30 to 35 years, whose lick­ing, whose mer­ci­less lick­ing to or­gasm Bertha some­times needed badly. They let me fuck them with the great­est plea­sure, none of them protested. On the con­trary, they cheered me on ob­scenely like  har­bor whores. Some days she would have a lover by early af­ter­noon and have me called out of the of­fice to her bed­room, ev­ery night she would be in our mar­i­tal bed with a girl or young woman. I loved none of them, I waited with ris­ing horni­ness for Bertha’s sig­nal. She would take the girl’s face in her hand or grab her by the hair, she would bring the girl’s lips and tongue to her clit and get licked. I never saw if she licked a girl in turn. She si­lenced her when the girl protested against fuck­ing and Bertha looked horny at my up­com­ing greedy de­sire. Bertha de­lib­er­ately ma­neu­vered the girl to kneel in front of her and lick her clit in­tensely, which made me very horny to watch. All the more it made me horny that the girl stretched her ass and half‐open pussy invit­ingly to­wards me. I looked at the most beau­ti­ful ass cheeks in the uni­verse, at the most beau­ti­ful and the most se­duc­tive pussies that Mother Na­ture has ever pro­duced. I took an­other long look at Bertha’s face, which blos­somed when the girl licked her, blos­somed as in our best hours of love. I im­pul­sively pen­e­trated the girl from be­hind, in many cases tear­ing the hy­men and fucked the lick­ing girl. I looked at Bertha’s face, which grad­u­ally changed horny, then dis­torted into a gri­mace in or­gasm and pressed the girl even harder on her pussy to be licked fur­ther in the sub­sid­ing or­gasm. Af­ter­wards she looked at me tri­umphantly and cheered me up, I fucked the girl like out of my mind. When I straight­ened up to squirt, our eyes met. She twisted her face into a sar­donic grin while I squirted into the piece of shit. Bertha was al­ways pleased when I fucked a girl against her will, when I de­flow­ered her, and when I squirted it all in­side af­ter a long fuck­ing. There must have been hun­dreds that I fucked and de­flow­ered. But Bertha’s cal­cu­la­tion worked out, she could count on my sex­ual greed be­ing greater than my de­cency. That I de­spised her and es­pe­cially my­self abysmally, did not pre­vent us both in our shame­ful do­ing.


Then Wil­helm, at one and a half years old, died of sud­den in­fant death. That’s when I lost my mind com­pletely. My life with­out Wil­helm, with a cold wife and to fuck the ridicu­lous round of anony­mous girls  no longer made sense. I closed the prac­tice and went to Canada. In the vast forests I sought to find peace. I be­came a trap­per, a fur trap­per. I had spent my youth in a large hunt­ing es­tate and had learned hunt­ing from scratch. I found my place in a cave at River Qu’Apelle not far from the In­dian reser­va­tion and set­tled in for the win­ter. I made only su­per­fi­cial friends with the Sioux, who were refugees them­selves. I lay down with the In­dian wid­ows, who were ex­cel­lent to fuck for a dol­lar and whom I could for­get about the other day. 


How I res­cued the In­dian girl Min­nehaha in a bliz­zard and healed her bro­ken an­kle, Emil de­scribed very well. But he shied away from telling it all. I did not touch the beau­ti­ful young girl for the first 10 days of her re­cov­ery; I kept a re­spect­ful dis­tance. I had di­vided the cave in half with hang­ing a blan­ket and lis­tened to the young girl mas­tur­bate ev­ery night. She told me why she had run off the reser­va­tion into the Bliz­zard. She had left the con­vent in Le­bret be­cause her fa­ther, the great chief, was dy­ing. She, along with her mother and younger sis­ter, cared for him un­til his peace­ful death. He had de­creed be­fore the as­sem­bled peo­ple that the man whom Min­nehaha took as her hus­band would be the next chief. He knew of what no­ble char­ac­ter Min­nehaha was and trusted her judg­ment. Min­nehaha, how­ever, wanted to be­come a spir­i­tual sis­ter and not marry at all. She de­tested the men of her tribe and so there was no new chief for half a year. Her mother be­sought her to take Charly, with In­dian name ‘Rain‐in‐the‐face’ as his fa­mous fa­ther has been. He was the son of the fa­ther who, along with Crazy Horse and Sit­ting Bull, had wiped out the ar­ro­gant Gen­eral Custer at Lit­tle Big Horn to a sin­gle man. The chief had killed the gen­eral’s brother, Tom Custer, sin­gle‐hand­edly, but he was cap­tured and was now in prison, where Sit­ting Bull would free him one day in the fu­ture. Min­neha­has  mother re­ceived many gifts from Charly, who brought a keg of whiskey to the reser­va­tion ev­ery few weeks, first get­ting the men drunk and then hav­ing them loudly cel­e­brate him as the fu­ture chief. Charly was al­ready mar­ried and beat his wife and their chil­dren up when he was drunk. Where he got the whiskey, he never re­vealed, but it could not be le­gal. He was an un­sym­pa­thetic per­son and per­haps a crim­i­nal. The sale of whiskey to In­di­ans was strictly for­bid­den and pun­ished so se­verely, that no white man dared to break the law. Min­nehaha had run away when he phys­i­cally ha­rassed her and fi­nally wanted to be­come chief by rape, she ran blindly away and was caught by the bliz­zard.


She re­cov­ered well, on the morn­ing of the 10th day she came to my lounger and sat down. I woke up when she reached un­der my fur blan­ket and grabbed my morn­ing wood. I was speech­less and she whis­pered she wanted to thank me, she had re­ceived more from me than from any white man. She dropped her dress and crawled naked to me un­der the fur be­fore I could even say peep. And why the hell should I say peep when a beau­ti­ful 17 year old In­dian girl lay down in bed with me?


No, I didn’t give a peep. It had been 3 weeks since I had fucked an In­dian girl in the reser­va­tion, and In­dian girls could fuck won­der­fully, at least I knew it from the grown up ones. We stroked each other for ages and Min­nehaha whis­pered that she wanted to give her­self to me, as her first hus­band. I was left breath­less, but it was soon clear to me, she had been in the con­vent for years, and there were no men there. I asked her sev­eral times if she re­ally wanted it, but she laughed softly, to the Sioux vir­gin­ity meant noth­ing. 


I laid her on her back and gave her a long French kiss while I tried to pen­e­trate. But the hy­men was very re­luc­tant and she smiled, that was def­i­nitely from mas­tur­bat­ing so much. But with com­bined forces we man­aged to over­come her hy­men and we fucked won­der­fully. She had seen it many times be­fore, how the In­dian women fucked and she im­i­tated them per­fectly. We fucked again and again through­out the day, I just some­times put a log on the fire and made us a snack. We fucked like young lovers and got closer ev­ery day, maybe we even loved each other. I went twice on my rounds to my traps, hardly had I re­turned, she pulled me smil­ing to the lounger. She had been with me for 3 months now, spring was com­ing and I had to leave again, this was the best time to set up my traps. But when I got home, a nasty sur­prise was wait­ing for me. 


I heard men’s voices com­ing out of my cave, in be­tween soft cries of Min­nehaha. I let my cap­tured furry an­i­mals slide be­hind a bush, crept cau­tiously closer and wanted to sur­prise the gen­tle­men with a re­volver shot, but my re­volver clicked silently. Again and again. I put the use­less thing away, but at­tack­ing sev­eral strangers armed only with a hunt­ing knife was point­less. I silently climbed up to the thick tree that was above the ‘chim­ney’ of the cave and silently worked my way down the roots. At the end there was a sharp bend and I had to drill a hole in the ground with my hunt­ing knife, then I could see into the cave. Min­nehaha was ly­ing naked and tied up on the lounger, a young and mus­cu­lar In­dian was rap­ing her. He would cer­tainly have heard me had he not been en­grossed in his ne­far­i­ous ac­tiv­ity. I con­sid­ered jump­ing down, but it was a good 20 feet and I would have bro­ken all my bones. I stayed in my look­out all day and all night, the two crim­i­nals rap­ing Min­nehaha dozens of times. I cried un­re­strainedly and cursed the crim­i­nals who raped my beloved. The white man I had seen sev­eral times, it was John Craig, a farmer with a wooden leg, about whom peo­ple ru­mored that he was dis­hon­estly en­rich­ing him­self. The In­dian I had never seen, but sus­pected he was Charly. I mourned with Min­nehaha, who turned her weep­ing face aside when one of the men tried to kiss her. It was a pa­thetic and hor­rific crime against which I was pow­er­less. 


The crooks slept for two hours at dawn, but it did not seem ad­vis­able to me to am­bush them. At least the In­dian would awaken at the noise and give me a hot re­cep­tion. Nev­er­the­less, I was de­ter­mined to try it by day. But it did not come to that. The two crim­i­nals were get­ting ready and I heard Craig shout­ing to Min­nehaha that they would re­turn be­fore dark. I waited un­til they were far enough and climbed up as fast as I could, run­ning around the hill into the cave. With four cuts I freed Min­nehaha, threw on her leg­gings and jacket, and urged haste. We did not waste a mo­ment, I gath­ered my things into the back­pack and a knap­sack, took the ri­fle and the full car­tridge pouch and ran. I wanted to take her to Le­bret, to the con­vent, but she called me back. “We are safe only in the reser­va­tion, in my vil­lage,” she shouted and ran along the river. We ran like the trap­per rangers of Canada, twenty min­utes of fast run­ning, five min­utes of fast walk­ing. We ar­rived at the vil­lage two hours later.


The deaf­en­ing yelp of the dogs be­trayed our com­ing. We walked di­rectly to­ward Min­nehaha’s teepee, there she in­tro­duced me to her lit­tle sis­ter Min­newanna, a pretty young thing who shook my hand af­ter our white men’s man­ner, but did not dare to look me in the eye. A lit­tle later came her mother ‘White Feather’, a friendly per­son of about 35, slim and tall like her two daugh­ters. Her jacket barely hid her large and full breasts and I im­me­di­ately re­mem­bered what Min­nehaha had told about her. She was blessed with mother’s milk and suck­led many ba­bies in the vil­lage. Min­nehaha de­spised her be­cause she oc­ca­sion­ally let the child fa­thers fuck her. I im­me­di­ately no­ticed that White Feather had even more pro­nounced Eu­ro­pean fea­tures than Min­nehaha and Min­newanna. She was the daugh­ter of a Nor­we­gian trap­per and a Sioux. Her birth name was ‘Deer of Ice,’ but she was nei­ther a deer nor of ice. She was a dis­tinct beauty and her rep­u­ta­tion for be­ing very li­bidi­nous reached the just wid­owed big chief who im­me­di­ately claimed the 16 year old beauty for his own. The man who had made Deer of Ice a woman and made a small for­tune from ex­ploit­ing her sex­u­al­ity also laid claim to Deer of Ice and chal­lenged the great chief to a duel. The chief was not yet too old for a knife fight. Al­though ev­ery­one would have put their money on the chal­lenger, the old chief won. He dodged the at­tacks im­mensely skill­fully and sent the pimp to the ground with a sin­gle punch of his knife‐armed fist. Con­trary to cus­tom, he did not cut the un­con­scious man’s throat, but spat con­temp­tu­ously on the ground, dis­hon­or­ing him. Only a feather of his head­dress had been cut off by his op­po­nent, he picked up the feather and handed it to Deer of ice. He shouted aloud, that from now on she was called White Feather and was his right­ful wife. She bore him two daugh­ters, Min­nehaha and Min­newanna, who had in­her­ited her sex­ual drive as well as her slen­der, re­gal stature and beau­ti­ful face  fea­tures.



I was re­ceived very kindly and I picked up my knowl­edge of the Sioux lan­guage to fol­low Min­nehaha’s re­port to White Feather and Min­newanna. She told ev­ery­thing but noth­ing about the rape, Charly or Craig. Later she ex­plained to me that rape was con­sid­ered a very great shame. Most Sioux women would rather com­mit sui­cide than live with the shame.


Min­nehaha, whose name meant ‘Laugh­ing Wa­ter’, and Min­newanna, whose name meant ‘Mur­mur­ing Wa­ter’, both slept like White Feather on one side of the teepee; on the other side was the gal­ley. Min­nehaha had al­ready told me the cus­toms, and when we had fucked at night, Min­newanna crept up to our lounger. She whis­pered briefly to Min­nehaha and crawled naked un­der the cov­ers with us. She had, as Min­nehaha had told me, al­ready had a few lovers and the young girl swung upon me. She was re­ally more ex­pe­ri­enced than her big sis­ter, who had never rid­den me be­fore. But when our plea­sures be­came in­tense, I put the lit­tle girl on her back and fucked her Trap­per‐style. To my great as­ton­ish­ment, she got an or­gasm and I could now squirt prop­erly. She went again with­out a sound. Min­nehaha em­braced me tightly, I be­longed to her alone, she whis­pered in my ear.


How sur­prised I was, how­ever, when the next night it was not Min­newanna who waited for our fuck­ing to end and crawled un­der the cov­ers to us. Min­nehaha whis­pered, that she wasn’t al­lowed to see that, it would bring bad luck, then she turned her back to me. White Feather mounted me like her youngest the night be­fore, she also fucked mas­ter­fully and will­ingly let her­self lie on her back. She didn’t get an or­gasm, but af­ter I had squirted she held me tight and didn’t re­lease my cock un­til she fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. It was a very in­ti­mate ex­pe­ri­ence and I won­dered about Min­nehaha’s tears, which she ex­plained to me in whis­pers when her mother had re­turned to her lounger. No woman in the vil­lage had the right to dis­pute me with her, her mother only. I did not think long about the mean­ing of this in­sane cus­tom and hugged her tightly. Al­though her mother fucked very well, I would never trade her or the sis­ter for Min­nehaha, I said loud enough for all three women to hear. I could feel Min­nehaha’s tears of joy on my cheek. I stayed with the Sioux, to an­tic­i­pate, for al­most 3 years, fuck­ing the mother and her daugh­ters alike. 


When I wasn’t out get­ting furs for my­self and meat for the vil­lage, I was mostly sit­ting with Min­nehaha on her fa­vorite tree and we had plenty to talk about. She said she was preg­nant and I was very happy. She knew about Bertha and Wil­helm, of course, and that I could not marry her ac­cord­ing to the law. She re­mained se­ri­ous and sad, she was not sure who the fa­ther was. Charly, Craig, or me? I felt the ten­der kiss of the cos­mos in my heart and, filled with love, said I would ac­cept her child as Min­nehaha’s child and ask no ques­tions. To be blunt, I spoke like an id­iot. 


Min­nehaha had made her choice and mar­ried Red Ea­gle’s fa­ther, ‘Thun­der­ing Rock’ pro forma as his third wife, for she con­sid­ered Thun­der­ing Rock the most ca­pa­ble Sioux who was a suit­able chief. She re­turned from the wed­ding night quite tac­i­turn, the old man was sur­pris­ingly strong in the loins and did not mind fuck­ing young Min­nehaha all night. But such was the cus­tom. 


Min­newanna had mar­ried her­self to ‘Red Ea­gle’. He was the youngest son of Thun­der­ing Rock and the­o­ret­i­cally Min­nehaha’s step­son, he had learned to read and write from his fa­ther and had a good chance of be­com­ing a chief him­self one day. He was a tall war­rior, with his height of six feet a fear­some war­rior. Min­newanna was al­ready preg­nant when Red Ea­gle joined the Lakota to fight the Huron two months later. He fell in bat­tle, en­cir­cled by a dozen Hurons. He killed five Hurons be­fore he fell. Min­newanna wept for her hus­band, but the vil­lage was proud of its war­rior hero. The Lakota brought the body, which was buried with full hon­ors. Min­newanna was now al­lowed to re­turn to her mother’s teepee. 


White Feather chased me out of the teepee when Min­nehaha’s time came. She didn’t give a hoot that I was a doc­tor. She had al­ready de­liv­ered dozens of chil­dren as a mid­wife, and men are not al­lowed to be present at a birth. I was ban­ished to a young widow’s teepee and suf­fered in­ward agony for three days while the widow wrested un­ex­pected joys from me and her­self. White Feather and Min­newanna had done a good job, Min­nehaha had a very long but lit­tle painful birth. I ran af­ter the lit­tle mes­sen­ger girl, into our teepee. I hugged and em­braced Min­nehaha, I was over­joyed! White feather let me see the wrapped child. A white child, red‐haired, stared at me with the gri­mace of John Craig. I ran out of the tent, chased the vil­lage dogs like a mad­man and kicked them un­til I was ex­hausted. I then com­mit­ted the only sin of my life. The as yet un­named child was deathly ill and I did noth­ing to save him or at least try. I sat on a log in the vil­lage square for 48 hours with­out con­scious­ness and threw peb­bles at the dogs, the chick­ens and the chil­dren. Then Min­nehaha came and led me by the hand into our teepee. I was speech­less, the lit­tle bas­tard was dead and they needed me at the fu­neral. I was at least nom­i­nally his fa­ther and had the duty of lift­ing the lit­tle corpse up a tree. I did ev­ery­thing in men­tal con­fu­sion and didn’t come to my senses un­til af­ter the cer­e­mony. I sat with Min­nehaha on her fa­vorite tree for many hours and we com­forted each other. She un­der­stood that the gri­mace of her abuser had deeply af­fected me, but I re­mem­bered, it was also Min­nehaha’s child. I un­der­stood this only af­ter a long time. 


When Min­newanna’s time came, White Feather ban­ished me back to the young widow to at­tend to the birth with Min­nehaha. I was not un­grate­ful when the widow ‘Snow on the Grass’ com­pletely ne­glected the house­hold and did not let me out of her lounger for two days and two nights. She had put a lit­tle girl of 6 years old in charge of our care, in re­turn the child was al­lowed to watch us fuck­ing up close as of­ten as she wanted. I did not mind, al­though this was one of the cus­toms I dis­ap­proved of. The girl could not be her daugh­ter, since I knew that a daugh­ter was not al­lowed to look at her own mother been fucked. Snow on the Grass was a typ­i­cal Sioux, about 30 years old, wid­owed and child­less, small and roundish, breasts not worth men­tion­ing. She was des­ti­tute and lived on the lit­tle money she earned with fuck­ing. Of course I gave her the dol­lars she was en­ti­tled to and that also in later years when I came to fuck her. She fucked in the very spe­cial way of the Sioux women, es­sen­tially it in­volved the In­dian woman us­ing her clit to fuck the cock to or­gasm while the cock fucked her. It seemed to work best when she rode the man, prob­a­bly be­cause she could reach the clit with her fin­gers in be­tween. Trap­per‐style, face‐to‐face fuck­ing also worked well in bring­ing the In­dian woman to or­gasm. Fuck­ing in the dog po­si­tion was not very pop­u­lar with the In­dian women be­cause she could not fuck the cock there. They usu­ally did that only for the sake of the white man. But I had to give it my all and Snow on the Grass was by no means sat­is­fied with half plea­sures. For the first time in my life a woman took my cock in her mouth. It was very un­usual at first, but I soon loved it and it was a sure way to make my cock stiff, no mat­ter how tired I might be. I had to ask her three times if I had un­der­stood her cor­rectly? But she con­firmed I should take her clit in my mouth and lick her pussy with my tongue, but I re­fused. — I was very ex­hausted, but not dis­sat­is­fied. Snow on the grass knew very well to keep the fire burn­ing and truly made me per­form at my best. At last a mes­sen­ger girl re­lieved me and di­rected me to our teepee. Min­newanna had given birth to a beau­ti­ful, healthy boy, and I was al­lowed to call out to the vil­lage com­mu­nity on be­half of his fa­ther that he would be called ‘Fal­con in the Light­ning’, as White Feather and Min­newanna had de­cided.


I went into the woods more of­ten than be­fore, I set twice as many traps as be­fore, and sup­plied the vil­lage with meat in abun­dance. My new re­volver, which I had bar­gained down from $8 to $6, was ex­cel­lent, quicker to reload than the old one and very ac­cu­rate. Even when I made my rounds with­out a ri­fle, I could kill deer and other small game with the re­volver and help feed the vil­lage. Mostly the Sioux ate fish, but that was too one‐sided in my opin­ion.


For a year Charly had not been seen, now he came back with sev­eral kegs of whiskey. The Sioux danced around the fire in the vil­lage square and en­joyed the whiskey. But Charly didn’t even have to start about want­ing to be chief, they laughed at him. “Had Thun­der­ing Rock died?”  Charly, whom I im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized as Min­nehaha’s rapist, looked at me with undis­guised ha­tred when he was told, that I was Min­nehaha’s hus­band. Charly slipped away be­fore sun­rise and se­cretly drove off in his cart. Ev­ery­one was still asleep, but not me. I whis­pered to Min­nehaha that I would fol­low Charly. I fol­lowed the crim­i­nal in­vis­i­bly and silently, but af­ter about 15 miles it was clear that he was trot­ting to­ward Craig’s farm. I stayed in the shade of the woods, noth­ing hap­pened all day, so I re­turned home.


I fol­lowed him month af­ter month, for a whole year. Once he had stopped his cart, some­thing had bro­ken in the mid­dle of the for­est. He knelt in the dirt next to the cart, con­cen­trat­ing, and didn’t hear me com­ing. He looked around as I cocked the ham­mer of the re­volver. He looked straight down the bar­rel from inches away. But I couldn’t bring my­self to shoot the de­fense­less man in cold blood. I hit him over the head with the bar­rel and left him ly­ing there. I was not a mur­derer. 


The last time, I passed him un­seen and hid on Craig’s farm. Craig came first, half an hour later Charly. I over­heard their con­ver­sa­tion and learned that they were dis­till­ing whiskey some­where nearby. Craig had bought grain and Charly had got­ten com­bustibles, burn­ing ma­te­rial. They were leav­ing the next day to dis­till. They both toasted their own whiskey prop­erly and Charly told Craig that the white man who lived with the Sioux might be onto them. He was now the hus­band of the for­mer chief’s daugh­ter, who ac­tu­ally be­longed to him. He would not rest un­til he chased him away or sent him to the an­ces­tors. Craig laughed boom­ingly, “then we’ll put him next to that nosy de­tec­tive we took out three years ago!”  Charly lis­tened up. “You mean the one half a mile from our cave?” Craig con­firmed with a boom­ing laugh, run­ning a hand through his red hair. “That’s right, the same one! He’s guard­ing our oak, the dolt!” They con­tin­ued to drink for hours and I learned noth­ing more of them. Silently I moved away and ran pur­pose­fully into the for­est. I knew ex­actly which oak they meant, be­cause I had dis­cov­ered the skele­ton sev­eral months ago, but I did not want to dis­turb the dead’s  rest of the sup­posed Trap­per. Now, how­ever, I knew that he was a de­tec­tive from the pro­vin­cial cap­i­tal of Regina, and that the brew­ery was in a cave half a mile from him. I knew the area very well, I knew where there were some caves next to the riverbed. Half a mile, they had to be. 


I dis­cov­ered the right cave the next morn­ing. I went in and voila, ev­ery­thing was there. Fire­place, ket­tle and still. Empty bar­rels and kegs ga­lore. Then the crim­i­nals came, even be­fore I got out of the mouse­trap. I hid, there was a fierce ex­change of gun­fire, for two days and nights we kept each other at bay. I had a full car­tridge pouch and a good re­volver, I had hit Craig in the up­per arm, giv­ing me two hours of truce. The dev­ils then de­posited com­bustibles in the en­trance and lit them. I was slowly but surely smoked. I lay down on the ground, there was less smoke there. Hours later horse pat­ter and a short ex­change of gun­fire. Min­nehaha!


She had raised heaven and hell, fi­nally as­sem­bled a posse and some po­lice­men, and had fol­lowed the tire tracks down from Craig’s farm. I stag­gered out into the open, sup­ported by Min­nehaha, and in­di­cated to the po­lice­man un­der which oak tree they could find the de­tec­tive’s skele­ton. These two were his killers, not just sim­ple moon­shin­ers. An hour later the po­lice­men came back, they had found the skele­ton and also his sil­ver de­tec­tive star. They left ev­ery­thing as it was for the Jus­tice of the Peace to in­spect the crime scene with his own eyes. 


They had put Craig and Charly on horses and tied them up. The cops weren’t be­ing very gen­tle with them and I stepped up to Charly. Our eyes met. It was our first and last con­ver­sa­tion. I ad­dressed him in Sioux. “Min­nehaha is my wife, she found me and she saved me.” Charly spat on the ground next to me. “I’ll come back and get her, she’s mine, I’ve al­ready had her!” The lad’s in­so­lence in­fu­ri­ated me. “I’ll see you two more times in your life. Once in court and the sec­ond time” I searched for the word I’m sure I’ve never heard in Sioux be­fore and said in Eng­lish, “the sec­ond time I’ll see your bare soles as you wrig­gle on the gal­lows.” I con­tin­ued in Sioux, “look at her just one last time, Min­nehaha, my wife! She’ll be warm­ing and kiss­ing my cock for many win­ters to come, when you’ve been in the ground for a long time and it’s just bugs and worms kiss­ing your cock there!” I caught an ap­pre­cia­tive look from Min­nehaha and, to my amaze­ment, from one of the scouts. I spat on the ground in front of Charly — know­ing very well that this was a sign of supreme con­tempt — and shouted to take this scum­bags away!


I gave tes­ti­mony in court, al­though it was not strictly nec­es­sary. Charly had con­fessed to the joint mur­der in re­turn for leav­ing his body to the Sioux. Craig, of course, de­nied ev­ery­thing un­til the judge con­fronted him with Charly. Charly, in­tent on his burial, re­peated his con­fes­sion word for word. Now Craig lost his tem­per, he shouted at Charly at length, and the judge now had his con­fes­sion as well. Both were hanged the next day. I drove the cart with Charly’s body to the reser­va­tion and handed it over to his mother. He was my en­emy and also Min­neha­has, but no Sioux would deny him a burial. The mother looked me in the eye and asked for John. She could only mean Craig and I said Charly and John had had a fair powhow with the el­ders, had been found guilty of cow­ardly mur­der a de­tec­tive and hanged, that was the cus­tom of the whites. She nod­ded, “that John, I saw him and asked Charly to stay away from him, for John was a very bad man. But what son lis­tens to his mother?”  She pulled the cloth aside and looked at Charly’s face. “He would have stayed a good son with­out that John.” I could al­most see her emo­tion. She glared at me. “Thank you for not killing him when you could. He was go­ing to kill you for tak­ing his wife.”  I left very thought­ful, as she had seen some things that no one else saw.


I lived the fol­low­ing year at Min­nehaha, Min­newanna and White Feather. My job as a meat pro­curer gave mean­ing to my stay, and the pelts and furs earned me a lot of dol­lars in Le­bret. I lived in great peace and har­mony with na­ture. Even the fact that I fucked reg­u­larly with the three women seemed right to me at that time. But I no­ticed that Min­nehaha was very lonely in­side. It wasn’t that I didn’t love her enough, ca­ress her, fuck her, and have nice con­ver­sa­tions with her. She was lonely in a way that, as a doc­tor, I at­trib­uted to melan­choly or de­pres­sion. My lov­ing care only slowed her fall, it did not stop it. I lis­tened to her very care­fully and grad­u­ally got her to look at her­self more closely. She was con­sumed with the de­sire to be­come a spir­i­tual sis­ter. That was it.


I sad­dled two horses, loaded Min­nehaha’s be­long­ings onto a pack­horse, and let her take her leave of Min­newanna and White Feather. Min­nehaha knew ex­actly where we were rid­ing. We reached the con­vent in Le­bret three hours later. She was wel­comed with open arms, all the sis­ters still knew and loved her. I said good­bye with a long hug. I told her that if she was happy here, I was equally happy. And if she wanted, she would be wel­come in the vil­lage any­time, three hours rid­ing away would be her sis­ter, her mother and her hus­band. It was per­haps a lit­tle un­seemly the way I hugged and kissed my wife for the last time, but her eyes lit up. I rode back to the reser­va­tion with a heavy heart. 


She came back three years later. She was the first In­dian woman to be­come a re­li­gious sis­ter, Sis­ter Mary she was called. She came home to her vil­lage to die at home. I ex­am­ined her as a doc­tor and I found noth­ing ex­cept that she was dy­ing like a can­dlewick. White Feather ran scream­ing into the for­est and came back two days later with scratched face and skin and with her clothes tat­tered. She sat down on the ground in the teepee and cried silently with­out move­ment. I pre­pared chicken broth for Min­nehaha and she drank du­ti­fully, but she knew and felt that it was com­ing to an end. She asked me to lie be­side her and hold her hand, she was go­ing to the Queen of Heaven tonight, to Mother Mary. 


I held her hand and firmly re­solved not to fall asleep. Not to fall asleep. Not to fall asleep. Not to fall asleep. I had con­fused fan­tasies. I walked through the woods, check­ing the traps as I passed. In one trap was John Craig, with red­dish brush hair, his cock caught in the bear trap, crushed. Op­po­site him, Charly, neck in a bear trap, also crushed. Red Ea­gle, car­ry­ing feath­ery Min­newanna in his arms, who was nurs­ing Lit­tle Fal­con  to her girl­ish breast. He waded through the Qu’Apelle River to the far bank where I have so of­ten bathed with Min­nehaha. I turn around, there’s Min­nehaha! She gets out of the River naked, I see her and she sees me. “I’m on my way, my love. I just wanted to bid you adieu and thank you for ev­ery­thing, for the won­der­ful years. Good­bye!” A light mist came up, I wanted to shout for her to stay, but she faded into the mist. I jumped to­wards the place where she was a mo­ment ago, but I fell face first into the river. I awoke bathed in cold sweat. I im­me­di­ately reached for Min­nehaha’s hand, but it was ice cold. I reached for her neck, no pulse. I jumped up and woke White Feather and Min­newanna. They turned on the light and we pal­pated Min­nehaha. She was dead.


I had built a small plat­form on her fa­vorite tree, she should have it nice. No, on her fa­vorite tree, a stone’s throw from the vil­lage square, not far out­side as usual. No one protested against my de­ci­sion. White Feather had wrapped her in the most beau­ti­ful and ex­pen­sive cloth she owned. The whole vil­lage com­mu­nity had gath­ered and was singing sad songs, the women with high voices, the men with deep bass tones. Min­newanna handed Min­nehaha’s body to White Feather, White Feather handed it to me up to the plat­form. I wrapped the cloth tighter, the ravens and vul­tures should not get her eas­ily. I stood mo­tion­less for a very long time, I knew the cus­toms. I raised my arms high, fists clenched. Min­nehaha’s spirit was in my fists, I turned my fists over and opened my hands flat. Min­nehaha’s spirit rose into the air at that mo­ment, to­ward the an­ces­tors. I looked at the vil­lage com­mu­nity, at my fam­ily, at Min­newanna, and my gaze rested in the won­der­ful eyes of White Feather. “Min­nehaha passed from us, passed from us!” I had to shout aloud.  With that, the cel­e­bra­tion ended. I was still look­ing into White Feather’s won­der­ful eyes, now fill­ing with tears and af­ter a while she nod­ded and was the last to leave the vil­lage square. I sat down on the plat­form, closed my eyes and com­muned with my wife, whom I had res­cued from the bliz­zard 6 years ago. She didn’t an­swer, but I had a lot to say to her. At night­fall, Min­newanna came over and called me softly. I fol­lowed her into the teepee. 


I re­mained with the Sioux for more than 10 years, liv­ing with Min­newanna and White Feather. We had pushed two loungers to­gether and slept there three at a time, side by side. Me in in the mid­dle, em­braced by both women. Their hands met on my cock and agreed sis­terly who I had to serve first. Of­ten it was their both’s lips at the same time, pa­tiently and know­ingly rais­ing the tired war­rior. Min­newana’s lips had to make me stiff much more of­ten be­cause White Feather wanted to fuck me. White Feather was then al­ready sit­ting on my thighs and Min­newanna had to lick and wet her clit with her tongue for a few mo­ments be­fore White Feather mounted me and Min­newanna hes­i­tantly turned away. Min­newanna ob­vi­ously loved to lick the clit and was re­luc­tant to let go of White Feather. Some­times she would fly into a rage with jeal­ousy, then she would not re­lease White Feather’s clit and lick her re­lent­lessly to or­gasm. White Feather was now ex­hausted and Min­newanna swung tri­umphantly on my cock. But she should not re­joice too soon. I had lost my­self in White Feather’s eyes dur­ing the lick­ing, which re­minded me un­pleas­antly of Bertha, had watched her fa­cial ex­pres­sions with in­creas­ing horni­ness. She was amazed, de­lighted, horny and con­torted into a gri­mace when the or­gasm came. She ex­haled and will­ingly slid back a bit to let Min­newanna take the field. The lick­ing had ex­cited me so much each time that I squirted af­ter only sec­onds of her rid­ing, so Min­newanna didn’t have enough time to fuck her­self to or­gasm on my cock.


White Feather took good care, that she got me more of­ten than Min­newanna and it was fine with me, be­cause she fucked much more pas­sion­ately. Min­newanna turned away de­murely when White Feather and I fucked. When we fin­ished fuck­ing, she turned to me and hugged me as if she were my wife. She took her time be­fore fuck­ing me. It was a quiet, peace­ful time with my two re­main­ing wives. I of­ten asked Min­newanna if she didn’t want some­one to be her hus­band, I would ad­ver­tise to the man in her Fa­ther’s place. But she shook her head, she did not want an­other hus­band. White Feather and I looked at each other silently, not want­ing to speak our thoughts. I was act­ing like a real Sioux.


I was ac­com­pa­nied by two young Sioux hunters when I went into the woods to get meat. We barely spoke a word, they watched my way of spot­ting game and stalk­ing to within a few yards. They watched how I threw my hunt­ing knife or when I fired the re­volver. The boys learned quickly, now I let one go ahead and throw his knife or send off the ar­row. I had bought big hunt­ing knives for them as I used one my­self. Their eyes lit up, good knives. We brought plenty of meat to the vil­lage, no one should go hun­gry like the Lakota and the Huron, our im­me­di­ate neigh­bors. We shared the meat with ev­ery­one and I kept most of the hides and furs. I got good dol­lars for them in Le­bret, and I of­ten brought gifts from the town, but never glass beads or other use­less trin­kets. The Sioux needed re­li­able tools, can­vas for tents, and cords of all kinds. That was my choice, to put things in the hands of the poor peo­ple that they could do some­thing with.


I straight­ened up at night. Bertha had called me, cry­ing softly and mis­er­ably. To be blunt, I don’t be­lieve in ghosts, spir­its, and cer­tainly not the oc­cult. White Feather stroked my cock softly, “What is it?” But I didn’t an­swer, I don’t need dick stroking right now, I just need a sleep. So I im­me­di­ately fell asleep while White Feather gen­tly stroked my cock. But I woke up al­most ev­ery night, awak­ened by Bertha’s fran­tic calls. “What do your an­ces­tors com­mu­ni­cate to you?” asked the ex­ceed­ingly sen­si­tive, del­i­cate woman White Feather was. I went with her to Min­nehaha’s fa­vorite tree, we sat down and in this qui­etest place in the world I told about the dreams. White Feather nod­ded thought­fully, “you have to lis­ten to that, it doesn’t hap­pen for no rea­son.” She leaned her head on my shoul­der. “I’m sad that you have to go, my dear, I’ve got­ten used to your cock on my lounger. I shall miss you ev­ery night; Min­newanna will not bear it much bet­ter. But you must fol­low the voice of your other wife.” I held her close. “How many lives does a man have, how many women can he love?” White Feather did not an­swer right away. “Stay in my lounger for a few more days, Min­newanna and I want to say good­bye to you, be­cause we don’t know if you will ever come back.” What did I ex­pect, a philo­soph­i­cal an­swer to my stupid ques­tion? No, this In­dian woman told me the only and sim­plest an­swer that came from her beau­ti­ful heart. 


I went hunt­ing with my two com­pan­ions for the last time. When we ar­rived at the vil­lage late in the evening, richly laden, we sat down by the camp­fire as we al­ways did. I looked them in the eye one by one, a sig­nal to the Sioux that some­thing im­por­tant was com­ing. “You hunted alone to­day; I did not throw my knife to­day. The meat and the pelts are yours alone. You are good hunters now, the best in your vil­lage.” They looked me in the eye and nod­ded ap­prov­ingly. “When you say that, it makes us proud. We learned ev­ery­thing from you, hunt­ing like a Trap­per‐Ranger brings much meat to our peo­ple.” Both nod­ded ap­prov­ingly. The other said, “we know you are go­ing on a long jour­ney and do not know even yet when you will re­turn. Our thoughts will be with you be­fore we throw our knives at the game.” I must have looked pretty stupid, be­cause they both started laugh­ing loudly and pat­ting each other on the shoul­ders. I laughed along af­ter a while, even though I didn’t know how they did it. If one Sioux learned some­thing, they all learned it. I was a lit­tle em­bar­rassed be­cause I had puffed my­self up with my news. We wished each other good night, and I went to our teepee. Min­newanna looked very sad, she had ob­vi­ously been cry­ing all day. I knelt down di­rectly in front of her, took her head in my hands and kissed her on the lips in Trap­per fash­ion. She was im­me­di­ately happy again. I said loudly, so that White Feather could hear, that to­day was my last hunt and that from to­day on I would only lie be­tween their thighs and not care about the dogs bark­ing. (That’s how the Sioux put it.)


Nat­u­rally I kept my word, the two also left me no other choice. I just lay on the wide lounger and had food and drink de­liv­ered to me. Even  Lit­tle Fal­con was given to rel­a­tives for this time, the whole vil­lage com­mu­nity seemed to know, our con­tin­u­ous fuck­ing and love­mak­ing was ap­par­ently no se­cret. I was re­ally still a white man, as I thought about it. For the Sioux it was quite nor­mal.


White Feather stroked my cock hyp­not­i­cally when I needed sleep. Min­newanna fucked me un­der White Feather’s crit­i­cal gaze, but she al­ways turned de­murely to­ward the tent wall when White Feather and I fucked. They both kept hug­ging me in the wives’ way when I fin­ished fuck­ing the other. The Sioux were very par­tic­u­lar about dis­tin­guish­ing the dif­fer­ent kinds of hugs. They kissed me on the lips in the man­ner of the Trap­pers, the whites, al­though that was not a Sioux cus­tom. 


On the ninth night I was star­tled from sleep with a loud cry. White Feather stroked my face sooth­ingly. “She calls you, you must go now!” With­out ask­ing my opin­ion, both women, by the light of the fire, be­gan to pack my things wisely and neatly into the back­pack, the knap­sack and a haver­sack. Min­newanna ran out and sad­dled a fine horse. “Leave him in the con­vent, we’ll get him later.” White Feather sounded like she al­ways did when I rode out. They both hugged me and I sat up. “Thun­der­ing Rock al­ready knows,” Min­newanna was still say­ing, snug­gling up to White Feather’s re­gal fig­ure. I promised to re­turn when I had com­pleted my task. They watched me un­til I dis­ap­peared into the for­est. My two hunters rode at a dis­tance be­hind me, per­haps to bring the white horse right back home, per­haps to make sure no Lakota or Huron am­bushed me. I waved to them as I dis­mounted in front of the con­vent, leav­ing the white horse just stand­ing there. They waved back and grabbed the reins. I trot­ted to the train sta­tion, af­ter three long days I was back in Bos­ton, this time with a plenty of dol­lars in my knap­sack from the furs. 


White Feather will have found my note and the bun­dle of dol­lars by now. Thun­der­ing Rock could read, read Eng­lish and would trans­late my farewell words to my wives to the whole com­mu­nity aloud, in Sioux. I wrote how much I loved them both and how much I will miss their warm thighs that had given me so much plea­sure. How much I will miss them both, as they made me dive up and down be­tween their lush mounds like a salmon rush­ing up­stream. How much I will miss their warm lips, lips that lifted the weary war­rior, again and again. I will per­ish with pain and de­sire be­cause I could no longer ca­ress her small and large beau­ti­ful breasts with my hands. How I will miss their lit­tle red peas, which they finely pol­ished with their lips, tongue and fin­gers dur­ing my ab­sence. I will sing to the end of my road the song of the two of them at the White Man’s camp­fires and at­tribute my tears to the smoke of the camp­fire. Farewell! — Thun­der­ing Rock would re­cite the words solemnly at least three times in Sioux, for in the writ­ten word the spirit of the writer spoke, and the vil­lage com­mu­nity would mur­mur loud ap­proval and em­brace both women. This all was ac­cord­ing to the Sioux cus­tom. 


I took a hired car­riage from the sta­tion and had it drive me home. Home! How strange it seemed to me — but I too must have seemed strange to the Bosto­ni­ans, a white man in In­dian leather cloth­ing and wrapped in a bearskin! But I was prob­a­bly the only one here who was not freez­ing. The car­riage stopped, I took my knap­sack and satchel and got out. Twenty years! Twenty, no less! I rang the bell. Some­thing stirred, but it took longer to be un­locked and opened. 


The girl was per­haps 16 or 17 years old and wrapped in a thick coat. “You wish?” she asked, mak­ing sure the neigh­bors were watch­ing, “You wish, sir?” I in­tro­duced my­self, “Dr. Otto Weiser, my wife Bertha Weiser lives here, doesn’t she? — I have been trav­el­ing for many years and am only now com­ing home.”  The girl looked at me very cu­ri­ously and then said, “I know about you, Doc­tor, come in!” Only now did I no­tice that she had been speak­ing Ger­man, her ac­cent un­mis­tak­ably Bosto­nian. I en­tered and she quickly closed the door, “be­cause of the heat­ing, be­cause of the cold, bet­ter said.” No, this was not a kitchen maid, cer­tainly not. The girl also seemed smart, be­cause she guessed my thoughts. “I am Maya, Mar­jorie Weiser, Bertha von Böhm‐Weiser is my mother.”


I stopped in my tracks, thun­der­struck, and prob­a­bly look­ing like a stupid sheep. With an au­to­matic move­ment, I pulled the warm fur hat off my head. “Bertha’s daugh­ter,” I re­peated and she nod­ded. “Come, come, Mama will be anx­iously wait­ing to see who rang the bell.” She ran up the stairs, not right into the re­cep­tion room. I left my pack­ages, let my bears­fur slide to the floor and fol­lowed her. She walked straight to Bertha’s bed­room and waited for me. “Mom has been talk­ing about noth­ing but you for the past 4 weeks, let me go ahead and get Mom ready.” I nod­ded and she went into Bertha’s bed­room. Barely a minute later she called me, I straight­ened my leather leg­gings and richly dec­o­rated leather jacket and en­tered. 


Bertha, hag­gard and ema­ci­ated, sat up­right in bed, Maya stand­ing be­side her. The air in the room was sul­try and stale, the smell of death over ev­ery­thing. I stepped up to the bed­side and kissed Bertha’s cheek and fin­ger­tips as I had 20 years ago. A smile twitched across Bertha’s hag­gard face. “Otto! My heart, I’m glad you’ve come! I have been ex­pect­ing you for weeks! Come, sit with me!” I grabbed a chair and sat down at her side. Maya sat down in a cor­ner, feel­ing in­vis­i­ble and lis­ten­ing to ev­ery sin­gle word.


Nat­u­rally, Bertha wanted to know where I was from and what my pe­cu­liar getup meant. I ex­plained I had lived with the In­di­ans in Canada for 20 years and that my suit was a cer­e­mo­nial‐at­tire. “Not quite what you ex­pect.” We both smiled. Now it bub­bled out of her. Her fa­ther had been en­no­bled, so she called her­self ‘von Böhm’ af­ter him; he had died and left her a vast amount of money. Maya would in­herit it when she was no longer alive. Bertha in­ter­rupted her flow of speech. She had given birth to Maya 17 years ago, she was her child. She could not name the fa­ther, she had led a dis­so­lute life and had been in­ti­mate with hun­dreds of ad­mir­ers. She ex­pressed her­self del­i­cately, out of con­sid­er­a­tion for Maya.


“Otto, my love, I must look ter­ri­ble, I re­ally don’t feel well ei­ther. I haven’t looked at my­self in the mir­ror for months, I’m afraid of the dis­ap­point­ment.” She sank back wearily onto her pil­low. I as­sured her she looked de­cid­edly bet­ter than Aunt Käthe. De­spite her ill­ness, she had to laugh brightly. The stock‐deaf Käthe was known for her mer­ci­less, thun­der­ing farts. At an im­pe­rial ban­quet she let the can­non thun­der so that the em­peror was so shocked that his liver dumpling fell from his spoon into the broth. Hor­ri­fied, the ruler looked into the il­lus­tri­ous round, who were star­ing at the soup plates with red heads, try­ing to sup­press the laugh­ter. The em­peror asked in as­ton­ish­ment if they were shoot­ing in the court­yard, if a re­volt had bro­ken out like Anno 1848? No one dared to an­swer un­til the Chan­cel­lor  bowed con­fi­den­tially to His Majesty and an­swered in the neg­a­tive. It was only Her Grace, the Count­ess von Gol­lowitz, who had fired. The flat­u­lence, Your Majesty, the flat­u­lence! Un­for­tu­nately, we did not learn how the em­peror re­acted to it. But I was glad that poor Bertha had some­thing to laugh about. She re­sumed the thread, but spoke in French so Maya wouldn’t un­der­stand her. 


“When you left us I was go­ing through a crazy phase, our lit­tle Willi was dead, it took all my san­ity away. I went through the phase as if I was a real trib­ade, but I wasn’t. I couldn’t han­dle the loss, I pounced on the men like a preda­tor and tore them all. I fucked in­dis­crim­i­nately with ev­ery­one who had a dick. I had min­is­ters and may­ors, pro­fes­sors and fac­tory own­ers, coach­men and black­smiths in my bed. Hun­dreds, if not thou­sands. When I got preg­nant, I didn’t think for a mo­ment about killing the poor crea­ture. I ac­cepted it, gave birth to it and gave her your name. I loved her very much, my Maya, I raised her to be a de­cent girl and shielded her from my dis­so­lute life as best I could. Of course, noth­ing es­caped her as she grew up, but she wouldn’t let me spoil her. And half a year ago I got sick, stopped go­ing to the fes­ti­vals and par­ties, and stopped hav­ing lovers. I felt my life‐light grad­u­ally go­ing out, and ea­gerly wished for your re­turn, I couldn’t leave Maya or­phaned.” Bertha coughed wildly, speak­ing strained her very much. 


I asked if our old friend Frieder still ex­isted and Bertha nod­ded. Maya spoke up, she had the Pro­fes­sor’s phone num­ber and if I wanted I could talk to him on the tele­phone in the hall. I had never seen a tele­phone be­fore, but went down with the girl and she made the con­nec­tion. Maya pointed to one fun­nel, that’s where you lis­ten, and to an­other fun­nel, that’s where you talk with­out yelling loudly. It touched me how nat­u­rally she dealt with a trap­per from the dark­est Mid­dle Ages. Frieder was pleased that I was still alive and I was pleased that my old teacher was still alive. I quickly got to the point, Bertha was deathly ill and I had to do some­thing. Frieder gave me clear in­struc­tions and then or­dered me to come to him, he had a fully  func­tion­ing lab­o­ra­tory at home. I took a blood sam­ple, saliva and urine and had Maya ex­plain the way. “If you don’t daw­dle, you’ll be there in five min­utes.” I mem­o­rized the way and ad­dress ex­actly and hur­ried off.


Frieder was pro­fes­sor emer­i­tus, but still ac­tive in re­search. He had me the clin­i­cal ap­pear­ance de­scribed to him in de­tail, then he im­me­di­ately set to work. Some things I knew, many things were new to me. He even had a mi­cro­scope and let me look, but I rec­og­nized noth­ing. “Ex­actly, Otto, ex­actly! I, too, can’t find any­thing that could ex­plain the sit­u­a­tion, not even to be­gin with!” We had worked non­stop in the lab for 5 hours with­out the slight­est suc­cess. I asked Frieder where I could get a good nurse, he made sev­eral phone calls and was suc­cess­ful. “To­mor­row at 7, the best nurse I know is com­ing. She is the best, so pay her ac­cord­ingly!” Of course I had to ask how much and he named the amount, it was not much. I thanked my old friend and ex­cused my­self, I would tell him all about my life with the In­di­ans some time later, but now I ran off, home. I was driven by rest­less­ness.


Maya had fol­lowed my in­struc­tions and had bought a pot of pure beef broth at a nearby ho­tel and had al­ready made Bertha drink a soup cup­ful hot. Now Bertha was asleep. Maya showed me a room next door that she had fixed up for me and the closet where my suits from anno 20 years ago hung. She had turned on the elec­tric boiler hours ago, sus­pect­ing I would want to take a bath. Take a bath, im­me­di­ately, Doc­tor! I had to agree with her, I had last bathed in the river of my vil­lage a week ago. She ran the hot wa­ter and I asked her to stop call­ing me by my fam­ily name, since she was my step­daugh­ter. She nod­ded silently and left me to the bath. Half an hour later I was cleanly bathed and freshly dressed, the leather In­dian gown I hung freely, it would mold in the closet.


Cather­ine de la Me­u­nière ar­rived early in the morn­ing with an­other nurse with whom she would share the  24‐hour‐duty, Maya showed her the room. Ten min­utes later Cather­ine took over and I was grate­ful to Frieder. This was the best we could do for Bertha. I mea­sured her pulse, blood pres­sure and gen­eral con­di­tion ev­ery hour. Maya had fed Bertha mainly with tea un­til now, now I had or­dered beef broth, al­though it brought lit­tle im­prove­ment. I read her the news­pa­per and talked to her, but she slept longer and longer, now al­ready close to 20 hours. The nurses did their best, Maya and I kept in the back­ground. 


On the sec­ond or third day, Cather­ine came into my room at night, her col­league hav­ing taken over. We had a lively chat, she sit­ting on the edge of the bed and me naked in the sheets. It did not es­cape her no­tice that I had an erec­tion and quickly the sub­ject changed. Fi­nally Cather­ine asked very di­rectly if she should do some­thing. I smiled and said there was still room next to me. She flinched, ac­tu­ally she had been think­ing of a hand­job. I shook my head, that was not my recipe. Cather­ine took off her bon­net and shook her red­dish brown mane. She looked me in the eye for a long time and un­dressed with­out a word. She was a tart beauty, a lit­tle older than me, maybe 48 or 50, but she was a fe­male and I would have fucked even the Baba­jaga now. She let me fuck her un­spec­tac­u­larly, let­ting me squirt in­side as she said, she was past her prime. She was very straight­for­ward and in­duced her own or­gasm with one fin­ger when I started to squirt. She left af­ter half an hour and now came back ev­ery night. I’m not sure which one of us needed it more. 


Three weeks later, Bertha was dead. She had in­sisted on call­ing in the no­tary and chang­ing her will. She made me Maya’s sole guardian and di­vided her es­tate be­tween Maya and me. She died with­out pain, her life light sim­ply ex­tin­guished. I sat be­side her bed for an in­fin­itely long time, our time to­gether in our youth flow­ing leisurely through my thoughts. When I got up at some point, my next thought, I con­fess to my shame, was that it was now over with the pleas­ant, non‐com­mit­tal fuck­ing with Cather­ine. Maya and I ar­ranged the fu­neral, sent tele­grams to Vi­enna and Prague to her rel­a­tives, and then stood at her grave in the midst of about 100 mourn­ers. A priest, the mayor and a per­son I did not know gave speeches,  touch­ingly hon­est and the oth­ers abysmally men­da­cious. I didn’t care, I had noth­ing to say to all these peo­ple. My thoughts were not with Bertha, but with Min­nehaha. I spoke silently to her, telling her to take Bertha by the hand and show her the way. I knew Min­nehaha would un­der­stand. There was a cel­e­bra­tion where they ate like pigs be­hind the teepees and downed the white wine like wa­ter in a mat­ter of min­utes. I kept com­pletely in the back­ground and left poor Maya alone with this ly­ing pack. I sat down with Frieder at a se­cluded ta­ble, con­jured up the best whiskey and we drank in­con­spic­u­ously from wine glasses like the oth­ers. I told Frieder about the time with the Sioux and how it came about that I lived with three In­dian women. It was Frieder who in­tro­duced me to the young writer and re­porter Emil Droon­berg. It was also Frieder who joined in our con­ver­sa­tions and elicited all my se­crets. I orig­i­nally wanted to keep the Charly and John Craig thing to my­self, there was noth­ing to brag about. But Emil wrote an ex­cit­ing crime story about it.


Ac­tu­ally, my story would be over here, but the end is still miss­ing. The real end. 


With­out Bertha, the house was dead silent and de­serted. The mourn­ers had left and I told Maya to leave ev­ery­thing, Frieder had or­dered a clean­ing crew for to­mor­row. Friends think of such things when you your­self are filled only with grief and farewell. 


I lay on the chaise longue and read a news­pa­per, Maya lay in my lap and tor­mented me from time to time with ques­tions. I had de­cided to an­swer ev­ery­thing hon­estly and not cow­ardly es­cape into French. I told her ev­ery­thing Bertha had told me in French. Maya was very thought­ful. “I al­ways knew and still let my­self be lied to, Bertha wanted it that way,” she said, and I im­me­di­ately no­ticed that she didn’t say Mama. “Did you know about it?” she asked di­rectly, and I an­swered in the neg­a­tive. “Ac­cord­ing to this, was Mama a whore be­cause she fucked hun­dreds and hun­dreds of men?” Maya’s eyes filled with tears. I wiped the tears away. “But bull­shit, Bertha wasn’t a whore, she loved to fuck and be fucked. It was like eat­ing and drink­ing to her when you were hun­gry. Bertha was not a whore by God!” Did Maya sense how hol­low and men­da­cious it sounded? She needed the truth, she de­served the truth. “I had run away when Wil­helm died and Bertha had brought her play­mates to our bed­room.” Maya’s eye­lids flut­tered, then she asked stretched, “Play­mates?” and I didn’t have to think long. “She brought horny girls into our mar­i­tal bed where she cud­dled, kissed and fucked the girls.” A slim de­scrip­tion of the last year of mar­riage. “But,” Maya stretched the ques­tion, “cud­dling and kiss­ing, I know that from my girl­friends. But fuck­ing? Real fuck­ing!?” I thought for a mo­ment, not sure what Maya knew about sex­u­al­ity. “Yes,” I said, “many women fuck each other, they make each other or­gasm and fuck clit‐to‐clit and get or­gasm like fuck­ing with a man.” I had said too much, I knew it right away. “What is an or­gasm, what is a clit? And is it okay for women to fuck each other!!!?” That’s God’s pun­ish­ment.


“That’s three ques­tions, I’ll an­swer them in a dif­fer­ent or­der, okay?” Maya nod­ded and turned onto her stom­ach, prop­ping her chin on her palms. “The clit is lo­cated above the sex cleft, small like a pea to large as long as a fin­ger limb. Bertha had one that big. Do you fol­low me? Do you know your clit?” I asked, and she shook her head at first. Then she low­ered her eyes. “I think so, but I’m not sure. I have a spot there that I rarely touch be­cause then I have to pee right away. Is that a clit?” I nod­ded, it was. “And that leads to your sec­ond ques­tion. When women touch the cli­toris quite a few times in a row, she comes to an or­gasm. Many women de­scribe the or­gasm as a small ex­plo­sion or a very pleas­ant spasm that is over af­ter a few sec­onds. Women love or­gasm and some get it when they are fucked by their lover.” I paused and thought about a good an­swer. “Well, a lot of women fuck other women and it was back then when I de­spised Bertha for it, very much like she was cheat­ing on me with a man. I saw things very nar­rowly then be­cause it was my up­bring­ing. I learned from the In­di­ans that you can only cheat and be­tray your love with your heart. And that the phys­i­cal is not a be­trayal.” I could see in Maya’s eyes how strange this seemed to her. “That’s how I feel to­day, af­ter 20 years with the In­di­ans. They taught me many things, in­clud­ing this.” I re­al­ized that one day I would have to tell Maya about the three In­dian women, but not now.


“What was it like for you when Bertha brought the girls to the mar­riage bed?” I thought for a long time. What was the truth? “Ac­tu­ally, it was the way any man would feel. They made love to each other in all kinds of ways, cud­dling and kiss­ing like a mar­ried cou­ple. They made love with their fin­gers, they licked the clit to or­gasm or fucked clit‐to‐clit and screamed in plea­sure and in or­gasm. See­ing that makes any man horny, he is in­cited to a sex­ual lust that he just feels like fuck­ing.” I could see Maya’s fan­tas­tic thoughts flip over. She looked at me. “Then your only thought was to fuck?” Je­sus Christ, what else?


I didn’t need to hide any­thing, even if it was very pri­vate. “You’re ask­ing me some­thing very pri­vate, girl! But I’m not hid­ing any­thing, I fucked all her play­mates, Bertha didn’t want to fuck me then. Most play­mates let them­selves be fucked lust­fully, some did not like it at all, but I did not tol­er­ate any con­tra­dic­tion. If they fucked with my wife, they also had to fuck with her hus­band! Many cried heart­break­ingly be­cause I de­flow­ered them. At that time I was a very self-cen­tered, heart­less man. To­day I am not.” Maya looked at me now with cat eyes. “But Cather­ine, you fucked her ev­ery night, Otto!” I nod­ded silently, un­sure if she had over­heard us or if she had just seen the ob­vi­ous? I went to my for­mer or­di­na­tion and came back with the at­las of the hu­man body. I showed Maya the pri­vate parts and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her, in­clud­ing mas­tur­ba­tion, fuck­ing, and sex­ual be­hav­ior be­tween hus­bands and wives. We ate sup­per very late and went to sleep. 


No sooner had I put my book away and turned out the light than the door opened, Maya in a short night­gown, a thick pil­low pressed in front of her chest. “Can I sleep with you, Otto, I don’t like to be alone!” She slipped un­der my cov­ers and found that I was naked. She slipped off the night­gown and pressed her­self naked against me. I was al­ready doz­ing off and Maya was still cu­ri­ously ex­am­in­ing my body. When I awoke in the morn­ing, she was no longer there. 


Maya came to my bed ev­ery night and was gone in the morn­ing, for weeks she cu­ri­ously pal­pated my body and of course es­pe­cially my cock. She asked me shyly to show her how to mas­tur­bate and she got an or­gasm ev­ery time af­ter a day. She also wanted to learn how to mas­tur­bate my cock af­ter that, she needed only a  day for that too. I learned with her dur­ing the day to cal­cu­late her fer­tile days based on her pe­riod. She un­der­stood how im­por­tant it was that she could de­ter­mine for her­self, if she wanted to get preg­nant. 


I had been able to con­vince her right af­ter Bertha’s death that it was im­por­tant for one to be able to do some­thing. I be­came a doc­tor as well as a Trap­per, and now I could af­ford to live mainly on Bertha’s for­tune and spend my time do­ing mean­ing­ful work in Frieder’s lab. Maya chose cour­ses to learn tele­phone op­er­a­tor, short­hand, typ­ing, and in smaller cour­ses, busi­ness let­ter writ­ing. This gave her sev­eral rel­e­vant ca­reers to choose from if she wanted to go to work one day. Know­ing how huge the pile of money was, I had no ob­jec­tion to her not want­ing to throw her­self full time into work­ing life. Frieder and I had no ob­jec­tion to Maya spend­ing most of the day with us. She stud­ied medicine on her own, since at that time women were not al­lowed to study medicine. Frieder and I vied to train our dear Fräulein to be a doc­tor. One day, per­haps? 


But back to Maya and to me and her newly ac­quired knowl­edge of mas­tur­ba­tion. She lay naked with me ev­ery night, mak­ing me squirt and press­ing her body against me to mas­tur­bate her­self. Long ago I had told her how I lived with three In­dian women in a tent made of an­i­mal skins. She al­ways wanted to hear how I ex­pe­ri­enced sex with the women and how they dif­fered sex­u­ally. I liked to talk about it be­cause it had only been a year since I had left Min­newanna and White Feather. Maya al­ways wanted to hear how I ex­pe­ri­enced the women’s sex and how they dif­fered sex­u­ally. I liked talk­ing about it be­cause it had only been a year since I had left Min­newanna and White Feather. I de­scribed sex with the three In­dian women to Maya in beau­ti­ful and de­tailed terms be­cause I liked re­mem­ber­ing it and it eased my loss a bit. Again and again I con­sid­ered re­turn­ing to them, but I never made it back. 


Months had passed, Maya and I were ly­ing next to each other like brother and sis­ter and the sis­ter loved to mas­tur­bate us both. One day, Maya sur­prised me. 


She wanted to fuck, re­ally fuck. 


I re­mained stead­fast at first. Even if I had al­ready ab­sorbed the In­dian views very deeply, we lived, Maya lived in the Amer­i­can re­al­ity. And one liked to think now about the not rarely big­oted and back­ward sex­ual morals of the Amer­i­cans, as one liked, Maya lived in this re­al­ity. Maya, of course, knew how im­por­tant it was for the bet­ter cir­cles that a girl re­mains a vir­gin un­til mar­riage. We dis­cussed this for sev­eral days, it be­com­ing in­creas­ingly dif­fi­cult for me not to think like a Sioux, but to de­fend an Amer­i­can in­sti­tu­tion against my bet­ter judg­ment. My strange be­hav­ior con­trib­uted hers to the fact that Maya be­came clearer and clearer and fi­nally de­cided. Care­lessly, I brought the word in­cest into the de­bate and earned sar­donic laugh­ter. “Otto, you are not my bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther, not a drop of blood do we have in com­mon. And if any­one asks, send them pack­ing!”


Damn, it was get­ting more real by the day. Maya sat on my thighs and play­fully brought my cock, my glans into her vagi­nal en­trance. It was time. I laid her on her back, I lay be­tween her thighs and spread them wide apart. I kissed her on the mouth, our tongues play­ing with each other as al­ways. I pen­e­trated and Maya held her breath. Her hy­men tore un­der the pres­sure and we fucked for the first time and then for the rest of my life (I hope). To an­tic­i­pate, she rarely got an or­gasm, very dif­fer­ent from the In­dian women, and she had to do it then with her fin­ger, dur­ing or af­ter fuck­ing. She was con­tent with my ag­ing cock, maybe she even loved me. I taught her af­ter some time to fuck like a Sioux woman and now she al­most al­ways had a great or­gasm and she loved it. 


The young men who crossed her path could not hold a can­dle to the smart girl. She stayed with Frieder and me, learned the doc­tor’s busi­ness from us, play­ing the nurse when she treated a pa­tient. It wasn’t un­til the turn of the mil­len­nium that she was able to en­roll in med­i­cal school and re­ceived her med­i­cal de­gree from the state of Mass­a­chu­setts in 1901. She warms my bed to this day and at 37 she had beau­ti­ful twins, Eric (Erich) and Marc (Markus). Two years later still the lovely Al­ice, and they all three re­spect­fully called me grand­fa­ther, al­though they knew well that they had sprung from my loins. All three stud­ied medicine and be­came doc­tors in Maya’s med­i­cal prac­tice. 


Maya wrote down this story that Otto dic­tated her and prob­a­bly keep it un­til the end. 



● ● ●







The suf­fer­ing of Saint Car­men of Toledo


by Jack Faber © 2023




Maria, who would later be­come St. Car­men, was born around the year Anno Do­mini 1005 in a sub­urb of the Moor­ish‐oc­cu­pied city of Toledo. The city fell al­ter­nately to the Span­ish Chris­tians and the Moor­ish Mus­lims and was now firmly in Moor­ish hands. Maria grew up there like all Span­ish girls, her fa­ther was of­ten in de­mand for months as a war­rior in the north­ern prov­inces, fight­ing the Moors in the Chris­tian armies. His youngest brother, 18‐year‐old Don Jaime, had re­mained in Toledo to pro­tect the fam­ily. Maria’s mother con­sci­en­tiously pre­pared her for a fu­ture as a nun in the con­vent. She was a de­vout god­fear­ing woman, very chaste and there­fore very pas­sion­ate but a bit stupid in her many love af­fairs.


Mother kept say­ing that Mary had to pre­serve and pro­tect her vir­gin­ity at all costs. She was choosen to be a bride of Christ and would re­main a vir­gin for the eter­nal Lord. The mother once came down to the river­bank and saw the chil­dren play­ing, the chil­dren grop­ing each other’s pri­vate parts, some fuck­ing each other re­ally and still oth­ers giv­ing the boys a hand­job. Maria was among them, the 12‐year‐old was grab­bing a boy’s cock. Her mother took her by the hand and walked home with her. She re­minded her daugh­ter that the older chil­dren were do­ing some­thing wrong when they fucked each other like mar­ried cou­ples. She must never do that, her mother in­sisted, she was des­tined to be the bride of Christ and must not let the boys fuck her. Maria shyly ob­jected that she was aware of this and that she let ev­ery boy who wanted to fuck her lie on top of her, but he was only al­lowed to fuck and cum be­tween her thighs, some of them also from the out­side into her lit­tle hole. Her mother was hor­ri­fied, how eas­ily such a green­horn could lose con­trol and tear her hy­men! It would be wiser to do it to the boys by hand and she would show her how to do it straight away. Be­fore Maria could re­ply that she had al­ready done it, her mother called Don Jaime over and told Maria that she would show her how to do it by hand.
 

Don Jaime en­tered and Maria now had con­fir­ma­tion of a long‐held sus­pi­cion. The young man paid no at­ten­tion to her daugh­ter, but kissed her mother di­rectly on the lips and their tongues kissed in­ti­mately in the French man­ner. He pushed her onto the large chest in front of the mar­i­tal bed and while they were still french‐kiss­ing, he un­did her belt so that the dress slipped apart, re­veal­ing her mother’s naked body, her round preg­nant belly and full breasts. Maria had rarely seen her mother naked and looked at her cu­ri­ously. Her mother pressed her bare thighs left and right against Jaime and leaned back. She was so aroused by the French kiss­ing that she also for­got about her daugh­ter. She un­but­toned Jaime’s breeches, took his cock in her hand and in­serted it into her vagina. Maria stood frozen, watch­ing her brother‐in‐law fuck her mother for the first time. Don Jaime was the only one in the whole fam­ily who had light blonde hair, as did the youngest sib­lings, the blonde twins. The re­al­iza­tion that the twins were de­scended from Don Jaime hit Maria like a bolt of light­ning. 


The mother came to her senses at that mo­ment and stopped Jaime, who was ready to cum. She pulled out his cock, which left a large hole in her cunt and which grad­u­ally closed again, and told Jaime she wanted to show Maria a hand­job. Don Jaime grum­bled a lit­tle and nod­ded. The mother beck­oned Maria over. She showed her the hand­job and Maria nod­ded af­ter a mo­ment, she had un­der­stood how to do it, she whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly. The mother grabbed her hand and let her grasp the cock. “Well, you go on then, make the High Lord, your un­cle, cum re­ally hard!” said the mother and Maria grabbed it prop­erly. She had only ever rubbed small, thin boys’ cocks be­fore and now she was rub­bing a grown man’s cock. But she knew ex­actly what to do, she rubbed Jaime’s cock with vig­or­ous aban­don. Thick pro­trud­ing veins ran through the cock, Maria let the fore­skin slide dili­gently over the glans, back and forth. “He’s about to squirt,” Maria mur­mured nobly, “I can feel ex­actly that he’s rear­ing up hard and about to squirt!” With a shy side­ways glance at her mother, she asked, “Can I let him squirt on my slit?”, but her mother just shrugged her shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently. Maria quickly lifted her skirt and saw the greedy gleam in Jaime’s eyes as she rubbed his thick, dark red glans against her labia, press­ing it into her vagi­nal en­trance. She only had to rub him for a few more min­utes be­fore Don Jaime squirted in rich, white jets be­tween her labia in her vagi­nal en­trance. The mother was very pleased and said it out loud. 


She re­al­ized, of course, that her lover was far from fin­ished and sent Maria out to close the door prop­erly be­hind her. Ac­cus­tomed to her daugh­ter al­ways car­ry­ing out her in­struc­tions, she ac­cepted. Maria had first closed the door and then se­cretly opened it a crack. Maria spied for the first time; she had only now reached the age when she was in­ter­ested in sex. Her mother now dropped her dress com­pletely, she was a 30‐year‐old with a medium fig­ure, her small preg­nant belly curved del­i­cately un­der her small, full breasts and her black hair fell down to shoul­der length. Her wide‐open cunt was still glis­ten­ing wet from the short fuck be­fore and she spread her labia a few times to pre­pare her­self for the fuck. She pulled Jaime’s pants down to his knees and let her­self be fucked sit­ting on the chest. Maria was very ex­cited when the cock pen­e­trated deep into her vagina and then went in and out evenly. Maria watched breath­lessly and won­dered why her mother was mas­tur­bat­ing while be­ing fucked. She had al­ways thought that it was her dis­cov­ery, her very pri­vate se­cret, to mas­tur­bate in se­cret. The mother trig­gered her or­gasm at the mo­ment Jaime went into the fi­nal spurt. Her or­gasm sub­sided very quickly and now she grabbed him by the but­tocks and pressed him against her­self. Jaime tried to pull his cock out be­fore he squirted, but she pushed it in. “Go ahead and squirt, my love, maybe it’ll be twins again!” she gasped jok­ingly and Maria now had her con­fir­ma­tion. She left the two of them im­me­di­ately af­ter Don Jaime had fin­ished squirt­ing and pulled his cock out. 


The mother was of­ten preg­nant, but she never had an­other liv­ing child, most were still­born or died of their own ac­cord af­ter a few weeks. She only had Maria from her hus­band and the twins from Don Jaime. Ev­ery few months the fa­ther came home for a few days, three times a day the old hut shook and rum­bled, as he fucked the mother so hard. Mean­while, Maria sat out­side with Don Jaime, who had taught her how to kiss in French man­ners. They kissed un­til he couldn’t stand it any longer, squirt or fuck. Fuck­ing, Maria de­cided, and they lis­tened to their par­ents fuck­ing. Maria did it to Don Jaime a few times with her hand be­cause he wanted it or let her­self be fucked be­tween her thighs and squirted into her vagi­nal en­trance, which she ac­tu­ally pre­ferred. And Don Jaime knew very well that he wasn’t al­lowed to take her vir­gin­ity. 


It was orig­i­nally Maria who had her eye on her mother’s lover. She took ad­van­tage of his help­less­ness when the fa­ther came home for a few days and, of course, fucked the mother like hell. Don Jaime was heart­bro­ken, but the big brother and his po­si­tion were un­touch­able. Maria of­fered him a hand­job, quite in­no­cently, and then not only when the fa­ther was dis­plac­ing the brother, but al­ways when the mother wasn’t look­ing. Maria gave him a hand­job when­ever the op­por­tu­nity arose and made the un­cle cum in her vagi­nal en­trance ev­ery time. She talked him into it be­cause he was the only one she was in love with at the time. She grad­u­ally got him to for­get the hand job and fuck her be­tween her thighs and cum in­side her vagi­nal en­trance as he squirted. Yes, she took her in­fat­u­a­tion even fur­ther. 


She made him, in­stead of fuck­ing be­tween her thighs, fuck in­side her vagi­nal en­trance from the be­gin­ning and cum there too. She went one step fur­ther, he was the only one al­lowed to press his glans against the hole in her hy­men and squirt deep in­side her vagina. No one else was al­lowed to do that. 


“Make me a child, Un­cle,” she breathed into his ear when he had squirted in­side, “Make me a child!” Don Jaime was amazed at her naivety, the lit­tle girl hadn’t even had her pe­riod yet! But he breathed into her ear, “I would love to make you a child, princess,” whis­pered the wom­an­izer, “you just have to let me in prop­erly!” Maria wa­vered back and forth for days, un­de­cided. Then she made up her mind. “Come on, My­lord, come in with all your might, I want a child!” She spread her legs wide to al­low Don Jaime to en­ter. The mother and her fix­a­tion on the cursed hy­men could go to hell!


But now one of the first mir­a­cles in Mary’s life hap­pened. The an­gels made her hy­men rock‐hard and im­pen­e­tra­ble. No mat­ter how much he pressed and thrust, the an­gels held him back with all their might. He pressed as hard as he could, but the hy­men was stretched to break­ing point, but it did not tear. They were both at a com­plete loss and crossed them­selves, this was the devil’s work! From then on, he fucked her so that the hy­men stretched to break­ing point and squirted through the suf­fi­ciently large hole into her vagina. 


They cheated on her mother for years with­out her sus­pect­ing a thing. Don Jaime saved up enough se­men so that he could squirt on her mother with­out em­bar­rass­ment, and Maria re­ported on her hand­jobs on the river­bank at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, so she didn’t need to lie. But when Maria spied on her mother now, she al­most died of jeal­ousy. It took her a lot of strength and hon­esty to ad­mit to her­self that she was the real thief. Nev­er­the­less, she of­ten threw her­self onto her bed and cried into the pil­lows.


Maria had a very am­biva­lent im­age of her mother. On the one hand, she was deeply re­li­gious, prayed a lot and the whole world praised her chastity, her chaste life with­out scan­dals and her fre­quent preg­nan­cies to bear sub­jects for the Catholic Kings. On the other hand, the mother let her­self be fucked by any­one who could pay 3 pieces of sil­ver. The baker and the butcher, the monk and the porter, she re­ally let her­self be fucked by any­one. Her heart be­longed solely to her fa­ther and Don Jaime, not even to Messer Abra­ham, the sil­ver­smith who came once a week and was one of the few who could fuck her to or­gasm.


When Maria was 14, she sud­denly re­al­ized how poorly she and the twins were dressed; they wore the same dirty rags year in, year out. Maria did not dis­cuss this with her mother, she had a new dress made for her­self and new breeches for the twins. She also had white linen blouses made for all. She also had a beau­ti­ful dress made for her mother. Un­seen, she reached into the pot where her mother hid the sil­ver coins. She looked her mother in the eye and jus­ti­fied her de­ci­sion. The mother was very happy about the new dress and passed over Maria’s grasp of her trea­sure. Maria now made sure that all four of them were al­ways prop­erly dressed. No one called her a rag princess since then.


Once, when her fa­ther had left for the army again, Maria heard her mother re­ply when Don Jaime had asked her, that the fa­ther had a big cock like a horse and fucked there­fore in­cred­i­bly well! Maria flinched, be­cause she had never seen her fa­ther’s cock be­fore and her mind was rac­ing with strange ideas. She had watched a few times as her girl­friends sneaked into the sta­bles and mas­tur­bated the horse by hand. The cock was re­ally huge, an arm’s length long and didn’t get com­pletely hard, but it squirted onto the floor in rich, solid jets. The girls shrieked with plea­sure! Maria imag­ined her fa­ther in the same way and sud­denly un­der­stood why her mother screamed with plea­sure when he made the house shake. But sex­u­al­ity thrives on when tight­en­ing the screws more and more. The girl­friends were soon tired of mas­tur­bat­ing the horse. One who was the leader of the Ama­zons, who as a bat­tle group some­times jumped on the boys on the river­bank and raped them with loud screams, this leader named Avala had de­cided to let her­self be fucked by the stal­lion named Ro­drigo. The an­nounce­ment alone earned her a lot of sym­pa­thy points, what a brave and dar­ing bitch she was! She let her dress slide to the floor and knelt naked un­der the an­i­mal’s belly. The two girls, who had mas­tur­bated the stal­lion’s cock and he had ex­tended his cock to arm’s length, now la­bo­ri­ously stuffed the half‐soft pipe a few cen­time­ters into the girl’s fuck­hole from be­hind. The horse turned its head and stared stupidly at the lit­tle hu­mans, what did they want from him? Ro­drigo wasn’t fuck­ing, not a bit, so what was that all about?  The girls mas­tur­bated him and let him squirt into Avalas cun­t­hole. When they pulled his cock out, his sperm ran out of her cun­t­hole like some­thing. Maria felt sick and threw up on the floor. This ver­sion of fuck­ing was in­ter­est­ing for a while, Maria had some­how re­signed her­self to the fact that ev­ery­one found it so in­sanely dar­ing, that the leader let the stal­lion squirt in­side her cun­t­hole. But the in­ter­est waned a lit­tle. Now they chased the stal­lion, who had squirted good‐na­turedly into the Ama­zon’s fuck­hole, onto a mare. One of them lifted the mare’s tail and held it up, they pushed the stal­lion with his nos­trils onto the mare’s cleft and his cock im­me­di­ately re­acted. The mare didn’t want to fuck and kicked hard back­wards, but the stal­lion wanted it badly. Yes, that was the real thing! He let his cock come out mag­nif­i­cently and jumped onto the mare. The girls stuffed his cock into the mare’s cunt and screamed loudly. The stal­lion did his duty and af­ter a short time the girls screamed: “He’s squirt­ing, he’s squirt­ing!” Maria watched the spec­ta­cle breath­lessly, so this was the fa­ther jump­ing on the mother and mak­ing the hut shake!
 

Avala changed her ap­proach some  time later, she had been fucked from be­hind by Ro­drigo and she wanted to try out some­thing new. She asked Maria, who was stronger than Luzia, to hold Ro­drigo’s cock so he wouldn’t im­pale her like yes­ter­day. Luzia hadn’t held Ro­drigo’s cock prop­erly when the stupid guy re­al­ized his task and started fuck­ing wildly. Avala saved her­self by mov­ing for­ward, so that he couldn’t ram his cock all the way in from be­hind, but she was fucked like hell! So Alva now fetched a bench and lay down on it with her back, she wanted now to be fucked from the front. Maria and Luzia knelt left and right, Luzia rubbed and read­ied his cock. Avala put one leg on Luzia’s shoul­der and the other on Maria’s shoul­der. Maria guided the cock into Avala’s cun­t­hole, a span deep and then held it tightly. The stal­lion Ro­drigo knew what he had to do straight away and fucked Avala hard. Maria held him tight and when she felt Avala’s leg be­gin to trem­ble, she rubbed Avala’s cli­toris with the heel of her hand, hold­ing the cock at the same time. Ro­drigo squirted and Avala’s trem­bling sub­sided. Maria and Avala ex­changed a look and Avala nod­ded, she wanted to con­tinue. Maria in­serted his cock again, a lit­tle deeper now. She paid at­ten­tion to Avala’s leg and rubbed the cli­toris with the heel of her hand. Ro­drigo squirted again and Avala stretched out her trem­bling legs, they shiv­ered re­ally hard and then that was it! While the girls now led the stal­lion to the mare, Avala re­mained sit­ting dazed and sad. Tears dripped down her cheeks, which she ab­sent­mind­edly wiped away. She was com­pletely ex­hausted and sad, Maria could see that. Maria sat down with her, laid an arm around her shoul­ders and af­ter a while asked how it has been? Avala replied in a shy whis­per, “You know the porter En­rico, the big ne­gro? I some­times made him fuck with two pieces of sil­ver. He also has a big cock like the stal­lion, but he fucks me for a very long time, maybe a quar­ter of an hour, un­til I have an or­gasm, then I let him squirt in­side. He fucks best of all, I can tell you that! And Ro­drigo, he fucks far too short, he squirts af­ter just a minute, that’s too short for me to get an or­gasm. If you hadn’t rubbed me with the heel of your hand, I wouldn’t have had an or­gasm.” Avala re­mained silent and af­ter a while Maria asked if she thought it was nor­mal to fuck the stal­lion? Avala smiled broadly: “Do you think I’d be the only one!?”  Maria didn’t ask any fur­ther, al­though she would have liked to know who else was get­ting fucked by the stal­lion? It went on like this for a long time, Maria made sure that Avala wasn’t im­paled and reached or­gasm on the sec­ond or third fuck. At night she whis­pered her ad­ven­tures with Avala into Pablo’s ear, who got re­ally horny at the idea and cummed won­der­fully and hard. She didn’t tell any­one else about it, be­cause it was per­haps some­thing very naughty. Avala soon learned not to let her­self be im­paled and Ro­drigo learned that she set the pace with her heels in his flanks. Maria rubbed Avala’s clit with her fin­ger and trig­gered the or­gasm at just the right mo­ment when Ro­drigo squirted. The girls led Ro­drigo through the sta­ble along the row of mares, ob­serv­ing which one he showed in­ter­est in, and they also made sure that he jumped on a dif­fer­ent mare each day. 


Maria, how­ever, stayed with Avala on the bench when Ro­drigo was gone and knelt be­side her bench. Avala also knew the French Art of kiss­ing and they kissed each other like lovers. Avala loved be­ing mas­tur­bated by Maria af­ter fuck­ing Ro­drigo, her calves and thighs trem­bling on the race to or­gasm. She stretched her legs wide in or­gasm and kissed Maria with grat­i­tude. This went on for a good six months, then Avala was caught let­ting Ro­drigo fuck her. Oh Heaven! The woman crossed her­self three times and ran scream­ing to Avala’s mother, who just shrugged her shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently. But her brother, who fucked Avala night af­ter night, beat the liv­ing day­lights out of her and even punched her a black eye. That was the end of the fuck­ing with Ro­drigo. Or some­thing like that.


Avala didn’t miss the chance to be fucked by Ro­drigo ev­ery few weeks, only now there were two girls stand­ing guard out­side the sta­bles. She was never caught again. Avala didn’t need a girl to hold Ro­drigo’s cock back any­more. She drove Ro­drigo on with her heels and let the stal­lion fuck her re­ally, re­ally hard, she could now con­trol her­self very well, how deep the cock was al­lowed to pen­e­trate her cunt. Most of the time she fucked his cock, she was ex­tremely ac­tive and drove the stupid look­ing Ro­drigo on un­til he got hot and re­ally got go­ing. The girl­friends watched breath­lessly as Avala fucked the stal­lion like a fury, un­til he got go­ing and fucked the girl like crazy. Maria com­mu­ni­cated with her eyes whether she should trig­ger her or­gasm with her fin­ger, but it was mostly not nec­es­sary. The girl­friends led Ro­drigo to the mares, Avala and Maria left the bench and lay naked in the straw bales. They kissed in­ces­santly in the French way and Maria usu­ally mas­tur­bated Avala from or­gasm to or­gasm, but not very of­ten the other way around. Avala wanted to se­duce Maria into lick­ing her clit, but she was truly dis­gusted by the clitlick­ing. Mostly she couldn’t stop Avala from lick­ing her cunt and clit de­spite her protests. She was dis­gusted on the one hand, but on the other she had won­der­ful, strong or­gasms where stars bursted be­hind her closed eye­lids, and buried af­ter­wards her sweat­ing bright‐red face on Avala’s breasts in deep shame. They only gave up this af­ter­noon love­mak­ing hours, when Maria came to the con­vent. Years later, she met Avala again in a whore­house. They fell into each other’s arms, but the sex no longer worked. One was hon­estly the Bride of Christ and the other sold her­self for a few pieces of sil­ver. Car­men took care of Avala’s son while Avala let her­self be fucked one by one in the back of the cham­ber and of course she was en­chanted by Avala’s fuck­ing. Avala’s five‐year‐old son Fe­lipe, who had been fa­thered by her de­spi­ca­ble brother, was a sweet, clever child, who had al­ready mem­o­rized hun­dreds of Latin prayers from Sis­ter Car­men and also a lit­tle church Latin, so that he un­der­stood the mean­ing of the prayers. Car­men loved Fe­lipe very much.


These teenage years were in­creas­ingly char­ac­ter­ized by sex­ual ac­tiv­ity. Ev­ery day Maria let her­self be fucked be­tween her thighs by the river­bank, she let the bet­ter boys squirt into her vagi­nal en­trance, where they were al­lowed to squirt through the hole that Don Jaime kept drilling. She gave the oth­ers a hand job at the end. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery night and the twins watched her. They got big­ger and were al­lowed to stick their lit­tle dicks through the hole in her hy­men, but there was no fuck­ing, just squirm­ing and laugh­ing. When they could squirt, they sat on Maria’s thighs, one on the left and one on the right, and watched greed­ily as she mas­tur­bated, rub­bing their cocks in a race. Maria al­ways had to laugh when one of them man­aged to squirt on her cunt.


Maria reg­u­larly told her mother that she only gave the boys hand­jobs and con­cealed the fact that she al­lowed many of them to fuck and squirt be­tween her thighs. She kept her eyes closed and thought she was be­ing fucked by Don Jaime. She only al­lowed the boys to touch her labia with their glans and squirt on them while fuck­ing. Very rarely, when she had got­ten car­ried away with fuck­ing her un­cle Jaime, one or the other glans slipped into her vagi­nal en­trance to squirt through the hole. But she stub­bornly re­mained a vir­gin.
 

At 17, her mother gave her away to the con­vent. 


One of the sis­ters ex­am­ined her and con­firmed to the Mother Su­pe­rior that she was virgo in­tacta, a true vir­gin. The Mother Su­pe­rior now let ev­ery­one go out and con­ducted the one‐on‐one in­ter­view. The Mother Su­pe­rior had once been a duchess and had led a very worldly life, with many, even many af­fairs, and had gone into a con­vent af­ter the duke’s death. Now she wanted to know ev­ery­thing about Maria, she had to tell ev­ery­thing. About play­ing by the river, the hand­jobs and the boys who were al­lowed to squirt be­tween her thighs or through her hole. She didn’t men­tion Don Jaime or her mother at all, but when asked by the Mother Su­pe­rior she ad­mit­ted, that she had been ly­ing in the straw with Avala for a year to give her an or­gasm with her fin­ger and they kissed like lovers. She looked down bash­fully, no, her friend rarely did it to her with her fin­ger, she much pre­ferred to do it to her with her tongue. And no, she con­tin­ued shame­fully, she never licked her girl­friend be­cause it dis­gusted her. Mother Su­pe­rior nod­ded and said, she knew ex­actly what Maria was talk­ing about. And how of­ten did she do it her­self? the old woman asked, gig­gling. “Ev­ery night, Re­spectable Mother,” Maria said meekly, “ev­ery night un­til I’m tired and fall asleep. “Alone?” the old woman asked sternly, and Maria nod­ded. “Well, the twins some­times watch me, but you couldn’t for­bid the lit­tle ones to do that.” The old woman, whose age Maria couldn’t es­ti­mate and who must be some­where be­tween 70 and 100 years old, put her fin­ger­tips to­gether. “Mas­tur­bat­ing, when you do it your­self, is a sin, it must al­ways be con­fessed. But I was young my­self and I know how in­tense the de­sire for sex­ual re­lax­ation can be. So then, do it se­cretly and don’t talk about it!” The old duchess waited un­til Maria nod­ded in agree­ment. “Our spir­i­tual mas­ters are also men un­der the cowl, dear Maria, and since you want to be­come a bride of Christ, I ad­mon­ish you. Men are men, they will want to fuck you, ev­ery sin­gle one of them. It’s in their blood, so it’s for­giv­able. But re­sist them, fight them off! What I can al­low you to do with a clear con­science is to do it to them with your hand. It’s not a sin, it’s not shame­ful and it’s enough for the vast ma­jor­ity of the men. I rec­om­mend you do that, it’s fine by me. But if some­one asks too much of you, send him to the devil, or bet­ter still, to me. They fear me more than the devil, hi­hihi!” The wrin­kle‐ugly old woman’s laugh­ter was so poi­sonous‐creepy that it sent a cold shiver down Maria’s spine.


“Maria, Maria! All the sis­ters here are called Maria, some with their first name, most with their mid­dle name. That’s why I’m giv­ing you a new name, the name you’ll go by as a sis­ter from now on: Car­men!” Maria ob­jected that she would only be­come a sis­ter af­ter two years as a novice, but the Mother Su­pe­rior brushed the ob­jec­tion aside like an an­noy­ing fly. “Novice Car­men, that’s right, but then Sis­ter Car­men.” The au­di­ence was over. “If you have any ques­tions that the oth­ers can­not or should not an­swer, then come to me, Car­men!” Car­men bowed deeply and kissed the old woman’s wrin­kled hand.
 

The novice Car­men was deeply re­li­gious, she learned hun­dreds of Latin prayers and a bit of church Latin. Dur­ing the day she worked dili­gently in the or­chard, in the veg­etable and herb gar­dens. Af­ter go­ing to bed, she closed her eyes to wor­ship her heav­enly bride­groom and look at his naked body. She wanted to be­come his bride with all her heart and give her­self to him with all her love, let­ting him and his gi­ant cock fuck her with sweet aban­don. These were the most beau­ti­ful, fer­vent fan­tasies she in­dulged in while mas­tur­bat­ing. In the morn­ing, she got up two hours be­fore the oth­ers, knelt in the chapel and held her erotic di­a­log with her heav­enly lover.


Two years later, her train­ing was com­plete, she solemnly took her vows and threw her­self into her du­ties. Like some of the other sis­ters, dur­ing the day she went to the dis­rep­utable tav­erns and the nu­mer­ous whore­houses to pray with the whores. She of­ten had to sit on a stool and wait un­til the whore and the man had fin­ished fuck­ing. She let the beads of the rosary slip through her fin­gers and watched the fuck­ing with in­ter­est. She wasn’t al­lowed to do it her­self, but no one had for­bid­den her to watch. She could usu­ally ar­range it so, that she could see the fuck­ing from start to fin­ish. She re­al­ized, of course, that the devil would have liked to tempt her to mas­tur­bate se­cretly while watch­ing them, but she stood firm and stuck her tongue out at the mean  cor­rupter. Ev­ery whore fucked in her own way, ev­ery man in his own way. It was usu­ally a very hu­mil­i­at­ing way of earn­ing money, but no man dared to be­tray or beat the girl when she sat there look­ing stern. These horny im­ages made her fan­ta­size when mas­tur­bat­ing at night. She knew she would only give her­self to the Lord of Heaven. Night af­ter night she dreamed of how she would give her­self to the Lord, more in­ti­mately and pas­sion­ately than any whore she watched fuck­ing. How­ever, she had no idea what the heav­enly lord’s cock was like, be­cause she had seen hun­dreds of cocks that were rarely like any other.


Once the man had left the room, she started pray­ing while the girl wiped her pussy with a cloth. Very few of her flock were old, il­lu­sion­less women who didn’t give a shit about pray­ing. Most were young and pretty, out­cast wives or young girls with­out pro­tec­tion or guardians. Most of them mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing, be­cause they were nor­mal, nat­u­ral be­ings with feel­ings and sen­sa­tions who nat­u­rally got a lit­tle aroused and needed to re­lax when they fucked. Car­men wasn’t at all sur­prised that some of them mas­tur­bated ten or 15 times a day af­ter ev­ery fuck. She was good to ev­ery­one and like a car­ing sis­ter, be­cause many needed some­one to talk to or to hold the baby when the girl had to earn the money. Sis­ter Car­men was very pop­u­lar with the whores, it’s fair to say.
 

While still a novice, she was quickly caught up in the Mother Su­pe­rior’s pre­dic­tions. With­out ex­cep­tion, ev­ery con­fes­sor who came to the con­vent to hear con­fes­sions, ev­ery monk and ev­ery dea­con asked her qui­etly if she would let him fuck her. She re­fused with a smile and said kindly that she could only do him by hand, but she was ex­cel­lent at that. No one tried to force her or be­came so in­so­lent that she had to threaten him with the Mother Su­pe­rior. They went into a quiet cor­ner in si­lence, she took his cock out from un­der his robe and did it to him. She flipped up her habit and guided his cock into her vagi­nal en­trance to let him squirt in through the hole, they all liked that. If a sis­ter did come by, she would take a quick look at what was hap­pen­ing and moved on. It was noth­ing spe­cial — a novice who had pushed her habit way up, rubbed his cock be­tween her bare thighs and let him squirt into her hole. Car­men wasn’t the only one who gave the fa­thers and fratres hand­jobs, they all did it.


Once or twice a month, a bishop or an­other high dig­ni­tary came by and stayed a few nights in the con­vent. The Mother Su­pe­rior usu­ally as­signed Car­men to wait on him, as she knew her se­crets. Car­men had learned good man­ners from her mother and the High Lords, who were mostly mem­bers of the no­bil­ity and praised her. They usu­ally had a few com­pan­ions with them, whom the wise Mother Su­pe­rior as­signed to other nuns. Nuns who had noth­ing against a juicy morn­ing fuck, if the Lords so de­sired. She only as­signed a re­spectable vir­gin to the bishop, car­di­nal or pa­pal en­voy. That re­flected well on the con­vent and on her­self. And it was clear to her that she could rely on Car­men. Car­men took care of ev­ery­thing dur­ing the day to­gether with the bishop’s staff, but in the evening she was the last to help him un­dress and gen­tly wash and oil his body. “No­ble sir, may I wash your stiff rooster too?” she asked when he hadn’t said any­thing be­fore­hand. He nod­ded wearily and she washed his cock con­sci­en­tiously.
 

“Take off your robe and lie with me,” they all said. She had con­sulted the Mother Su­pe­rior the first time, who told her what she could and could not do. Car­men took off her habit and lay naked with the Lord. If they did not yet know each other, she said that she was a bride of Christ and did not want to be fucked. They un­der­stood, for they were ed­u­cated, sen­si­tive gen­tle­men. A few let them­selves be gen­tly em­braced and warmed, that was all they wanted. But most of them asked her to do it to them by hand, some even sev­eral times in a row. Car­men sat down cross‐legged next to the gen­tle­man to mas­tur­bate him. She al­lowed her­self to be ca­ressed and touched all over her body, which was fine. Many grabbed her pussy be­cause it sweet­ened the squirt­ing. Af­ter­wards, she lay warmly against him and they slept un­til morn­ing. 


The news of the beau­ti­ful vir­gin nat­u­rally also reached the Moor­ish ruler, so the de­scrip­tions of the 24‐year‐old aroused the in­ter­est of the loin‐lame ruler of all be­liev­ers (of this prov­ince, — but no one dared to say this im­por­tant ad­di­tion). The old ruler him­self was no longer in­ter­ested in vir­gins or women at all, he was more drawn to the hand­some boys. But his son, who was grad­u­ally tak­ing over the day‐to‐day busi­ness, was filled with in­tense de­sire. So he or­dered the girl to be brought to him. The wiser ones tried in vain to talk him out of this non­sense. There were con­tracts, reg­u­la­tions and agree­ments on how to deal with monas­ter­ies, nuns and priests. The young man, how­ever, was stub­born, head­strong and ne­far­i­ous. He could have any girl in the  taif,  which was the prov­ince, but he only wanted her now. 


The Mother Su­pe­rior re­ceived the min­is­ters, as they had left the armed es­cort out­side, as pre­scribed. She shook her head in the neg­a­tive, that was not pos­si­ble. The min­is­ters left again. They came twice more; the crown prince had sent them back again with the wildest in­sults. Car­men sat silently in the back­ground be­cause the Mother Su­pe­rior wouldn’t let her speak, only lis­ten. 


One of the min­is­ters, how­ever, was a traitor be­yond com­pare. He took the crown prince aside, he had seen Car­men with his own eyes and de­scribed her beauty in the high­est terms. The crown prince shouted at the un­suc­cess­ful min­is­ters and yanked them by their hair and beards. He had his most beau­ti­ful horse sad­dled and rode the sec­ond most beau­ti­ful him­self. He rode into the monastery court­yard with 50 body­guards. He didn’t care that this was al­ready an out­rage. Spurs clank­ing and fully armed, he trudged to the ma­tron, the Mother Su­pe­rior. She turned pale. 


Car­men had seen all this, quickly put on her most beau­ti­ful frock and fixed her hair, then she en­tered the re­cep­tion hall. The crown prince jumped up and of­fered her the high­est obei­sance. The Mother Su­pe­rior and he palavered for al­most an hour, but the Mother Su­pe­rior did not give an inch, con­tracts, agree­ments, ar­range­ments. The prince lost his com­po­sure. He threat­ened to raze the monastery to the ground, he shouted. In the ter­ri­ble si­lence, Car­men stood up, ig­nor­ing the ban on speak­ing. “If she were al­lowed to serve the young gen­tle­man like a car­di­nal, a bishop or a pa­pal en­voy with hu­mil­ity and honor, she would go with the gen­tle­man. It was not nec­es­sary to threaten ev­ery­one with de­struc­tion and scare them to death!” The prince bowed low again de­spite the re­buke and Car­men looked at the mother su­pe­rior. The duchess re­al­ized how clev­erly Car­men had de­fused the sit­u­a­tion. It was at least a gain of time, so that she could send mes­sen­gers to the Span­ish army. She had the crown prince solemnly de­clare that he would treat the maiden Car­men as a no­ble lady and re­turn her un­harmed the fol­low­ing day. She had im­me­di­ately re­al­ized that it would be a good ex­change for ev­ery­one if Car­men be­came his bride and not Christ’s. She im­me­di­ately had lots of good ideas about how she could pro­ceed with the courtship and what she could wrest from the Moor. So the Mother Su­pe­rior agreed and Car­men went out like a queen in the midst of the body­guards. She had never been on a horse be­fore, but the clever an­i­mal took the lead and brought her gen­tly and good‐na­turedly to the palace of Ba­homet.
 

Prince Ba­homet knew how to deal with ladies, he had food and drink served, mu­si­cians and dancers did their best. Even his il­lus­tri­ous fa­ther came shuf­fling up tiredly, in­spected Car­men from top to bot­tom with my­opic eyes, ex­am­ined her as if at a horse mar­ket and then praised her beauty. Prince Ba­homet blushed with joy and thanked Mr. Papa. He sent ev­ery­one away, say­ing it was time to go to bed. He es­corted Car­men to her room. The mo­ment that de­cided his and Car­men’s fate re­ally only lasted a mo­ment. 


Car­men had been think­ing all evening about whether she should ac­cept his courtship. It would be a huge step up, even as a con­cu­bine she could keep the im­petu­ous lad in line a lit­tle. The fact that she would no longer be able to go to her friends, the young whores, sad­dened her greatly, but it was not an un­rea­son­able price to pay. How­ever, the be­trayal of Je­sus Christ him­self weighed most heav­ily. She had sworn an oath and was well on her way to break­ing it. She knew that it was pos­si­ble to re­main a Chris­tian among the Moors, that was well known. But she could no longer re­main a vir­gin, she was aware of that too. The prince would pen­e­trate her with his cock and im­preg­nate her, just as Don Jaime pen­e­trated her mother day af­ter day and im­preg­nated her con­tin­u­ously. Was that what she wanted? Or to wait chastely for Christ to pen­e­trate her? The very fact that she was con­sid­er­ing all this in her mind spoke against Christ. Be­ing a princess, that was some­thing! She would or­der Don Jaime over, he would have to un­pack his cock and he would have to fuck her all night long, the dear sweet guy!
 

The mo­ment had ar­rived. The prince kissed her grace­fully on both cheeks and asked her to drop her dress. Car­men had un­dressed in the pres­ence of so many car­di­nals and bish­ops that it was easy for her. The Mother Su­pe­rior had ex­pressly per­mit­ted it, in­deed, she would lie down naked with the prince and do it with her hand. The prince took three steps back and looked at the beau­ti­ful naked woman. He stepped for­ward, he stepped back and ad­mired the girl. A torch be­gan to blaze and she saw the suf­fer­ing face of Christ in the flames. He looked at her with un­speak­able sad­ness, for the prince had opened his breeches and ap­proached Car­men with a stiff cock, press­ing his cock be­tween her thighs, di­rectly on her labia. Christ looked even sad­der. She was about to be­tray her eter­nal mas­ter! 


Now the mo­ment had ar­rived!


Did she do it her­self or did Christ guide her hand? She sud­denly had the prince’s sharp dag­ger in her hand and cut into his face, across his cheek. He cried out, the two body­guards wres­tled her down and snatched the dag­ger from her.
 

The mo­ment was over.


Blood trick­led from be­tween the prince’s fin­gers. He shouted for the guard to lock her in her room and ran off to the sur­geon. Car­men, still naked, sat on the bed and cried un­til morn­ing. The two an­gels in her heart wres­tled with each other. One praised her stead­fast­ness in keep­ing her oath, her love for the Lord Christ. The other, how­ever, had only con­tempt and curses for her. No glit­ter­ing ca­reer as a princess, no beau­ti­ful shag­ging with Don Jaime and no blond chil­dren from him, no help for her en­slaved peo­ple. The prince would rage and mur­der the Spaniards be­cause he would have the dis­fig­ur­ing scar on his face for life and it would break open, bleed and hurt ev­ery time he ap­proached a girl in love. Car­men wept bit­terly, be­cause both an­gels were right, she had won and lost at the same time. The two guards out­side the open door kept look­ing at her, not to ad­mire her naked­ness or beauty, but be­cause they had never seen any­one cry and weep so bit­terly and des­per­ately. 


At dawn she was brought food and drink, which calmed her down to some ex­tent. She was al­most cer­tain that she had Christ to choose. The sun was al­ready ap­proach­ing noon when she was brought a sim­ple dress and led down to the throne room. Prince Ba­homet, with a plas­ter on his cheek, and his fa­ther presided, thirty courtiers and maid­ens seated be­side them. The crown prince said that an as­sault on the ruler could only be pun­ished by death. The fa­ther raised his hand. What did she have to say to that? 


Car­men knew crys­tal clear that it was now a mat­ter of life and death. “First of all,” she be­gan her de­fense, “first of all, I didn’t at­tack the ruler, only his dis­hon­or­able son.” She paused to read the faces of her judges. The fa­ther nod­ded ap­prov­ingly, the prince threat­ened to burst with rage. “Sec­ondly,” she con­tin­ued quickly, “Prince Ba­homet swore to my Mother Su­pe­rior that he would treat me like a lady and bring me back un­harmed. He treated me like a har­lot and threat­ened to do me vi­o­lence. He broke his oath!” Car­men didn’t know where this thought had come from, it was a mir­a­cle. The prince was fum­ing with rage when his fa­ther asked if he had sworn? The prince tried to put wa­ter un­der his keel. “It wasn’t an oath, just a prom­ise. That is true. I didn’t want to do vi­o­lence to Car­men, I was in love and just wanted to fuck her. That’s the whole point of be­ing in love, isn’t it!?” 


The ruler, and that’s what his fa­ther was, thought for a long time. He was daz­zled by Car­men’s beauty, which the dress treach­er­ously re­vealed, and im­pressed that she de­fended her­self with rea­son. “An as­sault on Us is in­deed pun­ish­able by death. You have not hurt Me, but you have hurt my beloved son. You have in­jured him, his blood has flowed. So I or­der him to hurt you, your blood shall flow too. I or­der him to take you, here in front of Our court. More­over, you will be pegged in the town square for three days and two nights, where any­one can fuck you with im­punity. Only then will you be sent home.” The ruler leaned back and stroked the thighs of the vir­gins sit­ting to his left and right. An op­pres­sive si­lence fol­lowed, only the slaves bring­ing in the goat could be heard. The goat was there for the con­demned man to be tied over it and whipped. It was like a high stool with four wooden legs and a leather‐cov­ered seat. Car­men was placed on it and bound so that her ass was high in the air.
 Car­men clenched her teeth. She closed her eyes and looked to the Lord Christ. “I wish you would have done it your­self, Lord Christ, but I de­fer to your coun­sel to leave it to this pompous scum­bag. I love you with ev­ery breath and will re­main your bride for­ever!” Christ smiled and fell silent. 


Now the first mir­a­cle oc­curred, and Car­men was the only one who knew about it. Prince Ba­homet had stepped be­hind her and rammed his cock into Car­men’s vagina. She felt noth­ing, no painful tear­ing of the hy­men. It was sim­ply no longer there. Ba­homet was able to fuck her and he did so to his heart’s con­tent, be­cause Car­men’s an­gels had in­jected it into him. The an­gels had to blow magic love­mak­ing pow­der into Ba­homet’s and Car­men’s eyes. One of the an­gels sneezed and a load of the pow­der went into the eye of a vir­gin sit­ting next to the old ruler. Car­men thought long and hard about this mir­a­cle of the hy­men. Had she not been pay­ing at­ten­tion on the river­bank? Or had she let a monk or friar pen­e­trate too deeply dur­ing the hand­job? Had Don Jaime man­aged to de­flower her at some point? Or Pablo? She couldn’t make any sense of it and didn’t have time to think about it any more. Be­cause her body, her vagina and her clit re­sponded won­der­fully to Ba­homet’s fuck­ing. He fucked her for a good 20 min­utes and an an­gel aroused her so much that she flew from or­gasm to or­gasm with soft screams and coo­ing moans. Ba­homet, the ruler of all the be­liev­ers (in this prov­ince) and the en­tire court lis­tened to her love­mak­ing de­light­fully. The old ruler looked in amaze­ment at the vir­gin next to him, who seemed to be hav­ing one or­gasm af­ter an­other like Car­men. The girl pressed her body against her mas­ter and ruler, her ab­domen quiv­ered and trem­bled to the rhythm of Ba­homet’s fuck­ing. The old man pressed the 13‐year‐old against him­self, stroked her sooth­ingly and mur­mured, “Come into my cham­ber tonight, I’ll make you a real woman tonight!” The girl smiled sweetly and kissed her ruler’s bearded cheek. But she kept on or­gas­ming un­til Ba­homet stopped fuck­ing.
 

Then Ba­homet could no longer hold back the squirt­ing and squirted jet af­ter jet deep in­side. He pulled his cock out, but the an­gel didn’t let him go. He was stiff again only af­ter sec­onds and, pushed for­ward by an­gelic force, pen­e­trated Car­men’s vagina again and fucked her once more. Car­men looked with closed eyes at the Lord Christ, who was now smil­ing broadly at her. A warm joy filled her heart, for it was His will and she was grate­ful for it. Ba­homet, ath­letic and young, blessed with a strong man’s cock, fucked Car­men, who was moan­ing and whoop­ing in or­gasm, for more than half an hour and then squirted pow­er­fully into her vagina. He stag­gered back three steps, he had used up all his strength and sank back­wards, where the body­guard caught him.
 The sec­ond and third mir­a­cles hap­pened one af­ter the other. Car­men’s leather shack­les fell to the ground, as if cut by a sharp blade. Car­men stood up and called out in Ara­bic: “My no­ble prince, you have just im­preg­nated me, I can feel it! If you were re­ally of no­ble char­ac­ter, you would take me as your wife and see your son grow up! I know for sure that it will be a son as big and strong as you are! But I must fear that you are not of such no­ble char­ac­ter!” Car­men was just as as­ton­ished as the court, the ruler of all be­liev­ers (in this prov­ince) and the crown prince Ba­homet. They knew all too well that Car­men could only speak Span­ish and a lit­tle church Latin. But not Ara­bic. Def­i­nitely not.
 

Ba­homet blushed deeply and pulled up his pants, he couldn’t say any­thing, in­deed, he re­mained mute for three days. He could no longer take back his or­ders, the vi­cious­ness of which came crash­ing down on his soul like rocks. In the dis­mayed si­lence, only the slaves could be heard car­ry­ing the goat out into the square. Car­men fol­lowed them will­ingly, head­ing to­wards the sec­ond part of her pun­ish­ment. Ba­homet looked des­per­ately to his fa­ther to let it go, but the an­gel shut his mouth. The fa­ther wouldn’t think of re­vok­ing his sen­tence. That was im­pos­si­ble! What ruler would re­voke his judg­ment!?


Car­men was tied to the tres­tle, an arm to the left and right, a leg to the left and right. Her ass stretched high into the air, her cleft open for all to see. As was cus­tom­ary, a whole jug of wine was poured into her, be­cause the in­tox­i­cated woman did not faint and suf­fered the pun­ish­ment while con­scious. The Moors car­ried out this pun­ish­ment quite fre­quently, as for many men it was the only op­por­tu­nity to fuck a woman. Ma­li­cious Span­ish ru­mors said that some Moor­ish women were caught do­ing some­thing on pur­pose in or­der to be fucked in pub­lic by the fel­lows for a whole day. The pun­ish­ment usu­ally only lasted a day.
 

Car­men was quite drunk and stayed that way the whole time as the ruler kept send­ing a jug of wine af­ter the other. Car­men had never been in­tox­i­cated be­fore, but now she felt light as a feather and strangely ex­hil­a­rated. Not a sin­gle Spaniard, not a sin­gle in­hab­i­tant of Toledo, came for­ward to fuck Car­men. The ruler shouted an­grily that his or­ders had to be car­ried out! It was many min­utes be­fore a Moor stepped up be­hind Car­men. He was not par­tic­u­larly strong in the loins, he squirted quickly and hastily and the ruler shouted at his sub­jects. The Moor­ish men ducked their heads and obeyed. One fol­lowed the other and now Car­men was in heat. Ev­ery­one heard her lust, her or­gasms and her loud prayers to Christ, her Lord. One by one, they fucked Car­men un­til mid­day, through the af­ter­noon and deep into the night, un­til the ruler went to bed.


Ev­ery hour, one com­pas­sion­ate woman or an­other brought a bowl of strong wine to quench her thirst in the swel­ter­ing heat and in­tox­i­cate her. Car­men slurred her thanks, be­cause that was how she en­dured the in­ces­sant fuck­ing. She en­joyed the con­stant or­gasms, laugh­ing and cry­ing, shout­ing her Latin prayers all over the square un­til she was hoarse. The sun was set­ting, the peo­ple had gone home and fi­nally she could piss, all the wine and the men’s se­men. She rut­ted like a horse in a wide stream, laugh­ing and fart­ing loudly. She was alone with the kind moon. A friendly Moor lady, who was not afraid of the ruler, walked past the guards and brought her flat­bread, fruit and a jug of wine. She pa­tiently fed Car­men and spoke to her in Ara­bic. Of course, Car­men didn’t un­der­stand a sin­gle word. The woman told her that her poor hus­band’s cock had been par­a­lyzed and in­ca­pac­i­tated for years. But the neigh­bors had dragged him along and sud­denly he could fuck again! He had fucked her, Car­men, a sec­ond time and she had gone home with him and they had fucked twice, like new­ly­weds in love. She now brought her din­ner be­cause she was so grate­ful for her hus­band’s heal­ing. Car­men drank the whole jug of wine and the moon dou­bled it­self. When the woman had left, one of the guards bent down to her and trans­lated what the Arab woman had said. 


Some more men came in the dark­ness, so as not to be seen in  day­light. When the last one had gone, the guards poured her an­other jug of the ruler’s wine and she looked up at the moon, which shared the night sky with a twin. “The moon has a twin too,” the drunk­ard slurred and burst into tears. She re­mem­bered her blonde twins. She did the math. At 12, she was al­lowed to rub Don Jaime on her mother’s be­half for the first time and have him squirt on her labia. At 14 she taught Mas­ter Jaime to fuck her with­out him be­ing able to pen­e­trate the hard­ened hy­men. From 16 on she let one twin, his name was Pablo, fuck her prop­erly. The other one, the… what was his name? the other one was a rough lump at heart. Of course he tried to fuck Maria first, but he failed like Don Jaime be­cause of the rock‐hard hy­men. He turned Maria onto her stom­ach and fucked her in the ass­hole. There, no hy­men could stop him and he didn’t re­ally care which hole he fucked. He was known for his as­saults on the river­bank, Maria had seen it her­self sev­eral times. He waited un­til a boy mounted a girl. Then he jumped on the fuck­ing boy from be­hind and fucked him in the ass­hole. This usu­ally made the boy squirt im­me­di­ately. Now he pushed the use­less boy aside and fucked the ter­ri­fied girl with a broad tri­umphant grin. But his twin Pablo was com­pletely dif­fer­ent. He lay down very close to Maria and mas­tur­bated with her at the same time. When she turned 16, she thought they could try fuck­ing. Don Jaime had al­ready en­larged the hole in her hy­men quite a bit and Pablo’s cock would fit through it if they were care­ful. Pablo’s cock was thin as a pen­cil at first, it went all the way in and so Pablo was the first man to fuck Maria. He em­braced Maria and fucked very, very care­fully and slowly. His cock swelled and Maria breathed, “Make me a baby, my love!” and Pablo nod­ded ea­gerly, he wanted to do that! He was very care­ful and placed his head on Maria’s small breasts, he licked the nip­ples and fucked slowly and cau­tiously. Whe he felt it rise, he stopped fuck­ing and closed his eyes in pas­sion. They waited both for him  squirt­ing in­side very finely. He lis­tened to him­self, tensed up might­ily and squirted, again and again he tensed and squirted in­side. He waited un­til his cock had swelled down again and care­fully pulled it out. Maria en­joyed it like a frenzy when she felt the throb­bing cock in­side her and ev­ery sin­gle jet that he shot into her. She let him fuck her ev­ery night be­cause she could mas­tur­bate at the same time. He had once whis­pered how won­der­ful he could feel her or­gasm with his cock. Un­for­tu­nately, it only lasted a year, then Maria went to the con­vent. Car­men looked up at the twin moons again and laughed softly, then she sank down on the tres­tle and slept un­til morn­ing.
 In the morn­ing, the min­is­ters came out of the cas­tle and shouted loudly that the pun­ish­ment was con­tin­u­ing, the ruler had or­dered it! The women and men sur­rounded Car­men, who was now fucked by one af­ter the other from sun­rise to sun­set. Car­men stag­gered from or­gasm to or­gasm, in­tox­i­cated by the thirst‐quench­ing wine. She kept her eyes closed and watched her eter­nal mas­ter, her voice soon lost and she whis­pered the Latin prayers with­out ceas­ing. When the moon had risen and ev­ery­one had gone home, a man came in the dark­ness, whis­pered with the guards and ap­proached her. She rec­og­nized him im­me­di­ately, Messer Zacharias, an Ital­ian. 


“Come on, Messer Zacharias, come on and fuck me like ev­ery­one else!” Car­men called out softly. But Zacharias shook his head and un­wrapped his bun­dle. “I don’t have the courage to un­tie you, Donna. I fear the Arab’s wrath. But I have brought wine, flat­bread and ham, I will have to feed you.” And so it hap­pened. An Ital­ian He­brew who com­pas­sion­ately fed a Span­ish woman who had been pun­ished and hu­mil­i­ated by an Arab. Car­men ate heartily, drank the whole jug of wine to the brim and thanked the Ital­ian. He left again and she sank into a deep sleep. Dream­ing of Don Jaime, she thought she was be­ing fucked by him, but it was only the two guards who were us­ing the cover of dark­ness to fuck Car­men. Half drunken dream­ing, she whis­pered, “Don Jaime, you may fuck me again, be­cause I haven’t had the twitch­ing yet!” The two guards, nei­ther of whom was called Jaime, were de­lighted by her whim­si­cal mum­blings and egged her on to fuck her again and again. Fi­nally, fi­nally, the in­tox­i­cated dreamer got her or­gasms. Only at dawn were the guards so ex­hausted that they could barely stand guard.


Car­men wel­comed the first men with loud prayers, the sun rose and she saw her eter­nal bride­groom look­ing benev­o­lently at her or­gasms. It warmed her heart and she gave her­self will­ingly, al­though her cir­cu­la­tion was al­most fail­ing from ex­haus­tion. She was re­ally ex­hausted, she prayed for the strength that was grad­u­ally drain­ing from her body. “Be­fore sun­down,” Ba­homet had or­dered his Black Guard, “be­fore sun­down!” Ba­homet had ne­go­ti­ated the pun­ish­ment with his fa­ther be­fore the trial and then given the ter­ri­ble or­der to the Black Guard. Now Ba­homet lay silently cry­ing, his face buried in the pil­lows, un­able to re­voke the or­der.
 

The Black Guard chased the peo­ple apart, but some still watched be­hind the huts to see what was go­ing on in the vil­lage square, in­clud­ing the Mother Su­pe­rior’s spies. The guards­men fucked Car­men, one af­ter the other, and she prayed from or­gasm to or­gasm. She was ex­hausted to death, but the guards­men fucked her re­lent­lessly. She fainted sev­eral times, picked her­self up again and con­tin­ued to or­gasm. She looked be­tween her legs and the guards­man’s legs at the set­ting sun. She re­ally saw him, her eter­nal bride­groom, who was now sur­rounded by a choir of an­gels. Her heart over­flowed with love, she had never had such an in­tense or­gasm, she screamed her soul out, the soul that now flew up to her groom. She screamed and screamed in this last, won­der­ful and very last or­gasm un­til her heart gave out, be­cause now her groom dropped his glis­ten­ing tu­nic and she saw him, saw his glory. He wel­comed her with open arms. 


The head of the Black Guard stomped into Ba­homet’s cham­ber. He stood at at­ten­tion and shouted, “We fucked the Chris­tian dead, as or­dered, my Lord!” Ba­homet looked up, glar­ing at his guards­man as if he wanted to kill him. He found his voice again at that mo­ment. He let out a scream, such a blood­cur­dling scream that the fear­less guards­man took three steps back. The scream echoed through­out the cas­tle and out into the town square, where Car­men had been laid on the ground next to the wooden goat. Car­men, still smil­ing in death, as if she had seen par­adise. 


Car­men’s body was washed in the con­vent, dressed in beau­ti­ful clothes and buried in the con­vent grave­yard. The Mother Su­pe­rior lis­tened very care­fully to the three spies, for they had in­ter­rupted her in the mid­dle of her mas­tur­ba­tion and what they re­ported was worth its weight in gold. She sat naked on her bed, the spies re­ported and could not tear their gaze away from her naked­ness. She was ter­ri­bly skinny, her wrin­kled, ugly breasts sagged sadly and her half open cleft shone wet and was ob­vi­ously rubbed red. She played with her cli­toris as un­self­con­sciously as if it were the most nat­u­ral thing in the world. The spies re­ported what they found out from the body­guards, some­times Car­men had stabbed him even be­fore Ba­homet’s cock touched her, some­times he had al­ready pen­e­trated her cunt when she cut his face deeply. Per­haps the cut was so deep that Ba­homet couldn’t speak for three days. All three of them were present at the court ses­sion and wit­nessed Car­men be­ing fucked for hours by Ba­homet. Of course they un­der­stood Ara­bic and tes­ti­fied that Car­men had called out scream­ing in Ara­bic. The mother su­pe­rior shook her head, un­heard of, the child def­i­nitely didn’t speak Ara­bic! But that was the way it was, all three as­sured her, and then Car­men was tied to the goat in the town’s cen­tral square. No hon­est Spaniard had a go at her, al­though sev­eral hun­dreds of Toledo res­i­dents, men and women, sur­rounded the girl. But the Moors obeyed their ruler, as did most of the sol­diers. The three of them stayed near Car­men day and night to re­port ev­ery word. There was a ru­mor that Ba­homet threw on a beg­gar’s cloak and went out to Car­men to fuck her incog­nito, and that Car­men prayed in Ara­bic, when he fucked her, but none of it was true. One of the spies sneaked into the palace to Ba­homet’s cham­ber. He had been in his cham­ber all night, his fa­ther had sent him the 13‐year‐old girl. He had to obey his fa­ther’s or­ders, he de­flow­ered the cry­ing child and fucked her in­ter­mit­tently un­til dawn, then they fell asleep. The spies were very quiet as they re­ported how the Black Guards­men fucked poor Car­men to death. They told how her face had shone with hap­pi­ness, as if she had seen par­adise at the mo­ment of death. The spies re­mained silent, they had re­ported ev­ery­thing. 


The Mother Su­pe­rior had been play­ing with her clit and rub­bing it vig­or­ously all hour, now the ex­cit­ing story was over and she bent over and rubbed her red­dish and stiff clit so vig­or­ously, that her thin calves trem­bled. She stopped abruptly and asked with a mis­chievous grin if they wouldn’t like to fuck her? They an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive far too quickly and re­gret­ted it, be­cause the old duchess had lost all her charms, damn it! They had to bite the bul­let and fuck the old woman, one af­ter the other. Due to her age, her vagina had shrunk and was as tight as a lit­tle girl’s. The men pen­e­trated quickly and she let out a loud wail as it al­most tore her cun­t­hole apart. Then she urged the young men on like a coach­man, shout­ing ob­scen­i­ties and scream­ing to them to fuck her hard! She or­dered the wait­ing man to rub his cock hard so that he could con­tinue with­out in­ter­rup­tion. She urged him to fuck her hard, us­ing the most ob­scene, filthy lan­guage, un­til she had been fucked a dozen times and fi­nally had a re­ally hard and vi­o­lent or­gasm, her skinny body trem­bled and shook like crazy. She cursed and gave a hand­job to the next guy who was al­ready get­ting ready to fuck her. Then the three guys stood in front of her bed with their cocks hang­ing out, their ta­pered fore­skins trem­bling be­cause they sim­ply couldn’t take any more. She mum­bled that she hadn’t been fucked so well for months and gave each of them two gold coins. The boys knew, that she had a lot of spies and they had some­times to fuck the old Lady, but she never gave more than one gold coin for a good fuck or one sil­ver coin when he couldn’t fuck her.


The Mother Su­pe­rior faith­fully wrote Car­men’s tale of the suf­fer­ing on 16 sheets of ex­pen­sive China pa­per and sent it to the bishop. He sent the orig­i­nal to the Car­di­nal of Sala­manca, who per­son­ally handed it over to Pope Bene­dict IX. He also brought with him the re­ports of mir­a­cles that had taken place in Car­men’s name. The Pope was par­tic­u­larly im­pressed by the mir­a­cle that had hap­pened to Span­ish fish­er­men and sailors. They were pur­sued by a fleet of Arab, Turk­ish and North African pi­rates and prayed in fear of death. A ter­ri­fy­ing storm arose and threw all the pi­rate ships onto the Libyan coast, but gen­tly car­ried the Spaniards to their home shores. The Pope was thrilled! He or­dered a pompous feast day, July 16. He in­cluded Car­men in the canon of mar­tyrs at the solemn morn­ing mass, be­at­i­fied her at the mid­day ser­vice and the can­on­iza­tion took place at the evening ser­vice. Pope Bene­dict then solemnly pro­claimed St. Car­men the pa­tron saint of sailors. How­ever, her story of suf­fer­ing was passed on orally and many whores and chaste vir­gins ven­er­ated Car­men as if she were also their pa­tron saint. 


But Bene­dict locked the Mother Su­pe­rior’s doc­u­ment away in the pa­pal ar­chives, be­cause the Mother Su­pe­rior had re­ported the last three days of Car­men on more than 16 hand­writ­ten pages and the Mother Su­pe­rior’s clear, worldly and un­for­tu­nately also ob­scene lan­guage could in­cite for­ni­ca­tion.


Ba­homet, how­ever, died at the age of 97, one year be­fore his most fiercely and bit­terly fought op­po­nent, El Cid.



● ● ●







A Damn Chaste Jew­ess


by Jack Faber © 2023




Mag­dalena, who was called Lena, had met and fallen in love with the pas­tor Dr. Neu­mann dur­ing her stud­ies. He was an ex­cel­lent match, he taught at the uni­ver­sity, had a very large church parish to look af­ter and was only 20 years older than her. He thought it was time for  him to start a fam­ily. Lena came from a de­vout Protes­tant fam­ily, she was quite de­vout, so she was cer­tainly suited to be­com­ing a pas­tor’s wife. There was an­other ad­van­tage, which she sus­pected more than she knew at the time. At the time, her fam­ily was con­sid­ered Jew­ish, which was by no means an ad­van­tage in Ger­man so­ci­ety af­ter the First World War and was even to prove life‐threat­en­ing in the dis­tant fu­ture. When she mar­ried the “truly Ger­man” pas­tor, the neg­a­tive as­pects of be­ing Jew­ish were erased. She had be­come a real Ger­man. 


Sex was com­pletely taboo in her fam­ily. The par­ents never talked about it, the two daugh­ters had to find ev­ery­thing out for them­selves. The two sis­ters never talked about sex ei­ther, they both lis­tened to each other mas­tur­bate in the night, the sup­pressed sighs, pant­ing or soft moans. Lena and her older sis­ter both mas­tur­bated from an early age on with­out ever re­veal­ing it. Lena learned from her friends to give the boys hand­jobs and later also blowjobs. The old Latin teacher se­duced the 15‐year‐old Lena, robbed her of her vir­gin­ity and she was his se­cret lover for al­most a year. That ended when his wife found out. Lena fucked many, many boys and men un­til she got mar­ried, she also had a les­bian af­fair, only to find out that it wasn’t for her. Ex­cept for the clit lick­ing, which she loved very much, ac­tively and pas­sively .


Rachel was the mu­sic teacher, al­most 10 years older than 14‐year‐old Lena. She was not a staunch les­bian, she was clearly bi­sex­ual. A beau­ti­ful, last­ing re­la­tion­ship de­vel­oped be­tween them, which Lena main­tained for the first 10 years of her mar­riage. Rachel showed her how to French kiss, which did Lena a lot of good. Rachel laughed af­ter their first in­ti­mate kiss and smiled, “We Jew­ish girls have to stick to­gether, be­cause they only de­spise us un­til we bring them to their knees with our won­der­ful sex!” Lena never for­got that sen­tence. Once Rachel said in­sis­tently, “Never for­get, we Jew­ish women fuck best, so many men have told me that there must be some­thing to it! That’s why they pre­fer us to their bony Ger­man wives!” She added that it was racist, but per­fectly suited to­day’s so­ci­ety. Rachel was nei­ther a re­lious per­son nor did she think much of mankind. She said that men had seized power over the whole world and dic­tated women’s lives with a cer­tain ar­ro­gance. As a woman, you had to make sure your­self, that you got what you wanted. That’s why she was on the hunt for a golden pheas­ant, a rich man with a good char­ac­ter. They were very fuck­ing rare, but she was con­vinced she would catch one. Lena lis­tened at­ten­tively be­cause she was not only learn­ing about life out­side of fam­ily and school, but she was also learn­ing a lot about sex, even if she wasn’t fuck­ing at the time. Rachel some­times brought a man home to fuck her, Lena lay naked in the dou­ble bed and pre­tended to be asleep. The men gawked at the beau­ti­ful, naked lit­tle sis­ter and fucked the beau­ti­ful big sis­ter. Sleep­ing Lena watched at­ten­tively and learned a lot.


From the be­gin­ning, Rachel and Lena only mas­tur­bated each other, none of them did it her­self in front of the other. Rachel taught her how to lick her clit and it be­came their fa­vorite sex­ual ac­tiv­ity. Rachel was very good at ex­plain­ing. Lena learned to teas­ingly lick and taste around the clit with her tongue, get­ting Rachel hot, only grad­u­ally in­clud­ing the clit and lick­ing it so skill­fully that it pro­truded from the flesh, pointed and aroused, be­cause Rachel’s clit was sur­pris­ingly small and well hid­den. Lena’s clit was much larger and clearly vis­i­ble be­tween her labia even when it was at rest. Lena learned from what de­gree of Rachel’s heat she only had to de­vote her­self to the cli­toris and how she had to lick it grad­u­ally to or­gasm. Rachel held Lena’s head dur­ing her or­gasm and sig­naled when she had to stop lick­ing. Rachel’s or­gasms were strong and vi­o­lent and she let Lena con­tinue lick­ing her un­til the or­gasm sub­sided. But she loved the way Lena licked her. Rachel mas­tur­bated Lena much more vig­or­ously and firmly than she mas­tur­bated her­self. And Rachel’s lick­ing was also much more vig­or­ous, but Lena loved her style. The or­gasms Rachel licked her to were in­sanely in­tense and when she closed her eyes, ex­plod­ing stars danced be­hind her eye­lids like fire­works. She loved these or­gasms very much, she hugged, em­braced and kissed Rachel grate­fully.
 

Rachel was also the one who taught Lena how to give a blowjob. Lena had asked and Rachel de­scribed it so well, that Lena man­aged it on her first prac­ti­cal at­tempt and quite soon gained the mas­tery for which she was highly re­garded by the boys. Rachel gave her the im­por­tant point­ers. “Never let your­self be fucked by a boy whose cock you haven’t licked clean first. Your mouth is not as eas­ily in­flamed as your pussy, so be sure to lick it clean! And lick­ing and smack­ing will make any cock hard. And if you’ve licked his cock stiff, then he’s yours! That’s im­por­tant, you have to be in con­trol, you tell him what to do next. Stupid girls give up con­trol and com­plain later when things don’t go well. You have to di­vide the cock in two parts. The glans be­longs in the mouth and there to the tongue, the shaft is for rub­bing only. Try­ing to fuck his cock with your mouth is very tir­ing and rarely works. So don’t do it. Take the glans in your mouth, just the glans, it be­longs to your lips and your tongue. Rub the shaft like a hand­job and don’t strain your­self, the main work lies with your tongue. Usu­ally you start by kiss­ing and ca­ress­ing the glans with your lips. Grad­u­ally give it over to your tongue, let it cir­cle and tease and ca­ress the tip, where the lit­tle hole is, be­cause that’s where he’s most sen­si­tive. Let your tongue dance like a Turk­ish belly dancer, but when it comes to squirt­ing, con­cen­trate your tongue on the lit­tle hole and the tip. Some stupid girls don’t let them­selves squirt in the mouth be­cause they are dis­gusted. But it’s much more ex­cit­ing for him to squirt in your mouth, in your throat. The se­men comes from in­side his body and is for sure pure. You can swal­low it with­out hes­i­ta­tion, you’ll see that it doesn’t taste bad. And the guy will be un­speak­ably grate­ful, be­cause he nat­u­rally sees it as his vic­tory. But you can smile qui­etly, be­cause you are the real win­ner. Fi­nally, do him a fa­vor and lick his cock clean. They all like that, the mas­ters of the world.” Rachel grinned, “that may sound like a cook­book recipe, but there’s noth­ing wrong with cook­ing some­thing good!”  Lena laughed, be­cause Rachel was so good at ex­plain­ing. But she stuck to the recipe and climbed in­ex­orably up the lad­der. Rachel was al­ways a good lis­tener and when she said some­thing, it had sub­stance.


Lena, who had never fucked be­fore, lis­tened cu­ri­ously when Rachel talked about fuck­ing a golden pheas­ant. Rachel knew what she wanted, a rich man and to get out of Ger­many. In Rachel’s opin­ion, it was quite easy to get a man into bed, but the golden boys had, so far any­way, pretty lit­tle or a shitty char­ac­ter. Rachel asked Lena if she wanted to try fuck­ing clit‐on‐clit? Lena nod­ded, she wanted to try ev­ery­thing. Rachel spread her legs, press­ing down on the flesh around her clit so that it came out a lit­tle. She be­gan to rub her cli­toris and told Lena that she too had to make her cli­toris re­ally hard. Lena obeyed af­ter a short hes­i­ta­tion, Rachel watched her and couldn’t stop. She or­gasmed with a quiet scream and twitched. “No, I just lost it when I saw you mas­tur­bat­ing. Just get hard, not to the point of or­gasm!” Lena nod­ded and pinched and tweaked her cli­toris, it was al­ready com­pletely stiff, the size of a fin­ger pha­lanx. Rachel had aroused her cli­toris again and was now giv­ing in­struc­tions. She would lie down on Lena, they had to press their clits to­gether and she would fuck Lena like a man. It was com­pli­cated, they had to keep rub­bing their clits stiff again and again, but even­tu­ally it worked. Rachel fucked Lena’s cli­toris so hard that she won­dered what had hit her. She had a won­der­ful or­gasm and watched Rachel kneel up and fin­ish mas­tur­bat­ing, which was very arous­ing to watch! The next time she played the role of the man and it worked much bet­ter. She had an un­usu­ally large clit, much big­ger than Rachel’s, and it could get in­cred­i­bly hard and stiff. She could fuck Rachel to mad­ness with it, and she damned loved it, al­most burst­ing with lust to fuck her older girl­friend to or­gasm. She fucked Rachel, who first sighed, then gasped and came to or­gasm, moan­ing and scream­ing softly. Lena trem­bled with ex­cite­ment and shame as she knelt up and mas­tur­bated while kneel­ing. She couldn’t look Rachel in the eye and it took her more than fif­teen min­utes to reach or­gasm. She was ter­ri­bly ashamed be­cause she had never mas­tur­bated in front of an­other per­son be­fore. They con­tin­ued to lick or clit­fuck each other, which was quite a won­der­ful in­ven­tion! Lena quickly got used to get­ting up on her knees af­ter fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing in front of Rachel. She soon did it in her own way, as she did ev­ery night. With one hand she held the labia wide apart and pressed down the flesh around the cli­toris so that the clit pro­truded an­other inch. With the other hand she rubbed the clit gen­tly at first and then in­creased the speed and the pres­sure un­til she could take it no longer and jerked and gasped in or­gasm. The shame was still there, but it no longer car­ried as much weight. Rachel also mas­tur­bated in front of her and that soft­ened Lena’s shame. — They kept up the friend­ship for over 15 years and only stopped when Rachel hooked on her fish­ing rod a good gold­fish and mar­ried into Eng­land. 


Lena dropped out of uni­ver­sity when she got mar­ried at 18. Right from the start, she was aware of two things she had to con­sider. Firstly, her pas­tor was al­most patho­log­i­cally al­ler­gic to fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion.  Men had to cum ev­ery day, so that was some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent! But girls didn’t have to cum, they de­filed them­selves dur­ing sin­ful mas­tur­ba­tion, pe­riod! Sec­ondly, it was un­ques­tion­ably im­per­a­tive for her pas­tor to marry only a vir­gin. She fran­ti­cally con­sulted with her girl­friends, but in the end she was at a loss with the id­i­otic sug­ges­tion of cut­ting her fin­ger and drip­ping the blood on the bed sheets. She was of course al­lowed to give the pas­tor hand­jobs and blowjobs be­fore the wed­ding night, but he stub­bornly saved the fuck­ing un­til the wed­ding night. Mirac­u­lously, she man­aged to beat him with his own wish­ful think­ing. On the wed­ding night she was so tense that he could only pen­e­trate with dif­fi­culty and force be­cause of her tense vagi­nal mus­cles. He was thrilled to have taken her vir­gin­ity and praised her chastity to the skies, she didn’t say a word about it and didn’t con­tra­dict him. He wanted to be happy with it, so she let him be happy.
 

She had a son, Heinzi, whom she adored. She was still in love with the pas­tor when she dis­cov­ered that he was cheat­ing on her through and through. Pro­fes­sor Neu­mann had been a thorn in the side of the dean’s of­fice for years be­cause he fucked the wives and daugh­ters of his col­leagues on a piece­work ba­sis when he wasn’t fuck­ing a young, in­ex­pe­ri­enced stu­dent girl. He was very skill­ful, his greed for fresh vir­gin flesh aroused his crim­i­nal en­ergy. Ru­mor had it that he had once knocked out the babysit­ter of a col­league, who was out with his wife, with sleep­ing pow­der in red wine and de­flow­ered and fucked both daugh­ters, aged 12 and 13, on the same night. When con­fronted with the ru­mors, he laughed ar­ro­gantly and said it was all wrong, it hadn’t been red wine, but white wine. The au­di­ence laughed at his repar­tee and dis­persed. 


He had not yet been caught. Un­til a fe­male stu­dent ac­cused him of rape. The dean sub­jected the stu­dent to a highly em­bar­rass­ing in­ter­ro­ga­tion, which painted the fol­low­ing pic­ture. The stu­dent had jumped out of bed one night, she had to have a ques­tion an­swered by the pro­fes­sor that could not be post­poned, now, im­me­di­ately! She ran blindly into his bed­room in a silk neg­ligee to dis­cuss the ques­tion. He brazenly asked her why her pussy was so red and she naively replied that it was prob­a­bly from mas­tur­bat­ing ear­lier. She now had to lis­ten to his suada about mas­tur­ba­tion, then  he threw back the blan­ket and or­dered her to lie with him. She dropped the neg­ligee and lay naked with him. She snug­gled up to the pro­fes­sor and stroked his cock, then she couldn’t stand the heat any longer and whis­pered that she had to fin­ish mas­tur­bat­ing now be­cause she had in­ter­rupted it ear­lier. He snorted an­grily un­til she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and raped her af­ter her or­gasm.
 

The dean asked sternly what the hell she had been think­ing!? She stam­mered that she had never thought he would take ad­van­tage of the sit­u­a­tion. But he did, he raped her twice, be­cause the first time she didn’t have an or­gasm, so she had de­manded the sec­ond one from him, be­cause the or­gasm was part of the act, wasn’t it, Mr. Dean? The dean de­cided not to in­volve the po­lice be­cause the pro­fes­sor agreed to step down im­me­di­ately.
 

As the dean dis­missed the wit­ness and ac­cuser re­spec­tively, she gave him an eye roll of the silent movie era and said, if he wanted to fuck her tonight, she was in the third dou­ble bed of the girls’ dor­mi­tory, sleep­ing with the British en­voy’s fat daugh­ter, Gwen­dolyn. The dean acted ter­ri­bly shocked, but at night he crept over and lay with her. Gwen­dolyn, who had pre­tended to be asleep, then forced him to fuck the fat cow as well. It wasn’t much fun. For two weeks, the girl crept into the dean’s room at night, but when Gwen­dolyn crept along be­hind her more and more of­ten and he had to fuck the fat cow too, for bet­ter or worse, he ended the af­fair weeks later. 


Lena di­gested the pain of his in­fi­delity for months, but Heinzi was only 11 years old and she couldn’t think about a di­vorce. She fi­nally ap­proached her hus­band about it. He only con­fessed days later, ar­ro­gantly and high‐hand­edly. They ar­gued for a long time with the re­sult that he acted even more un­bri­dled and in­so­lent. He was the man, he was the boss and he slept out as of­ten as he wanted, pe­riod! And she didn’t need to come to him with a di­vorce, that would de­stroy him! One phone call from him and she her­self would be de­stroyed, she, the Jew­ess! At that time it was al­ready a fore­gone con­clu­sion that Jews were the en­e­mies of the peo­ple. They would ar­rest her and de­port her to the East. So she had bet­ter not rebel or else! Shaken to the core, she kept quiet when he of­ten fucked in other girl’s beds for weeks on end. She had en­joyed fuck­ing the pas­tor dur­ing those 11 years very much, and he was very good at fuck­ing her, al­though she had never had an or­gasm with him. De­spite the cheat­ing, he found the time to fuck her pretty good al­most ev­ery night, so she wasn’t go­ing to com­plain. Af­ter all, ev­ery night when he fell asleep, she could en­joy re­lax­ing her sex­ual arousal, which had built up dur­ing their fuck­ing, by long mas­tur­bat­ing. Af­ter this ar­gu­ment, he came home much less of­ten to fuck her prop­erly, but she didn’t miss his fuck­ing very much, she had the mas­tur­ba­tion that she ob­ses­sively prac­ticed night af­ter night dur­ing the mar­riage. Of course, she knew what his at­ti­tude to fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion was and, as be­fore, kept it com­pletely se­cret from him, it re­mained her se­cret. No one ever saw her mas­tur­bate ex­cept Rachel, not even her best friends. She now lived prac­ti­cally alone with Heinzi, she went to church ev­ery day to pray, be­cause she was a true be­liever. She was also happy that ev­ery­one in the vil­lage ap­pre­ci­ated her for her faith and her chaste, im­pec­ca­ble life, she had no af­fairs and no scan­dals. She was self­lessly help­ful, a firm pil­lar of the com­mu­nity and uni­ver­sally liked and re­spected.
 

She show­ered daily with Heinzi, who had be­come ac­cus­tomed to her nu­dity from an early age. He was 12 when he stood con­fused in the shower and squirted for the first time. Lena ex­plained it to him care­fully and now he waited daily un­der the warm jet that Lena let splash up and down on his cock un­til his cock got hard and she con­tin­ued with a wry grin un­til it squirted. Af­ter a few dozen days it was no longer work­ing. Lena had to change tac­tics and stroked his cock with her in­dex fin­ger, push­ing the fore­skin back and forth.


“Well, is it com­ing soon?” she asked softly and he nod­ded. She con­tin­ued to rub the fore­skin with her in­dex fin­ger. 


“It’s so ex­cit­ing what you do with your fin­ger!” he said and af­ter a while he squirted. She stroked his cock ev­ery day un­til he squirted. Grad­u­ally, she be­gan to push his fore­skin back and forth over the glans more dili­gently and firmly, so it didn’t take so long. It only took a few weeks be­fore she was mas­tur­bat­ing Heinzi prop­erly. From then on, she mas­tur­bated him ev­ery day af­ter show­er­ing, when­ever he wanted, un­til he left home at 18. 


He must have been around 14 when he be­came re­ally in­ter­ested in sex. Lena gave him a broad out­line. He nod­ded as she ex­plained that rub­bing and squirt­ing was ac­tu­ally called mas­tur­bat­ing and that the boys usu­ally did it them­selves. He shook his head, no, that was def­i­nitely not true, be­cause some of his friends were mas­tur­bated by their moth­ers, just like him. Lena found that amaz­ing. But she let Heinzi tell her ex­actly what he knew about it. She shud­dered when he told her that the boys were also al­lowed to fuck their mother, that was a mat­ter of course. Well, Heinzi wanted to have a good look at her “down there”, so she lay down on her back in the bath­tub and spread her legs. Heinzi looked and fon­dled her for a very long time, then he said he had to feel what it felt like with his cock. In­side. Be­fore Lena could protest or pull out, the 14‐year‐old had al­ready pen­e­trated her cunt. He didn’t thrust, he only slid in deep. They looked into each other’s eyes and both re­mained mo­tion­less. He smiled as she rubbed part of his cock and the lit­tle bag, bring­ing him quickly into heat. 


“That’s fine!” Heinzi ex­claimed softly, “much finer than I would have thought!” 


They re­mained mo­tion­less and Heinzi whis­pered, “I think it’s com­ing!”


Lena won­dered what he meant, then she felt him squirt into her cunt, once, twice, five times. She pushed him back an­grily and he squirted the rest into the bath­tub. She made him kneel on the floor next to her, propped her arms up against the bath­tub and folded her hands. She prayed the Lord’s Prayer out loud, then put an arm on his shoul­der and said that mother and son shouldn’t fuck each other, it was in­cest, blood shame!


He ob­jected ve­he­mently. “That wasn’t fuck­ing,” he ex­claimed pas­sion­ately, “and I told you about those who are al­lowed to fuck their mother!”
 

Lena looked puz­zled. “At first I didn’t be­lieve you!” she ex­claimed, “who, for ex­am­ple!”


Heinzi thought for a mo­ment and then named three.  — Lena had to swal­low, be­cause of course she had heard the ru­mors about these moth­ers hav­ing in­cest. She had al­ways dis­missed it as a ru­mor.


“That may be so,” she said qui­etly, “but it’s still in­cest.” She did not pause. “You’re my son, we’re not al­lowed to fuck each other!” That was clear and un­am­bigu­ous. 


But of course, the next day he de­manded that she lie down in the bath­tub. 


“But you’re not al­lowed to fuck me!” she shouted and lay down obe­di­ently any­way. She loved her Heinzi and could never refuse him any­thing. He spread her labia with his fin­gers and slowly pen­e­trated her cunt. Lena held her breath, he wasn’t go­ing to! Yes, yes, that’s ex­actly what he did and she didn’t move in her fear and shame. He com­mit­ted the mor­tal sin and fucked her. He was still quite in­ex­pe­ri­enced and clumsy, but he fin­ished the job and squirted into her cunt. They lay wedged into each other for a few min­utes, then got out of the bath. 


“If you want to squirt in­side a woman or a girl, you have to be sure that she won’t con­ceive!” Lena ex­plained to him in no un­cer­tain terms that a woman can only con­ceive three or four days a month, so be care­ful and ask the girl first! Heinzi nod­ded and was glad that his mother wasn’t talk­ing about blood dis­grace again. 


“I’ll ask to­mor­row, I prom­ise!” he grinned cheek­ily. 


“You’re crazy, there’s no to­mor­row, we’re not al­lowed to fuck each other,” Lena scolded an­grily, “that’s dis­grace­ful!”
 

“I knew it, the blood dis­grace would come up!” laughed Heinzi hap­pily. 


This was now re­peated daily, Heinzi fucked Lena ev­ery time af­ter show­er­ing and she couldn’t, she didn’t want to deny him. Lena had long since moved the up­hol­stered bench from the an­te­room into the bath­room, be­cause fuck­ing in the bath­tub wasn’t very com­fort­able. The bath­room was the only room with­out win­dows and there­fore much safer than the bed­room, where a ma­li­cious on­looker could spy on her blood dis­grace. When she told him he wasn’t al­lowed to squirt in there to­day and asked if he’d rather have a hand­job or a blowjob, he asked what a blowjob was. She showed him.
 “You swal­lowed it?” he asked in­cred­u­lously. 


“Of course I did, there’s noth­ing dis­gust­ing about it, the se­men comes out of the body and is com­pletely pure. It’s not dis­gust­ing to me at all!” Lena re­peated for the hun­dredth time that she didn’t want to fuck in the blood dis­grace and he just nod­ded in­dif­fer­ently. He wanted it, damn it! 


She had long since stopped wor­ry­ing about the in­cest, she fucked Heinzi, he fucked her. She loved him more than ever, as her hus­band only turned up ev­ery few months and stayed for a few days. De­spite ev­ery­thing, she was still in love with him and fucked him with aban­don. But it wasn’t him, it was Heinzi, who loved her with all his heart and fucked her ev­ery day. She no longer thought about in­cest, it was won­der­ful to fuck Heinzi. And Heinzi knew how im­por­tant se­crecy was. 


How­ever they had come up with this topic, he brought up the fact that some of his class­mates were also fuck­ing their moth­ers like him. He was able to de­scribe in great de­tail how the sons were al­lowed to fuck their moth­ers. He de­scribed it as ac­cu­rately as if he had been there. He low­ered his head when Lena in­ter­ro­gated him in­sis­tently and then ad­mit­ted, that he had been there and had also been al­lowed to fuck the moth­ers af­ter the sons. Now he had to tell the whole story. The first, Jutta, was heav­ily preg­nant and he sus­pected that her son, his friend Josef had fa­thered the child, as she was nei­ther mar­ried nor in­volved in af­fairs. He had ques­tioned her care­fully and was quite sure, es­pe­cially as the 31‐year‐old was on the verge of tears. “Joschi, why do you al­ways bring your friends with you and then I have to let them fuck me? You know how much I hate be­ing fucked!” Joschi ruth­lessly un­dressed her and held her tight, so that she couldn’t fend them up and now it was Heinzi’s turn to fuck the re­luc­tant girl re­ally hard, so that she screamed her lungs out, un­til she or­gasmed. Af­ter that she didn’t re­sist as Joschi fucked her and then both of them a sec­ond time. He and Josef fucked Jutta for more than a week, then his in­ter­est waned. Jutta was not a big seller. Heinzi was also al­lowed to fuck Ronald’s mother Eve­lyn, who was also preg­nant by her sec­ond hus­band. She only let Ron fuck her when she got preg­nant. Heinzi was very un­com­fort­able with how greedy Eve­lyn acted, even though she was quite ugly and un­sightly. To­gether with Ronny, he fucked Eve­lyn af­ter school for a good month, then it pe­tered out. Freddy, whom Lena was to meet later, took him to his newly mar­ried older sis­ter. They had to sneak up on her in se­cret be­cause she had to lose a rep­u­ta­tion and a hus­band. This turned out to be the best and most en­joy­able fuck­ing, the sis­ter loved to ex­per­i­ment and al­ways had great ideas. They had to squirt in­side as much they could, she wanted badly to get preg­nant and her hus­band didn’t like to fuck her and squirt in­side. This went on well into the sum­mer. 


It was Heinzis last year at school. He brought a friend with him, Alfi. They had cof­fee and lemon­ade in the kitchen and only then did Heinzi come out with the fat end. Alfi had never fucked a woman be­fore, only cud­dled with the girls, kissed them and put his hand in their panties. Alfi was, tech­ni­cally speak­ing, still a vir­gin and re­ally wanted to fuck prop­erly. Lena re­fused im­me­di­ately, an­noyed at what she was be­ing asked to do. The de­bate went back and forth, Alfi lis­tened silently and wanted to run away. Heinzi stood up and said he was al­ready go­ing to the bath­room with Alfi. Lena re­mained seated os­ten­ta­tiously, be­cause she was boil­ing with anger, what was her son think­ing! Af­ter a few min­utes, Heinzi came into the kitchen naked, took her hand and led her into the bath­room. 


She stood frozen. Heinzi un­dressed her slowly, smil­ing kindly. She put her arms over her breasts, they were far too small for a grown woman, round, firm and with pointed nip­ples like a very young girl’s. That’s what em­bar­rassed her the most, she thought her pu­bic area was a nice one and quite us­able, you could im­me­di­ately see her clit, stiff and de­mand­ing. She only had a cute lit­tle bush above her pu­bic fold, not an un­sa­vory jun­gle. Heinzi laid her gen­tly on her back on the bench. 


Lena was ter­ri­bly ashamed. Of course, Alfi wasn’t the first man to see her naked and he wasn’t the first man she’d seen naked. She was ashamed and some­how hurt that Heinzi was do­ing this to her. He now pushed Alfi for­ward, right on top of Lena. She au­to­mat­i­cally opened her thighs and put both hands on his back. The si­lence was sick­en­ing. Alfi was par­a­lyzed in panic. Fi­nally, she grabbed her labia and spread them with her fin­gers. 


“You have to get in here, Alfi, in here, don’t be afraid!” she said softly and brought his cock into po­si­tion with her hand. He en­tered care­fully her pussy and closed his eyes. 


“Now you have to thrust, in and out, and don’t be afraid!” she said hoarsely, be­cause it seemed strange to her that she had to take over the di­rec­tion. Alfi thrust in and out obe­di­ently and squirted af­ter just a few mo­ments. He pulled his cock out with a groan. 


“Look here, I’ll show you how it’s done,” said Heinzi and mounted Lena. It was the first time he had fucked her in front of a stranger, he was of course al­ready an ex­cel­lent fucker by now. He fucked Lena for a very long time, so that she was close to or­gasm, but she never had an or­gasm while be­ing fucked. She went into heat and fucked him fu­ri­ously like a fury. She was a sin­gle mil­lime­ter away from or­gasm, but she never got one. He squirted with rel­ish and stood up, then beck­oned Alfi over. The two boys fucked her both twice, then they were ex­hausted. Heinzi urged Alfi to get dressed quickly and took him to the front door. He waited in the kitchen and smoked un­til Lena had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing in the bath­room, dressed and joined him.
 

They talked about the mat­ter for a long time, Lena talked about her feel­ings. She had felt sold out and be­trayed, and a lit­tle fright­ened be­cause Alfi had now wit­nessed their in­cest. Heinzi grum­bled that he would put his hand in the line for Alfi, he cer­tainly wouldn’t give any­thing away. The con­ver­sa­tion pe­tered out, Lena and he had dif­fer­ent opin­ions on the whole mat­ter and couldn’t find a mid­dle ground. He ex­pressed his opin­ion quite openly that she shouldn’t be so bitchy, of course he had known that she wasn’t ready to con­ceive to­day. She should rather be grate­ful to him, he had given her a sex­ual vari­a­tion and Alfi had a nice, big cock. She couldn’t deny the fact that she was get­ting re­ally hot, and yes, Alfi’s cock was great!  Lena ac­cused him of be­ing too su­per­fi­cial. She did have feel­ings, hadn’t he seen it? Fear, hu­mil­i­a­tion, shame and more shame. That was the most im­por­tant thing, not whether she was hot or that she liked Alfi’s cock. That was only phys­i­cal, men­tally it was a catas­tro­phe for her. He was so af­fected that she had to tone it down. Get­ting hot, feel­ing the ex­cite­ment, she was very grate­ful to him for that, and also be­cause she had been fucked re­ally well by a new cock. As said be­fore, the con­ver­sa­tion pe­tered out.
For three weeks, ev­ery­thing was back to nor­mal. Then Heinzi brought an­other friend with him, Freddy, who  claimed that he had been fuck­ing his older sis­ter “for a long time”, but that she was now mar­ried. Heinzi didn’t be­lieve a word he said and he didn’t need to ex­plain any­thing ex­plic­itly to Lena, she knew what was ex­pected of her. She went into the bath­room and had al­ready un­dressed when the two he­roes en­tered. At first she gave in rather joy­lessly, but Freddy had a great cock and fucked very well, so that she soon be­came hot and gasped with bliss­ful ex­cite­ment. This time, too, they took turns fuck­ing her twice, then Heinzi let Freddy go. They sat down in the kitchen. 


“Freddy re­ally has a very good cock,” said Lena, “he’s pretty good at it!” Heinzi asked if she be­lieved that he had been fuck­ing his sis­ter for a long time? Lena didn’t have to think, “but of course, sure, I be­lieve it right away!” Heinzi re­mained silent, an­noyed at his mis­judg­ment. 


“I’m sur­prised you didn’t make a slug out of me,” he said. She looked at him for a long time and won­dered if she could tell her son like that. 


“Why should I call you names, you wanted to give me a vari­a­tion and make me be­come hot. You suc­ceeded quite well this time!” She hes­i­tated for a mo­ment. 


“So you liked it,” Heinzi stated, “phew, I’m glad!” Lena still hes­i­tated, a de­cent woman didn’t openly de­mand to be fucked, but — was she still a de­cent woman? Heinzi smiled mis­chie­vously. 
 

“Shall I bring Freddy back to­mor­row?” he asked. Lena breathed a sigh of re­lief; now she didn’t need to ask. 


“Yes, if he’s free, I’d love to!” Now it was out with­out her hav­ing to hu­mil­i­ate her­self. Heinzi laughed harshly.


“Of course he’ll come, the lad, un­til he runs out of pocket money!” He bit his lips, he had blabbed. Lena didn’t bat an eye­lid. 


“It’s all right if you sup­ple­ment your pocket money, son. You’ll stand on your own two feet one day and then it’s good if you have a bit of busi­ness sense.” She thought for a mo­ment. “But we do share, don’t we?” Heinzi re­al­ized that he had brought it on him­self and that his mother was en­ter­pris­ing and quick‐wit­ted. They turned to other top­ics. 


Freddy came ev­ery day, but af­ter two weeks it was over. Lena didn’t ask if it was for pocket money. She shook her head with a smile and didn’t ac­cept any money from Heinzi. Freddy re­ally fucked her very well and she had to go straight to bed af­ter­wards be­cause she was “so tired”. Af­ter she had mas­tur­bated very long and in­tensely, she came back into the kitchen to pre­pare din­ner. She usu­ally mas­tur­bated in the bath­room right af­ter the boys had left and Heinzi had closed the bath­room door. She was still very aroused and full of heat, so it only took a few sec­onds for her to or­gasm.


Lena went to Dres­den for the week­end, Rachel was vis­it­ing her fam­ily and she was go­ing to spend the night with her. When she re­turned, she found a very dis­traught Heinzi. She had ev­ery­thing told to her in de­tail. The widow We­ber, who lived a few streets away, turned up at his house. She had come to let Heinzi fuck her. He had reser­va­tions, she was about 70 and not the least bit de­sir­able. But she kept at it and played a dirty trick, as if he had lured the poor chaste widow into the bed­room. He bit the bul­let and fucked the old woman. She was rather plump, her melon‐sized breasts hung down to her belly but­ton. She had al­most no pu­bic hair left, her pussy and clit were wrin­kled, shriv­eled and rubbed red, the clit hung out a fin­ger long. You could see that she fucked and mas­tur­bated a lot. She stayed overnight and didn’t leave un­til Sun­day af­ter­noon. She was all washed up and licked and smacked his glans un­til his cock was hard again. She let her­self be fucked a hun­dred times, but she only had an or­gasm while mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter fuck­ing. Heinzi was phys­i­cally ex­hausted and men­tally very con­fused, as it was the first time he had seen the fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion, and it was with an ugly old woman who fucked and mas­tur­bated vo­ra­ciously. Lena grad­u­ally brought him down to earth, not all women are so un­re­strained, self­ish and shame­less. Heinzi asked if she mas­tur­bated her­self and Lena replied, “Yes, some­times, but that’s a very pri­vate mat­ter. I would never do it so shame­lessly in front of some­one.” The sub­ject was closed, al­though she knew he still had a thou­sand ques­tions. Thank good­ness Heinzi quickly for­got about the shame­less widow.


Dur­ing all this time Heinzi brought a whole lot of boys to fuck her, cer­tainly more than a hun­dred and that went quite well un­til the last sum­mer va­ca­tion was over and he moved to the cap­i­tal to study. He kept in touch with Lena and wrote a post­card ev­ery week and a longer let­ter once a month. He was dili­gent, both in his stud­ies and with the girls. Many girls wanted to be im­preg­nated, Heinzi wrote, and Lena imag­ined his broad grin, be­cause then the par­ents were forced to marry them off quickly.
 

The pas­tor was once again at home for a week­end. They fucked in the morn­ings, evenings and at night. Lena still loved her old wom­an­izer and he re­spected her more than his fe­male flock, af­ter all she had borne him a pro­gen­i­tor, raised the boy well and God‐fear­ingly and the lad is now even study­ing! They fucked plea­sur­ably, drank plenty of port wine and smoked peace­fully sit­ting in bed. It was re­ally quite dif­fer­ent from fuck­ing the many young lads who also fucked great, but not as pow­er­ful and great as her hus­band. She had let him fuck her thor­oughly with great sex­ual plea­sure and was now play­ing se­cretly with her cli­toris un­der the blan­ket as she did very of­ten, be­cause he had never no­ticed when she mas­tur­bated care­fully hid­den and se­cretly, and very qui­etly came to or­gasm. When she had rested, she let her hand crawl un­der the sheets to his cock. She only had to play with his large glans a lit­tle, pull back his fore­skin a few times force­fully and that in­ter­rupted their con­ver­sa­tion. He fucked her re­ally good thor­oughly, then they con­tin­ued the con­ver­sa­tion that fol­lowed be­low. She knew he had taken 2 Pervitin‐pills and could get a strong erec­tion at any time, so she in­ter­rupted the con­ver­sa­tion a dozen times and let her dear stud bull fuck her re­ally hard a dozen times thor­oughly that night.


She knew him quite well, he had a very spe­cific im­age of her. She was his chaste, faith­ful wife who never cheated on him. She was very re­li­gious, his lit­tle prayer‐sis­ter. And she liked to be fucked pow­er­fully, she liked that very much. She was a bit of a blonde ditz, but that suited him just fine. She didn’t rebel. That’s more or less how he saw her.


Per­haps it was the wine that loos­ened their tongues, be­cause now they were talk­ing about pri­vate mat­ters for the first time in a long time.
 

“You must feel very lonely now,” he said softly as they sat in bed smok­ing af­ter fuck­ing, “I’ve been think­ing about an idea for months.” She lis­tened in­tently, per­haps his idea was a good one. “Now that the war is in full swing, you’ll hardly find a man with straight limbs in this town, only the crip­pled and the old. And I’m out and about now more than ever, but not as you think, that I’m only af­ter the women’s skirts, the not‐yet‐mar­ried ones, the mar­ried ones whose hus­bands are fight­ing for the stupid Führer and the wid­ows, of course.” He must have en­joyed the port wine be­cause, as a for­mer cav­alry of­fi­cer, he re­ally didn’t have a high opin­ion of the great­est war­lord of all time, but he could usu­ally hold his tongue tight. “That’s not even half true, I can tell you! Look how skinny I’ve got­ten with the poor food sup­ply! No, the skirts only dis­tract me from my du­ties, I wish I wasn’t so po­tent!”


Lena in­ter­rupted him, say­ing she was glad he was still so po­tent at his age! He nod­ded smugly and con­tin­ued. “I’m se­cretly glad too, but don’t tell our Lord! There are so many women, thank God, be­cause the men are all at war, and I humbly take all the ones the Lord sends me! No, don’t worry, those un­der the age of 12 are of course taboo for me, de­cency dic­tates that. But the big mid­dle aged part, they some­times bring me to the brink of ex­haus­tion. I need a lot of prayers to keep from drop­ping dead. But then I take a Pervitin, the pill kisses me on the tip of my cock like an an­gel, and I can go again! The Pervitin is a gift from the gods, he is also jok­ingly called ‘Panz­er­schoko­lade, Tank choco­late’. I then need much less sleep and have one erec­tion af­ter an­other! And when I come to visit you, I’ll take two pills, and you seem to like the re­sult. — Where was I? Oh yes!  The old wid­ows are the most dif­fi­cult, they mas­tur­bate day and night, even while fuck­ing! Imag­ine that, they don’t even have re­spect for the man while fuck­ing, they rub and de­file them­selves in­ces­santly at dev­ils hands. It’s very, very sad how they are car­ried away by their im­pul­sive­ness! If the Bishop knew how close I come daily to the devil, he would pity me!” The pas­tor sank into gloomy brood­ing and Lena stroked his gray, bristly hair. His view of the things he did was com­pletely wrong, twisted and crooked like the Lean­ing Tower of Pisa. She wanted to tease him a lit­tle and said how bad it must be to watch the wid­ows mas­tur­bate. She her­self didn’t re­ally know how women mas­tur­bate. That was his Key­word topic and he went on for quite a while de­scrib­ing Lena the dif­fer­ent ways, tech­niques and all de­tails, in which the women mas­tur­bated. Fi­nally, he un­cov­ered Lena and showed her how to mas­tur­bate on her own body. The pas­tor, as she knew even be­fore their wed­ding, was in­cred­i­bly un­skilled and clumsy at it, but Lena didn’t have to play the or­gasm for him. Her clit was al­ready so used to mas­tur­bat­ing that her clit was able to or­gasm de­spite his clum­sy­ness. She sup­pressed it as best she could and con­firmed to him that she now un­der­stood. “And what was that at the end?” Lena played the ig­no­rant one and he de­claimed at length that it was the fe­male or­gasm with which the devil lured women and dragged them into the abyss. He was glad that she didn’t need to de­file her­self and didn’t throw her­self into the devil’s arms. 


“So, what idea did you have for me?” Lena asked quickly, grad­u­ally get­ting her breath­ing un­der con­trol. “You did have an idea, for me, be­cause I don’t have any­one to fuck,” she re­minded him. He had to puz­zle for a long time, but then it came back to him. 


“So many young men come back from the war, some a bit dam­aged, so they’ve lost an arm or a leg, but life goes on, you know? And what do you think their big­gest prob­lem is? — Yes? — They can’t find a woman who will take them to bed, obey­ing her na­ture. And then I re­mem­bered that you don’t have any­one to warm your body ei­ther. De­cent and God‐fear­ing as you are, you don’t look for any­one to break off the mar­riage vows with you. I re­ally give you hon­estly credit for that!” Lena played the coyly chaste girl for him and mut­tered, “Per­haps, my dear­est hus­band, you wanted me to mas­tur­bate from now on? Is that what you wanted? Shall I?” she asked teas­ingly. He shook his head in­dig­nantly, “No, for heaven’s sake, no way! Def­i­nitely not!” 


“What I had in mind was that I’d send you some poor guy or an­other so you’d have one to fuck, with my bless­ing of course!” said the pas­tor, her hus­band. Lena wasn’t pre­pared for that.
 

“But I’d be break­ing our vows,” she breathed in sur­prise, “I vowed only to fuck you!” He smiled down at her, now as ar­ro­gant as ever, “Ex­actly! And if I al­low you to, if I give you my bless­ing, then that’s fine! That’s it!” Lena re­mained silent and cud­dled up to him af­ter drink­ing a glass of wine. He would send her hon­est, de­cent men, good Ger­mans who were in need. And un­der no cir­cum­stances was she to fall into vice! She nod­ded grate­fully, be­cause she hadn’t fucked in the months since Heinzi had gone to the uni­ver­sity. None. “As long as you send me young men, I don’t have to mas­tur­bate. But if there’s no one to fuck, I’ll have to mas­tur­bate for bet­ter or worse, don’t you think?” He widened his eyes, re­al­iz­ing his re­spon­si­bil­ity de­spite the al­co­hol. “I’ll send you men, lots of them! And I for­bid you to mas­tur­bate, god­dammit!” Lena snug­gled up to him, cat‐like. “But I’ll try mas­tur­bat­ing in se­cret one day, be­cause the or­gasm was sim­ply amaz­ing!” purred the kit­ten and the poor pas­tor cringed.


The wine stung her brain, no doubt. “And you con­tinue to sac­ri­fice your­self, tak­ing old wid­ows, the mid­dle‐aged and the 12‐year‐olds the Good Lord sends you?” He was not one to un­der­stand irony, sar­casm or wit. He hugged her warmly. “Yes, the 12‐year‐olds are so re­cep­tive to God’s word and to his sent ser­vant. They look at you with wide eyes and nod ea­gerly, be­cause of course they wanted to ex­pe­ri­ence the Lord’s bless­ing through his ser­vant’s body! They un­dress with de­light­ful, girl­ish shy­ness and lie naked be­side the Lord’s ser­vant. They look so lovely when I un­tan­gle their braids, which they have to wear ac­cord­ing to the per­verse taste of the Führer, and their full, long hair plays around their faces! They look like lit­tle Madon­nas and the stars sparkle in their big eyes when they are al­lowed to look at my cock, touch it and rub it gen­tly. Hold­ing their breath, they in­sert my cock into their cunt’s en­trance with del­i­cate fin­gers, some even push it in firmly. They look at me with wide, ex­pec­tant eyes as I take their vir­gin­ity. Tears of joy run down their cheeks as I fuck them and they draw in a sharp breath when I squirt. I don’t want to im­preg­nate them, of course, so I pull out my cock and show them how to rub the se­men out of it. Most of them can al­ready do it from their class­mates though, al­most all of them give the boys hand­jobs. So they rub my cock ea­gerly and make me squirt.”


He fell silent for a mo­ment. He knew, of course, that in truth he had al­ready im­preg­nated hun­dreds of girls and women, but he didn’t care. Whether they went to the back‐street abor­tion­ist or gave birth to the brat, he couldn’t care less. The de­ci­sion lay solely with heaven. He de­spised the new, na­tion­al­ist-racist Ger­mans who ran af­ter and fol­lowed the clown­ish freak of a leader. If he could spit in the Führer’s soup or spoil the brood of the dis­hon­or­able peo­ple, then that was a good work. He con­tin­ued to speak to the topic.


“Hardly any of them get hot the first time they fuck me, but the sec­ond time they do. And they let me fuck them fine and smil­ing as of­ten as I can. They love it. Most of them.” He paused dream­ily. “What re­ally hurts me is, that al­most all of them are al­ready ad­dicted to the fe­male vice, some have been se­duced to mas­tur­bate since they were 5 years old, imag­ine that! They mas­tur­bate un­abashedly and com­pletely shame­lessly in front of my eyes, the poor things!”
 

Lena didn’t need to in­ter­rupt him, “At 12, they don’t have pu­bic hair or breasts yet, do they?” she asked, sup­press­ing her im­pulse to snap at him that he was ac­tu­ally a dis­gust­ing child mo­lester. He replied very kindly, “Hardly any­one has more than just a child­ish fuzz, a blond, red­dish or black fuzz. You can usu­ally see their slits and pussy very well, but you can also see im­me­di­ately that they are all red‐rubbed or sore from mas­tur­bat­ing, the poor kids! Very few have breasts that al­ways re­mind me of your small, girl­ishly sweet breasts.” Lena took an­other glass of port. He con­tin­ued. 


“What al­ways touches me deeply are the lit­tle Jew­ish girls. They come to my re­li­gion class even though they have a dif­fer­ent faith, but they come be­cause they are in love with me. At 12, they look even younger than our 12‐year‐olds and tak­ing their vir­gin­ity and fuck­ing them is one of my great­est plea­sures. At first they are usu­ally a bit scared and con­fused, but as the night goes on, they be­come more and more trust­ing and de­mand to be fucked time and time again. It’s in the blood of Jew­ish women. I pray to the Good Lord to ex­cuse me for hav­ing such car­nal plea­sure with them and in the same breath ask him to send me more of them. He is a gra­cious God and some­times grants me his mercy.”
 

“I ex­plain to all girls the needs of chaste girls, which are quite dif­fer­ent from the boys who the girls mas­tur­bate se­cretly at school. Boys need it ev­ery day, they need to squirt ev­ery day.” He seemed to be pon­der­ing some­thing. “What was it like with Heinzi? Did he squirt a lot?” Lena wasn’t pre­pared for the turn of events, but the wine made her bab­ble and lie.
 

“Oh, Heinzi, he couldn’t squirt un­til he was 12. We dis­cov­ered it in the shower, when I made his cock hard with the warm jet, run­ning the jet up and down quickly as usual. He’s loved it since he was 4. I al­ways had to make his cock hard that way and keep go­ing un­til he throbbed hard, only then was it enough. Now it wasn’t just throb­bing, now that’s when he was squirt­ing for the first time.”   Lena downed the wine and thought about how she wanted to serve him the web of lies. “For a few weeks, squirt­ing in a warm jet of wa­ter was good enough, his squirt­ing be­came strong and firm over time. But one day it didn’t work any more. I then used my in­dex fin­ger to push his fore­skin back and forth un­til he squirted. At first it was enough and he re­ally liked it. How­ever, I had to rub harder each time, which I didn’t like at all, but I re­mem­bered your words that a boy of his age had to squirt ev­ery day. So I bit the bul­let and mas­tur­bated him prop­erly af­ter a few days, as I al­ways should have done.” Lena looked to him, he had a ques­tion. 


“So you mas­tur­bated him ev­ery day un­til he left the house?” Lena had been ex­pect­ing the ques­tion, but now she con­tin­ued to spin the mys­ti­cal yarn. 


“At first, yes. One day he wanted to be sex­u­ally ed­u­cated and I told him what he needed to know. I let him look at and feel my cunt and an­swered all his ques­tions, ex­cept the one about fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion, be­cause I didn’t know that my­self. I played with his cock with­out any in­hi­bi­tions, be­cause he has such a mag­nif­i­cent cock!” Lena had no rea­son to com­pare sizes.
 

“He wanted to stick his cock in, but he al­ready knew that mother and son weren’t al­lowed to fuck. For heaven’s sake, why not, I thought smil­ing, and let him pen­e­trate my pussy. He re­ally liked it and I kept play­ing with his cock and the bag, which quickly made him hot. Sud­denly he whis­pered that he was cum­ming and then he squirted. I re­minded him again that we weren’t al­lowed to fuck and then we prayed a Hail Mary to­gether. Af­ter that it went like this, I mas­tur­bated him and at the end I let him squirt into my cunt. That was very good at the be­gin­ning, he was very de­cent and kept to not fuck­ing me at first.” Lena took a break and drank port. How clev­erly she used the word ‘in the be­gin­ning’ or ‘at first’ to hint at what was to come, how his thoughts spinned and tum­bled when she said ‘in the be­gin­ning, at first’.


“Did I un­der­stand you cor­rectly, you gave him a hand­job and let him squirt in­side your pussy at the end?” he asked, scratch­ing his head. “But of course, there’s re­ally noth­ing wrong, I think, with let­ting him squirt in my pussy, you re­ally can’t call it fuck­ing, it’s per­fectly fine in my opin­ion!” She was very elated and con­tin­ued chat­ter­ing away. 


“When he squirted in­side, he made lit­tle fuck­ing mo­tions. We talked about it and he said it hap­pened un­con­sciously. How­ever, the lit­tle fuck­ing phases started ear­lier and ear­lier, I ad­mon­ished him of course and qui­etly prayed one or two Hail Marys aloud. My back hurt on the hard bench, so we went to my bed, where it was more com­fort­able. He usu­ally prayed the Hail Marys with me, some 6 or 7, mostly 12 or more Hail Marys, un­til he was fi­nally able to squirt in my chaste cunt.”


The pas­tor looked up, star­tled. “12 Hail Marys, isn’t that much too long?” he asked un­cer­tainly. Lena thought about it for a mo­ment. “Of course I told him ex­actly that, that it took quite a long time, but he just shrugged his shoul­ders. He said that when I start with the hand­job, he feels it com­ing very soon. He says ‘it’s com­ing’ ev­ery time and I al­low him to stick it in­side and thrust un­til he cums. He thinks it’s right that I or we both pray the Hail Marys and keep our hearts pure. We al­ways agreed that we — mother and son — shouldn’t fuck each other, that’s for sure. I al­ways mas­tur­bated him with my hand and let him pen­e­trate to cum when he said so. Our hearts stayed pure be­cause we, or just me, prayed the Hail Marys un­til he had thrust long enough and could cum.” Lena was done, that was all her hus­band needed to know. He cleared his throat and cursed un­der his breath, “God damn it, god damn it!” He cleared his throat again. 


Lena had fetched an­other bot­tle of portwine and poured them both a glass. She drank the glass in one go, lit a cig­a­rette and de­cided on her tac­tics. She was drunk, she knew that, but she wanted to give her child­fucker an­other hit. She grinned slyly and car­ried on. 


“The longer he had to thrust af­ter the hand­job, the more of­ten I got hot, I was left un­sat­is­fied and full of heat in my pussy af­ter his cum, just like I am with you. You make me re­ally hot and it takes hours for the heat to sub­side again.” She paused, be­cause he had some­thing on his tongue. 


“You were bang­ing like rab­bits!” he grum­bled dis­grun­tledly and shook his gray head re­proach­fully. Lena straight­ened up and played the  in­dig­nant. “I don’t know how the rab­bits are bang­ing, but I can as­sure you that Heinzi and I have nei­ther rammed nor banged, we’ve cer­tainly never shagged or fucked, for God’s sake!” The in­dig­na­tion seemed to reach her hus­bands mind. “I only ever gave him a hand­job and when he was ready I let him stick it into my cunt, there’s noth­ing to it! We never fucked, damn it! God damnit!” The curs­ing lent weight to her words and she was amused to see that he pulled his head in. Now she could tighten the screw even more. 


“When he had to thrust for so long, I got more and more hot, which I was ashamed of at first, hon­estly!  I helped my­self get over this heat with pi­ous prayers.” She gave him the op­por­tu­nity to add his two cents. “That shows me again how hon­est, right­eous and chaste you are, my Lena!” he pon­tif­i­cated and kissed her cheeks. Lena pulled her­self to­gether, be­cause the al­co­hol wanted to make her laugh out loud and mock­ingly. 


“But one day, I had given him a good hand job and he had lov­ingly stroked and ca­ressed me all over my body, so that the heat in my cunt had in­creased to a whirl­wind, he re­leased me from the list­less rub­bing and said that now he had to squirt. I was so hot that I was ac­tu­ally look­ing for­ward to his pen­e­tra­tion. “Come on, my boy, come in­side and squirt!” I shouted and then he thrust into me for ages. In my pussy, the whirl­wind be­came a storm, the storm be­came a hur­ri­cane and I had to cling to him as my pussy ex­ploded in the hur­ri­cane. I jerked and twitched like crazy, then it was over. He had to thrust for quite a long time be­fore he could squirt in­side. I didn’t dare to ask him, but since you told me to­day, it was an or­gasm.” Lena paused smil­ing to take a drink of wine. He swayed his head back and forth. “You’ve never had an or­gasm with me,” he stated kinked, ques­tion­ingly.
 

“No, never” Lena con­firmed smil­ing, know­ing full well that it both­ered him a lot. “I didn’t know it was an or­gasm at the time, of course, but I kept or­gas­ming, al­most ev­ery day. I al­ways prayed with grat­i­tude af­ter­wards and searched my con­science, but it was pure. It was a gift from heaven, from the Lord him­self, that the heat turned into a storm and a re­deem­ing hur­ri­cane. I was grate­ful to heaven for hav­ing an or­gasm ev­ery day.” She took a good swig of wine, which fu­eled her web of lies even more. 


“So, how long did that last?” he asked de­ject­edly, be­cause the fact that she had an or­gasm with Heinzi re­ally both­ered him. Lena thought about it, say more or less? She an­swered vaguely. “I don’t re­mem­ber ex­actly, maybe a year and a half or two years.” She lit a cig­a­rette and thought about her next words. 


“I al­ways had doubts, of course, and won­dered if I had lost my de­cency and chastity if I urged him on, when the storm was rag­ing in my pussy. He has an ad­mirably pow­er­ful  man­hood, our son, he usu­ally al­ways man­aged to thrust in my pussy on and on and on, to set off the hur­ri­cane. But when he couldn’t take any more, he dived down with a lovely grin and licked my pussy to the hur­ri­cane with his tongue.” So, now he had some­thing to nib­ble on and he did, his eyes wide with amaze­ment. 


“Did Heinzi lick your cli­toris?” he gasped in­vol­un­tar­ily. Lena had to laugh in­wardly at how pre­dictable his re­ac­tions were.
 “I even don’t know if I have a cli­toris!” she ex­claimed with feigned in­no­cence. “He licked me down there, in the pussy some­how.” He didn’t bite, he didn’t want to tell her the se­cret of the cli­toris, be­cause that would lead to mas­tur­ba­tion and straight into the arms of the devil. Lena waited in vain, but he pressed his lips to­gether. 


“But thank God he didn’t have to lick down there very of­ten, be­cause I was so ashamed the first time. Re­ally ter­ri­bly ashamed like never be­fore! I was to­tally ashamed ev­ery time he licked my cunt, I can tell you that! But Heinzi was very happy with it and hugged me softly, af­ter the hur­ri­cane, the or­gasm, had died down. De­spite my shame, I was very grate­ful to him be­cause he took me and my heat se­ri­ously.”
 

Her hus­band re­mained silent and stared dully ahead of him. Lena poured more wine and they drank in si­lence. Lena lit a cig­a­rette and smoked in si­lence. He cleared his throat, the si­lence was get­ting to him. 


“Well, at least Heinzi got a deep in­sight into what real fuck­ing is like,” he said hoarsely, “I was right, you are a thor­oughly de­cent, fine and chaste woman. You didn’t com­mit in­cest with him, that’s how I think about it, hon­estly” he said, still hoarse. “I’m not sure about send­ing the home­com­ers to fuck you any­more, maybe it hurts your de­cent, fine and chaste char­ac­ter.” He lapsed into dull brood­ing. Lena won­dered how he was cop­ing with the fact that his wife and son had been fuck­ing each other for at least two or more years? He must have re­al­ized, that it was un­ques­tion­ably a real in­cest, even if he dis­missed it in unc­tu­ous words. He seemed to have been brood­ing over ex­actly that.


He never talked about his pas­toral work, so Lena was re­ally sur­prised when he started talk­ing about it. “I’ve spo­ken to all the girls and women in my parish, mostly in pri­vate. I got a pretty fright­en­ing pic­ture of them. I didn’t re­al­ize for a long time how deep they were al­ready in the devil’s swamp. I didn’t meet a hand­ful of them who weren’t ad­dicted to the vice. Al­most all of them mas­tur­bate with­out con­science, most of them were ready to show me their vi­cious ac­tions with­out the slight­est hes­i­ta­tion. With­out any hes­i­ta­tion. I watched them, it seemed to make them re­ally happy. Many no­ticed that it aroused my man­hood, they winked at me lust­fully and let them­selves be fucked with plea­sure. Even the new­ly­weds, who had never cheated on their hus­bands, didn’t re­sist in the rush of their supreme lust and let them­selves be fucked shyly and full of shame as they raced to­wards or­gasm. Af­ter­wards they were very de­pressed, which I could some­how em­pathize with. Can you imag­ine how far this dis­ease has al­ready spread?”
 

Lena, whose fin­gers were busy with her cli­toris un­der the sheet, nod­ded in agree­ment. “That re­ally is ex­tremely wor­ry­ing, my love,” she whis­pered loudly, briefly in­ter­rupt­ing their clit play. He nod­ded and con­tin­ued, “I must ad­mit that they don’t seem to feel any­thing neg­a­tive about it. They im­merse them­selves in a med­i­ta­tive state, their fin­ger rubs the cli­toris al­most au­to­mat­i­cally and they have the most beau­ti­ful, ex­cit­ing sex­ual fan­tasies. Their or­gasms are usu­ally very dif­fer­ent. Those who al­ways had to hide it didn’t even show the slight­est mo­tion in their or­gasm. Oth­ers, on the other hand, trem­bled with their legs or their pelvis un­du­lated as if they were danc­ing around. But I could most eas­ily ob­serve it in their breath­ing. They held their breath and let it out loudly in or­gasm, some let out a sup­pressed cry or a big sigh. You’d think it was beau­ti­ful if you didn’t know for sure that it was a gift from the devil.” He sighed deeply and bit­terly. Lena was al­ways amazed at how deeply it moved him.
 “The sec­ond big­gest vice I only found out about when I was pas­tor­ing, be­cause I’d never heard of it be­fore, I’d never seen it my­self. There are women, imag­ine that, who lick an­other woman’s cli­toris with their tongue un­til she has an or­gasm.” 


“Oh yes, I’ve heard that,” Lena mur­mured, but he didn’t seem to have heard it and con­tin­ued talk­ing. “It al­ways hap­pens in se­cret, their hus­bands never found out. Some of them told me that they some­times lay up­side down on the bed, head to toe, so to speak. They licked each other’s cli­toris at the same time, sort of com­pet­ing to see who could do the other first. Sev­eral peo­ple told me that. These women were all fix­ated on oral sex, they pre­ferred to do their men with their mouths and didn’t like fuck­ing. I could only fuck most of them by force, imag­ine that!” Lena looked at him from the side, “You raped them!?” she asked with dis­gust. But he waved her off. “Raped, what an ugly word! — No, I just grabbed her tightly or held her arms, but raped her? No, no and no again!” Lena re­mained silent, be­cause she re­ally dis­agreed.


“I’ve met at most two dozen moth­ers who had in­cest with their sons. They were re­luc­tant to ad­mit it, they knew it was a crim­i­nal of­fense even in the eyes of the sec­u­lar laws. In the Old Tes­ta­ment it was even pun­ish­able by death. Al­most all of them had the same ex­cuse: they had felt sorry for their son. The poor boy had to strug­gle a lot when he mas­tur­bated, so why not let him fuck, if she could help the poor boy? One told me that her son had been sleep­ing in her bed since his fa­ther left. She watched as he grad­u­ally learned to mas­tur­bate. For years she didn’t say any­thing about it, it was quite nor­mal. But when he had to strug­gle harder and harder, she let him fuck her, it was much eas­ier.” He poured him­self a glass of port and drank. Lena said, “Thank you, one for me too!” He poured and didn’t even no­tice her sar­casm. He brooded, thought, pon­dered and smoked ner­vously on his cig­a­rette, then pulled him­self to­gether. 


“And you cer­tainly didn’t fuck? Heinzi and you?” he asked, full of sus­pi­cion. Lena hid her sur­prise, let her fin­ger slip from her cli­toris and sat up with an in­dig­nant ex­pres­sion on her face. “Of course not, what do you think?! Never! Never! I swear!” Lena ex­claimed the­atri­cally. “I knew I was only al­lowed to fuck you and I never al­lowed him to! He just wanted to squirt in­side, and I was com­pletely fine with that. I al­ways did a hand­job to him first, maybe for a minute, then he said he had to squirt. ‘That is fine with me,’ I said to him and let him pen­e­trate my pussy and thrust un­til he squirted. I qui­etly prayed the Hail Marys and of­ten I felt deeply ashamed be­cause I was get­ting so un­chastely aroused and hot down there, when he thrust much longer than 12 Hail Marys.”


The pas­tor swore qui­etly god­dammit­dammit with fur­rowed brows. Lena con­tin­ued her web of lies smil­ing, com­pletely un­moved. “How of­ten I searched my con­science to see if he wasn’t fuck­ing me, but then I was quite sure that he was only thrust­ing in ab­so­lute in­no­cence to squirt in­side. That’s not fuck­ing, I think, not real fuck­ing. In­no­cence proved our hearts be­ing pure and chaste! —  And he al­ways re­mained de­cent, he is our son af­ter all!” Lena re­mained com­pletely un­moved as her hus­band cursed in­audi­bly god­dammit­dammit, god­dammit­dammit! They smoked in si­lence and Lena mum­bled that he didn’t have to send her home­com­ers or war­riors to fuck, she could mas­tur­bate now, he had fi­nally shown her. Now the pas­tor protested ve­he­mently, that that was out of the ques­tion, he for­bade her to mas­tur­bate! He would send plenty of men to her, for sure! Pe­riod!


A week later, the door­bell rang. A man in uni­form handed her a let­ter from her hus­band. She in­vited him in and they drank cof­fee while she read the short let­ter. She looked up. “My dear Wer­ner, I’m ready when you are.” She took him into the bed­room and had no re­grets. Wer­ner’s shot shoul­der had al­ready healed well, he had a mag­nif­i­cent cock and was good with it. He stayed two nights and left again. She pressed a few bills into his hand for the train ticket, claim­ing that was how her hus­band had writ­ten it. She stayed seated when he left and let her tears flow freely. She had had an or­gasm while fuck­ing for the first time in her life! It was won­der­ful, al­most as won­der­ful as the or­gasms she gave her­self ev­ery night be­fore fall­ing asleep.
 

The pas­tor kept his word, send­ing at least three war­riors a week to her “for use at will” and ad­mon­ish­ing her each time not to mas­tur­bate, not to de­file her chaste chal­ice. She was grate­ful to him for the stal­lions, be­cause that’s what they were through­out, but she had to laugh out loud be­cause there was no way she was go­ing to be for­bid­den to mas­tur­bate. She soon learned that it was up to her, whether she had an or­gasm or not. She had to make sure that she got some­thing out of fuck­ing her­self. It went on like this all year and she en­joyed it, she had about more than a hun­dred men fuck­ing her. It was no prob­lem if two war­riors were there at the same time, she fucked one af­ter the other and all three of them had fun. Yes, even when Heinzi came home for a week­end, she sur­prised him. She dragged him into her bed­room and let him fuck her from start to fin­ish, as of­ten as he could. And now, she had real or­gasms while they were fuck­ing, which made him happy and his chest swell with pride. They fucked non­stop that week­end, again and again and again. 


One day she re­ceived a tele­gram. “Pereo, ven­ite celeriter. Georg.” She only knew one Georg, who wrote to her in Latin: ‘I’m dy­ing, come quickly!’ Ten min­utes later she was at the train sta­tion, two stops later she was there. She al­most ran and went into the house. There he lay, her old Latin teacher, asleep. She could see quite clearly that it was com­ing to an end. She went silently into the kitchen and spoke to Rosa, the house­keeper of many years, who im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized her as the pro­fes­sor’s for­mer sweet­heart. So the sim­ple‐minded old woman im­me­di­ately told her in con­fi­dence, that she had slept in his bed ev­ery night af­ter the death of his wife over 25 years ago and had en­joyed be­ing fucked by the pro­fes­sor ev­ery night. The pro­fes­sor was now al­ready in his eight­ies, but he still fucked her ev­ery night. She her­self was al­ready 79, but she still man­aged to let him fuck her lov­ingly. She had never had sex be­fore, she never had mas­tur­bated, but fuck­ing the Pro­fes­sor was won­der­ful and she some­times liked to burst with lust in the storm he did cause in her in­ex­pe­ri­enced pussy. Of­ten the storm ended while she was still be­ing fucked, her thighs trem­bled and her heart be­came calm and light again. But if the storm was still rag­ing in her pussy at the end of the fuck, the pro­fes­sor would rub her pussy a lit­tle so that she al­most passed away in the hur­ri­cane. She loved this storm that swept her away ev­ery night and made her thighs trem­ble.  She was so grate­ful to him for that! But he hadn’t wanted to fuck her for the last three weeks and stayed in bed all day. The fam­ily doc­tor had come and left him some mor­phine sy­ringes, he had maybe 10 or 14 days left. The pro­fes­sor was very com­posed and had her send the tele­gram. 


“And where are his chil­dren?” asked Lena. Rosa crossed her­self. “Oh, Good Lord! The son was killed in ac­tion in France two years ago and the daugh­ter lives in Switzer­land.” Lena had a pen­cil and pa­per handed to her and drafted a tele­gram to his daugh­ter. Rosa shuf­fled off to the post of­fice to send the tele­gram. 


Lena went qui­etly into Georg’s room, the man to whom she had given her vir­gin­ity. Her first hus­band. Her first lover. He was awake. They talked qui­etly, he was com­posed and not afraid of dy­ing. He had only one wish, that she should lie with him one last time. He had never been able to for­get her and was very sorry that his wife had chased Lena mis­er­ably out of the house. It was his dear­est wish to die in her arms. But he would un­der­stand if she re­fused. Af­ter all, she was Pas­tor Neu­mann’s fa­mously chaste and de­cent wife. He didn’t think much of the pas­tor, he said with re­gret. At the time, the teach­ers’ con­fer­ence had a lively dis­cus­sion about ex­pelling the pupil Neu­mann from the school, as he was con­stantly mess­ing around with the youngest fe­male pupils and do­ing prob­a­bly more, but there was no ev­i­dence and no wit­ness will­ing to tes­tify.
 Lena laughed out loud. She wouldn’t have mar­ried Neu­mann if she had known about his pe­dophile ac­tiv­i­ties. “I can only agree with you, dear Georg,” she said, be­com­ing more se­ri­ous, “he’s still a pe­dophile and en­joys fuck­ing 12‐year‐olds. A piggy swine, if you ask me.” Lena didn’t have to think. “I’ll gladly lie down with you and stay with you as long as you want. No­body misses me. And as for the oh‐so‐chaste pas­tor’s wife, none of this is true. I just have to talk to Rosa and then I’ll come to you.” Georg thanked her and fell asleep only sec­onds later. 


Lena spoke to Rosa, who of course agreed to sleep in the for­mer chil­dren’s room and cook for them both. Of course she could re­mem­ber Lena, even if the pro­fes­sor’s love af­fairs were none of her busi­ness, but since it was his wish, she went along with it. Now that she knew that Lena was with him at night, she was fi­nally able to sleep through the night with a sleep­ing pill. For three weeks she hadn’t slept, had only dozed in the arm­chair next to his bed. That set­tled ev­ery­thing, Lena un­dressed and lay down with Georg. 


She watched over his sleep and only dozed very su­per­fi­cially. When he was awake, they talked at length about times long past. She was im­me­di­ately ready when he wanted to fuck. He was far too weak to fuck her, but she stiff­ened his small cock with her tongue and lips and mounted him. She had never rid­den him be­fore, but it was the thing to do now. She didn’t count how many times she mounted him and didn’t get ir­ri­tated when Rosa brought drinks and food. Rosa could hardly tear her­self away from the sight, but Lena found out why later. The pro­fes­sor was the first and only per­son Rosa had fucked. He had taken her vir­gin­ity when she was 55 and had fucked her ev­ery night since then. She had never seen any­one else fuck­ing and she only knew one po­si­tion, the Catholic one, she on her back, he be­tween her legs. Lena smiled kindly, it was all good and she had never been em­bar­rassed when Rosa watched her rid­ing.
 

It was the third day. She had fed Georg and poured away the tea, he wanted a co­gnac. They both drank, he wanted an­other shot and she licked his cock stiffly. She mounted him and rode off, then she lay down on him, when he started squirt­ing. He hugged her tightly and now he squirted buck­et­fuls, then his arms fell pow­er­less and limply down. She felt his pulse.
 

Georg was dead. 


To­gether with Rosa, Lena pre­pared the fu­neral, it would take place in 10 days and his daugh­ter from Switzer­land was also com­ing. Un­til the fu­neral, Lena mourned her first lover, who had taken her vir­gin­ity. The fu­neral was quiet and touch­ing; apart from his daugh­ter, Rosa and Lena, all the pupils who were still alive at­tended. Now she could go home, she had laid him to rest as de­cently and hon­or­ably as wartime would al­low.
 

Her hus­band con­tin­ued to send three to six war he­roes ev­ery week and ad­mon­ished her not to give in to vice and the Dark Lord. She was soon able to smile again, and her smile dug deep into many a war­rior’s heart. The new year be­gan and ev­ery­one talked be­hind closed doors about the im­mi­nent end. A strange post­card from Heinzi. 


“Dear Lena, I’ve been called up and will be trans­ferred to the east front in two hours. There are 30 of us, I’m the old­est at 19. I think of you of­ten and hug you with all my heart! When the card ar­rives, I’ll al­ready be on my way. I’ll be in touch as soon as I can, kiss Heinzi.”
 

Lena hadn’t heard from Heinzi since then. She had writ­ten a short mes­sage to her hus­band, but had re­ceived no re­ply. The whole in­fra­struc­ture seemed to be col­laps­ing, peo­ple were glued to the ra­dio and lis­ten­ing to the pithy say­ings of those in power, the fi­nal vic­tory, blah blah, but the en­emy’s broad­cast­ers saw things very dif­fer­ently. Lena ran to the post of­fice ev­ery morn­ing, the let­ter car­rier could no longer be re­lied on. She no longer re­ceived any news, not from Heinzi and not from the pas­tor. The weekly punc­tual war he­roes were also no longer com­ing. Peo­ple met at the mer­chant’s dur­ing the day and ex­changed the lat­est news. 


The Führer had bar­ri­caded him­self in a bunker and once a day he mourn­fully crowed the news of the im­pend­ing fi­nal vic­tory into the ra­dio mi­cro­phone. The Führer had made his last will, ru­mored the mer­chant. The Führer had com­mit­ted sui­cide, ru­mored the vil­lagers at the mer­chant’s. They couldn’t be­lieve it, he was still talk­ing in the ra­dio about the fi­nal vic­tory!


The thun­der of the big guns came closer, ev­ery day. One of the for­mer war he­roes, Wolf, came. He had been with Lena three times be­fore, she liked him and he was re­ally ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing, she could of­ten or­gasm with him. He asked if she wasn’t wor­ried about his one‐armed­ness, but she laughed hap­pily. “You’ve got one arm, you don’t need two to fuck!” He was some­times very sad be­cause he had heard that his wife, who was Jew­ish, and their young chil­dren had been de­ported to the East. He had heard ru­mors that not a sin­gle Jew had ar­rived in the East, but that they were all killed on the way there. He was des­per­ate be­cause he had no fam­ily left apart from them and if they were all dead, he didn’t want to live ei­ther. Lena was happy to take him in, the fuck­ing was good for her, it took her mind off the un­cer­tainty, and Wolf fucked re­ally well, even with only one arm. They kept the win­dow closed be­cause the panes rat­tled with the thun­der of the big guns. They fucked day and night, there was noth­ing else to do. Then came the night of May 4th, a dark, rainy night. 


The front door splin­tered un­der the sol­dier’s boots. Wolf was about to squirt and hadn’t heard any­thing, he was very fo­cused on fuck­ing. Lena heard the thud of boots, the door flew open and some­one fired his ri­fle. Wolf was squirt­ing, he had col­lapsed on top of Lena and was still squirt­ing, he was squirt­ing for longer than ever, buck­et­fuls. Lena star­tled, dozens of boots stomp­ing into her bed­room. She shook Wolf, but he didn’t move. She turned on the bed­side lamp. Wolf only had half a head left, he was dead, dead as a door­nail! Her brain re­fused to work. She rolled him to one side. Four pairs of eyes fixed on her pussy. She reached for her robe and cov­ered her­self. She knew ex­actly what had hap­pened, but her brain didn’t want to process it, didn’t want to un­der­stand it. The sol­diers dragged the dead Wolf out and threw him into the gar­den. One of them grabbed her by the wrist and led her into the bath­room. She saw in the mir­ror that she was cov­ered in blood. She stood un­der the shower for min­utes, wash­ing off Wolf’s blood. The sol­dier spoke a few words of Ger­man. Give food, give booze. She led him to the pantry be­hind the kitchen and pointed, food, wine. He popped the cork with the bar­rel of his re­volver. He put the port wine to his lips and drank, he was very thirsty. “Good!” he ex­claimed and also called out to his bud­dies in Rus­sian. There was plenty to eat and drink.
 

Grad­u­ally, her senses re­turned. There were 4 Rus­sians, fully armed and very dirty, their ve­hi­cle had bro­ken down right in front of her house. They had brought the ra­dio sys­tem into the house and one was tak­ing over from the other, they were in con­tact with a con­trol cen­ter, ap­par­ently. Lena went into the bed­room and got dressed. Alexei, who knew a few words of Ger­man, led her out to the gar­den where Wolf’s body lay on his stom­ach. When she saw his legs and ass, she stood rooted to the spot and turned away. Alexei said some­thing that sounded like “Mne zhal”, “I’m sorry”, but she shook her head, “I don’t un­der­stand.” She turned around and Alexei trot­ted into the house be­hind her.
 

The men had eaten and drunk. Lena ran wa­ter into a pot and picked up a piece of cloth. She led Alexei to the filthy toi­let and pointed at the dirt with the cloth and wa­ter. “Clean!” she said in a com­mand­ing tone to Alexei, who stam­mered “Clean” with his head down. I mustn’t lose con­trol for as long as I can, Lena thought, and re­peated, “Clean!” Alexei shouted some­thing and one of the men came over, grum­bling. Lena pressed cloth and wa­ter into his hand, pointed to the dirty toi­let with her chin and said, “Clean!” and Alexei trans­lated in a com­mand­ing tone. He was ob­vi­ously the boss, thank God, Lena thought. She sat down de­murely on the floor with the men, Alexei next to her. He la­bo­ri­ously ex­plained that they were all from Rus­sia, near Eka­ter­in­burg. Lena had no idea where that was, but she nod­ded. “Is it nice in Eka­ter­in­burg?” she asked and Alexei nod­ded im­me­di­ately, “nice, very nice! It’s a big city, very nice. Lots of beau­ti­ful houses, lots of beau­ti­ful fam­i­lies, lots of beau­ti­ful women!” He clicked his tongue, “beau­ti­ful women, very beau­ti­ful!” Lena in­di­cated that she had un­der­stood. The man on the ra­dio si­lenced ev­ery­one. He lis­tened and chat­tered, lis­tened again and chat­tered again. Then he turned around and rat­tled off some­thing in Rus­sian. The men hooted and shouted in con­fu­sion. At last Alexei turned to her and said, “War fin­ish to­mor­row. Gitler done, Gitler dead!” He brought his in­dex fin­ger to his tem­ple and shouted, “Boom!” He grinned all over his face, “War done, Gitler done, Fi­ira busted!” Lena nod­ded, she had un­der­stood him. So the Führer, Hitler, had com­mit­ted sui­cide af­ter all. Thank God, the war could come to an end. She ex­plained to Alexei with her hands and feet that hardly any­one here in the vil­lage liked Hitler. She took a pic­ture from the wall. “That’s me, that’s my hus­band. He’s a pas­tor now,” she made ges­tures of pray­ing and bless­ing, “Yes, Pope, my hus­band is a Pope!” Alexei’s eyes widened. Lena made it clear to him that she and her hus­band de­tested Hitler and were glad that the war was over. She showed him a pic­ture of Heinzi and cried. Yes, her son was in the war, in the East, I don’t know where. One of the men fetched sev­eral bot­tles of wine, but Alexei turned him down, be­cause they had to di­vide the wine well, then they went on to cel­e­brate the end of the war.
 

Alexei, smelling of port, whis­pered in her ear. “Make I love you, make!” Lena un­der­stood im­me­di­ately, as he placed his hand un­mis­tak­ably on her thigh. I mustn’t lose con­trol for as long as I can, Lena thought again. She nod­ded, “good, let’s do it!” She stood up and led him into the bath­room. She dropped her dress and stood un­der the shower. “Clean first, then do it!” She won­dered why he was stand­ing un­der the door with his mouth open, as if he had never seen a naked woman be­fore. She show­ered, soaped her cunt in par­tic­u­lar and dried her­self off. “Now Alexei, clean!” and pointed into the shower. He nod­ded de­ject­edly and strug­gled out of his dirty uni­form. He stood un­der the shower, the wa­ter was still warm, and she took a cloth and soap and washed his cock, just his cock, care­fully. Then she put the cloth and soap in his hand, “Clean!” The sol­diers were pretty dirty and had ob­vi­ously not been able to wash them­selves for a while. Any­way, she only wanted to fuck clean guys, she said to Alexei, your men have to take a shower too. He didn’t un­der­stand. She pointed with her in­dex fin­ger from one man to the other and to the shower, “Clean, clean, clean!” Now he un­der­stood and shouted some­thing to his men. They had been watch­ing the show­er­ing with amuse­ment and all three were grin­ning. Lena, like Alexei, was stand­ing naked in the bath­room and now she pointed to her chest. “I’m Lena, Lena. I’m 34 years old.” Alexei nod­ded and re­peated with a smile, “Lena, Lena beau­ti­ful woman!” He hadn’t un­der­stood the other words, so she raised ten fin­gers three times and then four. She lied a lit­tle, as many do when they make them­selves look a few years younger. He had un­der­stood, he nod­ded. He pointed to him­self, “Alexei,” and showed 10 fin­gers and nine. Lena nod­ded, she had al­ready guessed that. Alexei pointed to his men, “Mikhail” 17 fin­gers, “Ivan”, 17 fin­gers and the one on the ra­dio, “An­dro” 15 fin­gers. Lena was amazed, they were all so young and yet al­ready so ter­ri­bly old. She asked Alexei, “An­dro, do it too?” She showed 15 fin­gers. “An­dro also make love?” She held up her 15 fin­gers again and again. Alexei shrugged his shoul­ders. “An­dro sol­dier, An­dro also make.” He winked one eye. “An­dro make, not much.” Oh well, Lena thought, he’s still a vir­gin but al­ready a sol­dier, so he was al­lowed too. She pointed to the shower again, “Mikhail, Ivan, An­dro, clean!” Alexei nod­ded in agree­ment and Lena led him by the hand into the bed­room. 


Alexei was cer­tainly no mas­ter when it came to fuck­ing. But he did his thing and leaned back. He called Ivan in, they had left the door open af­ter all. Ivan was bet­ter equipped than Alexei, he fucked skill­fully and quite prop­erly, he brought Lena to or­gasm be­fore he squirted. He also leaned back next to Alexei, who now called Mikhail. Ivan stood up, took the head­phones from An­dro and shooed him into the shower. Mikhail also had a big cock and he also knew how to use it. Lena came again to or­gasm, pant­ing and moan­ing with sat­is­fac­tion, and he con­tin­ued fuck­ing for quite a long time un­til he was cum­ming in buck­et­fuls. He sat down next to Alexei and he called An­dro.
 

Ashyly, An­dro en­tered, hes­i­tated for a mo­ment and po­si­tioned him­self be­tween Lena’s thighs. He quickly started fuck­ing like a rab­bit and Lena held him tightly, stop­ping his fuck­ing. She said softly, “An­dro, you have to start slowly. Imag­ine you’re a camel walk­ing through the desert. So, slow like a proud camel!” She in­di­cated with her arm what walk­ing slowly meant. Alexei had un­der­stood and passed on her in­struc­tions to An­dro. Alexei re­peated, “Camel,” and swayed his head slowly. An­dro seemed to have un­der­stood, he swayed his hips in camel step and Lena nod­ded firmly, “Yes, yes!” An­dro did his job quite well and still squirted very soon. His cock re­mained hard even af­ter squirt­ing and he didn’t think about pulling his cock out. He looked Lena straight in the eye and raised two fin­gers. She nod­ded in agree­ment and lifted two fin­gers as well. He proved that An­dro was a quick learner. “Slowly, camel,” and smiled at her, “Lena, beau­ti­ful!” and kissed her briefly on the mouth. And in­deed, he walked like a camel, proud and slow. Now he fucked much longer and Lena was get­ting re­ally hot. He in­creased his pace and squirted. Ex­hausted, he sank down next to his com­pan­ions. Lena stroked him gen­tly and mur­mured that he had done well his first ride. 


They took turns on the ra­dio ev­ery hour, chat­ting with the con­trol cen­ter and fuck­ing Lena. She had taught Alexei that ‘to do’ meant ‘to fuck’. She had been able to doze off in be­tween, but the boys woke her up to fuck. The boys fucked al­ways in the same man­ner and An­dro was the only one, who fucked her twice in a row, thank God he had learned to let her or­gasm. She some­times thought to die from the fa­tigue, but she didn’t. Lena was some­how proud that she had kept con­trol. The men hadn’t raped her, they ate and drank like nor­mal peo­ple, they show­ered ev­ery day and no longer soiled the toi­let. Apart from their ar­rival, she had no fear, no panic at all. She was grate­ful to fate, be­cause it could have been much worse. 


Early in the morn­ing, Mikhail was on the ra­dio, there was sud­denly some­thing ex­cit­ing, ev­ery­one was talk­ing in con­fu­sion. Alexei raised a fin­ger and in­di­cated to Lena that a car was com­ing in a day. Yes, a car. Then he thought for a mo­ment and raised two fin­gers. “To­day, to­mor­row to­mor­row,” he pointed, “to­day, then night, then day, then to­mor­row car.” So it was, they fucked day and night, on the morn­ing of the third day they put their dirty uni­forms back on and waited im­pa­tiently. They kept talk­ing into the ra­dio, then a flatbed truck ar­rived at her house. 


Alexei mo­tioned to Lena to put on her coat. She looked at him ques­tion­ingly; she hadn’t slept prop­erly for days and was now to­tally slow‐wit­ted and be­side her­self. He took the coat and put it on her shoul­ders. He took a sec­ond coat and put it on her as well. “Rus­sia very cold,” he said and pushed her out to join his bud­dies on the flatbed truck. She was still in a daze when she saw her house dis­ap­pear into the dis­tance for the last time. Was it go­ing to Rus­sia? To Poland? Or to a sol­dier’s brothel?


Pas­tor Neu­mann never heard from his wife or his son again. 



● ● ●








Prinzess Lou


by Jack Faber © 2023




Lou sat in front of her lap­top in her of­fice on board the Elisée, her hus­band’s yacht. The yacht was about 72 me­ters long and ul­tra‐mod­ern. Lou, who had only mar­ried a few months ago, had de­cided to keep a daily re­port, or rather a kind of di­ary. Michel had got her the lap­top and equipped it with the lat­est se­cu­rity mea­sures. “From the NSA,” Michel grinned, “and even they have very few peo­ple who can crack it.” Lou had ar­ranged for a small safe to be in­stalled in her bed­room, a large cabin, which very few peo­ple knew about. She changed the com­bi­na­tion ev­ery week be­cause that’s where she kept this pri­vate, very pri­vate lap­top. The small of­fice was a sep­a­rate part of the bed­room, it had a clear view of the sea, the end of the huge panoramic wall of the bed­room ended with the small of­fice. Lou briefly skimmed over all the chap­ters she had writ­ten so far. 


She had been born Maria Louise von Ho­hen­lahn­stein in Ger­many, her fa­ther ran the win­ery and vine­yards more poorly than well. No­ble yes, rich no. Her fa­ther was still rooted in the pa­tri­archy, but en­deav­ored to live a pro­gres­sive life. Lou, as she was called, was the baby of the fam­ily, but she would never in­herit or run the win­ery. The two grown‐up broth­ers stud­ied hard and would one day take over the win­ery. Their fa­ther there­fore sent her to the best schools, even though he was short of money. Her mother had died when she was 15. Her fa­ther came into her room at night and cried, he had loved her mother very much. Her fa­ther held her in his arms and sobbed un­til he fell asleep from tired­ness. The next day he asked if she would spend the night in his big bed, he didn’t want to be alone. Lou said okay. 


She never owned py­ja­mas, she al­ways slept naked. She kept her panties on when she got into bed with him at night. They held each other and she let him cry. She had stayed with her mother un­til the end, had ac­com­pa­nied her when she was dy­ing and was with her when she died. Lou was, of course, ter­ri­bly sad that the most im­por­tant per­son in her life was dead, but she was not as ter­ri­bly sad as her fa­ther. Per­haps his grief came from his guilty con­science, be­cause he had only con­fessed to her on his deathbed that he had shame­lessly cheated on her again and again. It was never any­thing se­ri­ous, he was sim­ply a hunter with a strong hunt­ing in­stinct, he wanted to fuck ev­ery woman, old or young. Now that was the end of the hunt. Her mother smiled softly and mur­mured wearily, “I knew, I knew, my love!” Lou re­mem­bered how con­cerned her fa­ther had looked, vis­i­bly sur­prised and em­bar­rassed at the same time. “No, never!” her mother man­aged to get out with dif­fi­culty, “never! You were my first man and my only one.” Lou had never seen her fa­ther so af­fected.
 

Lou looked up from her lap­top. Flash­lights blinked fit­fully on the beach off which the yacht was an­chored. She con­tin­ued to read. It ob­vi­ously did her fa­ther good not to have to be alone. They hugged again and again, she mur­mured sooth­ingly in his ear when he cried. She stroked his naked body and avoided touch­ing his cock. She al­ways waited un­til he was fast asleep and only then did she mas­tur­bate. She had mas­tur­bated to sleep ev­ery night since kinder­garten‐days. It must have been 14 days since she had lov­ingly and ten­derly stroked him. Then he took her hand and placed it on his stiff cock. She fever­ishly won­dered whether she should give him a hand­job. It was noth­ing spe­cial, it was a mat­ter of course in her age group. She barely rubbed him for a minute be­fore he was over­come by the urge and he lay down be­tween her thighs. She had been fucked sev­eral times be­fore and wasn’t taken by sur­prise when he ruth­lessly pen­e­trated her vagina. She let her­self be fucked and held back, it would be per­verse to re­turn his fuck­ing. He didn’t have to thrust for very long be­fore he groaned and squirted. She switched on the bed­side lamp and lit a cig­a­rette. Her fa­ther mur­mured, “Thank you, Princess, thank you!” She lit a cig­a­rette for him too and they smoked in si­lence. 


“It’s in­cest,” Lou be­gan. He nod­ded de­ject­edly. 


“Yeah, I know. But I just couldn’t hold back any­more, princess, I’m re­ally sorry! — Did I take your vir­gin­ity?” he asked wor­riedly, but Lou gave a short laugh. 


“I’m al­ready 15, Dad, and this is the 21st cen­tury! No 15‐year‐old is a vir­gin these days!” She smiled at him and in­stead of look­ing dis­mayed, he smiled. 


“Good,” he said, breath­ing a sigh of re­lief, “I wouldn’t have for­given my­self! Only be­cause my na­ture got the bet­ter of me!”  


“So it’s about time you took a wife,” Lou said, “I’m a woman too and I’ve fucked a few, but I’m your daugh­ter.” The si­lence lasted a long time. Lou had only fucked two, but she left it at the plu­ral. Now they ar­gued back and forth for fif­teen min­utes, but they fi­nally agreed. He would find him­self a steady girl­friend or wife, un­til then she was okay with con­tin­u­ing the in­cest fuck. They fucked for a year and a half, then he found a soul mate. An aris­to­cratic young lady from Den­mark, but she spoke flu­ent Ger­man. Char­lotte was in her late thir­ties, loud, hu­mor­ous and damn las­civ­i­ous. She was not a se­duc­tive beauty, but re­ally just se­duc­tive. She was very much in love with him be­cause he was a thor­oughly hon­est, straight­for­ward char­ac­ter. She had a re­ally big bank ac­count and liked to give gifts to the es­tate. Like Char­lotte, he didn’t be­lieve in mar­i­tal fi­delity; they both wanted an open mar­riage. Lou didn’t like her open dis­play of sex­u­al­ity and lech­ery, but oth­er­wise had a good re­la­tion­ship with her. Lou was now 17, pre­par­ing for her A‐lev­els and left her fa­ther to fuck Char­lotte. She had no re­grets, but she knew what she wanted to study, ma­rine bi­ol­ogy.
 

She stud­ied in Paris and Lon­don, and year af­ter year she spent more time at sea than on land. She trav­eled to many places, she was very hard‐work­ing and was there­fore very well sup­ported. The top­ics of en­vi­ron­men­tal pro­tec­tion and cli­mate change were now also reach­ing the gen­eral pub­lic, and the fact that ma­rine bi­ol­ogy played an im­por­tant role was gen­er­ally rec­og­nized. At 25, she be­gan writ­ing her doc­toral the­sis and Michel came into her life. He was a few years younger than her, he was em­ployed by the uni­ver­sity as a tu­tor and along­side his lec­tures he worked as an as­sis­tant with Lou. It took a few weeks be­fore they ended up in bed. Lou was no wall­flower and fucked when she wanted and who she wanted. It wasn’t very smart to se­duce your co­worker, but they had so much in com­mon and so many in­ter­ests that even­tu­ally it re­ally clicked. She was very at­tracted to him, he wasn’t one of those stupid ma­cho men, of which there were as many as there were pi­geons in Paris. She was at­tracted to him like a sis­ter, there was no bet­ter way to put it. Lou wasn’t a les­bian, she knew that for a fact. But it was Michel’s fem­i­nine an­ima that fas­ci­nated her so much.
 

Lou’s eyes teared up as they hopped into bed for the first time. The good food and heavy red wine helped a lot, but she had al­ready made up her mind be­fore din­ner. Now Michel stood naked in front of the bed, just like her. Her first glance con­vinced her that he had a nice cock that could get even big­ger in her mouth. Her sec­ond glance fell on ir­ri­ta­tion. Michel had breasts. Small like a girl’s breasts, and re­ally very sweet girl’s breasts. He al­ready knew the look and jumped into bed un­con­cerned. 


They kissed, they ca­ressed each other, they got to know each other’s bod­ies. She asked and Michel an­swered, he had al­ready had to ex­plain it a hun­dred times. He was a man. Grown up as a man, so­cial­ized as a man. No one, not even a doc­tor, could prop­erly ex­plain to him that he had breasts. He knew that he was not a her­maph­ro­dite, his gen­i­tals were male, as was his se­men. He ex­plained it to him­self by say­ing that he had two an­i­mas, male and fe­male. That was how he ex­plained to him­self that he didn’t have the typ­i­cal ma­cho de­meanor and that he felt like a woman in many small ways, thought like a woman, re­acted like a woman. Lou had to think for a long time, and now a lot of things be­came clear. Her feel­ing of be­ing like a sis­ter. 


She dived down and took his cock in her mouth. “No one gets in­side me that I haven’t licked clean con­sci­en­tiously,” she said and he smiled. “And the fact that he gets burst­ing hard is a known side ef­fect?” Michel joked, as he squirted into her mouth. She swal­lowed his se­men with a grin and licked him stiff once more. They kissed, cud­dled and sighed un­til they were both hot. She play­fully aroused his breasts, Michel fucked re­ally well and could wait un­til she clawed at him in or­gasm and they joined to­gether, thrust­ing and jerk­ing. He squirted rhyth­mi­cally as he thrust and rolled off.
 They smoked and talked about the whole thing in whis­pers. The red wine gone, she said with a soft smile that not many men man­aged to fuck her to or­gasm. That was some­thing they both liked very much. Grad­u­ally he also got down to busi­ness. He found it es­pe­cially nice when the woman fucked him. No, it had noth­ing to do with dom­i­nance or sub­mis­sion, it was more a fe­male sen­sa­tion. Lou un­der­stood it im­me­di­ately. They would take it in turns to share the ac­tive and pas­sive role, then they would both have what they needed, what they wanted. And so it was that Lou mounted Michel and fucked him. She didn’t or­gasm the sec­ond time, but that was fine. Michel let him­self be fucked won­der­fully and squirted for the sec­ond time. They whis­pered for a very long time, but very qui­etly so as not to dis­turb the other ho­tel guests. 


For two years Lou trav­eled, ac­com­pa­nied by Michel, to the places where she gath­ered ma­te­rial for the dis­ser­ta­tion. Michel was an ex­cel­lent as­sis­tant and he could dis­cuss bi­ol­ogy with her for hours, man­age her sam­ples and read and re­vise her notes. If he saved up enough money, he would write a dis­ser­ta­tion on a sim­i­lar topic, he said. Lou no longer looked at the divers and col­leagues, she didn’t need one. Michel was good enough for her and she didn’t need any­one else to fuck. She handed in her the­sis and pre­pared her­self for a long wait, six months in her ex­pe­ri­ence. 


She ar­gued a lot with Michel. She wanted to keep him at all costs, whether as an as­sis­tant or what­ever. They only briefly touched on the sub­ject of mar­riage and both shied away like fish that get too close. He didn’t want to get mar­ried, he had never seen a pos­i­tive mar­riage, only big and very big dis­as­ters. He had had him­self tested for her sake at the be­gin­ning of their re­la­tion­ship, he was un­able to pro­cre­ate. He wouldn’t be able to start a fam­ily, and he couldn’t see him­self as an adop­tive fa­ther, that wouldn’t be him. There was only the ad­van­tage that they didn’t have to worry about con­tra­cep­tion. No, mar­riage was noth­ing for him. She would have taken him any day, they were very well suited to each other and it had al­ready lasted two years. 


Then her Papa sur­prised her, Char­lotte gushed the news. 


A rich man, Oleg Maschinkoff, had his eye on her. She didn’t know him, but he had seen her at a re­cep­tion at the em­bassy when she was ac­com­pa­ny­ing her fa­ther. Oleg now clung to her fa­ther like a limpet. He knew in­stinc­tively that he was the one most likely to do it. He promised her fa­ther a suit­case full of money if he brought them both to­gether. Even if the princess re­fused. And fa­ther al­ways needed money. So he had Lou come home more of­ten than usual. She had half a year to kill any­way, so why not? That’s how she met Oleg. 


He wasn’t a Rus­sian shaggy bear, but a west­ern­ized, ed­u­cated man, less than 10 years older than her, like­able and sexy. She liked him at first sight, but she kept that to her­self.  He agreed that she should have him checked out and that she wanted to have her doc­tor­ate in hand be­fore she made up her mind, which meant at least 5 months. Michel did the vet­ting, he was the only one she trusted and he was an ace re­searcher. She spent a lot of time with Oleg, dis­cussing the most im­por­tant as­pects of her life. He was a Rus­sian oli­garch, but the tol­er­a­ble kind. He had started small back in Putin’s days trad­ing in corn, ex­panded his busi­ness to soy­beans and then to fer­til­iz­ers. He was sim­ply a clever busi­ness­man, he had no need to en­rich him­self with crooked or even bad things. He openly ad­mit­ted that play­ing hide‐and‐seek with the cus­toms au­thor­i­ties was part of his ev­ery­day life, as was the use of bribes and kick­backs and his own in­tel­li­gence ser­vice. He was a crim­i­nal in these things, but he didn’t see him­self as a crim­i­nal. Lou smiled, she wasn’t ex­pect­ing an an­gel, but there were moral bound­aries such as mur­der and man­slaugh­ter. He smiled, he wasn’t guilty of that, he strictly ad­hered to those bound­aries, with­out a sin­gle ex­cep­tion. He swore to that. He re­ally was filthy rich and when he had seen and ob­served the princess in the em­bassy, it had hap­pened to him. He was 36, she was 28 and he wanted to start a fam­ily. He wanted a smart, ed­u­cated woman and if she was also as de­light­ful and pretty as she was, then ev­ery­thing would be fine for him. 


She made sev­eral things clear to him, both big and small. She didn’t want to learn Rus­sian or live in Rus­sia, as they could both speak Eng­lish well. Live any­where, but in the “West”. She had not for­got­ten Putin’s reign of ter­ror and she was quite sure that Rus­sia needed an­other 60 or 100 years to be­come a good coun­try. She wanted to fin­ish her stud­ies suc­cess­fully and do re­search or work in ma­rine bi­ol­ogy for a while, she didn’t want to have chil­dren be­fore 35. Then gladly, hav­ing chil­dren and rais­ing them well was okay in her opin­ion. She was amazed at how sim­i­lar her two ideas of rais­ing chil­dren were. That was a good thing. 


Oleg had rec­og­nized Lou’s char­ac­ter and the things that were im­por­tant to her over the many hours. He was now even more de­ter­mined to win her. He didn’t need a sugar‐doll who mainly went shop­ping and showed off her jew­els at par­ties. A sci­en­tist who cared about the en­vi­ron­ment and the planet ap­pealed to him and fit­ted in well with his am­bi­tion to be rec­og­nized as a good and West­ern‐ori­ented oli­garch. No mat­ter how much she cost him, she was worth it. He cast his line. 


He had a ship, a yacht, the Elisée, 76 me­ters long. Equipped with ev­ery­thing that was avail­able. There was even a he­li­pad, a plat­form on which he could land his he­li­copter. It was one of the first ships to be pow­ered by hy­dro­gen. He wanted to con­vert ev­ery­thing to hy­dro­gen over time — he had al­ready bought all new hy­dro­gen‐pow­ered cars, and 10% of the fleet was al­ready run­ning on hy­dro­gen. He had bought up a hy­dro­gen man­u­fac­turer in Cal­i­for­nia and was sure that the busi­ness would be prof­itable in 5 years at the lat­est. So he had al­ready made the de­ci­sion to go green two years ago, even be­fore he had fallen in love with Lou. Lou smiled, those were good ar­rows he had in his quiver. 


She was back in Paris. How much she had missed Michel! Her man‐wife, his ex­cit­ing sex, his close­ness! When they caught their breath, Michel re­ported on his in­ves­ti­ga­tions. Oleg was what he said he was. He was filthy rich, one of the thou­sand rich­est peo­ple in the world. The hy­dro­gen thing was also true. He wasn’t in­volved in any­thing dirty or crim­i­nal, he had grad­u­ated from uni­ver­sity in Cam­bridge, Eng­land. He had been mar­ried in Eng­land for 8 months and the mar­riage was legally di­vorced. Michel wanted to read out all the dirty laun­dry about the woman, but Lou waved it off an­grily, just the es­sen­tial facts. She was a pretty bar­maid, but she couldn’t break away from her vices and was cur­rently serv­ing time for re­peated drug of­fenses. Poor sod! Lou waved it off, enough! She was an­noyed that Oleg hadn’t men­tioned this mar­riage. Michel un­der­stood that.
 

Lou brought up the sub­ject of mar­riage. She had to have clar­ity, be­cause she had to make a de­ci­sion. Michel said he loved her like never be­fore. But mar­riage was out of the ques­tion for him. He couldn’t marry her with a lie just to avoid los­ing her, that was to­tally against him. It would just be a self­ish lie, it would ruin ev­ery­thing.
 

Lou had ex­pected a dif­fer­ent an­swer and cried softly. “I don’t want to lose you, you’re like a lit­tle sis­ter to me!” They both laughed, their dec­la­ra­tion of love sounded pretty funny. She be­came se­ri­ous again. “If I can con­tinue my re­search, will you stay on as my as­sis­tant, since I prob­a­bly can’t of­fer you a good salary? I’m think­ing of tap­ping my fa­ther or the rich step­mother and con­tin­u­ing my re­search on the oc­topods on my own ac­count.” Michel didn’t have to think for long. “I’m in, of course, even if we have to spoon dog food out of a can!” he ex­claimed en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and hugged his lover. They spent a few lovely days to­gether, then Lou went home to her fa­ther.
 

“You got two mil­lion from Oleg?” she asked her fa­ther with flash­ing eyes. He squirmed like a worm un­der the sole of her boots, but ad­mit­ted it. Stupid Char­lotte couldn’t keep a se­cret. 


“It was a clean deal,” he said, “it was just about get­ting to know you, even if you end up turn­ing it down.” Lou swal­lowed her anger. Her fa­ther was des­ti­tute and needed ev­ery penny. She put her hand on his arm. 


“It’s all right, Dad, I’m not an­gry with you. Oleg is an in­ter­est­ing man, he’s worth ev­ery penny!” She en­quired about the win­ery and her broth­ers. 


“It’s go­ing well again, Bruno and Ed­ward have prac­ti­cally taken it over al­ready and next year they’ll of­fi­cially get it with a no­tary and so on. I’m hand­ing ev­ery­thing over and go­ing trav­el­ing with Char­lotte while we’re still spry.” Lou smiled, Char­lotte was not yet 40.
 

“That’s good news, Dad. Even though I think it’s more Char­lotte’s idea, it’s a good de­ci­sion. I hope I’m mak­ing a good de­ci­sion for me too.” Lou re­luc­tantly dropped the idea of tap­ping the fa­ther and Char­lotte. “And — do I get any­thing from the win­ery?” she asked cau­tiously. The fa­ther was puz­zled. 


“I didn’t think you were in­ter­ested in the vine­yard. That’s why I hired an ap­praiser to have them pay you a third in cash. At least that was the plan.” Lou re­as­sured him that she thought that was fair and that with cash she would be able to con­tinue her re­search. The fa­ther didn’t think twice. 


“If you run out of money, come to me. Char­lotte and I have some on the high side and I’m sure we can give a lit­tle away.” Lou hugged him grate­fully. “I can’t ask Char­lotte at the mo­ment, she’s in Den­mark for a fu­neral and the in­her­i­tance she’s get­ting from that aunt.” Lou asked if he would have to sleep alone? He nod­ded de­ject­edly and said, “Me and Miss Fist”. It took Lou sec­onds to un­der­stand the sad joke. She smiled broadly and cal­cu­lat­ingly.
 

“But Dad, I can sleep with you like I used to!” She slept with him all week, she let her­self be fucked like she used to and was very ac­tive in the fuck­ing, think­ing of the lov­ing way Michel fucked her re­ally hard when she asked him to. The ex­er­cise would prob­a­bly be far too stren­u­ous for her fa­ther. Af­ter­wards, she let him watch her mas­tur­bate like she used to; he still found it very ex­cit­ing to sit be­tween her thighs and ex­pe­ri­ence it up close. 


Dad had just rid­den out, as he did ev­ery day at this time, to in­spect the vine­yard. Char­lotte ar­rived by cab and Lou greeted her. In Char­lotte’s room, Char­lotte changed and Lou waited at the cof­fee ta­ble. Char­lotte’s diplo­matic pass­port was on the ta­ble. She stared at the date of birth. Char­lotte was only 36 years old, not 45 as was gen­er­ally as­sumed. Char­lotte came in and sat down op­po­site, wear­ing only a bra. She had no­ticed Lou’s glance at the pass­port and smiled. “Most women make them­selves look younger, but I had to make my­self look older or he wouldn’t have taken me, and I was and still am madly in love with him, I would have done any­thing to snag him! He’s not the mas­ter of fuck­ing, but he has the best char­ac­ter of them all!”  She smiled as Lou’s eyes feasted on her pussy. That shaved pussy was re­ally nice, thought Lou, who had seen uglier ones. Char­lotte’s fin­gers slid over it, ex­pos­ing the clit com­pletely. It was very nice too, Lou thought and looked up, straight into Char­lotte’s eyes. 


“I’m not a les­bian,” she said, “I tried it of­ten enough in my youth, but I’m not into les­bian­ism.” Char­lotte nod­ded and asked. 


“Poor thing, he hates sleep­ing alone.” Lou knew full well that was a ques­tion. 


“Oh, he didn’t have to sleep alone at all, I warmed him ev­ery night, your hus­band!” Lou could an­swer Char­lotte’s stupid ques­tions just as stupidly. Char­lotte nod­ded. 


“I sup­posed so, yes!” said Char­lotte, and the look on her face said that he had told her about the in­cest. Lou was blush­ing, more out of anger at his in­dis­cre­tion than shame. Char­lotte con­tin­ued to gush. 


“Don’t think any­thing of it, I spent a few months with my fa­ther when my mother was in hos­pi­tal. There’s noth­ing to it, noth­ing dis­gust­ing.” 


Lou nod­ded in agree­ment and mum­bled, “Lots of peo­ple do that.” Char­lotte bab­bled on. 


“My fa­ther was hor­ri­fied when I se­duced him. But I was al­ready 14 and des­per­ate to be de­flow­ered, and of course Dad was my ev­ery­thing, my Cap­tain Amer­ica. I was in charge, he melted like wax in my hands. Of course I had al­ready fucked about 5 boys, but they didn’t take my vir­gin­ity, they had nice lit­tle boy dicks that fit­ted through the hole in my hy­men. I of­ten fucked with them and only got the or­gasm when mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter­wards.
 

Now I wanted a real cock and my Cap­tain Amer­ica had a pretty big one, I’d seen it a lot. As a small child, I of­ten stood next to him in the bath­room with my thumb in my mouth, as he wagged his cock and squirted into the sink. The first few days he didn’t want to know any­thing about fuck­ing, a hand­job, okay. I al­ways ended the hand job with a blowjob and he was quite taken aback that I swal­lowed his se­men. It was nor­mal for me, noth­ing spe­cial. But on the third or fourth day, I se­duced him de­spite his help­less protests.” 


Char­lotte tugged ex­cit­edly at her clit as she re­counted.  “On the one hand, I was ter­ri­fied of his big mace with the peach‐shaped glans, which he said many Bernadottes had, but on the other, I was des­per­ate to be fucked by him. He took my vir­gin­ity so pow­er­fully that I cried out in pain. I was still very young, not even 14, and had a very small, very tight vagina. Af­ter he got over that hur­dle, we fucked like fools, af­ter school, be­fore din­ner, af­ter din­ner and half the night. He blos­somed, he felt as young as he used to and he could fuck re­ally well quite of­ten. He had given me a taste for or­gasm while fuck­ing. Oh yes, the Dad! We fucked each other again and again as long as he lived and thank God my mother didn’t mind.” 


“She was no longer able to fuck af­ter all the op­er­a­tions, he said. Un­for­tu­nately, she only lived for a few months, but she was very weak and I washed her ru­ined pussy ev­ery day. She had been op­er­ated on x‐times, her ovaries, uterus, labia were full of can­cer and had been cut out. Even the fore­skin that pro­tected her cli­toris had been re­moved and all the skin over the cli­toral shaft had been rad­i­cally re­moved. The shaft, 5 or 6 cen­time­ters long, was blood‐red, raw flesh. Only the head of the cli­toris had re­mained in­tact, it was the size of a fin­ger­nail, bright pink and shaped like the tiny glans of a lit­tle boy’s cock. I washed her pussy with luke­warm camomile tea and rubbed an oint­ment on the hor­ri­ble scars. 


I stared at the large open hole full of scars that had birthed me and at the fin­ger‐length, ob­scenely naked clit that grew hard and stiff at my treat­ment. Groan­ing with em­bar­rass­ment, she asked me to re­lax her clit. Ev­ery day I brought her big clit to or­gasm and it was the only plea­sure she had left. I thought each time how big her clit was like us Bernadottes.
 

Af­ter the first time, she took my face in both hands and kissed me grate­fully on the lips. “Thank you, Charly, you’re such a good, help­ful child and you still take such good care of your dy­ing mother. Take care of Daddy too, you’re al­most 14 and old enough to fuck, and the poor guy has to cum ev­ery day.” That was the only thing she said, but to me it was as if she had given her bless­ing. I wanted to tell her that I’d been let­ting him fuck for months now, but my throat was tight and I stam­mered, “and if you let me, I’d love to fuck him!” She just smiled and kissed my fore­head, “I rather think he will fuck you!” With that, she gave me her bless­ing. 


In her fi­nal weeks, she com­pletely lost her mind. She claimed Dad wasn’t her cousin, but her brother. I couldn’t be­lieve it, it couldn’t be! But she told me her story as if it were true. She had taught him to mas­tur­bate and squirt, he learned to mas­tur­bate her to or­gasm very well. That wasn’t enough for her, she was 13 and he was 12 when she let him take her vir­gin­ity. They fucked ev­ery night and only had to be care­ful when she got her pe­riod at around 17. Nev­er­the­less, she got preg­nant and then she gave birth to me at 21. By then their par­ents were no longer alive, be­cause they couldn’t live with the shame that no­body knew about and poi­soned their evening co­coa. They were helped to forge the pa­pers, and as first cousins they needed the bishop’s dis­pen­sa­tion and the bishop needed a new church roof. They lived in le­gal mar­riage for 14 years and now can­cer was eat­ing her up.
 

Of course I asked Dad, but he laughed at me. Where did I get that non­sense from, and then he said poor mother was dy­ing and hal­lu­ci­nat­ing in agony. It didn’t change any­thing when I in­ter­jected that she wasn’t afraid of dy­ing. I lay with dad ev­ery night and he fucked me un­til the end, I was 23. He didn’t have the tes­tic­u­lar can­cer op­er­ated on and treated, he said he would soon be with mom and yes, he was in­deed her brother. A few days later he drank a co­gnac like ev­ery evening, he had sorted ev­ery­thing out and said a very emo­tional good­bye to me. That night he took poi­son. He was my dear­est and best man!” Char­lotte looked up and said with re­gret, “look how horny those mem­o­ries made me!” She spread her labia with her fin­gers and pressed down on the flesh around her cli­toris.
 

“You’ve got quite a big clit too, al­most like my lit­tle fin­ger,” Lou com­mented on Char­lotte’s clit, “like a real Bernadotte!”


“It’s a shame you’re not up for a bit of les­bian­ism,” Char­lotte mur­mured sadly and tugged des­per­ately at her clit, “I’ve be­come so in­sanely horny and I re­ally need it now!”  Char­lotte now looked very de­jected. Her face bright­ened as she thought of her beloved and talked about Lou’s fa­ther. 


“Does he watch you mas­tur­bate so greed­ily too?” Lou didn’t an­swer and Char­lotte im­me­di­ately bab­bled on. “Well, I al­ways sneak a peek at his cock when I mas­tur­bate. I al­ways let him sit very close so I can see his cock very clearly. He slowly gets hard, his glans turns dark red and swells up. When I’m re­ally go­ing at it, the se­men starts to drip out of his glans and when I or­gasm re­ally hard, the se­men slowly runs out of the glans in a thin trickle.” Char­lotte looked at her tri­umphantly and chal­leng­ingly.
 

Lou nod­ded in agree­ment and went one bet­ter. She lied, “It’s sim­i­lar with me, only at the end it re­ally squirts out of his glans in solid jets!” Lou wanted to go one bet­ter, but her fa­ther came in, hugged his naked wife and gave her a kiss. “Where does it re­ally squirt out of his glans? I heard some­thing like that when I came in.” Lou strug­gled with her­self for a mo­ment, then an­swered. 


“Char­lotte and I were just talk­ing about how you re­ally cum when you watch both of us mas­tur­bate.” Char­lotte turned green with anger and di­verted to an­other topic.
 

“Just think, my dar­ling, my aunt has made me her sole heir! Sole heir! The oth­ers were pretty shocked, be­cause she named ev­ery­one in­di­vid­u­ally and left him or her some cheap trin­ket. The TV, the car, the col­lec­tion of fake Pi­cas­sos or valu­able, well‐worn car­pets. I then spoke to the no­tary in pri­vate and he said it would prob­a­bly be an­other year be­fore ev­ery­thing was sold, but I can ex­pect at least 130. 130 mil­lion! I told him straight away that for ev­ery ad­di­tional mil­lion he would get 10% cash in hand, that would spur him on, I could see it in his eyes! I want to go on a trip around the world! Now!” She bab­bled and bab­bled on and on. 


“Con­grat­u­la­tions, dear Char­lotte, so I can hope you’ll sup­port me and my re­search fi­nan­cially, be­cause I’ll get my PhD in three or four months and then I’ll be left pen­ni­less on the street.” Lou made such a dis­tressed face that Char­lotte jumped up, squat­ted in front of her on her heels and took her head in her hands. She gave Lou a kiss on the lips and said, “Rely on me and your fa­ther, lit­tle one, we won’t let you down!” Lou had been star­ing at her wide‐open pussy and at Char­lotte’s stiff clit, which she now kept touch­ing with her fin­gers. Lou laughed briefly and said “Thank you, dear Char­lotte!” be­cause she knew ex­actly what would fol­low. And she had won. 


Char­lotte straight­ened up and called out, “Come, come, my dar­ling! I re­ally need it, 10 days of just mas­tur­bat­ing and no cock far and wide, ex­cept maybe lit­tle Arne, but he’s still a child. He thrusts and squirts quite well, but of course he couldn’t know how to fuck a grown woman prop­erly yet!” Char­lotte tore and tugged openly and shame­lessly at her clit. “Arne may still be at high school, but he’s got a big cock like a big man. I’ve painstak­ingly taught him to thrust slowly and at the right an­gle and to hold back the squirt­ing un­til I’ve reached or­gasm. But as soon as my pussy started to pound him hard in or­gasm, the poor guy had to squirt im­me­di­ately. He was very sur­prised when he had learned to do it prop­erly with me and told me that he had only ever fucked the fat Finnish cook and she had al­ways urged him to hurry and cum quickly. He was al­lowed to come and fuck her at any time, whether 3 or 6 times a day. But al­ways quickly, quickly and se­cretly in the pantry! She also never mas­tur­bated when he had fucked her. I wasn’t com­pletely dis­sat­is­fied with the lit­tle one! — So come on now!” Char­lotte ex­claimed and pranced out into the bed­room. 


Lou smiled at her fa­ther. “Not a cock in sight, just lit­tle Arne!” grinned Lou with a smile. Now her fa­ther had to laugh, be­cause “no one is safe from Char­lotte’s lech­ery, whether it’s a lit­tle boy or a grand­fa­ther, it doesn’t mat­ter, a girl or the fat cook, it doesn’t mat­ter ei­ther!” Laugh­ing, he fol­lowed his wife. 


Lou typed for 14 days on an ar­ti­cle that was to be no longer than 10 pages and in which she wanted to present her dis­ser­ta­tion to the sci­en­tific pub­lic. She had a hell of a time short­en­ing the text, be­cause if she didn’t do it her­self, the pub­lisher would. Michel read through the work twice a day, cross­ing out and scrib­bling. He had been tak­ing on more lessons for months to fill his cof­fers. Oleg called at the same time as al­ways. 


They talked about this and that, she talked about her ar­ti­cle and he talked about new busi­ness. Nei­ther had a deeper in­sight into the other’s work, it was just a mat­ter of lis­ten­ing to the other and hear­ing their voice. Be­fore he hung up, he had two ques­tions. 


“Do you have a pass­port, Princess Maria Louise?”  Of course she had one, a valid one of course. “Sec­ondly, can you take this week­end off?” Lou replied with­out hes­i­ta­tion. He gave her the ex­act time when she would be picked up in the pri­vate area in Le Bour­get. All she had to do was tell re­cep­tion that she was wait­ing for his jet. “Well, see you Sat­ur­day morn­ing!” He hung up be­fore she pep­pered him with ques­tions.
Michel ac­com­pa­nied her to the air­port by bus. He just wanted to make sure she was picked up. Of course, he made a note of the jet’s iden­ti­fier so he could fol­low it via the In­ter­net. The re­cep­tion­ist went into an ad­join­ing room and brought a pi­lot with him. He copied her pass­port, was as­sured that there was noth­ing to de­clare in her travel bag, then she fol­lowed the pi­lot car­ry­ing her bag. “Please, fol­low me, Princess von Ho­hen­lahn­stein,” he said in Eng­lish and went ahead. It was her first time fly­ing in a pri­vate jet, there were two pi­lots and a stew­ard. She was the only pas­sen­ger. She had an or­ange juice with ice and half an hour later they had ar­rived. The pi­lot took her to a lux­ury Mer­cedes, there was no cus­toms or pass­port con­trol. She asked where they were go­ing, but the chauf­feur didn’t un­der­stand her poor Ital­ian, so she asked in Eng­lish. “Brin­disi, ma’m” said the driver, he seemed to be Amer­i­can. Ap­par­ently he wasn’t very talk­a­tive or he had an or­der, at any rate he raised the sep­a­ra­tion glass. She sent a mes­sage to Michel. “Well landed, Brin­disi, Italy” and he replied by re­turn of post, “I saw it, en­joy! M.”


In the port of Brin­disi, the silent chauf­feur handed her over to two white‐uni­formed sailors. “Please, Princess von Ho­hen­lahn­stein, get in,” one of them com­manded and she boarded the com­fort­able long­boat. It went out, around the har­bour, where a beau­ti­ful white yacht was an­chored, she rec­og­nized it im­me­di­ately. Oleg’s yacht. 


She stepped off the long­boat onto the bathing plat­form, and Oleg quickly came down a flight of stairs. They greeted each other, they kissed. He made a sweep­ing ges­ture with his hand. 


“Look, this could be your new home, your new work­place!” Oleg was al­most burst­ing with pride. Lou nod­ded ap­pre­cia­tively and turned to pick up her travel bag, but it wasn’t there. “They put your bag in your cabin,” Oleg said with a grin, “I hope you were well looked af­ter on the jet and in the car!” Oleg scratched his head, as he al­ways did when he had to put some­thing com­pli­cated sim­ply. “Pre­tend it was all yours al­ready and let your­self be served, I pay my peo­ple well and in re­turn they serve me fine, they serve us fine. Okay?” Lou nod­ded and asked cheek­ily, “Do you serve me too, even though I’ve never paid you?” Oleg grinned his win­ning boy­ish smile. “How can I serve you?” he asked kindly and she said she wanted to sit in the shade and drink a cold or­ange juice. Oleg laughed, picked up his walkie‐talkie and said a few words, then es­corted her to a com­fort­able seat­ing area in the shade of the he­li­pad.
 

They drank their or­ange juice and Lou gazed out to sea. Her breath caught in her throat as she re­al­ized that he wanted her to live on this beau­ti­ful yacht. She thought three steps ahead. She never wanted to tell Oleg about the in­cest with her fa­ther, why should she? It was an­noy­ing enough that the blab­ber­mouth Char­lotte knew about it. And she didn’t want to tell him any­thing about Michel ei­ther, or only the bare min­i­mum; she had to solve the Michel is­sue some­how, per­haps as an as­sis­tant? Oleg sug­gested show­ing her around the ship. 


The tour took al­most three hours, but she had seen ev­ery­thing. She was par­tic­u­larly im­pressed by the bridge, as she had a French small skip­per’s li­cense and knew her way around most of the equip­ment. Ev­ery­thing was solid and top qual­ity. The yacht was de­signed as a plea­sure craft, with lots of guest cab­ins, the garage full of toys such as jet skis, two smaller ex­cur­sion boats and, of course, the large long­boat. Only the jet skis had gaso­line en­gines, ev­ery­thing else ran on hy­dro­gen. Re­fu­el­ing hy­dro­gen was not an easy task and had to be well planned. You could cross the At­lantic on one re­fu­el­ing, which was quite a de­cent range. Oleg men­tioned that he was just about to en­ter the hy­dro­gen mar­ket in a big­ger and stronger way, it was a promis­ing mar­ket and a good cli­mate thing at the same time. Lou nod­ded in agree­ment. 


Surely de­serv­ing of an ap­pre­cia­tive look, she quickly ducked out of the kitchen, “I’m not much of a cook,” she said to Oleg. She was more in­ter­ested in the crew quar­ters, she had of­ten lived in them on her ex­pe­di­tions. She then wanted to see the fe­male crew’s quar­ters and for the first time Oleg was at a loss for words. “The women get the same salary as the men, do the same work and sleep in the same room.” Lou was re­ally sur­prised now and Oleg laughed softly, be­cause she wasn’t pre­pared for that. “What goes on here is none of my busi­ness!”
 

She sat on the aft deck with Oleg again, it was a beau­ti­ful view. He asked how she would ar­range things if she lived and worked on the yacht for a long time. She thought care­fully about what she said, as he made notes on his smart­phone. First of all, she would set up the aft‐fac­ing large room, which was now a lounge with TVs and a mag­nif­i­cent 270° glass front, as a bed­room so that she could fall asleep with a view of the sea and the stars like a real princess. All in white, with a large dou­ble bed, walk‐in wardrobe and a shower plus toi­let. No, she rarely bathed, but she show­ered ev­ery evening. A small dress­ing ta­ble in the rounded cor­ners, as she prob­a­bly had to pay more at­ten­tion to her ap­pear­ance as a wife. In the other cor­ner, a small read­ing and writ­ing desk. Oleg took notes and nod­ded, “All doable.” Be­hind the walk‐in wardrobe was the cu­bi­cle for her as­sis­tant; they lived in an apart­ment in Paris, which was very con­ducive to spon­ta­neous work. Oleg wanted to ask some­thing, but she didn’t want to an­swer it, she still had to think about it. Three or four guest cu­bi­cles had to make way for a work­sta­tion, ac­tu­ally a lab­o­ra­tory. Lou rum­maged in her hand­bag, “I al­ways carry a piece of pa­per around with me, where I’ve been writ­ing down for years what I’ll need for my lab once I win the lot­tery and can af­ford my own lab.” She held up the frayed piece of pa­per tri­umphantly. “The only thing I haven’t en­tered yet is for the DNA se­quencer, be­cause ev­ery month an even bet­ter, even bet­ter model comes out that will make your laun­dry even whiter, dear house­wife!” Oleg laughed, “I know what you mean.” He pho­tographed the note sev­eral times and mut­tered, “I’m amazed you play the lot­tery!” Lou smiled del­i­cately, “that was just a phrase, I’ve never played!” Oleg nod­ded, he would have been very sur­prised too, he mut­tered. Lou also men­tioned that the uni­ver­sity sec­re­tar­iat was very knowl­edge­able about lab­o­ra­tory equip­ment and that she would def­i­nitely con­tact them be­fore mak­ing a pur­chase. She re­joiced in­wardly be­cause Cin­derella had found her prince. Com­pletely sur­prised, she gave Oleg a kiss on the lips. Her prince.
 

Af­ter din­ner, grilled fish with red wine, they sat for a long time. She told him about her ex­pe­di­tions, where they had crashed their he­li­copter on an un­in­hab­ited is­land. The pi­lot was a stone‐cold dog, while the pas­sen­gers tum­bled around and screamed in agony, he landed up­right in knee‐deep wa­ter, took the cig­a­rette out of his mouth and just asked: “Are you all right back there?” That was a very bad ex­pe­ri­ence and she hasn’t liked get­ting on a he­li­copter since. Oleg asked if she still knew the name of the pi­lot, but she shook her head, she had cer­tainly writ­ten it down in her re­port in Paris. “Should I send it to you?” she asked in as­ton­ish­ment and Oleg nod­ded, “You have to hire good peo­ple be­cause you can only work with good peo­ple.” Lou nod­ded; it was the same with her as­sis­tant. He was still work­ing on his doc­tor­ate, but he had al­ready been teach­ing at the uni­ver­sity for two years and was an in­cred­i­bly ca­pa­ble fel­low. And the two of them could do more to­gether than three other sci­en­tists. Oleg asked for the hun­dredth time what their dis­ci­pline was. Ma­rine bi­ol­ogy, Lou grum­bled an­grily, but he waved it off, that wasn’t the ques­tion. What ex­actly?


“Ah, I see. Oc­topods, i.e. cephalopods, eight‐armed oc­to­puses and cut­tle­fish, they’re pretty closely re­lated. There are hardly 10 sci­en­tists in the world who un­der­stand more about the sub­ject than I do, al­though sev­eral thou­sand are do­ing re­search.” Oleg nod­ded, he liked that, Olym­pus or noth­ing. A nice motto. 


“Did you no­tice there’s 10 or more pieces of div­ing equip­ment in the garage, a small work­shop and an air com­pres­sor?” Lou nod­ded af­fir­ma­tively, that was the first thing that had caught her eye. She was hardly in­ter­ested in the other toys. Jet skis, wa­ter skis, paraglid­ers. That’s for rich va­ca­tion­ing kids. The three small in­flat­able boats were the sec­ond thing she saw, she needed them for work. Oleg poured or­ange soda and thought about it.
 “You men­tioned your as­sis­tant, does he have a name?” Lou an­swered im­me­di­ately, any de­lay was wrong.


“Michel, his name is Michel and he’s two years younger than me.” She had to think for a mo­ment what Michel’s sur­name was, Michel de la Tour, and gave his date of birth. “You should have him checked out thor­oughly, be­cause if some­one is work­ing so closely with your wife, I’d want to know all about him.”
 

Oleg said, “I was ac­tu­ally go­ing to ask you if you were hav­ing sex with Michel, but you said some­thing much more im­por­tant. My wife?”
 

Lou nod­ded in agree­ment and thought care­fully about what she was telling him. “You heard me right, I’ve made up my mind, and I didn’t make it easy for my­self. But I want to wait un­til I have the doc­u­ment in my hand. Yes, I would like to be­come your wife and have chil­dren with you later. And if I have to, then un­til death do us part. Speak­ing of which, with a mar­riage con­tract of course, where the chil­dren and I are prop­erly pro­vided for, if a horny Katyushka or an even hornier Natasha runs over your loins and I’m de­com­mis­sioned.” Lou smiled and grinned. 


Oleg was com­pletely flab­ber­gasted. “We’re sit­ting in the arm­chair, drink­ing or­ange soda as be­fits our sta­tus, and you pro­pose. No cham­pagne, no Mex­i­can mari­achis, no gen­u­flec­tion and no di­a­mond ring. It’s go­ing to be an ex­cit­ing mar­riage and I can’t wait to see what’s in store for me. But as I’m sure you’ve al­ready no­ticed, I’ll ac­cept the pro­posal un­less the prenup is lousy.” They both laughed and sealed the en­gage­ment with a long kiss.
 

There were a thou­sand things to dis­cuss, but Lou sud­denly paused. “I didn’t an­swer your penul­ti­mate ques­tion. I don’t have sex with Michel, well not real sex, fuck­ing and stuff. We live to­gether like hus­band and wife, that’s what our neigh­bors would call it. We sleep in the same bed and we al­most had sex the first time, but we’ve never had sex, never fucked.”
 

“Is he gay?” asked Oleg, be­cause that was the most ob­vi­ous thing to say.


“No, he’s not, he’s a man. We sleep to­gether naked, but we don’t fuck. Maybe it’s bet­ter for our co­op­er­a­tion if we don’t fuck each other, don’t you think?”
 

Oleg nod­ded thought­fully, “Never fuck in your own com­pany, that’s an iron rule.”


“A rusty rule,” Lou hissed, “there are thou­sands of rule‐break­ers!” She was an­noyed be­cause she didn’t want to tell him the full truth.
 

“We sleep to­gether naked,” she con­tin­ued res­o­lutely, “we see or feel when one of us mas­tur­bates, we don’t make a se­cret of it. Some­times one of us gives the other a hand­job, when it suits. We don’t fuck be­cause he’s …. a her­maph­ro­dite.” Lou breathed a sigh of re­lief, that was out now. 


“A la­dy­boy, you mean to say?” Oleg stated, but Lou shook her head vig­or­ously. 


“Not a la­dy­boy. Michel is a man and a woman, and he’s not a man nor a woman. And I’m not a les­bian, by the way, I found out when I was young. He’s a man with a cock, real tes­ti­cles and he can squirt re­ally well, but he’s in­ca­pable of pro­cre­ation like all hermaphrodites, whereas la­dy­boys can have chil­dren. At the same time, he has breasts, real breasts, nice breasts. And he has dif­fer­ent feel­ings, male and fe­male. — It’s com­pli­cated.” Lou was glad to have re­solved the is­sue with Michel. Ly­ing when ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary, but as close to the truth as pos­si­ble, was the best strat­egy.


But Oleg shook his head, “No, it’s not com­pli­cated. I can’t feel it my­self, but I can un­der­stand it very well. Mother Na­ture has a few sur­prises up her sleeve. But that’s not be­tween us. You’re my wife and he’s not your hus­band, not your lover. I can live with that.” Oleg grinned, “We ac­tu­ally still have a lot to talk about. Small wed­ding, big wed­ding? In Paris or St. Pe­ters­burg? Bud­dhist or Hindu?”
 

“Oleg, Oleg! What are you talk­ing about? We’re both Catholics, at least on pa­per, and I’ve al­ready told you sev­eral times that I won’t set foot on Rus­sian soil as long as it’s run by a blood‐stained dic­ta­tor. Paris would be an op­tion, but if I want to make my fa­ther happy, it would be in Leipzig at St. Trini­tatis, where the Ho­hen­lahn­steins have been mar­ried for cen­turies, in­clud­ing him. But that’s just a tra­di­tion, we can get mar­ried any­where in Eu­rope. And of course only a small wed­ding with 7 or 8 on my side.”
 

Oleg smiled his boy­ish smile. “Leipzig sounds good, also in terms of me mar­ry­ing a real, gen­uine princess. I can’t say now, my par­ents and big sis­ter are com­ing for sure. I told you that my sis­ter taught me how to fuck and that we fucked for years, didn’t I? But not a word to my par­ents, they’d be dead shocked! I don’t know yet how many of my rel­a­tives and friends will be able to get a visa and take part. Mak­ing your fa­ther happy is good, it’s also good for my CV with the princess thing etcetera.” 


Lou in­ter­rupted him rudely. “Your sec­ond wed­ding, next time don’t for­get to men­tion the first one on your CV, you scoundrel!” Oleg ducked his head, but he could see that Lou wasn’t an­gry with him. “A youth­ful folly, noth­ing more. I was lonely, I drank in the bar and the bar­maid bat­ted her eyes and wig­gled her gor­geous ass. I didn’t give it much thought back then. Af­ter three months, the air was out and I pulled the rip­cord.” Lou looked at him sternly, “it was eight months, dar­ling, eight!” Oleg opened his eyes wide.
 

“Well re­searched, damn it! I left af­ter 3 months and the di­vorce took 5 months. Still, it was a stupid thing to do and I’ve long since buried it in the sands of the past. But, credit where credit is due, I haven’t for­got­ten how great fuck­ing her was for a long time.” Lou in­ter­jected that she hadn’t got­ten off drugs and was cur­rently in prison. Oleg nod­ded, there was noth­ing he could do about it, she was doomed, a lost soul. 


They sat next to each other in si­lence for ten min­utes. Lou in­ter­rupted the si­lence. 


“I don’t know if I won’t fuck Michel one day. No, I’m not a slut and I won’t sleep with an­other man af­ter the wed­ding. But in Paris, when I didn’t have a lover, I was of­ten on the fence about fuck­ing Michel. The fact that hermaphrodites can’t fa­ther chil­dren is an­other rung on the lad­der that leads me to fuck­ing. I am a sci­en­tist and ob­jec­tive enough to know that one day I will give in to my urges and fuck Michel whether he wants to or not. I’m telling you this be­cause from now on you are and will re­main the num­ber one in my heart. To­gether with Michel, you are one of the two men to whom I have re­vealed that I have been mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep since kinder­garten. It’s some­thing very pri­vate, I don’t ped­dle it. Only a few peo­ple knew about it, my mother for ex­am­ple, but she is dead. I give you this im­por­tant place in my heart be­cause I want to be­long to you, skin and hair, just as you be­long to me.”
 

Oleg scratched his head, a sure sign that he needed to ex­press some­thing com­pli­cated sim­ply. “God knows I wasn’t one to be a cos­tu­mier, es­pe­cially in Rus­sia it’s com­mon for par­ties to in­clude pros­ti­tutes. But now that I’m mar­ried, no one will look at me the wrong way if I don’t fuck the women. And I want to be a role model for my chil­dren, I can prom­ise you that!”
 

Lou looked at him calmly. “Kids, when I’m 35, not be­fore. You know that from the start, and it stays that way.” 


Oleg nod­ded, “We agreed that months ago, it stays that way. That’s clear.” Once again, it was Lou who in­ter­rupted the long si­lence. 


“Do you think there’s cham­pagne in this brothel?” Oleg looked up in as­ton­ish­ment and barked into his walkie‐talkie. Lou said she rarely drank al­co­hol, but to­day there had been a mar­riage pro­posal and it had been ac­cepted by the dear­est man she had ever met. They clinked glasses and kissed, then drank cham­pagne in small sips. Oleg could drink like a horse, but he was by no means a real drinker. Lou still had some­thing on her mind. 


“I didn’t hear your crew talk­ing, are they all mute?” Of course she knew no one was mute. Oleg stretched his an­swer. “The cap­tain and his first mate are Ital­ian, for des­per­a­tion’s sake. But I’ve been look­ing for them for weeks, they’re no good. The two cooks are from France, they’re very good and I see no rea­son to re­place them. You liked the food, my dear, didn’t you?” Lou nod­ded in agree­ment, now came the dif­fi­cult part. Oleg scratched his head. “The oth­ers only speak Rus­sian, they’re hand‐picked and very good at their job. The Rus­sian women are some­times with this one and then with that one, but they take care of the boys’ sex­ual re­lax­ation, the steam has to come out of the boiler. As far as I’ve heard, no­body minded if she let the oth­ers blow off steam af­ter one of them. It keeps the boiler quiet and there’s no ar­gu­ments or in­trigues.” He lapsed into dull brood­ing. Lou gave him a long time. Then she con­tin­ued speak­ing.
 “You know my at­ti­tude to Rus­sia, and the idea of liv­ing with two dozen dumb fish who don’t un­der­stand my words and whom I don’t un­der­stand is sim­ply de­press­ing. I’m aware that it’s un­doubt­edly racist, but I would find that very de­press­ing.” Lou gave him time and re­mained silent. He sat up, he had made a de­ci­sion. “Es­pe­cially in bad times, it’s hard to get re­li­able pro­fes­sion­als. They’re not just mus­cle­men han­dling ropes. Ev­ery one of them is an en­gi­neer, a car­pen­ter, a plas­tics ex­pert or an en­gine spe­cial­ist. It will be quite dif­fi­cult to re­place them. But I’ll make sure that ev­ery­one can speak to you in Eng­lish and that no one speaks to you in Rus­sian. Un­less he swears, and then it’s bet­ter if you don’t un­der­stand ev­ery­thing. We Rus­sians can swear, damn well we can!” They ex­changed a look and the mat­ter was set­tled. 


“Some­thing I have to ask you, why not now?” She paused a lit­tle and Oleg as­sumed she was try­ing to phrase the ques­tion care­fully. “I’m ask­ing you how clean your hands are, how clean your con­science is. How can you be clean, doesn’t the Krem­lin, doesn’t the dic­ta­tor have you in his bloody clutches?” Oleg’s ears pricked up, and she knew it only hap­pened when he walked blind­folded over a precipice. He turned to her, took her face in his hands and said, “Short ver­sion: clean.” He let go of her face and reached for the cham­pagne. He sipped and gave her the long ver­sion.
 

“First of all, I am first and fore­most a mer­chant, a trader, a pro­ducer. I do good busi­ness, I buy cheap and sell ex­pen­sive. It’s as sim­ple as that. I don’t tor­ture and beat peo­ple to take their sav­ings, I don’t beat and mur­der, I don’t al­low beat­ings and mur­ders. That’s what crim­i­nals do and I’m not a crim­i­nal. I didn’t get rich through mur­der and man­slaugh­ter like some oth­ers. I’m a very good busi­ness­man, I stud­ied at Ox­ford and Cam­bridge. My stud­ies ac­tu­ally only got me a Mas­ter’s de­gree and that alone im­presses an in­cred­i­ble num­ber of peo­ple. But the es­sen­tials are in my blood. I have a good head for busi­ness and it rarely de­ceives me. What’s more, I’m very quick on the up­take! Oth­ers are still eat­ing their break­fast eggs and I’ve al­ready bought. I have no en­e­mies who want to kill me. My body­guards are only there to con­vince the world of my im­por­tance. When you drive up with 5 ar­mored cars and a squad of armed men, ev­ery­one throws them­selves in the sand and lays out the red car­pet. The re­ally dan­ger­ous types ac­cept you as an equal, that’s the best life in­sur­ance. The only thing I can be ac­cused of is not be­ing a mild bene­fac­tor. If some­one puts his com­pany on the cliff, I won’t sup­port him. He has al­ready run it into the sand, I don’t help him char­i­ta­bly be­cause he can’t get his ship afloat again. If his busi­ness seems sal­vage­able to me and I be­come in­ter­ested, I buy it and make a lot of money. Some peo­ple ac­cuse me of be­ing ruth­less and harsh. But that’s not my fault, I’m a busi­ness­man and not a bene­fac­tor. That said, I’ll an­swer your ques­tion now.” He sipped from his glass and lit a cig­a­rette.


“The Krem­lin, the dic­ta­tor, that’s the big glut­tonous cat, I’m just a lit­tle mouse and make my­self in­vis­i­ble as best I can. I pay my share to those in power with­out a mur­mur. I don’t ob­ject when they in­crease the per­cent­age. I never make the slight­est noise about what those in power do, what stupid things politi­cians do. I am far too small and in­signif­i­cant to start a rev­o­lu­tion. No­body would ben­e­fit from me voic­ing two crit­i­cisms out loud and serv­ing my 25 years in the gu­lag. Yes, I am no hero. I have taken a very close look at what hap­pened af­ter so‐called suc­cess­ful rev­o­lu­tions. Af­ter a very short time, the great he­roes were the same great cashiers as those they over­threw. No, I see it clearly, a dic­ta­tor­ship can only be ended by a rev­o­lu­tion, and the rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies are then the new mas­ters, some even worse than their pre­de­ces­sors. Dic­ta­tor Lenin died and Stalin putsched his way to power. Was dic­ta­tor Stalin even a whit bet­ter than Lenin? No, he was wad­ing knee‐deep in blood and ev­ery­one was or­dered to love him, the good fa­ther.” Oleg looked at Lou, but she lis­tened in­tently. 


“I’m the lit­tle mouse and I’m hid­ing from the bad cat. I’m no hero, no poster boy, I’m in­vis­i­ble. Many oli­garchs swarm around the dic­ta­tor, but I know what hap­pens to the moth that swarms around the light. I don’t show up be­cause I pay my taxes and give the bloody cat what it wants. I am in­vis­i­ble. I’ve never met the dic­ta­tor or one of his lack­eys in per­son, never shaken their paw, I’m not in any pho­tos or on TV. I let peo­ple call me a cow­ard be­cause I don’t say a word about the dic­ta­tor­ship. But I am a cow­ard who lives in free­dom. In­side, I’m more Eng­lish, French or Ger­man than Rus­sian. My home­land has al­lowed it­self to be led into the Rue de la Caque, but the trea­sure of gold coins never trick­led down to the lit­tle peo­ple. One day I will give back my Rus­sian pass­port and my cit­i­zen­ship. You will see it by my side.” Oleg poured them both a glass of cham­pagne and said, “I get 25 years for this con­ver­sa­tion.” They clinked glasses, kissed and sipped the cham­pagne.
 

“I thank you for your can­dor and lock your words in my heart. I’ll re­mem­ber those 25 years gu­lag.” She turned to him and gave him a long kiss, then leaned back. 


Lou gazed out at the pitch‐black sea and up at the stars. “You did men­tion your sis­ter once in pass­ing, but not a sin­gle de­tail. You didn’t even men­tion that you fucked.” Lou smiled and waited. Oleg drank slowly. “Al­ways be­ing hon­est and telling the truth is one of the pil­lars of the re­la­tion­ship. The rea­son I didn’t men­tion about my sis­ter was be­cause it didn’t fit the im­age of the white knight on the white horse, and I al­ways wanted to re­ally im­press you.” 


“I was jeal­ous of my big sis­ter when she mas­tur­bated at night with aban­don and lust. It took me a long time to ask her that I wanted it as well as she did. She re­sponded very sweetly and made me squirt for the first time in my life, it was great! I was later al­lowed to lie down with her, she mas­tur­bated a lot and I squirted. It wasn’t long be­fore she showed me how to fuck, be­cause that’s how you make ba­bies. Of course, we didn’t want a baby and didn’t fuck on some days.” 


“When I got older, she taught me to wait un­til she’d had her or­gasm be­fore squirt­ing and only then could I romp and squirt in her pussy. When I was 18 and went to uni­ver­sity, she moved in with her boyfriend and we didn’t fuck un­til a year later, when she had sent the boyfriend pack­ing. We fuck some­times be­cause we’re good at it to­gether and we kind of love each other a lot. She’s mar­ried to a strange guy now, but some­times she comes to me be­cause our fuck­ing is spe­cial for both of us. We last fucked 14 days ago, but I’m go­ing to can­cel her now be­cause I’m mar­ry­ing you.” Oleg’s eyes were wet and he an­grily threw the empty glass out into the sea. 


Lou put an arm around his shoul­der and leaned her head against him. “No, Oleg, that doesn’t seem right to me. For one thing, I’m not in fa­vor of open mar­riage, I think it’s a stupid zeit­geist‐fash­ion, man and woman be­long to­gether and not to many other face­less lar­vae. I’m at­tached to my Michel, you’re at­tached to Tanja. And they are both at­tached to us. It would serve no one if we tore them from our hearts just to fol­low an ar­ti­fi­cially cre­ated idea of mar­i­tal fi­delity. I’m telling you ex­plic­itly that I ap­prove of you ly­ing with Tanja when you’re fuck­ing, love deep in your hearts. Be­fore I lie alone in my dou­ble bed, I let Michel lie with me. We haven’t fucked yet, but I’m happy when he lies with me like my lit­tle sis­ter or when we sat­isfy each other. That’s my hon­est opin­ion.” Oleg bent down to get him­self an­other glass, then he poured awk­wardly. Lou saw the tears in his eyes. 


“Tell me, Mr. Maschinkoff, do you have some con­doms ready?” She leaned against him and drank her glass of cham­pagne in one go. “I’m go­ing to bed, sec­ond cabin on the left from here. Don’t keep me wait­ing too long!” She stood up sway­ing and left. 


Two days later, she came home in a cab, threw her travel bag into the cor­ner and hugged Michel. “We’re get­ting mar­ried, Michel, we’re get­ting mar­ried!” Michel froze and shook his head. She no­ticed his con­fu­sion. “No, silly girl, it’s not us get­ting mar­ried, it’s Oleg and me. I’ve made up my mind!” She quickly peeled out of her clothes and threw her­self on the bed. “Come to fuck, lit­tle sis­ter, come! I need it now ur­gently!” They fucked for so long and so of­ten un­til they were com­pletely out of breath. Then she lit two cig­a­rettes and re­ported ev­ery­thing. She hadn’t had to write any­thing down, she re­mem­bered ev­ery word. 


Lou dis­cussed his fu­ture with him. He could, of course, stay here, teach at the uni­ver­sity and work on his doc­toral the­sis. But he could give it up and live on the yacht with her as an as­sis­tant, do re­search and work on his doc­toral the­sis; there was in­ter­net on board. It was go­ing too fast for him, he loved teach­ing, the uni­ver­sity and the small, young fe­male stu­dents. He cleared his throat, he wanted to sleep on it for a night and de­cide to­mor­row. Lou nod­ded be­cause she un­der­stood, but was a lit­tle miffed be­cause he wasn’t go­ing over with fly­ing col­ors. “And of course we’ll sleep to­gether when Oleg isn’t there,” she threw the last trump card on the ta­ble, “with ap­pro­pri­ate se­crecy, of course!” Lou saw im­me­di­ately that he had made up his mind. “Do I get paid to be your as­sis­tant?” he asked af­ter tak­ing a deep drag from his joint. Lou beamed and said that Oleg was re­search­ing whether they should set up an as­so­ci­a­tion or an in­sti­tute where they would both be em­ployed; she had con­vinced Oleg that she needed Michel. The man, the girl and the sci­en­tist. She would pay him a good salary and sup­port him with his doc­toral the­sis. Michel rolled an­other joint and af­ter a few puffs he said he wanted to go with her, even if he had to do with­out the cute lit­tle be­gin­ners. Lou gave him a friendly bump and mut­tered, “You’re a lit­tle piglet, my love!”
 She had her doc­tor­ate, Oleg had or­ga­nized a lav­ish wed­ding at St. Trin­ity’s, ac­com­mo­dat­ing his rel­a­tives and throw­ing the party for her 10 and his 170 guests. “A small, mod­est wed­ding,” he grinned cheek­ily when Lou re­al­ized that 200 peo­ple were com­ing. Oleg got to know her lit­tle fam­ily and Michel, and Michel and he hit it off straight away. She got to know his dear, mod­est par­ents. The fa­ther was a big­wig in the ad­min­is­tra­tion un­til he re­tired and the dic­ta­tor (he said pres­i­dent) had worked there for a while too, but the fa­ther didn’t think much of the pres­i­dent. Lou was able to gos­sip with Oleg’s sis­ter Tanja for al­most two hours. She found the 40‐year‐old very like­able and they whis­pered a lot about sex. She said hello to Oleg’s other rel­a­tives and friends, but she couldn’t re­mem­ber ev­ery­one later. 


From Leipzig, they flew to the Car­ib­bean for a 14‐day hon­ey­moon in the Do­mini­can Re­pub­lic. He had re­cently bought the sum­mer res­i­dence of a for­mer dic­ta­tor, Tru­jillo, and had it ren­o­vated. A few rooms had been made ready for oc­cu­pancy, the palace was se­cluded on a rocky plateau a good 20 me­ters above the sea. The city of Santo Domingo was only 20 min­utes away by car. He could imag­ine spend­ing his re­tire­ment there, Oleg said, but it was just an idea at first. 


Lou liked the palace, even though most of it was still a build­ing site. They were alone, the work in­ter­rupted. Two lo­cal young girls took care of ev­ery­thing, just like in a ho­tel, and left in the af­ter­noon. Most evenings they went into town to dine sump­tu­ously in restau­rant af­ter restau­rant and visit the bars. 


Oleg had placed a small wooden box on the bed­side ta­ble and opened it with a grin. “100 con­doms, my dar­ling, we’ll work them off!” They laughed heartily and set to work im­me­di­ately. Early in the morn­ing, when Lou was still asleep, he sat in front of his lap­top in his shirt and tie, talk­ing on the phone or tak­ing part in video con­fer­ences. Those were the two hours when he took care of his busi­ness, af­ter that he was no longer avail­able, he was just there for Lou. They drove down to the beach in an elec­tric golf cart, he had a fridge in­stalled, that was all they needed. 


Lou was a sci­en­tist, but she wanted to get to know her hus­band’s busi­ness a lit­tle, per­haps even un­der­stand it. He was ex­cited to give her clear and ex­cit­ing lec­tures, he even had a whole bunch of charts that he pro­jected onto the wall with the beamer. Grad­u­ally Lou grasped the big pic­ture, had de­tails ex­plained to him and saw that he was grad­u­ally mov­ing west. He marked all the ar­eas that were firmly an­chored in Rus­sia and showed her how many of them he had al­ready shed, mostly with lit­tle or no loss. “If there was a sin­gle per­son in the Krem­lin who could see fur­ther than the tips of his shoes, they’d have rec­og­nized my drop long ago,” Oleg said se­ri­ously and with a vague re­gret, “but no dic­ta­tor lets his peo­ple think, that’s a threat.” He stared out into the rain. “I’m still at­tached to this poor, run‐down coun­try with my heart and soul, damn it.” Lou said qui­etly that she could well un­der­stand. 


Oleg was a good man, even when it came to sex. He didn’t mind us­ing a con­dom at all, they had dis­cussed it that way. He could fuck three times a day, but he brought Lou to or­gasm al­most ev­ery time. Of course, she knew that it was mostly up to her, mostly to do with her ac­tiv­ity to reach or­gasm. But she was re­ally happy with her hus­band. They were a very good match sex­u­ally, in­tel­lec­tu­ally and emo­tion­ally. She never no­ticed that he was Rus­sian. He was West­ern through and through, a Eu­ro­pean.
 

She packed her be­long­ings in Paris into two large wooden boxes, which were col­lected and taken to the yacht. She said good­bye to Michel, who had re­signed from the uni­ver­sity at the end of the se­mes­ter and wouldn’t be join­ing her for an­other two months. She flew to the yacht, where Oleg was al­ready wait­ing for her. He in­tro­duced her to the new cap­tain, the first mate and the boatswain, who was the sec­ond mate and the fore­man, so to speak, and the crew un­der­stood him di­rectly. 


Oleg in­tro­duced Cap­tain Smith, a stocky man in his mid‐50s from Scot­land. He seemed very like­able, he had over 30 years of pro­fes­sional ex­pe­ri­ence, al­most 20 of them as a cap­tain. Cap­tain Smith smiled mildly when Lou said she knew the name. “Nei­ther rel­a­tives nor friends,” smiled the cap­tain, “and we won’t ram an ice­berg with this well‐equipped yacht!” He added that he heard this joke all the time, but of course he didn’t mind. And that Smith was a Brit, but he was a proud Scot. Lou re­al­ized that she had found a chink in his char­ac­ter. 


Lou rum­maged in her mem­ory as to why the First Of­fi­cer looked so fa­mil­iar, he and Oleg were grin­ning cheek­ily and mis­chie­vously. Then she re­mem­bered, Leipzig! “I know you from the wed­ding,” he con­firmed. Misha was not re­lated to Oleg by blood, but his fa­ther had worked for Oleg and Oleg had paid for his and his sis­ters’ ed­u­ca­tion. He had grad­u­ated from the naval acad­emy in St. Pe­ters­burg and earned his cap­tain’s li­cense, hav­ing worked for Cap­tain Smith for al­most a year. Oleg in­ter­jected that Misha was the only Rus­sian on the ship and spoke five lan­guages, in­clud­ing Ger­man. 


The crew con­sisted of Eng­lish, Scots, Welsh and Irish, all of whom had worked un­der Cap­tain Smith be­fore. There were also three Dutch­men who had been taken on on the rec­om­men­da­tion of the boatswain. 6 French women, the two cooks Flo­rence and Mimi she al­ready knew, the oth­ers were crew like the men. One of the French­women and two En­glish­men were trained as paramedics, so there was no need for a ship’s doc­tor. 


The third of­fi­cer, the boatswain, was a frown­ing, sharp‐eyed, gray‐blond Dutch­man. It was hard to imag­ine any­one dar­ing to con­tra­dict the tall, lean man. Dirk also had a cap­tain’s li­cense, of course, but he was happy to take over as boatswain. Lou re­al­ized that he needed time to thaw out and she also liked him. 


She thanked Oleg for his ex­cel­lent se­lec­tion in front of the three men so that it was clear that she had wanted the new crew. Cap­tain Smith did the talk­ing. He was the main per­son re­spon­si­ble for the ship and the peo­ple, so he al­ways had the fi­nal say. Of course he would try to ful­fill all the Princess’s wishes if it was pos­si­ble. He shared the duty on the bridge with the other two of­fi­cers, who then took over re­spon­si­bil­ity on his be­half. The en­tire crew was obliged to serve the princess; she was to com­mu­ni­cate her wishes di­rectly to the crew or tell the boatswain or him, of course. Ev­ery­thing that was nec­es­sary would be car­ried out. The mas­ter — he pointed his hand at Oleg — the mas­ter had or­dered that the princess was to be ac­com­pa­nied by two crews when go­ing ashore, on ex­pe­di­tions or dives, and that they were re­spon­si­ble for her safety. Did the princess have any ques­tions? 


Lou nod­ded, she did. She wanted her quar­ters and the as­sis­tant’s cleaned daily like a ho­tel room when she was done with break­fast and morn­ing ex­er­cise. In the lab, she only needed to clean the floor, ev­ery­thing else she cleaned her­self or her as­sis­tant. She wanted this area, i.e. the bed­room and lab­o­ra­tory, to be strictly off‐lim­its to the crew; it was her pri­vate area. She looked at the cap­tain, who was tak­ing notes and waited un­til he was ready. Lou wanted to take part in the route plan­ning, she had good ac­cess to in­for­ma­tion on which sea ar­eas were of par­tic­u­lar in­ter­est to her. Cap­tain Smith nod­ded and said, okay, sure. She had been trav­el­ing the world’s oceans as a pas­sen­ger for years and knew how to be­have ac­cord­ingly. The cap­tain wrote noth­ing, nod­ding in agree­ment. 


She had an idea, roughly at least, and wanted their opin­ion on it. She wanted to have din­ner ev­ery evening in a small cir­cle. She and her hus­band or the as­sis­tant, two of­fi­cers, and two men and two women, al­ter­nat­ing. They wanted to talk and get to know each other in a civ­i­lized set­ting. And of course some good food. It might be un­usual, it might even break some rules, but that she didn’t know. She looked around and waited. 


Cap­tain Smith said it was in­deed un­usual. He had never heard of it be­ing prac­ticed on a ship, ex­cept by 17th cen­tury pi­rates. In his opin­ion, there was noth­ing wrong with it, but he would sug­gest that, firstly, peo­ple should come to ta­ble in uni­form and, sec­ondly, that al­co­hol should only be served in mod­er­a­tion. Lou in­ter­rupted him, say­ing that she didn’t drink much al­co­hol her­self and wanted to leave it to the of­fi­cers. He nod­ded. It’s clear that weather and sea con­di­tions will be taken into ac­count any­way. He looked at the mas­ter, Oleg, and the two of­fi­cers, who all nod­ded in agree­ment. Oleg in­ter­jected that a good meal should in­clude soft mu­sic, a co­gnac or vodka and a cigar at the end. Lou smiled finely, she would fit in. The cap­tain looked around again, then noted that they would try it to­mor­row evening.
 

Lou told the boatswain that she also needed a walkie‐talkie like the oth­ers. Dirk smiled, that’s okay. Lou went down to the aft deck with Oleg and she asked if ev­ery­thing was right? He nod­ded, he had been sur­prised about the joint din­ners, but it was a great idea. “What the cap­tain wanted to say with the uni­forms was that you should keep the right dis­tance, you can’t play sol­i­dar­ity with sub­or­di­nates. A crew mem­ber can’t sit on the cap­tain’s lap, at least not in pub­lic. He wanted to make that clear.”  Lou nod­ded, “You leaned that in busi­ness, I guess.” Oleg nod­ded, “That’s right. When the crew show up in uni­form, they have to be­have them­selves, with­out any ex­tra em­pha­sis.”
 

Lou had some­thing else on her mind, but she waited as two nice girls served up din­ner. “It makes sense to me that some­one should ac­com­pany me on the ex­pe­di­tions and dives, I would never dive alone, that would be mad­ness. But com­pany on shore leave? Do you no longer trust me or am I a pris­oner?” Oleg’s fork stuck in his mouth. “Pris­oner!” he ex­claimed. “For God’s sake! I know a few havens too and I don’t want to see you in a sit­u­a­tion where you have to use karate, kung fu or witch spells to bite your way out of a sit­u­a­tion.” Lou put down her fork, she was an­noyed. She had been on shore leave alone a hun­dred times and had never been in a “sit­u­a­tion”. Oleg could read her mind. 


“Very well, let’s for­get my fear for you, you turned 25 even with­out my stupid pro­tec­tive in­stincts.”  “Twenty‐nine,” she grum­bled, “twenty‐nine!” Oleg re­fused to be dis­tracted. “Re­mem­ber what I said about my body­guards. It’s the same thing. The crook or the petty crim­i­nal will look at a woman wan­der­ing alone quite dif­fer­ently than a woman ac­com­pa­nied by two men in uni­form. You will cer­tainly be served as a lady, in the cof­fee house as well as when shop­ping. I want you to be treated un­equiv­o­cally as a lady, and I don’t want to pay a ran­som for you. If the kid­nap­ping in the area where you are has a real back­ground, I’ll send you real body­guards, for sure!” 


Lou un­der­stood. She was no longer a stu­dent or a back­packer, not since Leipzig. She was the wife of a ty­coon, and that changed ev­ery­thing. “Ev­ery­one on the yacht calls me princess, I sup­pose that’s the way it should be. You must have or­dered it that way!” Oleg looked her in the eye. “You’re a princess, a real one, even if your fa­ther isn’t a king. You were born with the ti­tle. I wanted a princess, that is right and true. If it both­ers you, I’ll give other or­ders. What should they call you, Dot­toressa, Sig­nora or Miss Maschinkoff? Maschinkova, that’s right. Or will a “Hey!” or “Doll or Pop­pet” suf­fice?” Oleg sounded very bit­ter. She had no idea how deep that went into his feel­ings.
 

“Leave it alone, my love! I was only a stu­dent girl un­til Leipzig, I was called Lou or Ho­hen­lahn­stein, if it was a pro­fes­sor and even that was un­pleas­ant for me. But I vol­un­tar­ily be­came your wife and am no longer a stu­dent. I loved mar­ry­ing you and I have to be­have like your wife, your lady, your princess, in pub­lic. I’m sim­ply not used to it, please just bear with me. And as for tak­ing back an or­der, I have read the old Chi­nese sages care­fully. As the old gen­eral Zhing …er, the Ts­ing Shu… some­thing? said.  ‘Give the or­der af­ter one heart­beat, but only take it back af­ter 100!’ Some­thing like that. Stay with the princess, I bow my head as my hus­band and mas­ter wishes.” She smiled, but Oleg re­al­ized that she meant it. He nod­ded ap­prov­ingly. 


The fol­low­ing day’s din­ner was a suc­cess. Cap­tain Smith sat at the head, Lou be­side him and Oleg be­side her. She had put on a nice dress, Oleg a suit and tie. Ev­ery­one else was dressed in im­mac­u­late white uni­forms. Even the two ser­vant girls and the cook, Mimi, had put on white aprons and put a lit­tle crown in their hair. Amer­i­can bar mu­sic, pi­ano and light drums, were play­ing from the loud­speak­ers. They ate, drank light white wine and chat­ted. Dur­ing the meal, she chat­ted with the cap­tain, Oleg and Mis­cha, and af­ter the main course, she joined in the con­ver­sa­tion with the two male and two fe­male crew mem­bers. Af­ter dessert, ev­ery­one got a vodka and a cigar, Lou stuck to her cig­a­rettes. Three hours had passed in a flash, Cap­tain Smith picked up the ta­ble and they dis­persed.
 

Lou went up­stairs with Oleg, they had an­other cof­fee on the ter­race out­side her bed­room and smoked. It was their last night, Oleg had to leave in the morn­ing. They talked about din­ner, it was a suc­cess­ful ex­per­i­ment. They fucked with a lot of feel­ing and pas­sion un­til Oleg was ex­hausted. She loved this guy, damn it, she was lucky. That’s what was go­ing later through her mind as she mas­tur­bated her­self to sleep. 


In the morn­ing, she got up with Oleg and helped him pack, al­though he could do it on his own, but it warmed her heart. “Come on, kiss me here, on deck I’ll just wave to you!” She waved as his he­li­copter took off from the he­li­pad. She knew that a small he­li­copter, a small two‐seater, was bet­ter suited to her ex­pe­di­tions than an in­flat­able boat. She de­cided to talk to Oleg about it, even though she was scared shit­less af­ter the crash land­ing. 


She went to the bridge and con­sulted with Cap­tain Smith and Mis­cha. There was a small bay be­hind the har­bor of Santa Maria di Leuca where she had been be­fore. If they an­chored there, she would like to do some div­ing, there was a small coral bank there that was re­ally ex­cep­tional and won­der­ful. The of­fi­cers stud­ied the nau­ti­cal charts. Yes, that was pos­si­ble, if you left to­day you could do some tests in the wa­ter and an­chor there to­mor­row morn­ing. If they found any­thing dur­ing the tests, the near­est port was Gal­lipoli with good ship­yards and chan­dlers. Okay, cast off!
 

Lou watched the crew ma­neu­ver­ing, the boatswain lead­ing the crew with hand sig­nals. No shout­ing, no hus­tle and bus­tle, which amazed her, as she had ex­pe­ri­enced other things be­fore. She signed off via walkie‐talkie, “I’m in the lab.”
 

The lab, which she had only seen su­per­fi­cially two days ago, was re­ally im­pres­sive. The best of the best, in a word. She skimmed the man­ual for the DNA‐se­quencer, which was a very ex­pen­sive and amaz­ing ma­chine. For ex­am­ple, you could ex­am­ine the re­la­tion­ships be­tween the oc­topods, some­thing no one had ever done be­fore. The two large screens were great and the in­ter­net con­nec­tion was fast. She wrote an email to Michel and at­tached 10 pho­tos of the lab. Oleg, dear Oleg! He had, with­out it be­ing on her list, bought a pro­fes­sional un­der­wa­ter foto cam­era and an un­der­wa­ter video cam­era and put a red gift rib­bon on them. “Good start!” he had scrib­bled on one card, “Take me some great pho­tos of my princess, Mon­sieur de la Tour!” was writ­ten on the other. She sent Oleg a coded mes­sage and red hearts‐emo­jis, grate­ful to him for think­ing along with her.
 

Michel wrote a cheeky, tongue‐in‐cheek re­ply. “What, no mass spec­trom­e­ter! We’ll need it when we find gold coins!” “Old child­ish brat,” she wrote back and the sign for wink­ing. Two girls came in with a clean­ing trol­ley.
 

“I’m al­ready done, I’ll go in a minute,” Lou said and then told the girls ex­actly which parts they were al­lowed to clean and which they were not, never al­lowed to clean, she must do it her­self. She went out onto her ter­race, sat down in the shade and smoked. The yacht sailed straight ahead, turn­ing left and right and mak­ing a full cir­cle. She had no idea what the cap­tain wanted to test, it wasn’t im­por­tant. She sat in front of the screen for an­other two hours, had Michel help her trans­fer her e-mail ac­counts re­motely and wrote to sev­eral pro­fes­sional friends. She was amused to be re­minded that she had no friends apart from Michel. 


Rum­mag­ing in her hand­bag, she wrote a per­sonal email to Tanja, avoid­ing any­thing that could be dan­ger­ous. Only about the wed­ding in Leipzig, how Mr. Papa and Mrs. Mama were do­ing, as they were her par­ents‐in‐law. She thought care­fully and then wrote whether they had an­noyed their teach­ers at school in se­cret writ­ing and with coded mes­sages? It was com­mon prac­tice in her school days. She bab­bled on a lit­tle, ir­rel­e­vant and inane. Your sis­ter‐in‐law Lou, Maria Louise von Ho­hen­lahn­stein‐Maschinkoff.  The se­cret ser­vice was about to get a good im­pres­sion of the west­ern fools Tanja would un­der­stand, be­cause she had ad­vised her to write care­fully. As Oleg’s sis­ter, she was prob­a­bly un­der sur­veil­lance.
 

She woke up at the crack of dawn, the rat­tling of the an­chor chain had wo­ken her up. She got dressed and went up to the bridge. She kept as quiet as a mouse, the two of­fi­cers mum­bled into the ra­dios. Af­ter 15 min­utes, Mis­cha and Dirk switched off the ra­dios and looked at her. “The cap­tain not here?” and the two smiled. Dirk said, “He’s still asleep, of­fi­cially. Un­of­fi­cially, he’s peck­ing at the win­dow with his nose to see if we two green­horns can man­age it.” Dirk was al­most 60, and cer­tainly no green­horn. Lou said, “That’s not the right bay!” Mis­cha ex­plained that her bay was no longer an an­chor­age bay be­cause of the rare corals, the har­bor mas­ter had al­lowed them to use this place. Their bay was 15 min­utes away. She went for break­fast. 


She went to the coral for­est the next two days with 2 or 3 com­pan­ions and took hun­dreds of pho­tos. The wa­ter was crys­tal clear and she thrived on div­ing again. On the third day, a storm swept over the sea and she didn’t think about go­ing div­ing. Cap­tain Smith told her, that they would stay put an­chored for an­other two days, as they were in no hurry. On the third day they wanted to con­tinue to Gal­lipoli, he had or­dered some things and they would only an­chor briefly out­side the town and fetch the spare parts with the dinghy. She asked if she could come along, she had never been to Gal­lipoli be­fore. The cap­tain nod­ded, that would be okay. Two hours ashore? She nod­ded, then I’ll eat orig­i­nal Ital­ian food!


That night, she drifted off to sleep af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing. She sat up, rustling, some­one was tam­per­ing with her door! She called out, “Who’s there! Who’s there!” No an­swer, then she heard soft foot­steps and whis­perering, then it moved away. She waited five min­utes, then lay down and slept.
 

She hur­riedly ate break­fast, asked the cook Flo­rence for empty pickle jars, there were 3 by 10 liters. Flo­rence was told to fill all 3 with wa­ter and take them down to the C‐deck, all the way aft. Then she went up to the bridge. 


“Good morn­ing, Cap­tain! I need a re­volver right away!” The cap­tain pressed a but­ton, a small hatch opened and he un­locked it with a key. He opened the box. “I don’t have a re­volver, but I have 12 pis­tols and 4 as­sault ri­fles, etc.” She looked in­side. “Ah! A Glock 17, I know it well, I car­ried one of those on the ex­pe­di­tions.” She took a mag­a­zine, tore open a box of car­tridges and loaded it. “And who’s the poor man to­day?” asked Cap­tain Smith, some­what alarmed, “Three pickle jars, Cap­tain, three in­no­cent pickle jars!” Lou replied an­grily, tuck­ing the pis­tol into her waist­band. “And now, Sir, Cap­tain, I re­quest your or­der that all men line up be­low on the C‐deck, in ten min­utes!”
 

“What men, Princess?” he asked in as­ton­ish­ment. “All who have a pe­nis, all of them, with­out ex­cep­tion!  I’d be de­lighted if you’d leave an of­fi­cer on the bridge, I be­lieve it’s a reg­u­la­tion, and I’d be de­lighted if you’d ac­com­pany me as an au­thor­ity fig­ure and have my back!” 


“You don’t want to shoot any­one, Princess?” he asked again, but she re­as­sured him, no, my dear, ab­so­lutely not! Only in­no­cent pickle jars! He gave his or­der and re­peated it twice. He called Misha up and handed him the bridge. They waited in si­lence and then went down to the C‐deck. Cap­tain Smith counted off that all the men and some women were there, prac­ti­cally all of them, he whis­pered near Lou’s ear. She pointed to two men and told them to put the pickle jars on the rail­ing. Then she stood in front of the crew, her hand on the pis­tol grip. She took her time. 


“The cap­tain al­ready told you all on the first day, that my pri­vate rooms, i.e. the lab, my co­worker’s cabin and my bed­room are off‐lim­its to you all, day and night!” She paused and looked from one to the other. “Tonight, one of you dis­obeyed the or­der and tam­pered with my door. Luck­ily for him, the id­iot got away in time. I would have liked to have shot him!”
 

Lou turned around, aimed with light­ning speed and the three pickle jars burst. She turned around again. “My pri­vacy is sa­cred to me, I’m not some cheap hooker who re­ceives you at night. I’m armed and I’ll re­ceive any cheeky bas­tard with bul­lets! — Did that get through, is that clear enough!” She stood in front of the crew like a flam­ing fury. There was a mur­mur and a nod of the head. Yes, we un­der­stood. Only now did she re­al­ize that she had threat­ened the peo­ple with the gun. One of them stepped for­ward sheep­ishly, a beefy Irish­man, one of the en­gine spe­cial­ists. He low­ered his eyes to the ground. “It was me, Princess, to­tally drunk, try­ing to get on Luzi.” He twirled his cap ner­vously in his hands and the girl Luzi turned crim­son. Lou or­dered him, “Go on, Mor­gan, and you were just look­ing for the girl, with me!” “I took the wrong cor­ri­dor, Princess, but Luzi found me and brought me to the quar­ters, I was so drunk I al­most couldn’t hug her ….. She had to di­rect me like a school­child to hug her …..” Some grinned ma­li­ciously and glee­fully. Lou turned to Dirk. “Boatswain, stand down, get to work!” She stood still with Cap­tain Smith un­til ev­ery­one had gone. They went up to the bridge, Lou un­loaded the mag­a­zine and went to clean the gun. “Leave it, Princess, we’ll do it.” He pointed to the sec­ond seat and they sat down.


“His name is Mor­timer, Mor­timer Braiden­with, an Irish­man. And — what do you want me to do with him?” he asked. Lou had her an­swer ready. “Please don’t pun­ish him, I ac­cept his ex­pla­na­tion.” He for­mu­lated be­fore he spoke. “Mort is one of my best en­gi­neers, he has great ex­pe­ri­ence with hy­dro­gen propul­sion and hy­dro­gen en­gines. I would hate to kick him out. But I also have to make an ex­am­ple for the oth­ers. I’m go­ing to cut his wages in half this month. I’ll have a few words with him about drink­ing and with the oth­ers too. Ev­ery­one can have a drink af­ter their shift, that’s okay. But ev­ery­one has to stay sober in their free time as well, be­cause if we have to take off un­ex­pect­edly and quickly, I need ev­ery man! The sec­ond time he will be fired!” He spoke to Dirk. “Drunk! That’s not on!” He was still think­ing. “I don’t know, isn’t there any med­i­ca­tion?”  Lou said yes, of course, but you have to see a doc­tor and a recipe. He nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion, “Next time you go ashore, send him to the doc­tor and the phar­macy!” Dirk un­der­stood the or­der and nod­ded. 


One of the next days, Luzi passed her as she stood at the rail­ing and she had time for a chat. They were speak­ing French when Lou iden­ti­fied her ac­cent. “I was just em­bar­rassed that Mort re­vealed it in front of the whole crew. They all know, they all do it, but I was em­bar­rassed any­way.” Lou asked how it worked that way. Luzi an­swered can­didly. “I’m in my eighth se­mes­ter of med­i­cal school in Paris, which costs a lot of money. Even if I only stay on the ship for half a year, I can af­ford sev­eral semesters. Of course I’m on the pill, that’s what I was ad­vised at the job in­ter­view. I don’t have an ex­clu­sive lover on board. We can do what­ever we want in our free time. If some­one wants to fuck, that’s fine with me! Usu­ally it doesn’t stop at one, but even the sixth or the sev­enth doesn’t bring me to or­gasm, I can only do that by mas­tur­bat­ing in se­cret. But I don’t do that in front of them, but Flo­rence and Mimi do, they’re French.” 


In as­ton­ish­ment, Lou asked if she wasn’t French? “No, I’m from Spain, from Mur­cia. My name isn’t Luzi ei­ther, but Lukrezia, Lukrezia Bor­gia.” Amused, she no­ticed that Lou’s eyes widened and Luzi smiled. “Yes, I am one of the many hun­dreds of Bor­gias, a gen­uine de­scen­dant of Pope Alexan­der. For gen­er­a­tions, my peo­ple have had fun giv­ing the chil­dren fa­mous first names. My fa­ther’s name is Ce­sare, Ce­sare Bor­gia. How­ever, he is not a gen­eral like his an­ces­tor, but a gen­tle tax­man who al­ways feels sorry for the black sheep who had got­ten a fine.” Lou smiled, “We all have our lit­tle prob­lems with first names. My name is Maria Louise Amalia, there’s a long tra­di­tion be­hind it. I call my­self Lou, the other two names are not to my taste. And if I have a daugh­ter one day, I will def­i­nitely not call her Maria or Amalia, but some­thing more mod­ern, more con­tem­po­rary.”
 

They talked for a while about the se­crets of the nights. Luzia laughed up­roar­i­ously when Lou said she had thought Flo­rence and Mimi were a les­bian cou­ple. “All I know is that they both come in and out of our ac­com­mo­da­tion and fuck the men like the rest of us. They have their own dou­ble cabin, but that’s just the Mas­ter’s way of keep­ing them happy. Les­bian? I didn’t no­tice any­thing.” 
 

Michel’s two large wooden crates ar­rived in Reg­gio di Cal­abria, and a week later he was picked up from the train sta­tion in Rome by rental car and brought on board by long­boat in Os­tia. Cap­tain Smith and the two of­fi­cers greeted the shy Michel in a very friendly man­ner and gave him a quar­ter of an hour’s brief­ing. They knew that he was Lou’s as­sis­tant and co‐worker and Oleg had asked them to treat Michel well.
 

Lou showed him to his cabin, then to the lab and to her bed­room; there was time for the tour of the whole ship later. They hadn’t seen each other for two months and fell into each other’s arms. As they sat in bed smok­ing af­ter fuck­ing, he asked if there had been any prob­lems with his boxes at the cus­toms? She laughed, when Oleg has some­thing trans­ported, cus­toms looks the other way. He breathed a sigh of re­lief, he had sealed the three ki­los of mar­i­juana air­tight in four plas­tic bags (for God, Em­peror, Fa­ther­land and Safety) so that he had enough with him. Lou gave him a friendly shove, “You drug smug­gler, you!”. Michel re­ported that he had re­ceived his con­tract and was now an em­ployee of the ‘Ok­topoda Re­search In­sti­tute’ in Lux­em­bourg. “Oops,” Lou ex­claimed, “just like me!” They laughed and Lou said that if Oleg had set it up that way, then it was safe, ben­e­fi­cial and good for them both. She had al­ready re­ceived a pack­age of sta­tionery and busi­ness cards in Reg­gio, all dig­ni­fied and el­e­gant.
 

Oleg came by he­li­copter al­most ev­ery week­end, the loud­speaker blared, “Ea­gle one ap­proach­ing, ETA 15 min­utes”. Lou al­ways changed her clothes and waited for Oleg in dis­creet el­e­gance at the he­li­pad. They had two days to them­selves, Michel sat next to them at din­ner. He and Oleg liked each other and one day Lou said, “Oleg, this is Michel, Michel, this is Oleg, my hus­band, and stop call­ing each other by  sur­names!” But it was an­other six months be­fore Oleg wanted Michel’s opin­ion on tak­ing over a spe­cific com­pany. Michel wasn’t a busi­ness­man, of course, but he was very well in­formed about the com­pany’s prob­lems and had bril­liant com­mon sense. And Oleg lis­tened at­ten­tively. 


Oleg brought one thing into play. He had orig­i­nally bought the yacht to spoil his clients or in­ter­locu­tors a lit­tle. The Ok­topoda Re­search oc­cu­pied less than a third of the ship’s ca­pac­ity. Lou just didn’t want to be hin­dered in her work, that was im­por­tant to her. But when Oleg promised that his guests would have no in­flu­ence or say in any mat­ter and that the two cor­ri­dors would be fit­ted with proper doors to sep­a­rate work and pri­vate ar­eas, there was re­ally noth­ing to be said against it, and Cap­tain Smith also agreed. So it hap­pened that in some weeks there was a merry crowd on board. The sep­a­ra­tion of the two groups went with­out fric­tion, so that Lou was now able to in­vite a few sci­en­tists as well.


Af­ter a year, the rel­e­vant aca­demic world knew that Oc­topoda Re­search ex­isted and what it did. Lou and Michel pub­lished a highly re­garded re­port af­ter a year and a half. They proved that the oc­to­pus did not mate in­dis­crim­i­nately. The young males pre­ferred the daugh­ters of aunts, never their own mother or sis­ters and never strangers from the wild. They drew up fam­ily trees based on DNA. This was a break­through in re­search and they wanted to study the oc­to­puses in the same way, as they sus­pected a sim­i­lar pat­tern. Lou and Michel were not yet ready to go to con­gresses or give lec­tures, but they usu­ally had one or two sci­en­tists who ac­com­pa­nied them on their ex­pe­di­tions and stayed on board for at least a few days.
 

Oleg could be proud of his wife. Once or twice a year, Lou would squeeze into an evening dress and ac­com­pany Oleg to cer­tain oc­ca­sions. How far re­moved she was from the glit­ter­ing world of busi­ness‐peo­ple, how lit­tle she could get out of the chat­ter and gig­gles of the fine ladies and those who could never be­come a fine lady! Many an eye­brow was raised in­dig­nantly, when she spoke openly and bluntly about fuck­ing. The as­ton­ish­ment was usu­ally fol­lowed by gos­sip, in­trigue and fierce fights among the chick­ens and geese. Even Oleg heard about it and grinned broadly; his wife was a gem, a one‐off and a de­vi­ous beast when she re­ported on the ladies of high so­ci­ety.
 

Michel had fin­ished and sub­mit­ted his dis­ser­ta­tion. He would travel to Paris for 10 days to com­plete his doc­tor­ate, and his the­ses still had to be pre­sented and de­fended in the nat­u­ral sci­ences. The Dife­sio was still taken very se­ri­ously in Paris, it was pub­lic and there were dozens to hun­dreds of sci­en­tists in the au­di­to­rium. Lou hadn’t ac­com­pa­nied him, he didn’t want her there when the ex­perts tore him apart. He also wanted to fuck all the chicks he had to leave be­hind. Lou knew that, but left to his own de­vices, he could very well slay any drag­ons or chick­ens. He came back 10 days later and showed her the cer­tifi­cate, his chest swelling with pride. 


Lou had ex­plained to Oleg in an ap­pro­pri­ate sit­u­a­tion that she was fuck­ing Michel. He gazed at the rugged coast­line of the Basque coun­try and twirled his drink in his hand for min­utes in si­lence. A her­maph­ro­dite in­ca­pable of pro­cre­ation was no threat to his man­hood, Michel was a pa­thetic guy and de­voted to his wife. If she didn’t have him, she would be much more de­sir­able and in trou­ble. He knew very well that Michel wouldn’t let a naughty boy get close to her. If he looked at it hon­estly and em­pa­thet­i­cally, it was just as well that his loved wife didn’t have to live a celi­bate life. He put the glass down and took her face in both hands. “Is it good for you, my princess?” That was all he wanted to know. “Oh yes, it’s good for my soul and my body. Only my con­science is go­ing crazy, it doesn’t ac­cept that, what I told you years ago.” Lou looked him se­ri­ously in the eye, she didn’t have a guilty con­science. He let go of her. “I’m damn thank­ful you didn’t run off with a chief mate, a sailor or a helms­man. I am also grate­ful that the sons of my busi­ness part­ners, who are used to con­quer­ing ev­ery cunt, com­plain to their fa­thers about your aloof­ness and your cold shoul­der to their at­tempts at flirt­ing. That hon­ors you, you honor me and make me proud. I know you well and I know Michel a lit­tle too. I feel the bond be­tween you two very in­tensely and I refuse to call or see it as cheat­ing. You love him in a com­pletely dif­fer­ent way than you love me me, I can feel that too. I can feel that it makes you happy and that’s im­por­tant to me. Hide it as best you can, be­cause the shitty world around us isn’t ready for it yet.” He con­tin­ued to look at the coast and sipped his drink. Lou stood next to him and leaned her head against his shoul­der. “I can feel how lit­tle Rus­sian you are in­side, my dear­est Wilko.” This form of en­dear­ment was re­served for rare sit­u­a­tions. They rarely men­tioned her fuck­ing Michel, him fuck­ing Tanja. It didn’t change their re­la­tion­ship or his be­hav­ior to­wards Michel. Michel was now closer to them both than ever. 


They had left the Mediter­ranean and the west coast of the con­ti­nent, stayed only briefly on the British coasts and spent six months in the north of Scot­land, the Shet­land and Faroe Is­lands. Be­cause of the weather and the cold wa­ter, few ma­rine bi­ol­o­gists came here. But they dis­cov­ered the rich­ness and di­ver­sity of the area. Cap­tain Smith’s an­chor ma­neu­vers took a lit­tle longer here, but the yacht lay as if set in con­crete in the wa­ter. He took great care not to shake the pas­sen­gers more than nec­es­sary. Oleg’s va­ca­tion­ers stayed away and Lou had plenty of sci­en­tists on board, up to 18. When the weather was bad, they turned the mess hall into an aca­demic au­di­to­rium where opin­ions, ideas and spec­u­la­tions col­lided. — Ok­topoda Re­search charged the usual prices to wealthy in­sti­tutes, while oth­ers re­ceived large dis­counts or paid noth­ing at all.
 

Lou cel­e­brated her 31st birth­day with Oleg, Michel and the whole crew off Shet­land, and the next day the six of them sat on the bridge and made con­crete plans for the Car­ib­bean. 


Misha had been watch­ing Lou for over two years now and the flames of de­sire burned in his heart. One af­ter­noon, when his duty ended, he took her hand and led her to his quar­ters. He didn’t say a word as he slipped her dress off. She re­al­ized that she was not ready to con­ceive to­day. She let her­self be pulled onto his bunk with­out re­sis­tance and let her­self be fucked. He was a medi­ocre fucker, he took a long time be­fore he came. She left with­out a word. This was re­peated for three days.
 Af­ter the third time, when she got dressed, she said, “You have a choice now. You never let me come again and I’ll for­get all about it, you have had your plea­sure. Or you go ahead and I have to tell Oleg. Then he’ll de­cide your fate.” She waited for his an­swer. At last he lifted his head tear­fully and stam­mered, “For­give me for not be­ing able to con­trol my­self. It was wrong of me and I re­gret very much hav­ing done this to you, but my heart burns and wants you. I will bear my pain silently and con­tinue to serve you faith­fully, Princess!” Misha buried his face in his arms and howled like a cas­tle dog. When he looked up af­ter a few min­utes, she had al­ready left. He con­tin­ued to serve and low­ered his eyes so that she could no longer see his mis­ery. It took months, be­fore he was his old self again. 


The Car­ib­bean. She was still ac­com­pa­nied by two men in im­mac­u­late white uni­forms. She dived, re­searched and wrote in 16‐hours‐days. Time was run­ning out, she had promised Oleg chil­dren in 4 years at the lat­est. She lay in Michel’s ten­der arms and talked to her lit­tle sis­ter about the fu­ture, the preg­nancy and the chil­dren. She didn’t want to give up the re­search and con­sid­ered bring­ing Oleg’s sis­ter Tanja on board. They had kept in touch for two years via an en­crypted mes­sen­ger ser­vice that was also used by the Rus­sian un­der­ground.
 

Lou wit­nessed the dis­in­te­gra­tion of Tan­jas re­la­tion­ship with her hus­band, the sad end­ing and the quick di­vorce. She was of the opin­ion that noth­ing could be done about it if her Sasha had fallen for a 15‐year‐old who en­chanted and de­voured him. Tanja’s last job had been as a typ­ist, and now, when her child­less mar­riage broke up, she was sup­posed to re­sume her aborted train­ing as a nurse and mid­wife. Lou spoke to Oleg, whom Tanja had not told, and per­suaded him to sup­port Tanja fi­nan­cially and to take more care of her as a brother. Tanya hadn’t said any­thing be­cause she was afraid of scar­ing him off. But she ab­so­lutely didn’t want to give him up as a lover. Lou me­di­ated be­tween them and Tanja was able to leave her love‐struck hus­band. She re­sumed her train­ing and would get her diploma af­ter a year. 


Lou had al­ready pre­pared Tanja for the fact that there was al­ways a place for a para­medic on the yacht and that she would need her help with the chil­dren. She wanted to raise the chil­dren bilin­gually, she had dis­cussed this with Oleg, Rus­sian and Eng­lish. Tanja could speak both, which was ideal. Per­haps the chil­dren would also learn some French from Un­cle Michel. All of this had been loosely agreed, no, it had been dis­cussed with­out obli­ga­tion. Oleg was in­formed about ev­ery­thing and was even prouder of his princess.
 

She had put out feel­ers and sent Char­lotte out into the world with a se­cret mis­sion. It was to be a birth­day present for Oleg. Char­lotte was dili­gent, but Lou was not yet sat­is­fied with the re­sults. Fi­nally, suc­cess. She told Oleg a few days be­fore his 40th birth­day that he had an ap­point­ment at Hanover Town Hall on a cer­tain day. She ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him. An im­pov­er­ished no­ble­man was pre­pared to for­mally adopt Oleg for good money. Oleg had to re­nounce his adop­tive fa­ther’s in­her­i­tance, but he was en­no­bled and could call him­self Frei­herr (Baron) von Sayn‐Bat­ten­feld if he wished. Oleg had tears in his eyes; it was an un­de­served medal, but a di­a­mond on his lapel. Lou had not only had classy sta­tionery and busi­ness cards made for him, she had dug up ev­ery­thing he needed to know about the Sayn and the Bat­ten­feld no­ble fam­i­lies. He stud­ied the no­ble fam­i­lies in­ten­sively and trav­eled to Baron Bat­ten­feld in Hanover. The old gen­tle­man was an ex­tremely like­able scholar in his eight­ies, known above all for his pre­cise trans­la­tions of the an­cient Greeks. The for­mal mat­ters were quickly dis­cussed and ticked off, then the baron turned to his cur­rent project and Oleg lis­tened with great in­ter­est, even though he had nei­ther a hu­man­is­tic ed­u­ca­tion nor had learned An­cient Greek. Bat­ten­feld said that the neo­clas­si­cists of the 18th, 19th and even the 20th cen­tury had badly mu­ti­lated and abridged Homer’s Il­iad. Homer had writ­ten much more pi­quant, re­veal­ing and ob­scene than peo­ple wanted at the time. But it was pre­cisely these omit­ted pas­sages that made many things that were oth­er­wise dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand clear and com­pre­hen­si­ble. He would prob­a­bly find it dif­fi­cult to find a pub­lisher, the old man said, but he wanted to make the unabridged trans­la­tion avail­able on the In­ter­net, at least for the aca­demic world. Oleg of­fered to talk to some pub­lish­ers. In a small cer­e­mony at the town hall, Oleg be­came a Frei­herr.
 

She was ly­ing on the sandy beach and throw­ing lit­tle balls of sand at Oleg. “Oh, it makes me so sad that my chil­dren will grow up with­out a fa­ther!” she ex­claimed in mock de­spair. 


Oleg was con­fused. “What are you talk­ing about, my heart?” he asked in as­ton­ish­ment.
 

“Okay,” she said se­ri­ously, “when were you here the last three week­ends?” 


Oleg squirmed des­per­ately. “I’m very busy, work­ing 18 or 20 hours a day, seven days a week!” he ex­claimed in ex­as­per­a­tion.
 

Lou ig­nored his ex­pla­na­tion. “You were there four weeks ago, be­fore that it was five weeks and be­fore that three weeks. I’m not com­plain­ing, I know how hard‐work­ing you are, no ques­tion. But look at it through your child’s eyes. You read him a bed­time story 4, 5 and 3 weeks ago. You were 5,000 and 12,000 kilo­me­ters away when he banged his knee play­ing. The plas­ter was put on by a chief petty of­fi­cer or a sim­ple sailor. A stranger.” Lou re­mained silent, she had to give him time. 


“I know what you mean,” Oleg said, “I haven’t named, trained and ap­pointed a suc­ces­sor or deputy yet. But I will sit down to the screen tonight and make a plan.” 


Lou nod­ded in sat­is­fac­tion. “You need to or­ga­nize your 700 com­pa­nies” ‐ “It’s al­most a thou­sand!” he in­ter­jected, — “so your thou­sand com­pa­nies into groups, by ge­og­ra­phy or by prod­ucts. Then set up a strict hi­er­ar­chy so that at the end a hand­ful of ad­mi­rals re­port on how they run your busi­ness. Only then can you be a fa­ther. I have no use for a mere sperm donor, my dear Frei­herr von!”  They al­ways laughed when she teased him like that. But she re­al­ized that he was as quick as he was at can­vass­ing. In his mind’s eye he saw the groups in out­line, they al­ready ex­isted. Of course, he also had man­agers, group lead­ers, small em­per­ors. But she was right, he was in and out of ev­ery­thing, day and night. “Okay,” he said, “I’m go­ing for an­other swim!” 


She held him back for a mo­ment. “If you’re with me ev­ery week­end for two months, I’ll let you make me a baby. I’m al­ready ready, al­though I’m not yet 35, I’m sweet 33, but I’m al­ready look­ing for­ward to hav­ing my first child. So make an ef­fort!” He nod­ded and made a courtly bow for a Frei­herr. “Your mus­ke­teer is leav­ing tonight, Your Majesty, he’ll have to think it all over!” Grin­ning, he snorted like a horse and plunged into the shal­low wa­ter. 


He got se­ri­ous. He cre­ated a strict ad­min­is­tra­tion, ap­point­ing lieu­tenants, cap­tains and a hand­ful of gen­er­als. He stag­gered salaries, bonuses and share­hold­ings so that the hard‐work­ing got richer and the slack­ers im­me­di­ately stood out. He would fire them, no doubt. He looked at his or­ga­ni­za­tion chart with sat­is­fac­tion. He had done and man­aged ev­ery­thing him­self so far, it was like a con­stant chase, it was breath­lessly ex­cit­ing. Now he had a good rea­son to hand over most of the man­age­ment work. He in­structed his sec­re­tar­iat to book two days in Paris and in­vite the peo­ple on the at­tached list. He flew from Santo Domingo to Paris, and af­ter two days ev­ery­thing was fi­nal­ized. He came to see his princess ev­ery week­end for three days and two nights.
 

One morn­ing, it was a Sun­day, they fucked in the morn­ing sun on her ter­race and they made her first child. 


Lou ex­cit­edly wanted to talk to Oleg on the phone, but his de­vice was switched off. She called his of­fice and Lud­milla told her he was in Sin­ga­pore or Bangkok, was it very ur­gent? She could page him in an emer­gency. Lou said it wasn’t ur­gent time‐wise, but ask him to call me back in a quiet minute. Lud­milla wres­tled with her­self, “con­grat­u­la­tions al­ready?” Lou laughed softly, the woman re­ally was the best sec­re­tary. “Yes,” said Lou, “thank you very much! But please don’t tell him any­thing, I want to do it my­self.”
 

Two hours later, Oleg called and she told him she was preg­nant. He was over­whelmed and then they palavered for an­other half hour. He was in the hot phase of ne­go­ti­a­tions, he was of­fload­ing the en­tire Asia‐busi­ness, sell­ing around 125 small com­pa­nies. At least he wanted to sell them with­out mak­ing a loss, not give them away. The Asians were good busi­ness­men and he re­ally en­joyed wrestling with them. They dis­cussed the con­ver­sions on the yacht and she re­minded him that she might need Tanja’s help in 8 months at the lat­est.
 

Oleg got started im­me­di­ately. Tanya had been work­ing as an ob­ste­tri­cian in a St. Pe­ters­burg hos­pi­tal for over six months and was un­der close ob­ser­va­tion by the Krem­lin. They had no­ticed her en­crypted com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the West and thus be­came aware of Oleg, who was slowly but steadily shed­ding his Rus­sian com­pa­nies and hold­ings. He had Tanja flown out at night and fog in a pri­vate jet. She was given gen­uine Lux­em­bourg cit­i­zen­ship and a pass­port. She had left noth­ing of value be­hind in St. Pe­ters­burg.
 

Lou had two dou­ble cab­ins next to her bed­room con­verted into a chil­dren’s room, with a dou­ble cabin for Tanja be­hind it. She had the cab­ins fit­ted with con­nect­ing doors, as well as Michel’s cabin, so she or Tanja could ac­cess the chil­dren’s romm. This meant that Michel could en­ter her bed­room un­seen and Oleg could en­ter Tanja’s cabin also un­seen. She sac­ri­ficed four guest cab­ins and had a spa­cious of­fice and con­fer­ence room set up for Oleg. All that re­mained was the cap­tain’s cabin and the two of­fi­cers’ cab­ins on the A‐deck. The A‐deck was now en­tirely pri­vate, but there were still guest cab­ins for 12 to 16 guests on the B‐deck. The crew did a good job with the con­ver­sions, she noted with sat­is­fac­tion. She sent pho­tos ev­ery other day to keep Oleg up to date and dis­cussed the de­tails of his new of­fice with him. He stayed in Sin­ga­pore for al­most 3 weeks, but he achieved his goals with profit. He flew back via Lux­em­bourg, where he per­son­ally dis­cussed the cor­rect clos­ing of the Asian deal with his tax ex­perts.
 

Oleg was sur­prised that she had two cribs set up in the chil­dren’s room. She smiled, “Yes, for Pe­ter and Paul.” She had to laugh be­cause it only seeped into him in bits and pieces. They hugged each other bliss­fully and were al­ready look­ing for­ward to the twins. Oleg had the yacht moved closer to Santo Domingo, the for­mer palace was be­ing com­pleted. In­stalling a large hy­dro­gen emer­gency gen­er­a­tor and the hy­dro­gen tanks that went with it proved to be dif­fi­cult. He still in­tended to use it as a re­tire­ment home.


They cel­e­brated Tanja’s 42nd birth­day with a feast for four, Oleg and Lou, Tanja and Michel. Lou toasted with or­ange juice, she took the preg­nancy very se­ri­ously. She no longer went on field trips and no longer dived, she had stopped smok­ing. They spoke openly about the fact that Oleg would now lie with Tanja more of­ten and Michel with Lou. “It’s a won­der­ful so­lu­tion, we’ll grow to­gether as a real fam­ily. I’m re­ally look­ing for­ward to it!” Lou summed it up.
 

She was grate­ful to Oleg that he had re­or­ga­nized his em­pire and was now with her at least four days a week. He had care­fully planned his of­fice and was able to run the busi­ness from there, some­times he was stay­ing the whole week. The hi­er­ar­chy was still creak­ing at ev­ery turn, so he had to go there and solve the prob­lems, for bet­ter or worse. He had given half the crew leave and they would take turns with the other half. The ship would prob­a­bly be here off Santo Domingo for a few more months. He of­ten sat to­gether with Cap­tain Smith or the two of­fi­cers, be­cause the Elisée was al­ready an old lady, and Oleg wanted to have a younger ship in three years at the lat­est. The global econ­omy was go­ing badly and yachts were al­ways be­ing sold there­fore, so there was no need for a new build.
 

Lou was hy­per­sex­u­al­ized dur­ing her preg­nancy. Tanja was too hy­per­sex­u­al­ized, be­cause her lover was only a few steps away. The two women forged their erotic plot, de­mand­ing ev­ery­thing from both men dur­ing this time. When Oleg fucked Lou af­ter din­ner, he slept for just un­der an hour and Lou re­laxed her vi­o­lently de­mand­ing clit mas­tur­bat­ing. Oleg went qui­etly to Tanja and Lou gave Michel the sig­nal. They did as they had done from the be­gin­ning, kiss­ing, cud­dling and snug­gling for an hour be­fore she fucked him. When Oleg re­turned early from Tanja’s, he would stand un­der the door and watch them. Michel would al­ways lie on his back and Lou would mount her lit­tle girl. She rode him with in­creas­ing speed un­til her pow­er­ful or­gasm al­most tore her apart. Michel held her belly and the twins gen­tly and softly with his hands as if they were raw eggs. Lou, who had been ca­ress­ing his breasts the whole time, tore at his nip­ples in her or­gasm, al­most rip­ping them out. He usu­ally squirted with a groan dur­ing her vi­o­lent or­gasm, oth­er­wise she rode him un­til he cummed or he fucked her from be­low when she was too ex­hausted. Oleg watched lov­ingly and only came in when Michel had left, he didn’t want to cause any em­bar­rass­ment. Af­ter the birth, the greedy and needy urges were calmed down and the women no longer put the men through a marathon.
 

Now Lou was sit­ting in front of her pri­vate lap­top, stroking her lit­tle tummy again and again and read­ing through her di­ary. She would give it to the chil­dren at the right time, she had doc­u­mented ev­ery­thing metic­u­lously. She wanted the chil­dren to know how their mother had lived. She had de­scribed the child­ish ex­per­i­ments un­til she dis­cov­ered mas­tur­ba­tion. She re­ported in all de­tails how she did hand­jobs and blowjobs in her youth. Af­ter that the in­ten­sive and horny les­bian loves, which she ex­plored very deep. She truth­fully de­scribed the in­cest with her fa­ther and also what Char­lotte had told her. She wrote with­out a fig leaf about her re­la­tion­ship with Michel, with Oleg and also about Mis­cha. She thought long if she should re­port her se­cret fuck­ing, but fi­nally she did. She  de­scribed that she took her vagi­nal tem­per­a­ture be­fore get­ting up and checked it with the monthly cal­en­dar. Be­fore break­fast she swam a few lengths naked in the swim­ming pool and al­lowed the 2 or 3 sailors, who were at the pool, to swim naked with her. She looked at their cocks and nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly to them be­fore swim­ming to a cor­ner, that was not vis­i­ble from the out­side. She held on to the edge of the pool and stuck her ass out. She never wanted to know, which sailor was com­ing to fuck her. The sailor was al­lowed to pen­e­trate her un­der­wa­ter from be­hind and fuck her re­ally, re­ally hard. She al­ways pre­pared her­self for an or­gasm and got it quickly, some­times only with the sec­ond or third sailor. Af­ter the or­gasm, she let him fin­ish fuck­ing and squirt­ing, then she went up­stairs and had break­fast on her ter­race. The morn­ing or­gasm dur­ing the morn­ing ex­er­cise re­laxed her and sweet­ened her day. She kept it strongly a se­cret from Oleg and Michel, it would only con­fuse and hurt them. It was some­thing purely phys­i­cal and she for­bade the sailors any im­proper frat­er­niza­tion. She looked out to sea from her lap­top.


Damn it all! How much she was look­ing for­ward to see­ing the twins!



● ● ●







The Cheeky Lad


by Jack Faber © 2023




Reni, whose real name was Re­nate, had show­ered her son René ev­ery evening from an early age on. He loved it when she ran the hot jet of wa­ter up and down his cock, es­pe­cially his glans. She gen­tly stroked with the tip of her in­dex fin­ger up and down the shaft of his cock. Only when he said: “It’s about to throb now!” did she stop her in­dex fin­ger and con­cen­trate the jet of wa­ter on the small glans, let­ting it cir­cle and tease the glans. “It’s throb­bing, it’s throb­bing!” he shouted en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and she ea­gerly con­tin­ued to squirt the jet of wa­ter onto the throb­bing glans. She had been giv­ing him this child­like or­gasm since early child­hood.
  

But to­day it was dif­fer­ent. There was no an­nounce­ment of the throb­bing, she stroked the fore­skin with her in­dex fin­ger and held the jet of wa­ter on his glans, and as al­ways she had squat­ted down, spread her knees and let him look into her pussy, he liked that very much. René groaned and squirted for the first time. She con­tin­ued to hold the stream of wa­ter un­til his stut­ter­ing squirt­ing had stopped. He had a thou­sand ques­tions and she an­swered them all. He seemed to be in­ter­ested in how the boys did it them­selves to make it squirt. She grabbed his cock and mas­tur­bated him for min­utes, stop­ping be­fore he squirted. René un­der­stood im­me­di­ately. His cock had im­me­di­ately be­come stiff as a poker and he wanted her to con­tinue un­til he squirted. She shook her head, she just wanted to show him how it has to be done. She let go of his cock and he stared mes­mer­ized at her pussy for a long time un­til his cock squirted by it­self! She rubbed him un­til it had all squirted out. How much his cock had changed! It used to be a beau­ti­ful, smooth boy’s pe­nis, but now it had grown con­sid­er­ably and seemed to have be­come as big, strong and pow­er­ful as his fa­ther’s.


“Do girls also squirt ev­ery day?” Reni ex­plained to him that girls don’t squirt at all and don’t have to rub ev­ery day. “And how of­ten do girls do it?” he asked cu­ri­ously. Reni said that it var­ied from girl to girl. “And you?” he prod­ded fur­ther. Reni claimed she only did it rarely, maybe three or four times a year. That was a lie, she prob­a­bly did it five times a week, but that was her pri­vate mat­ter and re­ally none of his busi­ness. 


The next time he tried to mas­tur­bate in the wa­ter jet, but he was too stupid even for that. She got a lit­tle an­noyed when he asked her to do it to him. For the next  days and weeks she gave him a hand­job un­der the wa­ter jet, she found noth­ing wrong with it, it was a to­tally nor­mal thing for her. She knelt in front of him in the bath­tub, he had to stand and di­rect the jet of wa­ter. She mas­tur­bated his cock, which was no longer boy­ish and was go­ing to de­velop into a mon­ster like Si­mon’s, right in front of her face. He squirted on her closed lips, her neck and her beau­ti­ful, firm breasts. Af­ter a few days, she left her mouth open, but it made no im­pres­sion on him. It was only when she sur­rounded the glans with her lips be­fore squirt­ing and he squirted into her mouth that he was thrilled. She didn’t want to give him a proper blowjob just yet, that would come later. He was thrilled, “When you ca­ress my cock with your lips, that’s the best!” he ex­claimed en­thu­si­as­ti­cally, and she smiled with great sat­is­fac­tion. She show­ered when he left and mas­tur­bated in the shower when she was very horny, oth­er­wise she went to bed, mas­tur­bated and fan­ta­sized about fuck­ing René. They talked a lot about sex, she thought it was a good way to ed­u­cate her son about sex. She got into the bath­tub with him, lay on her back and let him ad­mire her jew­els. He in­spected ev­ery­thing thor­oughly, pulling her labia apart with his fin­gers as she had done be­fore and mar­veling at the lit­tle hole.
 

“And that’s where I came out, right?” She nod­ded and ex­plained to him that it was a very stretchy cun­t­hole where both Daddy’s thick cock could fit in and a baby could come out. Ev­ery day René had to look at and ex­plore her pussy with his fin­gers. She showed him the well‐hid­den cli­toris, which was there for the girls to rub. “Yes,” she con­firmed his ques­tion, “some girls do it ev­ery day like the boys, some even more of­ten.” Reni showed him even how the girls mas­tur­bated for 20 sec­onds, what he un­der­stood, of course! 


He kept ask­ing how to fuck and she ex­plained it pa­tiently and in de­tail. He seemed sat­is­fied, he spread her labia daily and his gaze lin­gered on her hole. His in­ter­est was piqued, and by God, now he was dy­ing to know what it felt like “in­side”.
 

The an­swer wasn’t easy for her. “It’s warm and moist, and all men like it.” He was amazed, did she let more than one man fuck her? She laughed out loud. “But what you think, silly boy! I’ve only ever fucked Daddy and never any­one else! But what I meant was, that a man feels very com­fort­able in his wife’s cun­t­hole, oth­er­wise the hu­man race would have died out long ago!” 


René nod­ded, now he’d got it right. But he begged her ev­ery day dur­ing his in­spec­tions of her pussy, that he wanted to feel it, re­ally feel what it felt like for his cock. Reni shook her head vig­or­ously, she couldn’t let that hap­pen! The same thing day af­ter day.


One day he wanted it, he re­ally wanted it! He spread her labia as he did ev­ery day, but now he pen­e­trated her cunt. He had pulled back his fore­skin very tightly and pen­e­trated her cun­t­hole with his glans. Maybe a cen­time­ter, he didn’t dare to go any fur­ther. Reni was now tired of al­ways turn­ing it down.


“You have to push your cock in re­ally deep, don’t be afraid!” she said qui­etly. He pushed in very care­fully, his pre­cious cock dis­ap­pear­ing into a hole he didn’t know and was some­how afraid of. But he pushed in un­til his cock was all the way in­side.


Reni held his hips tightly. “Re­mem­ber, you’re not al­lowed to fuck me like Daddy, I’ve ex­plained that to you al­ready in de­tail. Stay calm and tell me, how it feels?”
 

“Soft, warm and wet, Mama, just like you said. It’s in­cred­i­bly pleas­ant in there and it’s won­der­ful!” Reni winced, surely he wouldn’t just cum? But René closed his eyes with lust and sighed af­ter a while, “I’m al­ready throb­bing, Mom, it’s throb­bing!” He con­cen­trated for a good while and breathed, “It’s com­ing up in my cock, Mom, it’s com­ing, I can feel it pre­cisely!” 


Reni held his hips with an iron grip and mur­mured, “don’t squirt in­side there, my dar­ling, please don’t!” But he squeezed his ass cheeks to­gether rhyth­mi­cally and squirted, once, twice, five times. She held him tight un­til his cock soft­ened again, then she pulled it out. He de­fended him­self, say­ing he hadn’t fucked her like Daddy! And cum­ming was won­der­ful, she didn’t need to give him a hand job any­more. Reni nod­ded un­cer­tainly, well, okay then!


He now stuck his cock in her pussy­hole ev­ery evening, waited mo­tion­less, then he came, closed his eyes and squirted. He asked, “why are you wig­gling your butt?” and she replied, “be­cause oth­er­wise you wouldn’t be able to squirt!” He was puz­zled and thought­ful. Fi­nally he said, “I thought it would squirt by it­self!” Reni laughed softly. “I wig­gle my ass as soon as my pussy re­al­izes you’re ready. It’s my pussy that pushes against you slightly and trig­gers your squirt­ing. Pay close at­ten­tion!” The next day he ex­claimed as he was cum­ming, “Yes, now I can feel ex­actly how your pussy is thrust­ing me!” Reni smiled de­light­edly and said that it was im­por­tant to her that he cum ev­ery day and didn’t get any sex­ual pres­sure. This went quite well for a few weeks, but then the mo­tion­less cum­ming just didn’t work any­more. She mas­tur­bated the un­happy boy by hand at the end, but that wasn’t the real thing. He thrust in deep to cum, he be­gan to squirt and now thrust in hard with ev­ery jet. He was un­happy and sad, he didn’t want to be­tray her, he stam­mered. She hugged him lov­ingly and com­forted him well. “I know all about men,” she said sym­pa­thet­i­cally, “they have to thrust hard in when they squirt, I think that’s quite nor­mal. I’m cer­tainly not an­gry with you for it, I guess that’s the way it has to be.” He mustn’t have a bad con­science about that, she ac­cepted  and al­lowed it, def­i­nitely. He only calmed down af­ter a few days, now he pushed in hard when he came. He didn’t know, of course, that this was the be­gin­ning of the fuck­ing. She no­ticed, of course, that he was thrust­ing in more and more en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and she guessed what would hap­pen next. He no­ticed that her fin­ger­tips were ro­tat­ing slightly on her clit. “Would you rather mas­tur­bate now?” he asked sus­pi­ciously, as he wanted to con­tinue slid­ing in and out slowly. “No,” Reni said dis­mis­sively, “I only mas­tur­bate when I’m alone, mas­tur­ba­tion is a purely pri­vate mat­ter!” He was re­as­sured and con­tin­ued to slide slowly in and out, and af­ter a while her fin­ger­tips slid over her clit again. They con­tin­ued to slide un­til she winced in or­gasm. When the or­gasm was over, she whis­pered hoarsely, “come on, now you can squirt or thrust if it’s not time yet.” She turned her head wearily to the side and cov­ered her eyes with her hand, she was re­ally full of guilt and shame. That was the sig­nal for him to thrust re­ally fast and squirt in pow­er­ful jets. He watched it ev­ery time when her fin­ger­tips slid over her clit and asked, “You’re now mas­tur­bat­ing, I can see it!” She nod­ded at first, but then said she only mas­tur­bated alone, at night. “Ev­ery night?” he probed fur­ther, she nod­ded and turned her head to the side tiredly and cov­ered her eyes ashamed. “Sev­eral times in a row?” he asked, no longer re­lent­ing. She stared at him al­most an­grily. But she nod­ded in agree­ment and said af­ter a while, “That’s my pri­vate mat­ter, it’s none of your busi­ness!” He didn’t give up. “You have claimed two or three times a year!” She still looked an­noyed, but then her face bright­ened. “I said that months ago, but a lot has changed be­tween us since then! Can you ac­cept it?” René didn’t know what she meant by ac­cept­ing, but he wasn’t look­ing for an ar­gu­ment, it was bet­ter to drop the sub­ject. From then on, he slid in and out very slowly and watched as her fin­ger­tips slid over her clit and grad­u­ally trig­gered her or­gasm. She al­ways looked at him shyly and very very in shame, then she cov­ered her eyes in shame and a guilty feel­ing, but he didn’t dare to soothe her with words of re­lief. His ma­jes­tic slid­ing, slowly deep in and all the way out, made her horny ev­ery day. Her clit screamed for an or­gasm, she let her fin­ger­tips ro­tate over her clit for fif­teen min­utes, even though she was acutely aware that René was watch­ing her mas­tur­bat­ing most greed­ily. She let the or­gasm erupt and when it was over, she put her head to one side and cov­ered her eyes, plagued by deep shame. Her eyes filled with tears and she breathed, “go on!” or “you may now!” Some days the post‐coital dys­pho­ria, the post‐coital tristesse, was so strong that the tears flowed for min­utes. She was com­pletely pas­sive while René thrust force­fully, and only when he squirted did her pussy and her vagi­nal mus­cles milk his cock hard. She hugged him lov­ingly af­ter­wards and was now com­pletely happy. It went on like this for many weeks, if she didn’t want him to squirt in­side, she would give him a hand job. “So I don’t have a baby,” she ex­plained and he un­der­stood.
 

She now went straight to bed ev­ery night to mas­tur­bate af­ter­wards. She had mas­tur­bated ev­ery night as a child to fall asleep, but when she fin­ished school at 16 and went to work, she was usu­ally too tired and ex­hausted to mas­tur­bate. She mas­tur­bated maybe once a week, even dur­ing her mar­riage. But now she was aroused ev­ery day when René squirted in­side, she had to mas­tur­bate again ev­ery day as of­ten like in her youth.
 



Re­nates Tale




She mas­tur­bated her clit very gen­tly and let her life pass her by. Like her peers, she had given the boys hand­jobs as a mat­ter of course and later learned to let them squirt in her mouth. Since she was 12, her fa­ther called her into the bed­room when her mother had her pe­riod or was un­well. Her mother made a hell of a fuss, but wanted Reni to give him a hand­job. It was no prob­lem at all for Reni, it was just her mother who was fuss­ing. Her fa­ther es­pe­cially liked the fact that Reni took the cock as deep as she could into her mouth and let him squirt in. She was de­lighted to make her adored Dad cum so well, so fine as she could. Reni had al­ready fucked a few boys, but no­body had to de­flower her, as she had no hy­men from birth. She cud­dled with Daddy and whis­pered in his ear when she could tell him about a fuck with a boy or a hand job to­day af­ter school. On pur­pose, of course, be­cause Daddy had a mag­nif­i­cent cock and she re­ally wanted to fuck him, she loved her Dad in­sanely. Af­ter all, she was al­ready 13 and a real woman! Of course he wanted to, only her mother acted the first time hor­ri­fied. Maybe she didn’t know, or didn’t re­mem­ber, that Reni didn’t have a hy­men at all and was clam­or­ing that he was only al­lowed to fuck, if at all, in the very front of her cunt. Like an en­vi­ous seag­ull, she grabbed his cock and con­trolled the ac­tion, clam­or­ing and fuss­ing. “You’re only al­lowed to fuck the girl right at the front en­trance,” she fussed, “she’s so god­damn young, she might be afraid of fuck­ing and of los­ing her vir­gin­ity! Isn’t that right, my lit­tle one?” Reni shook her head, “But no, Mom, I al­ready know how to fuck and I’m no longer a vir­gin!” Nev­er­the­less, her mother held on to his cock with her hand for the first few days and didn’t let him pen­e­trate. She checked for a few days, that he fucked her daugh­ter only out­side, then she as­sumed that ev­ery­one was obe­di­ent, hon­est and of good will. Daddy and Reni had free rein and fucked as of­ten as they could. Mother couldn’t stop nag­ging and clam­or­ing, but she was quite happy for him to fuck Reni and not cheat her with other bitches. Of course she had no­ticed the cov­etous and se­duc­tive looks of the ri­val bitches and knew that many of them en­vied her, the un­sightly swan, the hand­some guy. What she didn’t know, of course, was that he se­cretly picked ev­ery flower by the way­side. Reni en­joyed fuck­ing the hand­some Daddy for about six years. Her mother soon calmed down and came to terms with the fact that he only fucked her once a month and then lay on top of Reni, whom he fucked daily. She over­came her in­hi­bi­tions and mas­tur­bated openly in front of the two when she was hot. Reni fucked her beloved Daddy un­til the wed­ding and ev­ery day dur­ing her preg­nancy, when she was al­ways horny like a 15‐year‐old. She only stopped fuck­ing Dad in se­cret when he was ag­ing rapidly, his sex­ual drive was fad­ing and his loins were dry­ing out. Of course, she could only fuck him ev­ery day dur­ing her preg­nancy, but then as of­ten as she could, at least ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing, she snuck out of the house be­fore sun­rise with­out wak­ing her hus­band. She scur­ried two houses away and lay down with her Dad, wak­ing him up as she stroked his morn­ing wood care­fully. He mum­bled sleep­ily, “Good morn­ing, my dar­ling!” and lay down on his back. She mounted him and in­serted his cock into her pussy­hole as she had done a thou­sand times be­fore. She lay gen­tly on his chest and let her ass slide back and forth. When she re­al­ized he was ready, her pussy pounded his cock with her ass un­til he cummed. Ini­tially she had rid­den him, but as he got older she had switched to this tech­nique, it didn’t strain him too much. Ini­tially it only took her two min­utes to ride him to cum, but with this gen­tler tech­nique it took at least 15 min­utes or longer. “Was it good, Daddy?” she asked each time and he nod­ded tiredly. “It’s so sweet of you to fuck me old man. I haven’t looked at a woman since Mom left. Are you com­ing to­mor­row or the day af­ter?” She said “the day af­ter to­mor­row!” ev­ery time, al­though some­times she came the next day. She was con­vinced that this was not real fuck­ing, it was a ser­vice to re­lieve him of the sex­ual pres­sure. She lov­ingly cov­ered him up and let him sleep on. Then she scur­ried home, made cof­fee and brought it to her hus­band in bed. She was quite sure he never no­ticed.


She had gone to work at 16, it was pretty ex­haust­ing. One evening, as she was walk­ing home late at night af­ter work, she saw a man slip on the icy side­walk in front of her and he re­mained ly­ing there. She looked around, but there was no one to be seen. She hur­ried and bent over the man. He smelled of beer, but he was breath­ing. Thank God! She shook him gen­tly and asked if he had hurt him­self, if any­thing was bro­ken? He grum­bled, no, he hadn’t bro­ken any­thing. Reni helped him stand up, but his leg was re­ally hurt­ing. She sup­ported him and they sat down on a bench de­spite the freez­ing cold. He said he was Si­mon, he had re­ceived his mas­ter crafts­man’s cer­tifi­cate to­day and had to buy some of his work col­leagues a drink. “I never drink, but to­day I had to drink two beers and I couldn’t take it. Boom! I was ly­ing on the side­walk, of­fended and stupid, and a pretty lady like you had to res­cue me!” Reni smiled as he did, Si­mon seemed like a neat guy. 


“I am Reni, Re­nate. What kind of mas­ter’s cer­tifi­cate, Mas­ter Si­mon?” He laughed. “You’re the first to call me Mas­ter, Re­nate! I hope you don’t think I’m a weirdo or even a drunk­yard. I sud­denly sobered up when I landed on the floor. To an­swer that, I’m a stone­ma­son. Grave­stones, stat­ues for gar­dens and any­thing made of stone. I work for the stone­ma­son Fürner, a good mas­ter!” 


They talked for an­other fif­teen min­utes, then set off. He could limp and then walk, he walked to the left and she to the right af­ter she had typed her phone num­ber into his cell phone. That’s how she met her hus­band and they got mar­ried a year and a half later. She lived with her par­ents un­til then and gave her­self to him af­ter a few months. He had a thick, chunky and great cock and fucked her very con­sid­er­ately and care­fully. They both loved each other with all their hearts, he was a hard‐work­ing man and only four years older than her. She loved fuck­ing him, she al­most al­ways got an or­gasm and Si­mon was proud of it. 


On one of their first dates, he brought her a palm‐sized sculp­ture as a gift. It was orig­i­nally a com­mis­sion, the client had given him a photo, a South Amer­i­can stat­uette that was sev­eral cen­turies old. He had re­pro­duced it true to life, the cus­tomer was not sat­is­fied and paid any­way. He asked Reni how she liked it? She looked at the stat­uette very closely. 


“A mus­cu­lar guy with a head­dress fuck­ing a boy,” Reni said, blush­ing slightly.


“That’s not a boy, that’s a girl or a woman,” Si­mon said in­dig­nantly. 


Reni shook her head firmly. “She has no labia, no cli­toris and no breasts!” she said. “I don’t want to crit­i­cize your work,” she said shyly, “but he looks more like a boy. I’ve never seen two men fuck­ing, but that’s just my first im­pres­sion.” Si­mon pock­eted the stat­uette again and they changed the sub­ject. 


A few weeks later, he gave her a new stat­uette. He had made a brand new one, he had given the man a mag­nif­i­cent cock that poked into the woman’s gor­geous cunt. She had large labia and a truly im­pres­sive clit as well as breasts like a sex bomb. Reni beamed, “Wow! That’s a horny woman, damn it! And I guess they’re fuck­ing with a smile on their faces right now, or am I wrong?” She praised how great and ex­cit­ingly horny he had made the act and they spent the next hour just talk­ing about the stat­uette and the fuck­ing. He ac­com­pa­nied her home, she led him into her bed­room and showed him where she hid the stat­uette. Her par­ents would be shocked if they dis­cov­ered it. And they would beat their hands over their heads, if they knew that their lit­tle daugh­ter had given her­self to the artist! Si­mon’s head jerked up. In that hour, she gave him her vir­gin­ity, be­cause in her opin­ion that with Daddy didn’t count re­ally.


Reni loved fuck­ing Si­mon, be­ing fucked by the strong man. She was al­ready three months preg­nant when they got mar­ried. Now the pan­demic was in full swing, there was less and less for stone­ma­sons to do. Si­mon laid paving stones in the state cap­i­tal and only came home for the week­end. He fucked her with all his pent‐up lust, as he wasn’t cheat­ing on her any more than she was. As she hid her mas­tur­ba­tion from ev­ery­one, in­clud­ing Si­mon, it was an in­cen­tive for him to fuck Reni as of­ten as he could and bring her to or­gasm. Reni didn’t say a sin­gle word about the strange games with René.
 




She was ex­pect­ing her best girl­friend Veronika. She had been com­ing ev­ery other Wednes­day for over six years, when René went to judo or soc­cer train­ing straight af­ter school and the two women were undis­turbed un­til the evening. The two were not les­bians, Veronika some­times said they were bi, bi­sex­ual. But Reni never be­lieved it, in her opin­ion Veronika re­ally was a real les­bian, even if she some­times fucked lit­tle boys. Reni was con­vinced that Veronika fucked much more of­ten with lit­tle girls and young women. She knew that she wasn’t a bit of a les­bian her­self. Veronika had se­duced her one day and she went along with ev­ery­thing be­cause she and Veronika en­joyed it sex­u­ally. Some­times they had an­other cof­fee, then they went into the bed­room and lay naked to­gether on the mar­i­tal bed. They kissed, cud­dled and ca­ressed each other for a long time un­til they were both very hot. They mas­tur­bated each other, licked each other’s clit to or­gasm or fucked clit‐to‐clit. That was es­pe­cially nice, be­cause Veronika had a big­ger clit than Reni, loved the role of the man and fucked Reni to mad­ness. When Reni gasped, groaned and moaned with a silent scream in or­gasm, Veronika knelt up and mas­tur­bated to or­gasm on her knees, her eyes tri­umphantly fixed on Reni. Reni loved watch­ing Veronika mas­tur­bate. Veronika pressed the flesh next to the clit with the fin­gers of one hand down so that the al­ready large clit now pro­truded two or three cen­time­ters. With the in­dex fin­ger of her other hand, she rubbed the clit from the bot­tom up­wards, just as you would stroke a chin from be­low. When she then sped up, the in­dex fin­ger con­cen­trated on the head of the clit. And when she or­gasmed she pressed the in­dex fin­ger firmly onto the clit, vi­brat­ing it.
 

Reni fi­nally gave her­self a jolt and told Veronika ev­ery­thing, from the be­gin­ning. Veronika lis­tened cu­ri­ously and breath­lessly, be­cause since the death of her hus­band and since Hansi, her son, had been study­ing in the state cap­i­tal and only came home one week­end a month to fuck Veronika, her tar­gets had been boys of Hansi’s age or younger. She had never thought about se­duc­ing Reni’s son be­fore, but the thought ex­cited her imag­i­na­tion. 


“So, how long has this been go­ing on? Does Si­mon know?”  Veronika asked. 


“For God’s sake, no, Si­mon has no idea! And the thing with René, it’s been go­ing on for about a year, since he was able to squirt.” Reni was very meek, but also a lit­tle re­lieved be­cause she could fi­nally talk to some­one about it. She re­mem­bered that Veronika had once men­tioned that she was fuck­ing her own son Hansi. She asked Veronika very care­fully be­cause she didn’t know for sure. Veronika con­firmed with a laugh that it was true, she had been fuck­ing Hansi for years, but now that he was study­ing, they fucked only one week­end a month, un­for­tu­nately. Fuck­ing ev­ery day, that was great then, but that was just the way it was now. 




Veronikas Tale




Veronika slept with her older brother in the chil­dren’s room. She watched him in amaze­ment as he mas­tur­bated and squirted ev­ery night. He showed her how to give him a hand­job and later a blowjob, al­though she al­most choked dur­ing the blowjob. He showed her how girls mas­tur­bated and she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore fall­ing asleep ever since, un­til to­day. He was 17 and she was 12 and a half when he took her vir­gin­ity. She was pre­pared for it to sting a lit­tle the first time and that it was al­ways dif­fi­cult for him be­cause she had a very tight lit­tle girl’s pussy­hole. But they fucked ev­ery night un­til he moved to the state cap­i­tal to study. 
 

About that time, when she was about 14, her mother lost all in­ter­est in fuck­ing. She lived as a les­bian be­fore Veronika was born, the preg­nancy was a pro­mis­cu­ous mixed‐gen­der gang‐bang ac­ci­dent and they had to get mar­ried. She al­ready had mainly les­bian re­la­tion­ships in her youth and went along to the weekly gang­bangs right from the start. The girls sur­rounded her and grabbed gig­gling her vir­gin pussy. Fi­nally there was one again to take her vir­gin­ity! A mus­cu­lar, hand­some lad with a cock like a horse lay down with a friendly smile on his face. He pen­e­trated her care­fully and con­sid­er­ately and took her vir­gin­ity. He fucked her for a very long time and squirted in­side. From now on she was taken in, she grabbed one girl af­ter an­other and licked a dozen clits to or­gasm. She had to re­ally stick her ass out to the back while lick­ing so that the guys could mount her from be­hind and fuck her. There were quite a few of them who wanted to fuck her un­til the end of the gang­bang. The guy who had taken her vir­gin­ity had fallen madly in love with her and stayed on her trail. Dur­ing the gang­bang, he was the first and the last to fuck her with his huge cock. She stuck with it though, she had only come for the clit lick­ing and there were plenty of girls who loved to be licked. At some point it was clear, she had be­come preg­nant. She couldn’t have said for the life of her which of the hun­dreds of men was the fa­ther. The boy who clung to her like a shadow of­fered him­self as the fa­ther and they got mar­ried in the eighth month. Her hus­band wanted to fuck sev­eral times a day, she was very grate­ful to him for mar­ry­ing her and sav­ing her from dis­grace. She let her­self be fucked with a smile, al­though she loved les­bian love much more. Shortly af­ter Veronika was born, she went gang­bang­ing with her hus­band again. She licked all the clits with aban­don and he fucked one girl af­ter the other. They went to the gang­bangs un­til Veronika was 12 or 13. The mother kept up some of her les­bian re­la­tion­ships, let her hus­band fuck her with­out much de­sire, be­cause he wanted to fuck at least once a day. Af­ter fuck­ing, she mas­tur­bated un­til she fell asleep and did so very lust­fully and pas­sion­ately. It was fine with him be­cause he could see how much she en­joyed it. But af­ter 13 or 14 years of list­less fuck­ing, she just didn’t want to fuck any­more. She drank heav­ily ev­ery evening and mas­tur­bated openly and shame­lessly, mak­ing no se­cret of it. The fa­ther was very up­set and only put up with the new or­der for a few weeks. Then he told Veronika she could sleep in their mar­i­tal bed. She had to, he made it clear, be­cause her mother no longer wanted to be fucked. Veronika obeyed be­cause she was in love with her fa­ther any­way and was only afraid of her mother. She lay down be­tween her par­ents and was amazed that her mother was play­ing with her pussy and clit un­in­hib­it­edly. She looked at her fa­ther, who grinned wickedly and ma­li­ciously. He let the blan­ket slide to the floor and placed Veronika’s hand on his stiff cock. “Do you know how to do it?” he asked and she looked fear­fully into her mother’s eyes. She shrugged her shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently and Veronika looked at her fa­ther. She nod­ded, “of course I know how to!” she con­firmed. She turned her back to her mother and sat up, then gave her fa­ther a great and fine hand­job. She loved her Daddy very much and al­ready as a young kid she ad­mired his gi­ant cock. With her thumb in the mouth the kid stood be­side him in the bath­room, when he ca­ressed his mighty piece and squirted into the wash­basin. And now, she was giv­ing him daily a hand­job. That was the new or­der. When she was fin­ished, she sat with her back in the crook of her fa­ther’s arm and he let his hand rest on her pussy, while they both cu­ri­ously watched her drunken mother mas­tur­bate pow­er­fully. Veronika could no longer mas­tur­bate at night, she did it be­fore get­ting up, when her fa­ther had al­ready left house and her mother was pre­par­ing break­fast. Af­ter a few weeks, she asked her fa­ther if he would pre­fer a blowjob too and looked anx­iously and con­cerned at her drunken mother, who  ca­su­ally played with her pussy and shrugged her shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently. So Veronika gave him a mag­nif­i­cent blowjob and swal­lowed his se­men. He was in sev­enth heaven, she was al­lowed to cud­dle up in the crook of his arm, his fin­gers ca­ressed her pussy­hole and they both watched her drunk mother mas­tur­bate pas­sion­ately. Her mother al­ways got sense­lessly drunk be­fore mas­tur­bat­ing, she mas­tur­bated so greed­ily and was so ab­sent‐minded that she no­ticed noth­ing of her sur­round­ings. Veronika dis­cov­ered this, she could stick a fin­ger in her pussy­hole, even fin­ger­fuck her with­out her notic­ing. “She wouldn’t even no­tice now if you fucked her re­ally hard,” she said to Dad. But he waved it off, no way, he wouldn’t en­joy it. Even when the lit­tle girl kept fuck­ing her with the thick han­dle of a hair­brush in her cun­t­hole un­til the end of her or­gasm, the mas­tur­ba­tor didn’t no­tice any­thing and or­gasmed like hell when be­ing han­dle‐fucked. This made Dad very tingly and horny and he watched her han­dle‐fuck­ing un­til the end of his wife’s or­gasm very of­ten. For Veronika it had a bit of re­venge and hav­ing dom­i­nance over the drunken dragon for the next weeks. At some point it was too much for Dad and he told her to stop and leave the old woman alone. That was the new or­der for the next few weeks. 


One evening, the mother pro­voked the fa­ther care­lessly, he pounced on the mother swear­ing blas­phe­mously and fucked her re­ally hard de­spite all her protests. Af­ter­wards the mother screamed and shouted what a bru­tal pig he was. “He could fuck Veronika,” the drunken and hu­mil­i­ateted bitch screamed, “she would soon be 15 and could surely fuck al­ready, the lit­tle slut!” The fa­ther was com­pletely flab­ber­gasted and looked at Veronika. She thought fever­ishly, then nod­ded, a bit fright­ened. He im­me­di­ately wanted to know with whom? Veronika didn’t want to say it out loud, her mother treated her like an en­emy and she never wanted to tell her! She whis­pered in Dad’s ear, “With Franz, for two years now!” Her fa­ther’s mouth re­mained open, but he grit­ted his teeth. “Then I want to fuck you right now!” he ex­claimed and Veronika cast a tri­umphant glance at her drunken mother, who was still cry­ing and sob­bing a lit­tle.
 

Veronika lay down un­der her fa­ther, spread her legs and hugged him lov­ingly. “You have to be care­ful, I only have a small and very tight pussy­hole!” He was re­ally damn care­ful with his gi­ant cock and they im­me­di­ately fucked away. The mother scolded him blas­phe­mously when he ac­tu­ally fucked Veronika. “Do you have no shame at all about fuck­ing your daugh­ter, fuck­ing your own child? — Oh my God! With your gi­ant prick you’re tear­ing her tiny cun­t­hole apart, you damned bar­bar­ian! — You’ll make her a child if you squirt it all in, you filthy bas­tard! — At least pull it out, you stupid mo­ron, and don’t squirt it all in!” The two of them didn’t care about her wild scream­ing and fucked with in­creas­ing lust. Veronika soon found out how to or­gasm with her beloved Daddy and he was very proud of it. Grad­u­ally Veronika man­aged to take his re­ally big cock deep in­side her, and she was al­most burst­ing with pride! A year and a half later, they buried Veronika’s mother. She died of cir­rho­sis of the liver, she had drunk her­self to death, Veronika said. She was only 37 years old.  They fucked ev­ery day for years un­til she fell in love with Heiko at 19 and quickly mar­ried him. Her fa­ther mar­ried in Swe­den and Veronika never saw him again.
 

Heiko was a good man, gen­tle yet en­er­getic, he fucked much bet­ter than her fa­ther and bet­ter than her brother. Heiko earned good money as a he­li­copter pi­lot. She al­most al­ways had an or­gasm and he was okay with her mas­tur­bat­ing be­fore fall­ing asleep. That was okay with him. They had a son, Hansi and their love was strong and firm, they wanted an­other child, but she had be­come in­fer­tile. Her pe­riod had stopped one day, her world was fall­ing apart. He was the iron sup­port that saved her from to­tal de­spair. Heiko was happy with one child and it didn’t bother him much. He took time off as of­ten as he could, he played a lot with Hansi and was an en­thu­si­as­tic fa­ther. He fucked Veronika as of­ten as pos­si­ble and said with a grin that they would fuck her de­pres­sion down, damn it! Hansi was 12 when his fa­ther crashed in a he­li­copter. Heiko wanted to res­cue a cou­ple of lost moun­taineers in a storm, but the con­trol cen­ter wanted to stop him, the storms in the moun­tains above Garmisch could be treach­er­ous! He climbed up with a helper, they were able to res­cue all the moun­taineers and crashed mis­er­ably on the way home. None sur­vived. 


She stood in front of the cof­fin with Hansi, she felt noth­ing and just wanted to be dead, life no longer had any mean­ing. Heiko had saved her from her hor­ri­ble mother, he had ac­tu­ally been able to fuck her de­pres­sion down and now he would never come through the gar­den gate again with horny an­tic­i­pa­tion. Dead. She just wanted to be dead and not miss him. But there was Hansi, she couldn’t let him down. The or­phans youth home would de­stroy him. She stretched her back, she didn’t want to be dead, she was alive for Hansi and was there for him. That was her job now, she heard dead Heiko say­ing. 


She let Hansi sleep in her mar­i­tal bed, they were to­gether and no one was lonely in grief and pain. She left the bed­side lamp on and propped her chin on her hands to watch him mas­tur­bate. She smiled in­dul­gently, be­cause the 12‐year‐old mas­tur­bated ev­ery evening twice and squirted high a foun­tain into the air, so they laughed to­gether. She held his cock firmly, when he mas­tur­bated the first round and made his foun­tain squirt high, he loved that and let her mas­tur­bate him the sec­ond time more and more of­ten. He squealed hap­pily when she made him squirt high in a foun­tain. She didn’t feel like mas­tur­bat­ing her­self yet, but af­ter a few weeks she asked him be­fore mas­tur­bat­ing him if he wouldn’t rather like to fuck? He said he’d never fucked be­fore, “the girls at school were stupid geese who did hand­jobs and had their pussies grabbed, but not one of the stupid bitches wanted to fuck re­ally. He didn’t have any­one else to fuck ei­ther, like rich guy Schorsch, who was al­lowed to fuck the tu­tor in his tu­to­ri­als as of­ten as he wanted.”
 

Veronika un­cov­ered her­self and spread her legs. “Come on, Hansi, come on, be my lover!” He re­sponded im­me­di­ately, he learned to fuck well and they lived as happy lovers for seven years. When he was 19, he went to the cap­i­tal city to study, but he came home for a week­end ev­ery month and they fucked for hours. He had a few sluts at uni­ver­sity to fuck, but his heart beat for Veronika. 


She had fucked many of his school friends and had de­vel­oped a taste for young boys and young girls. Hansi didn’t mind, be­cause she be­longed only to him, none of the lit­tle boys or the shy girls threat­ened his po­si­tion. He grinned wryly when she told him on their week­ends which un­touched boys she taught to fuck, which shy girls she se­duced and some of whom she de­flow­ered with her fin­ger. They laughed to­gether be­cause Veronika could im­i­tate the coarse lan­guage and dirty ex­pres­sions of the whores and god­less sluts so won­der­fully.





Veronika lis­tened to what Reni had to say. In her opin­ion, ev­ery­thing was fine. As long as Reni didn’t get her­self preg­nant, it was cer­tainly okay not to con­fess any­thing to Si­mon. She didn’t know Si­mon per­son­ally, but she could judge him pretty well from Reni’s de­scrip­tions. Some­times she closed her eyes and let Reni de­scribe what Si­mon’s body and cock looked like, play­ing with her clit slowly and phan­ta­siz­ing  while Reni talked about be­ing fucked by Si­mon. 


“No, it’s per­fectly nor­mal and fine, if you let René squirt in­side,” Veronika said, “don’t you want to let him fuck prop­erly? Hansi was al­ready old enough at 12 and a half, and it did us both a lot of good, nei­ther of us had any dis­ad­van­tage or emo­tional dam­age.” Reni looked at her friend des­per­ately. “No, never! I can’t let René fuck me, it makes all my hair stand up. I would never for­give my­self if I cheated on Si­mon! I just don’t know whether I should let René keep squirt­ing in­side or whether I should end it quickly.” Veronika looked at her for a long time. Then she asked Re­nate to de­scribe it to her ex­actly and in de­tail, she wanted to imag­ine it prop­erly. Veronika closed her eyes and ca­ressed her clit, Reni be­gan her re­port. 


“On dan­ger­ous days I give him a hand­job, René has un­der­stood that. Oth­er­wise I lie down on his bed, be­cause I can’t des­e­crate the mar­riage bed. He spreads my labia with his fin­gers and pen­e­trates me slowly and con­sid­er­ately, re­main­ing mo­tion­less deep in­side. Some­times he kneels up­right be­tween my thighs, we look at each other and af­ter a few min­utes he starts to squirt. I work his cock with my pussy mus­cles to make him squirt all in­side. Some­times he lies down on top of me, kisses, ca­resses and hugs me while he squirts. I then only have to ad­mon­ish him that he must not fuck me in his ex­u­ber­ance, and he ac­cepts that. Very rarely he pulls his cock out so far that only the glans is still in­side and then he mas­tur­bates the shaft and squirts in­side. When he rubs it, I some­times think that his glans is fuck­ing me, but I’m only imag­in­ing it.”  Reni’s re­port came to an end and she nudged her thought­fully clit‐play­ing girl­friend with a toe. “Well, what do you think?”


Veronika slowly opened her eyes and sat up. “I think that you’re to­tally gaga, bat­shit stupid. It’s only half a step from squirt­ing to fuck­ing. It’s only a brick in your mind that you won’t let him fuck. He’s old enough, you’ve al­most let him fuck. Of course the glans is fuck­ing you, when he mas­tur­bates the glans in­side, don’t lie to your­self, even if it’s just a se­cret, half‐hearted fuck­ing. But it’s most im­por­tant that you only al­low what you want to al­low. My opin­ion is not re­ally im­por­tant. If you just want to let him cum with­out fuck­ing, then do it, you can play that for years to come. And if he re­ally wants to fuck, send him to me. He can fuck Aun­tie Veronika as of­ten as he wants. I’m your best friend and I love boys his age, by God!” 


They ar­gued back and forth. Reni was some­how re­pulsed by Veronika’s pref­er­ence for tak­ing very young boys to bed. Veronika ex­plained to her how nice it was to put a boy be­tween her thighs and un­dress the shy boy. Watch­ing how the lit­tle cock stiff­ened from a shriv­eled worm, but never un­folded to its full size. As she slowly un­dressed, the stiff­ness in­creased with each piece of her cloth­ing. A big leap in de­vel­op­ment when the bra fell, an­other leap when the panties flut­tered to the floor. The lit­tle one’s ten­sion when she gen­tly took his cock in her hand. He drew in his breath when she pulled back the fore­skin com­pletely and ex­posed the glans.
She ques­tioned the lit­tle ones with hyp­notic ur­gency and they dropped all in­hi­bi­tions. Most of the lit­tle ones mas­tur­bated and squirted as of­ten as they could, five or ten times a day. One was al­lowed to fuck his de­mented grand­mother as much as he liked, an­other his big sis­ter be­cause his lit­tle cock fit­ted through the hole in her hy­men. One ad­mit­ted to fuck­ing his youngest sis­ter once, but the stupid lit­tle girl ran cry­ing to her Mom and he was hu­mil­i­at­ingly pun­ished.
 

Some­times she would start with a hand­job, she would watch the boy’s face dur­ing the hand­job and it would ex­cite her like the dope ex­cites the ad­dict. Once she was hot, she taught them to fuck. Most of them were still in­no­cent, that is, vir­gins. They all learned quickly as fuck­ing was not a witch­craft. She made each of them fuck and squirt sev­eral times in a row and only re­leased them when they were com­pletely ex­hausted and drained. She en­joyed it to the fullest. 


The girl­friends parted with­out any­thing chang­ing. Veronika did her thing, Reni did hers. René was al­lowed to squirt in­side, she found noth­ing wrong with it and hugged her son lov­ingly. It was good for him, he pre­ferred it to get­ting a hand­job and he never had to mas­tur­bate him­self. Grad­u­ally his be­hav­ior changed. He moved a lit­tle, an inch back and forth. Reni ad­mon­ished him sternly, he nod­ded se­ri­ously and car­ried on. It wasn’t fuck­ing, he grum­bled back. It only helped him to cum, and she wanted that too, she had al­lowed him to squirt in­side, hadn’t she? Reni kept her mouth shut as one cen­time­ter be­came two, three and five. Then she stopped him, not a mil­lime­ter fur­ther! For a while he moved care­fully five cen­time­ters back and forth, only speed­ing up to cum, but that she un­der­stood, that was nec­es­sary for squirt­ing. 


René pushed his cock in deep and pulled it out slowly, a few times.
 

“Is that fine for you?” he asked and she replied, “Yes, but you mustn’t fuck me, don’t thrust  quickly!”
 

This went on for the rest of the time. He pushed his cock in and out very slowly and very deeply, fully in and fully out, and she smiled at him be­cause it was hot for her too, as it of­ten took more than half an hour. To squirt, how­ever, he had to thrust re­ally fast and hard, maybe for half a minute or two. This led to dis­cus­sions, but with a men­da­cious twin­kle in his eye, he af­firmed that he could only squirt like that. She nod­ded thought­fully, be­cause she had seen that it didn’t work with­out it. She fi­nally gave in, “but do it to squirt only, that will be okay.” He was al­lowed to fuck re­ally hard for the last minute, the last two min­utes, the last five min­utes. She wouldn’t tol­er­ate it any longer, as hard as a rock. René un­der­stood and was happy any­way, be­cause he could fuck Reni won­der­fully, slowly for half an hour, then very fast for five min­utes or longer ev­ery day! Reni let him thrust as a beast, she more and more of­ten had an or­gasm. She made sure very strictly that he only thrust in and out very very slowly for a long time, per­haps half an hour, and very deeply to the end of her vagina. No, he wasn’t al­lowed to thrust quickly, no way! She got so won­der­fully hot, the lust slowly crept into her pussy and be­came over­pow­er­ing. Her pussy was scream­ing for an or­gasm! “Okay, my big one, now you can,” she breathed silently, em­bar­rassed by her own horny arousal. He nod­ded and be­gan to fuck her, re­ally fuck. He knew what she had told him about fuck­ing and held back the squirt­ing un­til she had reached or­gasm. Some­times af­ter two, usu­ally only af­ter 10 or 15 min­utes. Af­ter her or­gasm he came very quickly and firmly in the fi­nale and squirted. He was fin­ished and smiled hap­pily, she was al­ways very sad in the post‐coital dys­pho­ria and the thought plagued her that they had fucked now. But she quickly pushed this thought aside, be­cause she wanted to let it hap­pen again the next day. Stop­ping the game was no longer an op­tion.


Then In­spec­tor Co­in­ci­dence came around the cor­ner with a big broad grin on his face.


One Wednes­day af­ter­noon, Reni and Veronika were snug­gled up in the big bed, tightly in­ter­twined in a hot sex­ual act, and the door opened. It was René. The two women looked up in be­wil­der­ment.
 

“Af­ter­noon lessons have been can­celed, both teach­ers with Corona. So is soc­cer train­ing. I ar­rived early, saw you and waited un­til you were fin­ished.” René’s ex­pla­na­tion made sense. 


Reni asked sus­pi­ciously, “What all did you see?”


But be­fore he could an­swer, Veronika saw her chance. “Please close the door and lie down with us! Lie down with Aunt Veronika!” Reni was as­ton­ished and ex­tremely wor­ried. He was sup­posed to lie with them? Veronika told René to drop his clothes. He lay down naked with Veronika, who put her arm around his shoul­ders, sig­nal­ing her own­er­ship. Reni looked at the two of them and thought how tall René al­ready had be­come. Where had her eyes been, her lit­tle dar­ling had grown so tall and his cock was al­most as big as Si­mon’s mighty prick. She sat very far away, her throat con­strict­ing. 


“Would you like to fuck Aunt Veronika, lit­tle René?” Veronika asked with glit­ter­ing eyes. He nod­ded, his throat was also tight. “First from the front, then from be­hind?” Veronika con­tin­ued with­out car­ing whether or what René replied. She spread her arms out and turned him un­til he was ly­ing be­tween her thighs. “I don’t have to make him hard, your big stick!” she stated laugh­ing and guided his cock into her cun­t­hole. Reni held her breath, she  of course knew that he fucked a bunch of slutty bitches af­ter school, but see­ing it now made her jeal­ous. She crawled over to the two of them and grabbed his cock, not re­ally know­ing what she wanted to do. 


René pen­e­trated slowly and con­sid­er­ately, Reni let go of his cock and snug­gled up to Veronika. He be­gan to thrust slowly and gen­tly and slowly in­creased the pace. Reni saw that he was fuck­ing Veronika in the same way he had been fuck­ing her for a year now, but now he was al­lowed to fuck Veronika much faster and harder. She had never al­lowed him to do that, only in the last few min­utes, when she wanted to have an or­gasm her­self when she got hot. Reni watched Veronika’s face, she knew her quite well and Veronika was well on her way to or­gasm. 


“I have to cum, I can’t hold it back any longer, Aunt Veronika,” René gasped and Veronika mum­bled a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed, “just let it go, my lit­tle one, it’ll be fine!” and René squirted, roar­ing. He waited a few sec­onds. “Mommy, can I put it in quickly so that it gets re­ally hard again?” he whis­pered and Reni nod­ded im­me­di­ately and tri­umphantly. He rolled on top of her and pen­e­trated her cun­t­hole. He had ob­vi­ously not squirted all into Veronika and when he pen­e­trated now, he con­tin­ued to squirt af­ter a mo­ment. Reni slapped him as he made fuck­ing mo­tions. He was im­me­di­ately stiff as a poker, be­cause she had al­ways done that to stop him from fuck­ing.
 

Veronika cud­dled up to Reni. It was quite clear vis­i­ble that René con­tin­ued to squirt for quite a while, press­ing his ass cheeks. But he stayed stiff as a board, whis­per­ing in be­tween that it would get stiff soon, but he stayed stiff as a board in­side Reni for an­other 5 min­utes be­fore he was re­ally stiff again. He whis­pered, “Aunt Veronika, it’s work­ing again!” 


Veronika got down on all fours. Reni was re­ally amazed that René knew what to do. He pushed in from be­hind and got go­ing. Af­ter min­utes, Veronika was scream­ing with plea­sure, he fucked for a very long time and Reni couldn’t help notic­ing that Veronika was on the way to or­gasm again. Two min­utes later Veronika cried out softly, the or­gasm al­most tore her apart and this or­gasm would go down in his­tory. 


René’s cock had been cat­a­pulted out and he groaned, “I’m not done yet, I haven’t cum yet!” 


Veronika, who was now slumped over ex­hausted, whis­pered tone­lessly, “Park it in Re­nate’s cun­t­hole so it stays hard, we’ll get on with it later!”
 

Reni let him en­ter again, she was strangely amazed at how big his cock had be­come af­ter fuck­ing Veronika, fill­ing her cunt com­pletely. He made tiny move­ments and earned a light slap, but he kept mov­ing in the mi­crom­e­ter range. Veronika had caught her breath, she cud­dled up close to Reni and stunned her with a pow­er­ful, greedy French kiss. Her fin­ger slid over Reni’s clit and she made her friend burst­ing hot. Af­ter two min­utes she whis­pered with a grin, “is he still good, is he still stiff?” René whis­pered back, “Of course it is!” and Veronika whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly, “You can fuck her right now!”
 

Reni wouldn’t have wanted to if she had been in her right mind. But Veronika had brought her clit al­most to or­gasm and now she buried her young girl­friend with pow­er­ful French kisses, her god­damn tongue lash­ing out like the damned ser­pent’s in the Gar­den of Eden. She felt the thick, won­der­ful cock deep in­side her pussy and she made her­self soft and wide, she wanted des­per­ately to be fucked! 


Reni only no­ticed in pass­ing that René was fuck­ing her re­ally hard, she was hyp­no­tized by Veronika’s tongue play and her clit rub­bing. René fucked and fucked her like a berserk. Veronika let go of her clit and her tongue, when she re­al­ized, that Reni was com­ing to or­gasm. Reni sud­denly re­al­ized that René was fuck­ing her prop­erly, fuck­ing her re­ally hard and pow­er­fully. She felt her or­gasm just sec­onds away and fucked him too with all her might, she had to have this or­gasm! The or­gasm broke out like a hur­ri­cane, it al­most tore her apart and her cun­t­hole clutched his cock greed­ily and milked him hard. She emerged as if from a frenzy and only now felt that René was squirt­ing with all his might, the veins on his neck stand­ing out thickly.
 

Reni grad­u­ally calmed down, René had rolled off her, straight into Veronika’s arms, who in­stantly stuffed his semi‐hard‐on into her pussy­hole. He lay mo­tion­less and gasped for air. 


Reni was cry­ing. He had fucked her rightously for the first time. It was a dam burst, an in­cest. She cried be­cause she had cheated on Si­mon, she had fucked some­one else. She cried be­cause the in­no­cent game was now over, fuck­ing was no longer a game and she knew that from now on she would fuck René like Veronika fucked with Hansi. It was in­evitable, it was fi­nal. She had be­come one of those women who fucked their sons greed­ily and lust­fully. She stopped cry­ing.


René fucked Veronika from the front, Reni re­turned the fa­vor to her treach­er­ous dear­est friend and rubbed her clit to or­gasm, she rubbed it so well and so hard that Veronika was wildly shaken by the or­gasm.


“My God, how many more times can you do it?” Reni ex­claimed as René mounted her again later. She let her­self be fucked, it wasn’t as mind‐blow­ing as the first time and she prob­a­bly wouldn’t have had an or­gasm if Veronika hadn’t rubbed her clit so mas­ter­fully. They took a break, drank red wine and lemon­ade and smoked. She hadn’t even re­al­ized that René was al­ready smok­ing. 


René fucked them both twice more un­til the evening. He asked as she left, “Aunt Veronika, you’ll be back to­mor­row, won’t you?” She nod­ded, “Of course, my lit­tle one!” And she came, al­most ev­ery other af­ter­noon, and they fucked all three of them un­til din­ner. Reni no longer cried of­ten, she had ac­cepted that she had be­come a damn slut who fucked René ev­ery day and Si­mon at the week­end. It only de­pressed her some­times. 


René al­ready knew Reni’s life story, now Veronika told him her sex­ual story. René asked three times what it was like to fuck her mother with the han­dle of the hair­brush? “I didn’t know any­thing about vi­bra­tors back then, but I had long since found out that you got a more in­tense or­gasm if you fuck your­self with the han­dle dur­ing your or­gasm. I only felt con­tempt, a de­sire for re­venge and dom­i­nance when I fucked her with the han­dle over many weeks. She re­ally did have much stronger or­gasms, but dom­i­nat­ing and hu­mil­i­at­ing the old snake was more im­por­tant to me. Dad ended it af­ter months.”
 

Veronika had some­thing new to tell! She had been loi­ter­ing out­side the school as usual to catch a cute young boy. A girl ap­proached her and af­ter a greet­ing and a few bars of small talk, she got to the point be­cause she had heard about Veronika’s rep­u­ta­tion. She was madly in love with her boyfriend and mas­tur­bated ev­ery night think­ing about him un­til her wrist was lame. She wanted to fuck him, let him take her vir­gin­ity, but his cock was only very small and much too weak to pierce her firm and hard hy­men, they had tried for a long time. She didn’t want to slash it with a knife, that would be the last re­sort. Veronika took them both home. They sat naked on the huge mar­i­tal bed and Veronika laid Lisa, the girl, across her lap. The hy­men was in­deed as hard and firm as leather. Lisa’s large clit was dark red and chafed, the poor child was in­deed very tor­mented by her sex­ual urges. Veronika tried to de­flower her sev­eral times with her thumb, but only when she had pierced the hy­men with a sharp fin­ger­nail and slit it firmly was she able to pierce it prop­erly with her thumb and de­flower Lisa. She mas­tur­bated Lisa with her thumb and stretched out her in­dex fin­ger so that it au­to­mat­i­cally rubbed Lisa’s clit. Veronika looked into Lisa’s face with great ex­cite­ment, read­ing her grow­ing arousal and her fa­cial ex­pres­sions in or­gasm. Lisa clung to her up­per arm with both hands, be­cause her or­gasm was strong, al­most bru­tal. 


Veronika beck­oned to Teddy to come. He wasn’t mute, but he never spoke. Veronika looked at his cock and ex­claimed, “Like Michelan­gelo’s David!”, but the chil­dren didn’t un­der­stand and shook their heads re­gret­fully, they didn’t know a David. Veronika cursed silently, “What are you guys learn­ing at high school!?” 


She let the 17‐year‐old boy and the bright 15‐year‐old girl have a test fuck in her mar­i­tal bed. She took Teddy’s cock in her hand, the hand­some young man re­ally did have the cock of an eight‐year‐old boy, she saw that im­me­di­ately. She also saw that he had a fore­skin con­stric­tion. She wanted to know how he squirted when he mas­tur­bated and he replied that it oozed out of the front of his fore­skin, the glans never came out. With a bru­tal, en­er­getic tug, Veronika pulled his fore­skin pow­er­fully over the glans, which had never seen the light of day, let­ting Teddy scream. “You should see a doc­tor ur­gently, he can open it up re­ally well, it doesn’t hurt” she said to Teddy, then she placed him on top of Lisa. His cock slipped eas­ily in­side and Veronika watched them hav­ing their first time. Teddy fucked re­ally well and Lisa got off to a great start and had an or­gasm. He squirted a mo­ment later. Veronika im­me­di­ately lay down next to Lisa and in­sisted on her pay­ing. Lisa was very em­bar­rassed be­cause she hadn’t told Teddy. Teddy grinned out­ra­geously, he wanted to pay, of course! He fucked Veronika for much longer than Lisa, who watched jeal­ously. He squirted af­ter a long time and rolled to the side, ex­hausted. Veronika was still aroused by his lit­tle boy’s pe­nis and mas­tur­bated to or­gasm. The two of them watched breath­lessly.


Reni, Veronika and René fucked as a three­some once or twice a week, Reni and René on the other days. If it was a dan­ger­ous day, Reni would give him a hand­job and let him cum in her mouth or down her throat at the end. He loved her lips‐  and tongue‐play. He was now 18 and she was 37, he wanted to study in the state cap­i­tal af­ter high school and air­craft con­struc­tion was his choice. They had no idea how en­vi­ous the Par­cae and Norns were of their quiet, sat­is­fy­ing love life. The god­desses of fate had all the time in the world and then struck hard and mer­ci­lessly. As usual, they hid their re­sent­ment and mis­deed be­hind a pos­i­tive, gen­er­ous ges­ture. They gave Si­mon the rest of the day off for an ex­tended week­end. Sweet, isn’t it?
 

Si­mon was pre­sented with a hor­ri­ble sight! Les­bian Veronika was ly­ing naked with his wife, his son be­tween his wife’s thighs and he was thrust­ing and squirt­ing, thrust­ing and squirt­ing! You could see that clearly by the con­tract­ing of his ass cheeks!


Si­mon roared like a shot wild boar, he tore René off Reni so that his se­men splashed over Reni and gave his son a ter­ri­ble hard blow over the head. René ran up­stairs and threw him­self on the bed, howl­ing with pain and bleed­ing all over the pil­low. Af­ter a while, he heard noises and crept to the stairs, sat down and looked into the room. He saw Si­mon first, who was sit­ting naked on a chair, a bot­tle of booze and a gun next to him, both com­pletely out of the or­di­nary. 


Si­mon had or­dered Reni and Veronika to make les­bian love, he  had never seen it be­fore and they did ev­ery­thing out of pure fear of his rage and the gun he was wav­ing around wildly. He had never seen Reni mas­tur­bate be­fore, no other woman at all. Now he watched their love­mak­ing, grin­ning ma­li­ciously, for hours un­til the evening. And he drank all the booze un­til the evening. He watched how they mas­tur­bated each other, how they each mas­tur­bated them­selves hard and breath­lessly. How they kissed each other with their tongues and licked each other’s clits to or­gasm. He liked that to watch, damn it! And then the fuck­ing with the clits, he went com­pletely crazy and fucked Reni and Veronika one af­ter the other. He fucked them both as of­ten as he could. He kept or­der­ing Veronika to fuck Reni, clit‐to‐clit. That was the great­est thing, the old les­bian fucked his young wife’s brains out! She fucked Reni to mad­ness, to an in­sane or­gasm and he im­me­di­ately mounted Veronika and fucked her with all his might. The booze fu­eled his mad­ness, fu­eled his rap­ing and fu­eled his rage. René sat on the stairs and cried be­cause he could no longer stand his fa­ther’s scream­ing bru­tal­ity and hate­ful rage. 


Veronika had just fucked Reni to an in­sane or­gasm when Si­mon stood up, sway­ing, and picked up the gun. He stepped up to the bed and shot Veronika in the chest. She fell silently and like a sack. René had jumped up and Si­mon turned to Reni. He grabbed her by the neck and pointed the gun at her.
 

“I’ve only loved you my whole life. I have never cheated on you and I don’t de­serve this be­trayal. I can’t hurt you, I never could! — Farewell, my Reni!”  Si­mon put the pis­tol to his chin from be­low and pulled the trig­ger. He slumped life­lessly to the ground. René had dashed off, but he was too late, he couldn’t stop his fa­ther. 


Reni was pet­ri­fied. But she didn’t lose con­trol for a mo­ment, she had ex­pe­ri­enced both shots as if in a trance, now she had to do some­thing. But what?


René croaked, “Veronika has moved, she’s still alive!” Reni yelled at him, she needed a cell phone, now! She bent down to Si­mon, but he had no pulse. She touched Veronika and heard a soft moan. She asked René for the emer­gency num­ber and he said 112. Reni spoke quickly and clearly. A se­ri­ously in­jured per­son, gun­shot wound to the chest. A sec­ond se­ri­ously in­jured per­son, wound to the head. No, not a gun­shot wound, but a hard blow to the head. A dead man, gun­shot wound un­der the chin, sui­cide. No, he has no pulse, he’s not breath­ing. Yes, send the am­bu­lance quickly, the se­ri­ously in­jured per­son is bleed­ing like hell. Yes, of course, the po­lice too. Thank you. I’ll stay here, of course. Bye.


Reni dressed quickly, as did René. She wrapped a damp towel around his head, then cov­ered Veronika and Si­mon with a sheet. She didn’t touch the bot­tle of booze or the gun. They waited and Reni gave René in­struc­tions on how and what to tell the po­lice. He nod­ded, that was okay. 


Vic­tim is still alive, the emer­gency doc­tor said into the ra­dio, she has to get surgery im­me­di­ately. Si­mon is dead, the doc­tor con­firmed. He looked at René’s head wound, “You’re go­ing straight with us, it needs stitches!” and he gave René an in­jec­tion. He ex­am­ined Reni, she was un­in­jured. But she was in shock and he gave her an in­jec­tion too. “You’d bet­ter go with us, we can take bet­ter care of you in the hos­pi­tal and you can stay with your son. Okay?”
 

It went just as the god­desses of fate had planned. Si­mon’s fu­neral was 10 days later and Veronika was taken there in a wheel­chair by a carer. René and Reni stood silently and calmly in front of the cof­fin. “It’s all my fault!” René whis­pered in tears, “I’ve got him on my con­science!” Reni gripped his arm tightly. “Don’t talk non­sense! Si­mon didn’t think he could live with it any­more and went crazy.” 


It took them a week to come to terms with their grief. They only had a small pen­sion, René said he wouldn’t go to uni­ver­sity but would go to work. Reni looked at him lov­ingly, “and what does Mr. High School Grad­u­ate want to work as? Oh yes, as a stone­ma­son, there’s just been a va­cancy.” René didn’t know whether to laugh or not. “I’m go­ing to work, they pay me bet­ter” Reni said firmly, “you’re def­i­nitely go­ing to uni­ver­sity and build rock­ets!” That sounded fi­nal, it was fi­nal. He cor­rected, “Air­planes, not rock­ets, Mom.” He knew in­stinc­tively that she was right. He said he would work along­side his stud­ies and earn a bit money too. As a draughts­man, he had al­ready found that out on the In­ter­net and he had sub­mit­ted an ini­tial ap­pli­ca­tion a week be­fore … the event. Maybe it would work out. Reni nod­ded, “It’s about time you stood on your own two feet.” She gave him a kiss on the fore­head. “Now you’re my only man,” she said qui­etly, “my only one!”
 

She had de­cided that yes­ter­day would be the last day they slept side by side like brother and sis­ter. “That’s how we do it!” she ex­claimed with re­lief and didn’t an­swer when René asked. 



● ● ●






 
The Made­moi­selle


by Jack Faber © 2023




Jou, whose full name was Juli­ette, who lived with her mother in the vil­lage of La Crique in Brit­tany, had fi­nally got a good job in the cas­tle of the same name when she was 16. She had no fa­ther or 5, be­cause her mother had told her that it had to be one of the 5 crafts­men who ren­o­vated the chapel with the devil’s bell. Her mother was young at the time, not ugly and very im­pul­sive. She let all 5 boys fuck her ev­ery night, for 14 days the Bre­ton boys worked in the chapel. One of them was her fa­ther, a true Bre­ton like her. Juli­ette got her thick black hair, sharp‐cut face and bright blue eyes from them both.
 

The Devil’s Bell was so named be­cause at the mo­ment of its in­au­gu­ra­tion, it fell un­spec­tac­u­larly from a height of a good 6 me­ters and dug it­self half a me­ter di­ag­o­nally into the ground. The vil­lagers had no money to dig it up and buy a new one, so it blocked the en­trance for over 100 years. A new door was built and any child­less woman, who stuck her fin­gers in the deep crack of the bell when she en­tered could hope to get mirac­u­lously con­ceive.


Jou ar­rived at the cas­tle with her bun­dle over her shoul­der. She in­tro­duced her­self to the cook, she was the new kitchen help. The cook was a friendly, cheer­ful per­son of in­de­ter­minable age, very plump and her ho­ley, shabby work dress mainly cov­ered her huge, heavy breasts, the rest up to her navel was more or less not re­spon­si­bly for cov­er­ing. The cook gave her a sis­terly hug and they talked for a while about this and that. Jou didn’t know where she could sleep, be­cause it was an hour’s walk to her mother’s house. But she wanted to spend her day off with her mother. The cook took a pot from the fire and ac­com­pa­nied her to Mon­sieur Ede, who was in charge of the sta­bles. Mon­sieur Ede, wrin­kled like jagged coastal rocks and prob­a­bly dat­ing back to the time of leg­endary King Arthur, was a hard‐work­ing, good man. He said kindly that she could sleep up­stairs with the straw bales or down here with him, but un­for­tu­nately he was a loud snorer. “And he farts all night,” added Madame Paulette, the cook, giv­ing the old man a friendly pat on the side.


“I’ll sleep up­stairs then, Mon­sieur,” said Jou, her mind rac­ing; the cook must have slept with him at some point. Mon­sieur Ede showed her the lad­der and she even found a few horse blan­kets up­stairs. It was sur­pris­ingly warm, but there were dozens of an­i­mals in the sta­bles be­low. She put on her mother’s old work dress and went into the kitchen with Paulette. The work wasn’t hard, but it went on un­til late in the evening. Tired, she walked to the sta­ble, qui­etly passed the soundly sleep­ing Ede and lay down up­stairs to sleep. She could only doze su­per­fi­cially, be­cause she woke up at the slight­est noise the an­i­mals made.
 

She woke up. Soft whis­pers and whis­pers. She rolled over and looked down. A boy and a girl stood nes­tled to­gether in the strip of light that fil­tered in from out­side. Jou watched the two of them cud­dling and kiss­ing for a while, some­thing not of­ten seen in the vil­lage. The girl reached into the young man’s pants and pulled out his stiff cock. Jou held her breath, she had never seen a cock this close be­fore. The girl rubbed his cock for 10 min­utes, then she held it up to the pig’s cage and let it squirt in. She wrapped the cock up, they kissed for a long time and then they scam­pered out. Jou was be­side her­self, it was the first time she had seen the cock rub­bing and squirt­ing. She turned to go back to sleep, but an­other cou­ple ar­rived. Jou watched from above again and af­ter the cud­dling, the girl pulled his cock out again, rubbed it much faster than the other and let it squirt on the floor. Jou’s heart was pound­ing all the way up to her throat.


Ev­ery evening, two or three cou­ples came, the girls rubbed their cocks and Paulette, the cook, asked her with a grin if there were still cou­ples sneak­ing into the sta­ble? Jou nod­ded with a bright red head, but Paulette smiled good‐na­turedly. At one point she ex­plained to Jou that all men had to cum ev­ery night, it was na­ture’s idea. Most of them rubbed them­selves, but if one had a girl­friend, she did it for him, it was con­sid­ered a deed of love. Jou had no idea about any of this and she thanked Madame Paulette. She didn’t al­ways have to say Madame, Paulette was all­right.


One evening, a pair of lovers climbed up the lad­der. The girl re­al­ized that Jou was ly­ing in the blan­kets, pre­sum­ably this was their love nest. She put her in­dex fin­ger to her lips and shook her head. She smiled kindly, took one of the many blan­kets and spread it over the bale of straw. Jou pulled her blan­ket up to her chin as the girl pulled her dress over her head and lay naked on the blan­ket. The young lad had taken off his dou­blet and shirt and now the girl pulled down his trousers. He lay down be­tween the girl’s thighs. She in­serted his cock into her slit and then they fucked for 10 min­utes. Jou’s heart was pound­ing in her throat again, she had never seen that be­fore! Yes, dogs and pigs jumped on each other and fucked, you saw that some­times. But now she saw it, an arm’s length away! She could clearly see the girl’s hole and the cock thrust­ing into her hole. He sud­denly sped up and then slowed down. He’s prob­a­bly squirt­ing now, Jou thought, she’d heard about it. The girl whis­pered dis­ap­point­edly, “I haven’t had it again!” and he shrugged, “I can’t take any more!” Jou sud­denly had to think of her mother, she had had 5 boys in a row, maybe she had had it then? But what? Jou didn’t know.
 

The days went by, Jou watched many girls rub­bing and squirt­ing, and al­most ev­ery night a cou­ple came to fuck. Jou soon knew the girls, but they usu­ally brought other men with them. They all fucked in the same way, the most guys squirted deep in­side and most girls rubbed their pussies lust­fully, when be­ing fucked. Some­times a girl ripped out his cock, whis­per­ing “not to­day!” and rubbed the cock by hand, mak­ing him squirt­ing upon her cunt or belly. Jou watched them with in­ter­est, be­cause one day she would have a man too. But she would only fuck some­one who wanted to marry her. She had had to swear that to her mother and she took ev­ery vow very se­ri­ously. Now she could un­der­stand bet­ter than be­fore what her mother meant when she said that she was now go­ing to such and such guy to get fucked prop­erly. Her mother made no se­cret of the fact that she al­ready had a child and had lit­tle chance of find­ing some­one to marry. But Jou was still an un­touched vir­gin, that was im­por­tant to get mar­ried. Her mother said that if you no longer had a chance, you could fuck who­ever you wanted. And of course even if you were mar­ried, you need va­ri­ety, you can’t just eat al­ways car­rots ev­ery day! 


Old Mon­sieur Ede had a new as­sis­tant, his name was Jean and he was an en­thu­si­as­tic horse groom. When Jou and he saw each other for the first time, they both froze. She could only see his beau­ti­ful Bre­ton face, she couldn’t see any­thing else. She had never been in love and, if you looked at it closely, nei­ther had Jean. He was al­ready 25 and 7 years older than Jou, but this time he saw her, and ev­ery­thing be­fore that was just triv­ial trash. Lord Je­sus, Jean, the dar­ling of all women, had been struck by light­ning, no, by Cu­pid’s ar­row! For the first time, he was more in love than ever be­fore.
 

They shook hands and mur­mured their names, but Mon­sieur Ede urged him on. They could chat or beak af­ter work, chuck­led the old man, who un­der­stood. So Jou and Jean spent ev­ery free minute to­gether. She showed him her sleep­ing place and he kissed her for the first time. She spat out, he had stuck his tongue in her mouth! Jean sighed with de­sire and the re­al­iza­tion that she had no idea of any­thing. He took it much slower now and soon she was able to kiss prop­erly. 


She leaned her head against his shoul­der and told him ev­ery­thing, the girls who made the boys squirt and the lovers who fucked next to her at arm’s length. Jean asked if she fucked too, but she shook her head in hor­ror and told him about the oath she had sworn in front of her mother. She had had to swear in the Old Lan­guage, it was an oath of life and death. He nod­ded, he was of the same opin­ion, he was a Bre­ton af­ter all. Jou kept talk­ing, if he wanted to, she could do it to him by hand. He was sur­prised, but Jou prat­tled on, she had seen it a hun­dred times from up here and Paulette had said that a good friend should do it as a deed of love. She was des­per­ate to get Jean to see her as his girl­friend, as his girl. He was des­per­ate too, he hadn’t fucked in a day only to be told that this lovely girl wasn’t avail­able.


He fi­nally nod­ded. “You’re my girl­friend now and I to­tally need you to do me now!” They were sit­ting on top of their roost with their legs dan­gling in the air. Jou was in­cred­i­bly ex­cited and un­zipped his pants. Trem­bling with fear and ex­cite­ment, she searched for his cock and pulled it out. It was al­most as big as her fore­arm. She breathed ex­cit­edly, “I’ve never seen one this big be­fore!” Jean nod­ded self‐sat­is­fied, “Mine is the big­gest far and wide, that’s why I’m ev­ery woman’s fa­vorite! There isn’t a woman over 19 within a day’s ride that I haven’t fucked yet!” he said proudly and Jou held the cock in her hand rev­er­ently. “Don’t show off like that, you lout!” she scolded kindly, “and what do you do with those un­der 19?” He laughed. “The younger ones rarely know what they ac­tu­ally want. They’re very snooty and want to steal my time. It’s no fun, I’ve been fuck­ing since I was 15, so ten years now, and there have al­ways been plenty of more ma­ture women.” Jou still cra­dled the big thing in her hand and said, “Pah! Any­one in the vicin­ity! Ha! Don’t make me laugh, so cer­tainly not my mother!” He asked her mother’s full name and thought for a few mo­ments. “I knew one, over in La Crique, who had a few bunches of herbs above her dou­ble bed and sev­eral rosaries hang­ing there, three of them. I had to sneak up to her in the dark so as not to wake her lit­tle daugh­ter!” Jou slapped her free hand over her mouth, “My God, that’s my mother!” He tried to re­as­sure her, “She fucked ex­cel­lently, bet­ter than many oth­ers! I’ve been with her quite a lot and felt very good with her.”
 

Jou stared at the cock. A strange shiver trick­led down her spine. This cock had fucked her mother at some point, ap­par­ently sev­eral times, maybe even of­ten, so she would ques­tion her mother Pernille very care­fully, damn it! And if he was telling the truth, her mother was good to fuck. She had heard from Jean’s de­scrip­tions that he was very con­cerned that the woman also had her plea­sure dur­ing sex. Jou didn’t yet know how it worked in prac­tice, of course, but she loved her Jean even more. She care­fully pulled back the fore­skin and looked at the glans and the hole. She looked ques­tion­ingly at Jean and he nod­ded. She clutched the cock and rubbed it. It was ex­cit­ing and great. When he cummed, she let the se­men splash down onto the floor in a high arc. He put the cock away with sat­is­fac­tion. “That was re­ally great, do you re­ally want to be my girl and make me squirt all the time?” She kissed him and let her tongue linger on his. “Yes, I want to do that, I want to be your girl!”  He rocked his head back and forth. “I ac­cept that you don’t want to fuck yet, but I have to fuck one or the other, with­out ques­tion.” She looked very dis­tressed and he tried to re­as­sure her. It was only a phys­i­cal thing, his heart was with her. It was some­thing that al­ways both­ered her, no mat­ter how he said it. 


Jou was un­der stress. The old count had in­vited his 4 best friends and their ladies to cel­e­brate the turn of the cen­tury 1900 to­gether. Jean had cal­cu­lated that she was born around 1883 or 1882, be­cause she hadn’t known that. Paulette and she cooked a feast for 10 peo­ple and Mon­sieur Ede and Jean also got some­thing spe­cial. Paulette winked as she gave Jou the plate for Jean and added more veg­eta­bles. “Your new boy?” she asked with a grin and Jou blushed. “Yes, I’m his girl now, I get to make him cum ev­ery day!” Paulette’s grin be­came re­ally wide. “The boy has the big­gest one far and wide!” she said in a con­spir­a­to­rial tone. “Have you fucked him too?” Jou asked, a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed, but Paulette pushed her out with­out an­swer­ing.


She made Jean cum ev­ery day. He asked if she would let him cum in her mouth, but she shook her head in dis­gust. She liked to lick and suck him, but squirt into her mouth? No, ugh! They told each other all about their ear­lier life, she had been given strict lessons by her mother, read­ing, writ­ing and a lit­tle arith­metic, but only as much as was needed for ev­ery­day life. She learned proper French from her and also a lit­tle of the old lan­guage, be­cause the col­lo­quial lan­guage, the lo­cal di­alect, was a mix­ture of both lan­guages. She had read three books about the leg­end of King Arthur, as the no­ble king was her mother’s fa­vorite. 




Jean and the pi­rate




Jean in­ter­rupted her, his grand­fa­ther had read the leg­end of Arthur to him sev­eral times when he was 6 or 7. 


The grand­fa­ther had ex­plained to him ex­actly what was hid­den be­tween the lines. Arthur fucked his own sis­ter un­til she had a son by him. Guin­e­vere cheated on her hus­band and king and fucked Lancelot, Lancelot cheated on her too, of course, and fucked Elaine. Mer­lin fucked Nimue un­til the false snake locked him up in an en­chanted for­est. So he learned from his grand­fa­ther how im­por­tant fuck­ing was and what havoc it could cause. His grand­fa­ther had ev­ery rea­son to scold him, his grand­mother had borne him three chil­dren and had run off with a 19‐year‐old Ital­ian man in the darned 7th year. That re­ally pissed him off, since then he fucked all the women in the house­hold, his only daugh­ter most of all, but also the house­keeper, the cook and all the fe­male helpers, un­til his cock dried up.


The grand­fa­ther was some­thing of a pi­rate. Jean couldn’t re­mem­ber the big house with dozens of fe­male em­ploy­ees any more, and he couldn’t re­mem­ber the beau­ti­ful grand­mother. Grand­fa­ther Jerome had had to sell the big house, evil tongues claimed, to buy his way out of pros­e­cu­tion for mul­ti­ple mur­ders. Jean only re­mem­bered their last home, a sin­gle room for all three of them.
 

The lit­tle pecker couldn’t fall asleep be­cause his grand­fa­ther and his mother were fuck­ing like berserk­ers. Jean re­mem­bered his Grand­fa­ther’s big cock thrust­ing tire­lessly into Mom’s pee hole. Jean be­gan to squirt at the age of 9 and Grand­fa­ther urged Mom to fi­nally teach the lit­tle one, how to fuck. Mom stead­fastly re­fused for a few days. Then she said to his grand­fa­ther, “okay, but I’ll do it my way, the way of the Old Wic­cans.” Sur­pris­ingly, the grand­fa­ther im­me­di­ately gave in and later ex­plained to the lit­tle one that the Wic­cans were the good witches of the Old Peo­ple, and that his mother, like him­self, still be­longed to the Old Peo­ple and was a pow­er­ful Wic­can. This re­as­sured the lit­tle boy very much. His mother ex­plained to him that she had to cast a great, im­por­tant spell, that it would not hurt, on the con­trary. She crushed var­i­ous herbs in a bowl to make a paste, which she rubbed onto his cock. It burned like hell, she mut­tered her spells tire­lessly and the cock grew and grew red and red­der. He had to stand in front of her, she licked, sucked and stroked his cock in her mouth, lick­ing the paste away and then spoke a very long spell in the old lan­guage. Then he had to work hard and squirt into her mouth. The first few days it didn’t work at all, she had to rub him from start to fin­ish un­til he fi­nally squirted into her mouth. She kissed her lit­tle one and sent him to bed. The spell made him so tired and sleepy that he fell asleep im­me­di­ately. Af­ter a week of the same pro­ce­dure, he man­aged to squirt into her mouth for the first time and fell asleep im­me­di­ately. She said you could al­ready tell that his cock had got­ten big­ger be­cause of the spells. Grand­fa­ther took his cock prov­ingly in his hand and nod­ded sat­is­fied. She no longer rubbed him un­til he squirted, she just teased him with her tongue un­til he squirted. The boy now man­aged to cum twice in her mouth, for the sec­ond time ap­ply­ing the paste, which burnt like hell, then lick­ing the paste away, rub­bing his red hot cock in her mouth and let­ting him squirt in­side, and she was very happy with how well it worked. She no longer rubbed him un­til he squirted, she just teased him with her tongue un­til he squirted. When he was able to squirt twice the next week with­out her rub­bing him with her hand and she just let her tongue dance un­til he squirted, the spell was com­plete. Then, from the next day, she taught the lit­tle one how to fuck very care­fully and he was al­lowed to fuck her hard and very pow­er­fully ev­ery day from then on. Be­fore fuck­ing, the woman had to lick the cock clean with lots of saliva, she ex­plained, so that it didn’t in­fect the pussy­hole. He un­der­stood and nod­ded, it was so fine the way she licked the cock that he of­ten squirted into her mouth. But she weighed his cock in her hand, it was no longer a child’s pe­nis, by God it wasn’t, it was a young man’s cock! She let him fuck her ev­ery night, twice if he wanted. And he should learn to hold back the squirt­ing and fuck the woman or girl re­ally hard and very pow­er­fully un­til she had an or­gasm and only then he should squirt. He nod­ded that he would do that way or prac­tise un­til it worked! The grand­fa­ther watched with a smile and pat­ted Jean on the shoul­ders, “That’ll be fine, big boy, he’s re­ally get­ting big­ger!” Then he fucked Mom hard, as he was do­ing ev­ery night, and Jean learned a lot in the process. He was re­ally be­liev­ing, that the paste and the spells made his cock that big.


Grand­fa­ther cul­ti­vated his im­age as a pi­rate, he was a tough Bre­ton with a sharp hooked nose and a gold ring in his ear­lobe. When he went to the pub on Fri­day nights to drink with his friends, his com­rades in arms, he would put on the an­ti­quar­ian tri­corn hat he had bought from a tan­dler and cover one eye with a black eye patch. Some­times left, some­times right, he made fun of con­fus­ing the peo­ple in the lit­tle town. Lean­ing on his walk­ing stick, he hob­bled through the al­ley­ways, feign­ing a stiff leg. The women crossed them­selves and dragged the chil­dren into the house when the sin­is­ter pi­rate walked through the al­ley. 


He came home late at night with a lit­tle buzz and threw his walk­ing stick pre­cisely into the holder, straight as a die or whirling all around. He never missed the mark. The tooth­pick — as he called the walk­ing stick — is the only good weapon a pi­rate needed to de­feat an op­po­nent. He was ru­mored to have sent a dozen cap­tains, boat mates and card­sharpers to Davy Jones at the bot­tom of the oceans with the tooth­pick or his bare hands. 


Jean was quite sure that the Grand­fa­ther was his bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther, be­cause only he and the Grand­fa­ther fucked Mom, not a sin­gle other man had ever fucked her, she said be­fore she died. He was 14 when Mom said good­bye to Jean very se­ri­ously af­ter fuck­ing them both, say­ing she was go­ing to heaven tonight. The next morn­ing she was dead. The dis­trict doc­tor found no cause of death and he wrote ‘heart fail­ure’ on the death cer­tifi­cate be­cause he didn’t want to look like an in­com­pe­tent fool in front of his col­leagues. 


Grandpa Jerome was bit­ter and dev­as­tated, never speak­ing a word to any­one again, only to Jean one‐word sen­tences. He died four months af­ter Mama, he had hugged Jean very lov­ingly and said, “tonight Davy Jones is tak­ing me to his wa­tery grave!” The next morn­ing he was dead. The county doc­tor shook his head in de­spair, the old pi­rate had drowned in his bed, 10 kilo­me­ters from the Eng­lish Chan­nel! How could a de­cent Chris­tian drown in his bed!? He crossed him­self pan­ick­ing in hor­ror and wrote ‘cir­rho­sis of the liver, al­co­holism’ on the death cer­tifi­cate, he didn’t want to look like a com­plete fool in front of his col­leagues.


Jean was now an or­phan, he had lost his fa­ther and mother in a very short space of time and cried one day and one night, sold the room and set off with a hand­ful of coins in his pocket. He was soon a well‐liked sta­ble boy and went out with the other horse grooms in the evenings to fuck the maids or the mis­tress. When the mis­tress found out from the maids what tal­ent lit­tle Jean had, she called him and never let him go un­til the last day. A few mis­tresses had the de­cency to ban­ish the hus­band to an­other room. But most of them didn’t care at all that the hus­band was sit­ting, ly­ing or snor­ing next to them. They let the sta­ble boy with the great tal­ent fuck them, from or­gasm to or­gasm, un­til they were both ex­hausted. He was slipped many a gold coin in his hand and that sealed his mouth. He pre­ferred to sleep in fine linen rather than on bales of straw in the sta­bles. He fucked his way through all the beds in the re­gion and soon knew all the girls be­tween the ages of 13 and 60. Jou in­ter­rupted him. “I thought none un­der 20?” Jean scratched his head. “The 13‐year‐old had al­ready blos­somed like an 18‐year‐old and was as in heat as a mare. It didn’t hap­pen very of­ten.” Jou sensed that he wasn’t telling the whole truth, but she kept quiet.





They both laughed heartily, be­cause his grand­fa­ther’s in­sights of the fuck­ing busi­ness of the leg­endary King were quite ac­cu­rate. Jou sighed that she now also knew what suf­fer­ing meant, be­cause he, Jean, broke her heart ev­ery day by fuck­ing other girls. And she had em­bar­rass­ingly in­ter­ro­gated her mother, who had then ad­mit­ted ev­ery­thing. Her mother wasn’t too old yet and still had many lovers, at least for one night. Jou felt like an adult for the first time, be­cause her mother spoke to her openly and hon­estly and no longer like to a small child. Her mother told her about fuck­ing all the men she could re­mem­ber and the oth­ers didn’t de­serve to be men­tioned. Jou said he mustn’t fuck her mother any­more, she would hold it against him!


Jean had been in Paris for months now, writ­ing a let­ter ev­ery week. He was very happy with his job, he got a much higher salary and one day he wrote to tell her to come, she had a job! Jou said good­bye to her mother and the lovely peo­ple at the château and took the stage­coach to Paris. Jean picked her up from the stage­coach sta­tion in his count’s car­riage. She still had the first day off, the ser­vice didn’t start un­til the next day. She no longer had to sleep with the cat­tle in the sta­ble, but in a large stately dou­ble bed with a col­league, Fleur. 


She was ap­pointed to go to the house­keeper as soon as she ar­rived. She had to be ad­dressed as Madame, af­ter all, this was a re­spectable and im­por­tant house! Jou was in­formed of ev­ery­thing Madame con­sid­ered im­por­tant. Jou was de­lighted at how much money she re­ceived for the six‐day week, the pay was re­ally im­pres­sive. Madame, who was an old, with­ered tree, em­pha­sized at the end that the male and fe­male staff were not al­lowed to have in­ti­mate con­tact with each other. Jou had to ask, be­cause she didn’t un­der­stand the phrase­ol­ogy. Madame looked at her dis­ap­prov­ingly. “No fuck­ing with the men, you un­der­stand?” Jou nod­ded, no, she wasn’t fuck­ing any­one yet, she was an un­touched vir­gin. The cor­ner of Madame’s mouth twitched.
 

Then to the next point. Each em­ployee was given a com­part­ment in the large steel safe where he or she could leave valu­ables, tips and so on. She had the only key and you could come here ev­ery day at 9 sharp and de­posit some­thing. Un­for­tu­nately, said Madame with a Good Fri­day look, there had been em­bar­rass­ments in the past, so the Count had de­cided to do this. Jou was to go to Madame Pel­letier in the base­ment, she would get the ser­vice clothes from her. Madame nod­ded, ev­ery­thing was said, Jou could go.
 

The first night was al­ready ex­cit­ing. Fleur, her room­mate, was a very friendly and di­rect woman, 42 years old, from Pi­cardy. She took the time to ex­plain ev­ery­thing to Jou. But of course she could have re­la­tions with some­one else, for God’s sake, that was just a hob­by­horse of the old house­keeper, who no­body wanted to fuck any­more and who was usu­ally ad­dressed as Ma­jor­do­mus, so that was a plus. There was a dead let­ter box in the kitchen, an old lunch box. The staff would put their note in for their loved one or any­one else they wanted to fuck. It was as sim­ple as that. Fleur helped her stow her few be­long­ings and the uni­forms in the box. Then they went to bed and Jou breathed a sigh of re­lief at how nat­u­rally Fleur un­dressed and got into bed naked. Jou didn’t have a night­gown with her, she had slept naked in the sta­ble of course and she only had a night­gown at home, but she had for­got­ten it there.
 

Jou couldn’t fall asleep. Fleur jerked vi­o­lently back and forth as if she was rub­bing a boy’s cock to make him cum, then a sti­fled scream and then it was dead quiet. Jou asked into the dark­ness, “Fleur, are you all right? Or is some­thing wrong? Are you ill?” She lis­tened and heard Fleur laugh softly and chuckle. “All good, Juli­ette, I just made my­self.” Af­ter a pause, “I was just rub­bing my clit!” Jou said, she didn’t un­der­stand what the clit was? Si­lence.
 Fleur turned on the bed­side lamp and looked at her, puz­zled. “The cli­toris! Your plea­sure spot!” The 42‐year‐old looked at the 19‐year‐old in con­fu­sion. “Ev­ery woman has a cli­toris!” Jou also sat up, “Not me, I don’t have one!” Fleur threw her blan­ket on the floor and spread her legs. She parted her labia with her fin­gers and pointed to her cli­toris with her in­dex fin­ger. Jou now spread her legs as well. She looked down and said, “look, I don’t have one!”
 

Fleur was des­per­ate, was she act­ing stupid or did she know noth­ing? She leaned over and touched Jou’s clit with one fin­ger. “There it is, small and well hid­den, but it’s there, your plea­sure spot!” Jou felt an un­fa­mil­iar sen­sa­tion, this was a plea­sure spot? Fleur smiled, “don’t you ever do it to your­self?” she asked in­cred­u­lously as Jou nod­ded and shook her head. “And what do you do with a plea­sure spot?” Fleur strug­gled for words. “You rub it when you feel like it but don’t have any­one to fuck. Or if you haven’t had an or­gasm while fuck­ing.”  In a flash, the im­age of the girl ap­peared in her head, the girl who hadn’t had “it” and the guy had just shrugged his shoul­ders gruffly. The girl had rubbed be­tween her legs for a mo­ment, then they had left. “And how does that work?” asked Jou. Fleur crawled over to her, laid her on her back and spread her legs. “I’ll show you,” she said, rub­bing Jou’s clit to or­gasm. “This is the or­gasm that re­leases the sex­ual ten­sion, that’s when the urge re­ally pushes and squeezes you. Okay, do you un­der­stand?”  Jou nod­ded, this was very im­por­tant, what she had now learned. “I do it ev­ery night, at my age you find fewer and fewer men to fuck.” Fleur crawled back into her half of the bed, turned out the light and they fell asleep. 


The ser­vice was eas­ier than at the château, Count Ar­mand de Mont­bradouille was a jovial, gar­ru­lous gen­tle­man with an af­flu­ent belly and was one of the first in Paris to have a tele­phone. He was very proud of it and talked on the phone all day long. Jou would one day un­der­stand that he was nei­ther a real count nor did his busi­ness em­pire con­sist of more than one per­son, him­self. But he traded very suc­cess­fully with other peo­ple’s money, ad­vised very well and made a ton of money for his cus­tomers. He also cheated in­con­spic­u­ously and had be­come very rich in the process. Only twice in his life as a fi­nan­cial ge­nius and thief, had the cus­tomer dis­cov­ered the short­fall and made a com­plaint. Both times he had clev­erly talked his way out of it with­out jeop­ar­diz­ing his rep­u­ta­tion. He had to bridge a mo­men­tary liq­uid­ity short­age and wanted to trans­fer the amount next month, but he would come by to­day and bring the money. Count Ar­mand rode off im­me­di­ately and set­tled the mat­ter. He rode around the Jardin de Lux­em­bourg for 20 min­utes ev­ery day since it was closed to rid­ers. Al­though he owned a car­riage, he rode. Dressed like a gen­tle­man in the lat­est Lon­don fash­ion, he rode out, the rich count, of­ten ac­com­pa­nied by Jean in his uni­form. He owned three rid­ing stal­lions, beau­ti­ful, fiery Trakehn­ers, and rode a dif­fer­ent one ev­ery day. He also owned a race­horse in a rac­ing sta­ble, the mare won many prizes and the count raked in a for­tune in prize money and bets. Jean was his sta­ble mas­ter and had man­aged to get an old, lazy mare bought for the stal­lions right from the start. The old brew­ery horse only bucked on the first few days when Jean had a stal­lion mounted, but she now let her­self be mated peace­fully and lam­b­like by a stal­lion, a dif­fer­ent one ev­ery day. Jean left the dirty work to the two 13‐year‐old sta­ble boys and rode out twice a day with the stal­lions that the Count was not rid­ing to­day. Jean wore a very im­pres­sive hus­sar uni­form with the em­broi­dered coat of arms, he im­pressed the Parisians and, of course, the Parisian women and girls. He was not the count’s sta­ble mas­ter, the count had said, but his chief sta­ble mas­ter.


Count Ar­mand’s wife had run off with her 17‐year‐old Span­ish gui­tar teacher, leav­ing only his pim­ply‐faced son, 16‐year‐old Gilles, liv­ing here in the city palace. He dizzied his way through school and was oth­er­wise only to be found in the kitchen. But not to eat, oh no, just to fuck the fat Dutch cook as of­ten as he could. Ev­ery­one knew about it, ev­ery­one de­spised him. He could have had any girl, but he only wanted fat Gertrud with the fat ass. She let him fuck her at any time in the pantry, as of­ten as he wanted, stand­ing up or bent over a sack. It was noth­ing spe­cial for Gertrud, be­cause she had a son born out of wed­lock at the same age, who took turns fuck­ing her with Gilles half a dozen times a day. That was nor­mal for Gertrud and noth­ing spe­cial, she sighed re­signedly. Al­legedly Gilles had to pay half a gold franc each time, which was worth about 25 francs, but per­haps that was just a ru­mor. 


Jean could sneak up to Jou ev­ery night. He lay down in the mid­dle, be­tween Jou and Fleur. Fleur stopped breath­ing when she saw his cock for the first time. But she held back, Jean be­longed to Juli­ette, that was for sure. Fleur re­mained silent, but her eyes reg­is­tered ev­ery­thing at­ten­tively. Jou got Jean re­ally hot with cud­dling and French kiss­ing, then she rubbed his cock with her per­fect tech­nique, as she had done for over a year, and made him cum in a high arc. It was only one morn­ing that Fleur said to Jou, “If you ever don’t want him any­more, I’ll gladly take him, even kiss­ing your hand!” Jou nod­ded, grate­ful to Fleur for let­ting her do what­ever she wanted with Jean. When Jean had gone out at night, she mas­tur­bated like Fleur did be­fore fall­ing asleep. 


Count Ar­mand greeted her with a hearty hand­shake when she served his tea early in the morn­ing. He looked her up and down and sud­denly grabbed her bo­som. The damn uni­form was so stupidly cut that her breasts were com­pletely ex­posed at this touch. “No, no, don’t,” said the count, look­ing at her breasts with such a look that Jou felt de­filed. She ig­nored his com­mand and cov­ered her breasts again. He looked at her body for min­utes and she felt his gaze strip­ping her naked. She took half a step back, away from him, out of his  reach. He cleared his throat. 


“The girls who serve me are all beau­ti­ful and pretty. You, how­ever, are the most beau­ti­ful of them all, I’ll give you that! Well, the girls know that I’m all about beauty and eroti­cism and if they let me, I re­ward them with francs, a lot of francs in fact. Well, how about you, would you be in­ter­ested in be­ing my Wednes­day wife?” 


Jou was com­pletely taken aback, what a cheeky guy. Af­ter all, he was very clear about what he wanted. She thought about how she wanted to an­swer him. He beat her to it.
 

“I’m bang­ing the door down, and of course you have to think about it. Please tell me next Mon­day what you’ve de­cided.” Jou was free to go. She had five days left to spit in his face and leave. She walked down the mar­ble stairs and went straight to her room, she wanted to throw her­self on the bed and cry. Fleur had seen her com­ing down and ran af­ter her, into the room. 


Fleur held Jou in her arms and let her cry. When Jou stopped cry­ing, she had to tell Fleur ev­ery­thing. Jou was amazed at how calmly Fleur took the mon­stros­ity. Fleur took her tear‐stained face in her hands and said, “Now lis­ten to me care­fully, dear.” She waited un­til Jou was ready to lis­ten to her. “I’m 42 now and I’ve been here for al­most 20 years. I’ve been des­ti­tute all my youth, I’ve starved and frozen, it wasn’t fun. When I was crouch­ing be­side the road in win­ter to piss, I would hold my fin­gers over it to keep them a lit­tle warm. How of­ten did I go with a com­plete stranger just to have a warm room, a warm meal, a warm bed and a warm cock. Then Madame, the Ma­jor­domo, took no­tice of my beauty. She brought me here, I didn’t work as hard as I used to, I had a warm bed and enough to eat. I be­came Ar­mand’s Sat­ur­day wife and still am to­day. I get an ex­tra half a month’s pay ev­ery Sat­ur­day, that’s 3 months’ pay a month! I de­cided against hunger and moral­ity back then. But I’ve saved up so much that I can al­ways stand on my own two feet. He’ll get tired of me one day and take an­other Sat­ur­day wife, I don’t care. I’ll never go hun­gry again!”
 

Fleur stroked Jou’s hair as if she were her daugh­ter. “You need to think hard and de­cide in five days. You only have two choices, if I see it right. Firstly, you can re­sist him, and I wouldn’t bet on whether Madame will want to keep you or put you out on the street. Or sec­ondly, you can go my way. Then you only have to keep three things in mind.” 


Jou stopped cry­ing a long time ago. She straight­ened up and asked, “what three things?” Fleur looked at her se­ri­ously. “You must de­cide, first, whether the Count or Jean may have you first, to whom you will give your maid­en­head. Sec­ondly, you need a side­real cal­en­dar and thirdly, you need to con­sider how much Ar­mand will have to pay for each fuck.”
 

Jou buried her face against Fleur’s neck. She had long since made up her mind, but she needed ad­vice. “How do I tell Jean? That I want to give him my vir­gin­ity, of course, even though I’ve sworn to give my­self only to the man who will marry me? Should I ask him to marry me one day, even though the count will dis­honor me week af­ter week? I wouldn’t care about the money, but I’ve lis­tened to you care­fully. If I have a fam­ily one day, I’ll need ev­ery Sou I can earn now. So I won’t do it cheaply for the count!”


Jou asked into the long si­lence what that was, the Siberian cal­en­dar? Fleur laughed up­roar­i­ously. “It’s called the side­real cal­en­dar, it’s a lu­nar cal­en­dar. You can use it to avoid preg­nancy. At the time, I thought very care­fully about whether I shouldn’t let Ar­mand get me preg­nant and force him to marry me. But I found out from Madame Ma­jor­do­mus’ cur­ricu­lum vi­tae that that would never work. She bore him a bas­tard, but he didn’t want to marry her, he later mar­ried the snooty, beg­garly count’s daugh­ter, who was “of class”. Ma­jor­do­mus had to give their child to an or­phan­age, where the poor worm died, not even a year old. We’ll do the lu­nar cal­en­dar to­mor­row and I’ll ex­plain ev­ery­thing to you. Now come on, din­ner! And then Jean will join you. I can’t wait to see what your boy with the gi­ant cock is made of!” 


Jean lay down be­tween the two women and some­thing was up. Jou wasn’t rub­bing his cock yet, she was stroking it thought­fully.
 

“Jean, are you the man who will marry me one day?” asked Jou. He nod­ded with­out hes­i­ta­tion, “Yes, I will! I’ve wanted this since the first mo­ment!” Jou stroked his cock very slowly and gen­tly. “Jean, will you marry me and fuck me so I don’t lose my job?” Jean was now star­tled. “Fuck yes, marry yes, but lose your job, no! Why lose your job, what does it all mean!?” Jou stopped stroking his cock and looked at him se­ri­ously. “If you want to marry me one day de­spite ev­ery­thing, I will give you my vir­gin­ity! Then you shall be the first man to fuck me. Be­cause the count wants to fuck me once a week and he will pay dearly for it!” Now it was out, she turned her head away and let him think. Jean only needed a split sec­ond, he knew the ru­mor that the count fucked one of his maids ev­ery day, a dif­fer­ent one ev­ery day. Al­legedly he fucked the stern, ugly ma­jor­domo in the princely mar­riage bed ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing, who had to fuck his morn­ing wood away. He had never been in­ter­ested, as the strangest ru­mors were fly­ing around the house. Jean fucked one of the girls ev­ery mid­day when the count rode out. But none of them ad­mit­ted to fuck­ing the count. “The count? Where are you think­ing!” Jean sat up res­o­lutely. 


“Are you say­ing that you’re go­ing to fuck the fine gen­tle­man once a week for money, like a cheap whore?” Jou winced, be­cause he was only telling the naked truth. Fleur had been ly­ing with her back to them and hadn’t said any­thing so far. But now she spun around like a fury and grabbed his arm. “Cheap? No, never, the guy has to pay a lot, be­cause Juli­ette is not a cheap whore!” Fleur was re­ally out­raged be­cause Jean seemed to have such a hu­mil­i­at­ing, typ­i­cally male view. Jou looked di­rectly at Jean. “I can leave here if you pre­fer. I was look­ing for­ward to three things in par­tic­u­lar, but they’re not that im­por­tant. I wanted it to be you to whom I gave my vir­gin­ity, and no one else. I was look­ing for­ward to fuck­ing you ev­ery night like a de­cent girl should. And I wanted to save ev­ery Sou, ev­ery Franc, so that one day we could both start a fam­ily and not go hun­gry. But you’re right, I’m not a cheap whore!” There were min­utes of si­lence. Ev­ery­one was think­ing. Jean stared at Fleur’s slightly open cleft, he had never seen it up close be­fore.


Jou turned her back on the two of them, she wanted to sleep or cry, cry or sleep. She only lis­tened with half an ear, be­cause Fleur was be­ing hard on him. There were only two so­lu­tions: go away or get fucked for a lot of money. The old count once a week, but he could fuck his sweet­heart ev­ery night, seven times a week. Jou closed her eyes, she sensed very clearly that Jean would give in. And she was look­ing for­ward to giv­ing him her vir­gin­ity, to fuck­ing him. He was her fa­vorite and she wanted to fuck him to­day, one way or an­other.
 

Fleur was on a roll. This don­key of Jean’s needed to be pulled over the line, pushed and kicked. It was nat­u­ral to him, ap­par­ently, that Juli­ette was his. He was not pre­pared to share her with any­one else. Fleur snorted con­temp­tu­ously at how dis­hon­est his view was, know­ing that he fucked the count’s girls at lunchtime, he sim­ply took what be­longed to the other!? And what feel­ings Juli­ette had to en­dure!?  Fleur touched his big, glo­ri­ous cock as if by chance and stroked it briefly like Juli­ette be­fore. The cock was half as long as his thigh and it was a so‐called meat cock. It was al­ways half stiff and you could keep fuck­ing it even af­ter it had cum. Fleur loved cocks like that be­cause they were guar­an­teed to fuck her to or­gasm. Count Ar­mand had a shrink­ing cock, he would fuck her for a few min­utes, cum and shrivel up into a use­less worm. No chance of get­ting an or­gasm. Fleur pulled her­self to­gether, she couldn’t rub him to squirt or think about fuck­ing him! 


It was get­ting very late. Fleur had dragged the petu­lant don­key by his ears to the feed­ing trough. He had made his de­ci­sion and said am­bigu­ously to Fleur that the count would have to pay dearly for his lust! He leaned over Jou, kissed her on the eyes and whis­pered, “Come fuck, my love!” Jou woke up fully. He didn’t have to say any­thing, she could see it in his eyes. She hugged him spon­ta­neously, “we’ll stay to­gether, to­gether for­ever!” She turned onto her back, open­ing her thighs with shin­ing eyes. “I’m ready!”
 

Fleur knelt be­side him, grabbed his cock and steered it to­wards Juli­ette’s pussy hole. She let go of him. He kissed Jou with love. “Be my wife!” he said in the Old Lan­guage and pen­e­trated with a quick jerk. He pressed his cock for­ward, deeper and deeper, un­til he reached the end. Tears beaded from Jou’s eyes. Fleur leaned over her, kissed the tears away and kissed her on the lips. Jou’s heart leapt; never be­fore had a woman kissed her on the lips! She opened her lips and re­turned Fleur’s French kiss. Jou had never French kissed any­one other than Jean and for sure no girl, but now she kissed her moth­erly friend wildly and with in­creas­ing lust. Jean put his foot down and fucked Jou with strong, firm thrusts. He could feel Jou’s grow­ing ex­cite­ment and the ap­proach of her or­gasm. He in­creased the tempo and Fleur broke away from Juli­ette’s lips. Jou re­acted to the or­gasm with a soft cry, clung tightly to Jean and her pussy throbbed strongly against him in or­gasm. Then she sud­denly re­laxed. She pa­tiently con­tin­ued to let her­self be fucked un­til he cummed. He rolled be­tween the two of them.


They whis­pered, hug­ging and kiss­ing, for a long time. They agreed on how it could go down. He would cope with her be­ing fucked by the Count ev­ery Wednes­day morn­ing. She asked him if the ru­mor was true that he fucked the girls at lunchtime. He was taken aback, but ad­mit­ted it im­me­di­ately. But that was be­cause they hadn’t fucked be­fore. But from now on he would stop, I prom­ise! She thought about it for a mo­ment, “That’s not fair, I fuck an­other man once a week. It’s only fair if you fuck some­one else too. Just tell me who it should be!” Of course she knew who she would sug­gest, but he was sup­posed to tell her. He was still think­ing back and forth when she whis­pered in his ear, “Fleur, of course!” He would never have thought of it, but he nod­ded. Fleur was good, Fleur would ac­cept him, Fleur meant nei­ther com­pe­ti­tion nor dan­ger. He nod­ded, “Yes, then Fleur!”


They just couldn’t wait. The very next evening, af­ter they had fucked, Jou nudged Fleur. She spun around, “Yes!?” Jou whis­pered to her. Fleur was vis­i­bly sur­prised, and she nod­ded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally af­ter a mo­ment. Jou asked her if she didn’t want to look at the Siberian cal­en­dar first, but that only elicited a small smile from Fleur. “Girl, I’m al­ready 42, I don’t need a cal­en­dar any­more!” She hugged Jean, they cud­dled and kissed un­til they were both ready. “But do it very care­fully first, my pussy hole is re­ally tight, much tighter than Juli­ette’s!” 


Jean nod­ded and pen­e­trated very care­fully, giv­ing Fleur’s pussy time to ad­just. Jou was a lit­tle jeal­ous, but she quickly got over it. She watched closely as Jean’s cock slowly en­tered Fleur’s hole like a fat worm. Fur­ther and fur­ther un­til he was deep in­side. He took a short break and gave Fleur a long French kiss, their tongues tongu­ing and fight­ing with each other like lit­tle snakes. Then they started to fuck. They both fucked each other, Fleur fucked him hard. She was not one to lie there like a dead plank. Jou watched ev­ery­thing very closely and at­ten­tively, be­cause there were two mas­ters at work. So she learned from Fleur how to fuck prop­erly and how the woman her­self could en­sure her own or­gasm. Af­ter Fleur’s first or­gasm, he sim­ply car­ried on fuck­ing, be­cause he had pre­vi­ously fucked Jou and needed longer. He squirted just as Fleur’s sec­ond or­gasm broke loose. They hugged each other tightly for a long time and gasped for air. Then the three of them lay next to each other for a long time, whis­per­ing. Jean said a lit­tle tact­lessly to Jou that his cock was too big and didn’t fit all the way in her, but in Fleur’s his cock had gone all the way in, just like it had in her mother’s as well. Jou snapped that he shouldn’t keep talk­ing about her mother’s pussy­hole, it was dis­re­spect­ful. But af­ter some days it turned out that his cock did fit into her hole, so ev­ery­one was happy. Fleur said that only one per­son had ever had a cock that big, and that was her fa­ther. She told them the whole story about fuck­ing her fa­ther for 15 years. She fucked him ev­ery day, even when she was al­ready work­ing for the count. She was able to sneak him into her room ev­ery night and send him away af­ter mid­night. But the Ma­jor­do­mus had put an end to that. Fleur could de­scribe ev­ery­thing won­der­fully in naughty and spicy words. Jean went to his room very late. 


Mon­day morn­ing Jou went into the count’s study and waited mo­tion­less, the count stared at her greed­ily and lust­fully and fucked the girl for an­other half minute, then squirted in­side her cun­t­hole, groan­ing and grunt­ing. Jou waited com­pletely unim­pressed un­til the girl had dressed and dis­ap­peared with a shy, shame­ful side­ways glance at her. She looked straight at the count, sure of her­self, and agreed to meet him on Wednes­day. Yes, of course she would shower be­fore­hand, that was a mat­ter of course. And she wanted 250 Francs each time. He thought about it for a mo­ment, there was no ne­go­ti­at­ing with this de­ter­mined girl. He nod­ded, “See you on Wednes­day then!” Jou left quickly, the pact was made and she had no de­sire to hag­gle with the old man. 


Jou and Jean stayed with the count for an­other three years. Jean didn’t just fuck Fleur once a week, it ex­panded. He fucked his lover’s lusty girl­friend three or four times a week, which was okay for all three of them. One evening, when Jean had al­ready left, the drunken son of the count stag­gered into their bed­room. Gilles could hardly stand on his feet, but he was de­ter­mined to fuck the beau­ti­ful young girl, be­cause fat Gertrude had al­ready gone home. He dropped heav­ily onto the bed next to Jou. Fleur whis­pered softly, could the cal­en­dar be all­right? Jou nod­ded, no prob­lem. “Then, young Sir, it’ll cost two gold francs or 50 in bills, which­ever of us you want!” The 17 or 18‐year‐old had al­ready half un­dressed and said in an un­cer­tain voice, “Ex­cuse me, Madame Fleur, but you’re too old for me if I don’t of­fend you.” He dug a gold coin out of his vest pocket and placed it on the bed­side ta­ble. Jou took his clothes off com­pletely and pat­ted his face softly un­til he was half sober. She pointed to his cock. “He’s not ready yet,” she said and nei­ther she nor Fleur wanted to rub him hard. His cock re­ally was a pa­thetic worm and both women crouched in front of him and watched broad grin­ning as he mas­tur­bated and grad­u­ally got his small cock hard. Jou let him fuck her with­out emo­tion, not cud­dling or kiss­ing him. He was wob­bly even when kneel­ing, but he fucked very bravely, the lit­tle boy. Less than two min­utes later he squirted, got dressed with a groan and rolled off. Jou waited un­til he reached the mar­ble stair­case and went off, then she burst out laugh­ing with a snort. “Quite the Daddy! A lit­tle worm, barely two min­utes and that’s it, Made­moi­selle!”  Now Fleur was laugh­ing too. She said later that she fully un­der­stood why the count­ess had run off with the young Spaniard. He had made the count­ess scream so loudly that you could hear her all the way down here.
 

Jou was in­sanely cu­ri­ous and brought tea to the Count’s bed­room ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing, of course she knew ex­actly when she wanted to show up. Madame Ma­jor­do­mus was com­pletely naked and rode the Count’s amaz­ingly large morn­ing wood, oth­er­wise his cock was much smaller. Jou stayed in the back­ground and watched them, the Ma­jor­do­mus slid back and forth for fif­teen min­utes. Her breasts were wrin­kled, empty sacks that slapped in rhythm. She be­gan to bounce up and down firmly as he seemed to squirt in­side. She re­mained seated on his cock, put her head back and mas­tur­bated quickly. The count looked on with a shabby grin. Now Jou stepped into the bed­room and served the tea. She looked out of the cor­ner of her eye at Madame’s cli­toris, which was un­usu­ally large and rubbed red and sore. Jou came now ev­ery Sun­day, en­tered a lit­tle ear­lier and watched his squirt­ing and Madame mas­tur­bat­ing from the start to hav­ing her or­gasm. Madame treated her no­tice­ably more kindly since Jou started act­ing so naughty and cheek­ily.


Jean didn’t tell Jou un­til they were mar­ried. Once a week, when Madame Ma­jor­do­mus was not in the house, he would sneak into the count’s study with some bills in his hand as an al­ibi. He opened the safe with the key, the hid­ing place of which was known to al­most ev­ery­one; there were usu­ally 40 to 50 bun­dles of money, per­haps a mil­lion Francs. He took a bun­dle from the back row, be­cause the bun­dles looked as if they had been care­lessly thrown in. Per­haps that was in­deed the case, but he sus­pected that the shrewd count had mem­o­rized the mess for­ma­tion well. At least he would do so. So he took a bun­dle from the very back. Once a month he rode by his bank on his daily ride — a bank the count avoided — and de­posited it along with his wages. “You have earned it well,” he later said to Jou, “I have no guilt feel­ings about steal­ing from a thief.”


Three years was a long time, but they lasted. Jou fucked Jean, the count, and oc­ca­sion­ally his son Gilles, once or twice a week. When her cal­en­dar for­bade it, the two women would get Gilles hot and Jou would lay on top of Fleur. The mostly drunk boy rarely re­al­ized that he was ac­tu­ally fuck­ing Fleur, the bot­tom hole, but he didn’t care. Jean fucked Jou and Fleur ev­ery day, ex­cept for the dan­ger­ous days, and Jou had long since stopped be­ing jeal­ous of Fleur. He no longer touched the count’s other girls, he kept his prom­ise to Jou. Af­ter three years, Jou ig­nored the cal­en­dar and let Jean im­preg­nate her. 


“I’m preg­nant, Mon­sieur le Duc,” she said to the count, “if you don’t want to marry me, then I’m leav­ing for good.” The count pon­dered, be­cause the other girls were go­ing to the back­street abor­tioner, but that was com­pletely out of the ques­tion for Juli­ette. “How much?” the count asked, ex­as­per­ated, and Jou pon­dered for a long time. “Sev­enty‐five, Your Grace, and you’ll never hear from me again. I’m leav­ing at the end of the month to get my wages.”  The count thought he was get­ting off fairly lightly and quickly gave her the money.
 

An hour later, she barged into Gilles’ room and told him the news. He jumped up in hor­ror and shouted, “Dad’s go­ing to kill me!” As cold as an ici­cle, Jou re­peated, “He’s def­i­nitely go­ing to kill you, def­i­nitely!” Gilles paced back and forth. There was no way out, he would blow his brains out with his fa­ther’s du­el­ing pis­tol. His fa­ther might be sad, but his son would not have dis­hon­ored him. Jou en­cour­aged him, that would prob­a­bly be best and per­haps an hon­or­able exit. It would just be stupid that he would then be dead, and she would be with­out a fa­ther for her poor, half‐or­phaned child. That made sense to him, he paced up and down and sud­denly had the bril­liant idea,  that he would run away with her like Romeo and Juliet! He looked at her with wet eyes. She nod­ded in agree­ment, “The two of them ended up dead as a door­nail, just as I wish, Mr. Gilles,” she said coldly, “maybe we’ll take the poi­son at the same time so that nei­ther of us cheats on the other.” He stared at her with re­lief; if she and the child were dead, he would have no more rea­son to die, that would be the best so­lu­tion. She stared at the id­iot. Then, as cold as a fish, she said she was think­ing of sail­ing to the New World, to Amer­ica, be­cause there was a great short­age of women there and she could find a man there even as a preg­nant woman. But the ship pas­sage was very ex­pen­sive, he would have to give her money, at least 50 thou­sand. He didn’t have 50, he said meekly. “Maybe you’ll take it from the Fa­ther? He rides out ev­ery lunchtime, you can go into his study and take the money out of the cup­board, the key is in the top right‐hand drawer of the desk. When you’ve taken the money, you can put it back ex­actly as you have found it, then the Count won’t no­tice it un­til much later, if at all.” The id­iot’s eyes lit up, “and then no­body has to die!” He was thrilled and wanted to hug her, but she drew back. She should come back to­mor­row af­ter noon.


So she did, he even gave her 55 thou­sand and she im­me­di­ately went to Jean and told him ev­ery­thing. She would pack this evening and take the stage­coach to Brest or Douarnenez to­mor­row morn­ing and wait for him at the château with Mon­sieur Ede or Paulette. He should only give no­tice af­ter a few days, in­con­spic­u­ously at the end of the month. “And when I’m gone, you can lie down with Fleur a few more times, but only if she takes you with­out me pro­tect­ing her.” They laughed and made a date for the night, she would only ini­ti­ate Fleur then.
 Jou stormed into the count’s study the next morn­ing, know­ing full well that he had a lady vis­i­tor at that time of the morn­ing. She would not dis­turb him, “but it could not be post­poned!”. The count was stand­ing there with his trousers down, a girl she didn’t know was sit­ting on the desk in front of him. A pretty face, beau­ti­ful waist‐length black hair, beau­ti­ful breasts and a nor­mal, erect man’s cock. A man’s cock!? Jou had to look twice, but the girl was clearly a hy­brid. Jou pulled her­self to­gether and looked at the Count, “Your Grace, I have been of­fered an ex­cel­lent and free ride to Mar­seilles in the pri­vate car­riage of the Baroness of Ver­meuil, with whom I used to serve, and I must be ready at her palace in 20 min­utes. That is why I am leav­ing so un­ex­pect­edly, but I must re­ally hurry. If Your Grace or Madame Ma­jor­do­mus could hand over my out­stand­ing wages to Made­moi­selle Fleur, thank you very much. Per­haps I can get pas­sage on a ship from Mar­seilles, but now I must hurry! Good­bye, Your Grace, farewell!” She scur­ried out of the door, hugged Fleur one last time, grabbed her two bun­dles and ran off to the stage­coach sta­tion.


Of course, Fleur took our Jean in warmly for the night, but she in­sisted that she get an ex­tra por­tion of sex from Juli­ette. How­ever, it would be 6 weeks be­fore he could leave, Fleur wrote to Juli­ette. Of course Mon­sieur Ede was happy to take Jou in, the space above the an­i­mals was free, she could stay as long as she wanted. Dur­ing the day, she worked in the kitchen with Paulette, who could use ev­ery hand she could get. She did not re­port to the lord­ship and stayed for 6 weeks as a hid­den sub­ma­rine. Mon­sieur Ede had two mus­cu­lar sta­ble grooms and a 13‐year‐old sta­ble boy. In the evening, she told the friendly sta­ble grooms that she was sleep­ing up there and that if they wanted to visit her, she would be fine. So it hap­pened that the two men and the boy vis­ited her ev­ery evening. The boy just watched on the first evening, he had never fucked be­fore. But he was de­ter­mined to learn, he said, if she wanted to teach him. She let the men fuck her ev­ery evening and they left her alone with the boy, whose name was Paul. Paul still had a small boy’s cock, but he learned very quickly. She showed him ev­ery­thing that was im­por­tant for fuck­ing and he learned very quickly. They al­ways took 5 to 10 minute breaks, but he was able to fuck and cum five times ev­ery evening. Jou re­ally en­joyed his fuck­ing, he wasn’t as force­ful as the sta­ble men, he was more gen­tle like a girl and gripped her ass cheeks tightly only when he squirted. The 6 weeks flew by, one af­ter­noon Jean came to Paulette and picked up Jou. They walked an hour to her mother’s house, which Jou had al­ready no­ti­fied the day be­fore with a sta­ble groom on horse­back, he was back within half an hour. Jean laughed af­fec­tion­ately when she told him about the sta­ble grooms and lit­tle Paul.


The mother was over­joyed that she was back. It was a lit­tle awk­ward at first, but Jou broke through the awk­ward­ness and told her mother and Jean at din­ner that she was now go­ing to be Jean’s wife and that ev­ery­thing that had gone be­fore was now mean­ing­less. They pre­pared for the wed­ding to­gether, there were a thou­sand things to do. Jean had bor­rowed a horse from the lord­ship and of­ten spent hours on the road. He acted very se­cre­tive and only re­vealed that it was a sur­prise for the wed­ding. He kept an iron si­lence and re­vealed noth­ing. 


Fleur was her brides­maid, Jean had given her the travel ex­penses and a pretty dress. She slept next to them all week in her mother’s mar­i­tal bed. The wed­ding took place in the small chapel and Jou ex­plained to Fleur what the devil’s bell was all about and that one of the men who had re­built the chapel was her fa­ther. The chapel was full to burst­ing, some had to watch out­side. The sun shone all day, and that was a good omen. When the storm blew or when there was no wind, but also the rain was con­sid­ered a good omen for mar­riage. Di­vorces were un­known, if a woman was un­happy, she would run away with her lover. If a man was un­happy, there were plenty of beat­ings, or the woman drowned in the river. They went to the inn, where the keep­ers of three neigh­bour­ing inns and all the staff had pre­pared a feast for 170 guests, the whole vil­lage in fact. There was a typ­i­cal Bre­ton meal, huge pieces of roast meat, white bread, veg­eta­bles and buck­ets of the typ­i­cal thin beer. Peo­ple ate un­til the evening, drank un­til the bar­rels were empty and then the guests re­tired. Of course, many chil­dren were con­ceived that night, but that’s not our topic now.
 

Jean had bor­rowed a gig, a two‐seater car­riage from the lord­ship of the manor and took Jou for a ride, the mother and Fleur were al­ready walk­ing home. Jean stopped in front of the ‘Lord Jus­tice House’ and they got off. It was the for­mer home of a re­tired Eng­lish judge who had lived here for the last few years of his life. It was a large, sin­gle‐storey stone house and was in very good con­di­tion, as Jean had had it ren­o­vated in re­cent weeks. There was a very large mar­ble hall, 7 bed­rooms for chil­dren and guests, a huge bed­room for the own­ers, there were 4 Eng­lish flush toi­lets, which was still very rare 120 years ago, and 2 bath­rooms with bath and shower and 2 wash­basins each. There was no bidet, which was a French spe­cialty that the Eng­lish de­spised. It was only for whores who wanted to wash their pussy quickly and ef­fi­ciently be­tween two guests. In front of the house to the left and right was a space for herbs and veg­eta­bles, be­hind the house was a fenced‐in area of a good 2 thou­sand square me­ters.


Jou walked be­side Jean through the whole house in amaze­ment, she found a large kitchen and a large pantry. The whole house was empty, with­out fur­ni­ture and with­out a speck of dust, as Jean had hired a bunch of girls to clean it the day be­fore. The house was al­most stately, the Eng­lish Lord had not spared much. Jou stood in the mar­ble hall with her Jean and was open‐mouthed in amaze­ment. “What the hell is this!?” she ex­claimed, al­though she had a vague idea. 


“It’s your house, our house. Count Ar­mand paid for it, he fucked you on his desk for three years and I made him pay for it. We just have to ride to the no­tary in Brest next week and sign all the pa­pers to­gether, that’s the law.”


He said af­ter a while, “you still have to ar­range it to your lik­ing, there’s about 420 thou­sand Francs left, I’ll need about 180 to 200 for the sta­bles and the first horses.” Jou asked, what horses? “I’m go­ing to breed and sell horses, that’s my job.” Jou nod­ded, that was ob­vi­ous, and then said, “I still have 130 thou­sand from fa­ther and son, as well as 80 thou­sand in gold from the count and his id­iot of a son.” The fur­nish­ings wouldn’t cost that much, Jou said, and Jean re­minded her that she didn’t have to skimp or save, she should fur­nish the house finely, el­e­gantly or, if you like, lux­u­ri­ously. “Okay,” nod­ded Jou, “I’ll do my best.” They went out­side and sat down on a stone bench, the sun was shin­ing mag­nif­i­cently and that was con­sid­ered a good omen as we know.
 

“And maybe we’ll sell your mother’s poor, shabby hut and she’ll live with us,” said Jean, “she’ll live a bit bet­ter and also re­lieve you of the house­hold and the many chil­dren. And — per­haps Fleur will visit us more of­ten. I’d ap­pre­ci­ate it if you’d leave them to me, Juli­ette!”
 

“I’ve seen that you like fuck­ing Fleur and I think of her as a big sis­ter. We love each other very much, we’ve mas­tur­bated next to each other and with each other all these years. But my mother!?”


Jean scratched his head. “I’m not go­ing to ex­plain any fur­ther about the house­hold and the chil­dren. Your mother is a few years younger than Fleur, but like Fleur, she re­ally knows a thing or two about fuck­ing. We used to fuck so of­ten and so much, I can’t com­plain. She still looks very pretty to­day and I sus­pect she hasn’t for­got­ten how to fuck. The fact that she smells a bit strong is prob­a­bly be­cause she doesn’t have a bath or a shower. I re­ally, re­ally want them, Fleur and Pernille, your pretty mother.” Jean was silent, Jou was silent too. She was think­ing. 


“You men are so dif­fer­ent from us women. I only love you and I only want you to fuck, oth­ers will be few and far be­tween if we are sep­a­rated for too long. But you want to jump sev­eral mares, even I in­no­cent coun­try bump­kin have re­al­ized that. But I’m only afraid of los­ing you and your heart to some­one else, do you un­der­stand that?” Jou paused and couldn’t stop the tears from welling up in her eyes.


Jacques, the old horse, had come around the house, sniff­ing at Jean’s trousers and Jou’s bare legs. She lifted her dress up to her navel; Jacques shouldn’t drool all over it. He sniffed at her pu­bic hair and licked her pussy twice and three times with his rough tongue. “Ewww!” ex­claimed Jou, she wasn’t afraid of horses of course, but his tongue tick­led her. “You have a new ad­mirer,” grinned Jean, point­ing with his chin at Jacques’ cock. “Wow, it’s big!” Jou ex­claimed, but Jean waved it off. “It never gets com­pletely hard, even when he’s fuck­ing it stays half hard.” He told Jou about a widow in Remis‐des‐Anges who fucked her farm horse ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing, “Hon­estly, I’ve seen it my­self!” The stupid beast never thought of fuck­ing her. She had to fuck his soft cock her­self un­til he squirted.
 

Jou in­ter­rupted him be­cause she had thought of some­thing else. “Tell me, Jean, have you ever heard of women who are above a woman but be­low a man, a com­pletely nor­mal man?” Jean didn’t have to think long. “Yes, of course, they’re la­dy­boys. Ac­tu­ally men who grow real breasts us­ing some kind of herbs and whose char­ac­ter is or be­comes very fem­i­nine. They’re the most ex­pen­sive whores in Paris, but I can’t see any­thing de­sir­able with fuck­ing some­one in the ass­hole!” Jou had lis­tened in amaze­ment. “Have you ever fucked one?” she asked, un­able to hide the tremor in her voice. “No,” Jean replied, “but I’ve seen it once. The count, Ar­mand, some­times let me ride along to Paris as a ‘body­guard’, the road was full of high­way­men and the broth­els them­selves were not with­out dan­ger. “We’re both horse lovers,” said the count, “and we can trust each other and look out for each other. To­day I get a very spe­cial one, stay in the back­ground and watch my back, the brothel fa­ther is a very sneaky one and I don’t trust him.” We went into the brothel, I kept dis­creetly in the back­ground. The la­dy­boy came in, a re­ally sweet Asian girl. The count fucked her in the ass­hole and rubbed her cock at the same time. The girl squirted and soon af­ter­wards the count. In my opin­ion, the count only has a very small count, but he is very driven. — But why do you ask, my love?” Now she told him that she had seen a la­dy­boy at Ar­mand’s when she went out and that the count was fuck­ing her in the ass­hole. She had seen that very clearly and also the la­dy­boy’s big cock, which the count had just rubbed.
 

“Where were we?” Jou mused, “Oh yes, fuck­ing Fleur and my mother. And that I don’t want to lose you!” Jean nod­ded rather glumly. “It’s just that some­times we men want to fuck some­one else, but I’ll only ever love you! Al­ways! And look, with most women my cock doesn’t go all the way in, it’s fuck­ing with the brakes on. Hav­ing a big cock has some dis­ad­van­tages. Fleur, Pernille and you too in the mean­time, I can pen­e­trate re­ally deep and fuck to my heart’s con­tent, it’s re­ally a plea­sure!” Jean re­mained silent, wait­ing for Jou’s “okay”.
 

She didn’t an­swer straight away. “What have we been talk­ing about all this time? About horses, the pussies and fuck­ing sis­terly and moth­erly pussies. I’m def­i­nitely go­ing to start a big li­brary in our home with all the works about King Arthur, the knights in their shin­ing ar­mor, fight­ing with lance and sword in chival­rous com­bat for the fa­vor of a fair maiden …”
 

Jean sighed and shook his head. “The shin­ing ar­mor didn’t ex­ist un­til a thou­sand years later, the fair maiden only gave them a hand­ker­chief or let them kiss her fin­ger­tips. Only the mares or the sheep were avail­able for fuck­ing. So much for that.” Jou rolled his eyes, “We fi­nally had some­thing like a cul­ti­vated con­ver­sa­tion, but it quickly de­scended into fuck­ing. We still have a lot of work to do on that.”


“Speak­ing of fuck­ing, can you imag­ine that, Fleur and your mother?” Jean was very ea­ger to hear Jou’s an­swer. Jou knew the an­swer, but her heart ached. “I’ll sleep in the small room tonight, you can share the big bed with her and Fleur.” Tears welled up in her eyes, Jean took her face in both hands and kissed the tears away. “On the con­trary! Fleur will share the small bed with your mother, it’s our wed­ding night!”
 

Jou man­aged to smile again. “But be pre­pared for some­thing! I had to kiss a hun­dred women and just as many men to­day! Most of them grabbed my butt, but I smiled at them: ‘it’s all Jean’s now!” Jou smiled se­duc­tively and Jean kissed her.
 

They cel­e­brated Pernille’s 45th birth­day in the gar­den, Fleur was also there and the three chil­dren, the 6‐year‐old twins Adam and Eva and Ber­nice, who was a year younger, were play­ing in the grass. Pernille had moved in with them, she had helped Jou to fur­nish the house and took great care of her grand­chil­dren. Fleur stayed for 5 to 6 weeks ev­ery year, Madame Ma­jor­do­mus had been buried and now she was the Sun­day woman. She liked that, be­cause when she woke Count Ar­mand on Sun­day morn­ings, he had a nice big morn­ing wood, big­ger than af­ter break­fast on week­days. She rode him for half an hour with much more plea­sure than on the edge of the desk and trig­gered her or­gasm with her fin­ger af­ter he had cum. She had trained fat Gertrude as a sub­sti­tute and had schooled her for a few Sun­days, mak­ing sure the fat Dutch cook did ev­ery­thing right. She gave her 4 gold francs for ev­ery Sun­day when she went to Brit­tany.


Fleur slept with Pernille and the two of them fucked the hell out of each other. They were both en­dowed with strong les­bian urges. Fleur had of­ten se­duced Jou into les­bian love­mak­ing in Paris, but Jou wasn’t a les­bian at all. Fleur was also very dili­gent on va­ca­tion and used her nim­ble fin­gers to fur­nish and dec­o­rate the house even more. Once a week, she rode into town with Jou to buy new books.


Pernille gave the three chil­dren lessons four times a week, teach­ing them the writ­ten French lan­guage, na­ture and sci­ence lessons, read­ing, writ­ing and a bit of arith­metic. When the sun was shin­ing, she took the chil­dren down to the river­side where they bathed and splashed around with the neigh­bor­ing chil­dren. Of course, Pernille also went into the wa­ter naked, she loved the cool wa­ter. Of course, she showed the chil­dren her jew­els and ex­plained ev­ery­thing in de­tail. She smiled when 6‐year‐old Adam played with the neigh­bor’s daugh­ter, who was twice his age, and both the girl and Adam squealed with de­light. Of course he couldn’t squirt yet, but Pernille had pulled his cock out as he tri­umphantly fin­ished fuck­ing the big­ger girl, and lo and be­hold, Adam’s cock squirted a few drops! Just a few drops, but he squirted! It was an in­ter­est­ing dis­cov­ery, and Pernille was now start­ing the en­large­ment spell. She was not yet a true Wic­can, her mother had taught her a great deal be­fore she be­came preg­nant. She made the paste and rubbed it onto the lit­tle one’s cock. She sucked and licked the cock and mut­tered the old spells, she sucked and licked him, un­til some drops squirted in her mouth. But she wouldn’t let him play her fuck­ing, that would come later, when he could al­ready squirt, she put the boy off till later. His sis­ters paid close at­ten­tion to the cock lick­ing and mem­o­rized the long spells in the old lan­guage. 


Jou had in­sisted with­out wa­ver­ing af­ter the wed­ding that Jean sleep with her ev­ery night. Ev­ery night. She was adamant about it. She did, how­ever, smil­ingly al­low him to sneak over to Pernille or Fleur in the morn­ing and work off his morn­ing wood. She lay in bed smil­ing and lis­tened to Pernille’s soft cries, es­pe­cially as she could stroke her clit in peace. She had crept to the door a few times and watched the two of them fuck­ing. But when Fleur came to visit, she watched ea­gerly the two women fuck­ing. They rubbed their clits re­ally hard at first and lay on top of each other in a well prac­ticed way, fuck­ing each other’s souls out with clit‐on‐clit fuck­ing. It was an in­tox­i­cat­ing sight, as they were both very well prac­ticed at it.
 

10 years later Adam was 16, a very good horse groom and was a great help to Jean with the dozen horses. He had been al­lowed to fuck Pernille for 6 years now and she was very pleased, his cock was grow­ing beau­ti­fully and would soon ri­val Jean’s. Pernille knew that nei­ther Eva nor Ber­nice had a hy­men by birth  and had not yet had a pe­riod, yet she taught all three chil­dren the use of the lu­nar cal­en­dar. She of­ten saw Adam sneak­ing into the girls’ room at night and she could as­sume that he was fuck­ing his sis­ters, the guy, but she didn’t say a word. Adam had once gone into the mas­ter bed­room in the af­ter­noon and there was his mother Juli­ette sprawled naked on the bed, mas­tur­bat­ing. He cu­ri­ously lay down next to her and mounted her when she was al­ready far away. He fucked her thor­oughly and squirted right into her or­gasm. The or­gasm sub­sided, Jou came to her senses and read him the riot act. He must never do that again, she didn’t want it and it was cheat­ing on the fa­ther! He would never fuck her again. He was happy when Aunt Fleur came on va­ca­tion to them, the two women liked to be fucked by the strong boy and let him watch them make les­bian love.
 

No one could have guessed at the time that the First World War would soon break into their Bre­ton idyll.



● ● ●







In Bliz­zard


by Jack Faber © 2023




Lis hadn’t seen it com­ing. In­stinc­tively, she had thrown her head and her up­per body to the side, the fall­ing tree hit­ting her left side, crush­ing her left leg and pulling her un­der. She had fallen un­con­scious, the pain was so in­tense. 


She came to her senses. The huge tree held her in an iron grip, she could not free her­self. With great ef­fort, she man­aged to reach the bearskin cape and cov­ered her­self. It was in­sanely cold. She didn’t want to faint again, she had to stay awake be­cause Rik would come look­ing for her and then she could call out. The Bearslayer ri­fle lay less than two me­ters from her, just out of reach. She dozed, be­cause that was the only way she could bear the pain. Her life passed her by like a car­ni­val pa­rade as she dozed. 


Her fam­ily lived in Lou­i­si­ana on a huge plan­ta­tion around 1835. She had turned 14, her body had changed and they said she was a beau­ti­ful woman. No one said she was a beau­ti­ful child, but a beau­ti­ful woman. Even her fa­ther com­pli­mented her, but he was a ter­ri­ble wom­an­izer and his lewd ex­pres­sions made Lis blush. He fell drunk over the doorstep of her bed­room and stayed there un­til morn­ing. He grinned stupidly, it was of course the fault of the stupid doorstep and not of the sense­less drunk. Sure.


He never stum­bled over the doorstep again, he stepped up to her bed, pulled the protest­ing Lis’s night­gown over her head and lay down with his naked daugh­ter. He stroked her body, he ca­ressed ev­ery inch of her body, he ob­vi­ously knew ex­actly how and where to rub her prop­erly to get her hot. He seemed to know the se­cret she had been in­dulging in night af­ter night since early child­hood. He grinned ma­li­ciously and filthily when she shud­dered and twitched in or­gasm, and his com­ments were ob­scene, filthy and hu­mil­i­at­ing. She froze as he ad­justed her and pen­e­trated her. She winced as he bru­tally de­flow­ered her and tore her hy­men. He fucked her, groan­ing and moan­ing, grunt­ing filthy words that would have of­fended even a whore, and con­tin­ued to fuck her with­out stop­ping. He reared up and squirted in­side, jet af­ter jet. “There, you’re my wife now, you’re all mine!”


Lis en­dured it with quiet dig­nity. He came night af­ter night for four years, mas­tur­bat­ing her ev­ery time with a shabby grin to or­gasm and then fuck­ing her hard. He loved her ten­der, vir­ginal body and her shy look. She got preg­nant at 18 and he hated the way her belly bulged. She had never spo­ken a word to her fa­ther, but when he de­manded that she abort the child, she sim­ply said “No!” Even the old drunk re­al­ized that was the last word on the mat­ter. 


The some­what sim­ple‐minded mother had no idea that her hus­band was fuck­ing her daugh­ter night af­ter night and won­dered who the fa­ther might be. Lis re­mained stub­bornly silent, her mother was just a chat­ter­box who liked to dress fash­ion­ably. Only when the mother wanted to know whether she could marry the child’s fa­ther did she block the ques­tion. “He’s al­ready mar­ried, no chance!” Her mother left her alone. But she loved Lis in her su­per­fi­cial way and got her the two best mid­wives in the area. The la­bor be­fore birth tor­mented Lis for three hours, then she gave birth in a quar­ter of an hour. It was an easy birth, said the younger mid­wife. The older one took a close look at Lis’ cli­toris, squeezed it and fi­nally said to the younger one, that the mother had prob­a­bly been mas­tur­bat­ing since she was very young, that’s why! Now Lis woke up from her ex­haus­tion, “what is it!?” A per­fectly healthy baby boy and Lis took the freshly swad­dled baby to her breast. “His name is Jean‐Pierre,” she said to her mother.


Lis and her mother were busy with Jean‐Pierre all year round. The fa­ther was not par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested in his grand­son, he was much more pre­oc­cu­pied with the young, pretty Ne­gro girls. Since they were his slaves, he could do what­ever he wanted with them. He wanted to, of course. He brought them into the mar­riage bed, but his much too old wife would not be driven away. She sat sulk­ing in bed while he de­flow­ered and fucked the 13 and 14‐year‐old pretty Ne­gro girls next to her. The house was a mess and they shouted at each other al­most ev­ery night. Lis didn’t un­der­stand a word, as they were shout­ing at each other in Ger­man, as they were both from Ger­many.


The shout­ing got worse ev­ery day and one evening he threw his wife, his daugh­ter and her one‐year‐old child out of the house. He gave them half an hour to pack their things and leave. This was the sec­ond time Lis had spo­ken to her fa­ther. “He’s your son, Fritz. Do you re­ally want to throw him out of your house?” But Friedrich Korb had al­ready gone too far. He turned his back on her and left with­out a greet­ing. 


Lis, the mother and the lit­tle boy set off. They had to man­age their money, the mother was not used to hav­ing only three dresses, but Lis had taken the lead and spent the money very care­fully. They wan­dered from town to town along the Amer­i­can west coast north­wards for two years. Of­ten and of­ten Lis had to pay with her body and let her­self be fucked by hun­dreds of men with­out ever feel­ing any plea­sure. She had heard that ships full of women and chil­dren sailed from the city of Van­cou­ver to China. There was a great short­age of women in China and the Chi­nese were keen on white women. Lis got hold of cheap tick­ets and they took the new rail­road for the rest of the way to the small port city of Van­cou­ver.


They were lucky. They rented a cheap apart­ment with two rooms and Lis walked tire­lessly to the har­bor. Well, there were ac­tu­ally very few ships go­ing to China. One of the cap­tains squeezed out of the cor­ner of his mouth that she had to con­tact an agent in the port, it was the only way to get a pas­sage. She found an agent, as there were only two. The first re­fused, he didn’t ship women to the Chinks. They were true filthy bar­bar­ians and she was far too old for the Chi­nese at the age of 20! The sec­ond agent was oblig­ing, there were not many pas­sages to China, two per year only. But he wanted to do what he could. Lis let him take her de­tails, she was 21, her mother was 39 (she was fib­bing here, be­cause her mother was 42, al­most 43) and her son was 3. He took ev­ery­thing down at a leisurely pace, as he had plenty of time and no cus­tomers. He lis­tened to her whole life story, agreed with her about how ruth­less her fa­ther was. He lis­tened to her when she men­tioned that she hadn’t had a pe­riod since giv­ing birth, but the mid­wife had as­sured her that if she took up a reg­u­lar mar­ried life, it would come back. But she had only fucked some strangers very rarely in the years of mov­ing around, only when she ab­so­lutely had to. Lis blushed, she didn’t want to bore him with woman things. At some point he cal­cu­lated the costs for her. Lis turned pale. She didn’t have that much. 


Of course, the clever lad had found out while chat­ting how lit­tle money she had. It wasn’t enough for the pas­sage to China, of course, but he didn’t tell her that. He cal­cu­lated back and forth to im­press Lis. Of course, if he could re­move his agency fee, her money would be enough for the pas­sage. It was all a lie, but he didn’t want to miss out that the pretty girl. But the agency fee, the fine fel­low moaned, the agency fee! What good would it do him if he gave in to his soft heart and waived the fee? What would he gain, what!?  He gave Lis a long time, and waited un­til she made the pro­posal. He didn’t have to wait long. She could fuck him, Lis whis­pered with a bright red face, maybe! He con­tin­ued to pre­tend for a while, the fine fel­low, and they came to an agree­ment. She would let him fuck her twice a week, he agreed. For once. 


He laid Lis’ up­per body on the table­top, lifted her skirt and pen­e­trated her from be­hind. He didn’t have a big cock, Lis put her face on the table­top and closed her eyes. He fucked her for quite a long time, it wasn’t ex­cit­ing for her at all, but she was do­ing it for a good cause. So she came to him twice a week, he told her about the de­press­ing sit­u­a­tion at the mar­ket and then she let her­self be fucked in­dif­fer­ently. 


Our fine agent not only bro­kered ship pas­sages, no, he traded in ev­ery­thing, fruit and veg­eta­bles, shiploads of fish, land and houses. And women. Of course. Women were in short sup­ply here in the north and you could make a tidy profit. The Nor­we­gian Rag­nar, for ex­am­ple, was a suc­cess­ful trap­per and fur hunter. He had sent for his son Erik and his wife Gundi from Nor­way, they should have ar­rived long ago. 


But the God­desses of Fate re­fused to be messed with, they had other plans for Gundi and Rik and now the lit­tle hu­mans took fate into their own hands and trav­eled to Amer­ica! The God­desses of Fate were re­ally an­gry. Gundi fell ill on the pas­sage, Rik dragged her sick mother on the train from New York to Chicago, from where they trav­eled with a windy, talk­a­tive Spaniard on a horse‐drawn cart to the other train line that led to Van­cou­ver. But Gundi died af­ter just one week and the God­desses of Fate spat into their hands with a grin, the thread had to be spun finely. 


The Spaniard tried to dig a grave with Rik, but the ground was frozen rock hard and the shovel broke in pieces. Rik sat down by the camp­fire and thought. The Spaniard jumped up and down, bury­ing such a beau­ti­ful young woman while she was still warm! He un­dressed the dead Gundi and fucked her. Yes, he fucked her, they had been trav­el­ing for a week and her body was still warm! He fucked Gundi a sec­ond time and af­ter a while a third time. Aaah, that felt good! He sat down by the camp­fire with Rik. Rik had fin­ished think­ing and stood up. He grabbed the Spaniard by the throat and smashed his skull in with a sin­gle fist­punch. He sim­ply left the Spaniard ly­ing there for the wolves. He cov­ered Gundi with many stones and stuck a T‐shaped branch on top, a sign for Thor, her fa­vorite God. Then he drove the horse‐drawn cart to the train sta­tion, posted a tele­gram to Rag­nar and boarded the train. He was al­ready five weeks late and would be in Van­cou­ver in about 6 or 7 days. 


In the mean­time, the clever agent had set Lis and Rag­nar up, and of course Rag­nar wanted to buy the pretty thing for Rik, as he would have Gundi. Rag­nar didn’t speak Eng­lish well and Lis didn’t speak Nor­we­gian. The agent made it clear to Lis that the prices for the China pas­sage had risen as­tro­nom­i­cally. It would be wiser to go with Rag­nar, he was a rich man, he had four bags of gold pieces on his belt and he wanted to marry Lis. Lis looked at Rag­nar care­fully. He was a mus­cu­lar gi­ant, the 40‐year‐old ac­tu­ally looked quite hand­some in his bearskin. Rag­nar had just re­ceived the tele­gram from Rik about the de­layed land­ing in New York, Gundi was ill, they were tak­ing the train to Chicago. Rag­nar left Lis in the dark about get­ting mar­ried, but he wanted to go with her and wait for his son, he didn’t men­tion Gundi. The sly agent took the 5 gold pieces for the match­mak­ing and Rag­nar fol­lowed Lis. 


So he couldn’t take the three‐year‐old into the wilder­ness of Canada, that would be mur­der, Rag­nar said. The lit­tle one had to stay there, to­gether with the old woman, he said. He could only take Lis with him for the time be­ing; she should have a look at his beau­ti­ful, large cabin in the woods and then de­cide whether to bring the two of them along a year later. Then they would take care of the mar­riage at the same time. Rag­nar didn’t lie to her, Rik would cer­tainly be happy to take her. Lis cried bit­terly, leav­ing the lit­tle one with his mother for a year was very hard. But she had lis­tened care­fully to Rag­nar, the wilder­ness was no walk in the park, but he earned a lot from the furs and pelts. He showed her all the gold he had earned in half a year and had al­ready spent a hand­ful. Lis had not fallen on her head, with so much money they could all live like princes. She knew what she was let­ting her­self in for.
 She wanted to spend the last days and weeks with Jean‐Pierre, she wanted to sleep with the lit­tle one in the small bed, Rag­nar in the big bed. He was not dis­pleased, the old woman was his age and still looked quite good, and he would soon find out if she was good to fuck too. Lis clutched her son and couldn’t fall asleep, Rag­nar nois­ily fucked her mother, who groaned and moaned with lust. The poor woman hadn’t fucked at all in the last few years, be­cause when it was nec­es­sary, Lis al­ways had to hold out her pussy. Her mother had mas­tur­bated very of­ten dur­ing this time of ab­sti­nence, she had pressed her body against Lis and hugged her fiercely when she or­gasmed. Lis didn’t think it was im­proper, be­cause her poor mother missed the phys­i­cal con­tact and the sex much more than she did. 


At dawn, Rag­nar un­cov­ered her mother, lifted one of her legs high and pen­e­trated her from be­hind with his morn­ing wood. Lis got all fuzzy watch­ing him and rubbed her clit se­cretly. The mother moaned and groaned in or­gasm and Rag­nar only squirted af­ter her sec­ond or­gasm, then he went to piss and the mother fixed break­fast. Her mother was in a bet­ter mood than she had been for years. She whis­pered in Lis’s ear that she had fi­nally had an­other wet night af­ter three dry years! If Lis didn’t want to marry him, she would take the strong Viking straight away! They had to wait 6 weeks un­til Rik fi­nally ar­rived. Rag­nar fucked her mother vig­or­ously and en­thu­si­as­ti­cally ev­ery night and ev­ery morn­ing. She was re­ally good to fuck, he said al­most daily at din­ner with a friendly smile and the mother blushed like a young girl. 


Then came Rik. He was a man of two Me­ters like his fa­ther, mus­cu­lar and a hand­some gi­ant. He told Rag­nar ev­ery­thing and Lis, the mother and Jean‐Pierre lis­tened to the strange sounds. The mother seemed to un­der­stand a few words and trans­lated them for Lis. Rik firmly re­fused to take Lis as his wife. He stub­bornly main­tained that his fa­ther had to have the wife first, as Gundi was no more. That was his last word, he made it clear. Rag­nar agreed at last, that was fair. When Rik told them about the Spaniard, his mother was left breath­less, it was out­ra­geous. Both, that the guy was fuck­ing the dead woman and that Rik had smashed his head. But Rag­nar nod­ded, he’d done a good job, the guy de­served it. Lis gulped at how eas­ily and nat­u­rally the Nor­we­gians talked about it. Rik slept on the floor next to her mother’s bed, fuck­ing her mother af­ter his fa­ther both at night and in the morn­ing. The mother was float­ing on air, never be­fore had she been fucked four times a day by the strong man and his equally strong son, it was pure joy! They stayed an­other 10 days and or­ga­nized ev­ery­thing for the trip. Rag­nar had bought a thick fur coat for Lis and Rik had bought a bear­killer, a long, large‐cal­iber ri­fle that could fire five shots in suc­ces­sion from a mag­a­zine, a lever‐ac­tion ri­fle. If you hadn’t fin­ished off a bear with five bul­lets, you had to run like the devil was be­hind you, Rag­nar said to Lis with a smile. 


On the last morn­ing, the Nor­we­gians fucked her mother for the last time in a row and they said good­bye. Lis had to lit­er­ally tear her­self away from the lit­tle one, then she ran af­ter the men. They went three days north by ship with two pack mules and Lis re­al­ized grate­fully how well the fur coat warmed her. Then they walked in­land to the north‐east. Three days later they ar­rived at a hut and Rag­nar looked anx­iously at the sky. “A bliz­zard, maybe tonight or to­mor­row!” 


Rik ran to the hut, but no one was there. He pushed open the door and be­gan to un­load the don­keys. Rag­nar called him loudly. Rik and Lis ran to him. He had found the owner of the hut. The man — prob­a­bly a man, but one could only guess — so the man lay be­hind the hut. He had been mur­dered. The knife was deep in his back, or what the wolves and foxes had left of him. His throat had been slit, Rag­nar said, af­ter he had ex­am­ined the man ex­pertly. Rag­nar pulled out the knife, then the men took the body a short dis­tance away and cov­ered it with stones.


Rik cleaned the knife with a rag; it was an ex­cel­lent hunt­ing knife, ra­zor­sharp with a beau­ti­fully gilded and dec­o­rated hand guard. “The French back home in Lou­i­si­ana have ones like this,” Lis said. Rik said it was too good to throw away. Rag­nar nod­ded, he would make a sheath out of rab­bit fur. Lis was very sur­prised, “Rab­bits, here!?” Rik laughed. Rag­nar was the only one who caught hares with his bare hand! Rag­nar said they should check the freezer in the floor, he was go­ing hare hunt­ing, there would be roast hare for din­ner. 


Lis fol­lowed Rik into the house, they found the hole in the floor. Rik looked in­side, there was a whole load of veni­son legs stored there. He said she must lean in the hole, he would hold her by the legs and she could count the pieces. So she did, hang­ing up­side down and count­ing. 32. Her skirt tum­bled with the force of grav­ity and she felt Rik slide his cock along her bare thighs. She sighed, it had been nine weeks since she had let the agent fuck her. She soft­ened her pussy, of course she wanted to be fucked. Rik pen­e­trated in­fin­itely slowly and con­sid­er­ately. What a mas­sive cock! He im­me­di­ately pulled it out again, only the first jet had squirted in. He pushed his cock into her ass crease and fucked quickly, squirt­ing it all into her ass crease. He stopped and she looked back­wards. He rubbed his cock with his paw and squirted on the in­side wall of the cool­ing hole. He shook his head, “Lis is for Rag­nar, re­mem­ber!” She couldn’t make sense of it, but she nod­ded and smiled kindly at him, “I won’t tell Rag­nar, okay?” Rik nod­ded and went out­side, bring­ing in an arm­ful of logs. “Be­cause of the Bliz­zard,” he said, bring­ing all the logs into the liv­ing area. She cleaned up the cook­ing area and the food sup­plies, clear­ing away the small, un­us­able sleep­ing area of the un­for­tu­nate pre­vi­ous owner so Rik could stack the logs there. She found two large furs stitched to­gether and was about to throw them in the cor­ner when Rik told her to put them in front of the fire­place as they would sleep there. A bliz­zard could last a day or a week. The light drift­ing snow had turned into a heavy snow­fall. Rik climbed into the cool­ing hole, he brought out 8 small bar­rels of brandy and two empty kegs. “For pee and poo,” he said, look­ing for two more lids. He leaned a shovel next to the door, went to the back to check on the pack mules, moved the bar­rel of rain­wa­ter and the well‐filled free trough in front of the an­i­mals. He found some slats and fas­tened them so that the don­keys were some­what pro­tected. He looked up at the sky. “Rag­nar should be here soon,” he said to Lis, “the bliz­zard is com­ing in an hour!” Lis no­ticed his un­ease, she said noth­ing. A hys­ter­i­cal woman was the last thing he needed right now. She had watched them build fires over the last few days and was mak­ing a fire in the fire­place. Rik had fetched an­other empty bar­rel and filled it with wa­ter in the river. “For cof­fee or wash­ing,” was his com­ment. The hut was now full to burst­ing, they had at least two months’ worth of sup­plies. Rag­nar ap­peared in the thick snow­fall, hold­ing three rab­bits by their ears and grin­ning with sat­is­fac­tion. He tossed the rab­bits to Rik, then took off his heavy robe. “The bliz­zard’s com­ing in ten min­utes,” he said, “you can’t see the end of the clouds, so it’ll last longer than a day.”


They had eaten the three rab­bits, the men had drunk a cup of brandy, Lis had only sipped, for she never wanted to be­come a drinker like her fa­ther, and they had gone to sleep. She had spread out one of the large furs in front of the fire­place and they lay down naked and cov­ered them­selves with the sec­ond fur. The fire was burn­ing, but it wasn’t re­ally warm, the storm was rag­ing out­side. Lis lay be­tween them and they moved close to­gether to keep each other warm. 


Rag­nar was about to fuck and Lis nod­ded, okay then! He laid her on her side with her back and ass fac­ing him. She shiv­ered pleas­antly as his fin­gers stroked her in all the right places. He lifted one of her legs, spread her ass cheeks wide and pen­e­trated her pussy very care­fully and con­sid­er­ately. “Is that okay?” he mum­bled and she nod­ded. “It’s re­ally fine!” she breathed. His cock was big, but she still had the feel­ing of Rik’s cock in­side her pussy, and Rik’s was big­ger, thicker. Rag­nar fucked slowly and with ob­vi­ous plea­sure and stopped. He grabbed her hand and placed it on her pussy. “You can rub your­self if you like it!” he mur­mured and she nod­ded again. Rik took her head and placed her face on his chest. Now she lay com­fort­ably warm be­tween and on top of the two men, she gen­tly stroked her clit and Rag­nar con­tin­ued to fuck her in his own way. It wasn’t long be­fore she trem­bled in or­gasm and her lips pinched Rik’s nip­ple. She ex­haled and now Rag­nar squirted, spurt­ing jet af­ter jet. His cock was still in­side her when she heard him breathe deeply and fall asleep.


She no­ticed that Rik was rub­bing his cock. Her hand felt down. He stopped and his other hand placed hers on top of his rub­bing hand. He con­tin­ued rub­bing, with her hand on the back of his hand. He mas­tur­bated for quite a long time, then he squirted on his stom­ach and a few jets splashed on her face. She wiped it off and re­mained ly­ing with her face on his chest. Grad­u­ally, they fell asleep.
 The bliz­zard raged around the hut, some­times you could hear a don­key bray­ing. They stayed on the furs on the ground for most of the day. Rik shim­mied down and brought up a leg of veni­son. It was slowly roasted and Rag­nar worked on a hare skin. Lis was amazed at the skill with which he turned it into a sheath for the French hunt­ing knife. There seemed to be no dis­cus­sion about Rik keep­ing the beau­ti­ful hunt­ing knife. Rag­nar and he took turns wrap­ping a bearskin around their naked bod­ies and walked once around the cabin. They checked whether the storm had caused any dam­age and stopped for a mo­ment to talk to the don­keys. They were full of panic, the poor crea­tures. Af­ter some min­utes, the tour was over and they warmed them­selves by the fire. They ate a whole hind leg of a veni­son ev­ery day, chewed the in­de­struc­tible dried bread and drank brandy. Lis made a cof­fee, she didn’t want the brandy.


The bliz­zard didn’t let up for a mo­ment. By now the snow was piled up as high as a man around the hut, and while one of them did the pa­trol around the hut, the other shov­eled away enough snow in front of the door and the front win­dows so that they weren’t com­pletely snowed in. Lis was glad that the North­men knew ex­actly how to deal with the bliz­zard. 


The bliz­zard lasted 16 days. Rag­nar fucked her ev­ery night and ev­ery morn­ing. When Rik mas­tur­bated at night, she put her hand on his and they stroked his cock to­gether. It was the fourth or fifth night. Rik stopped mas­tur­bat­ing and grabbed Lis, lifted her up and made her sit on top of him. 


“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked and he nod­ded.


“And Rag­nar?” she asked, not know­ing if the two men had an agree­ment. 


“I’m sure it’s all right,” he whis­pered, “when Rag­nar was out ear­lier, I fucked Gundi in­stead of him, and Gundi was his wife and my mother.” Lis thought for a mo­ment, then said “Okay, you can fuck me!” Lis grabbed his cock and in­serted it into her pussy. What a great cock! She knelt to the left and right of Rik, he thrust from be­low, pow­er­ful and strong. It made her hot, she gasped and panted. She clawed her fin­gers into the fur and her fin­ger twitched, want­ing to rub the clit. But it wasn’t nec­es­sary, she sank onto his chest, trem­bling in or­gasm. She re­mained ly­ing on top of him, ex­hausted, and he con­tin­ued to fuck her for a very long time, un­til he squirted pow­er­fully. She kissed him on the lips and taught him to kiss with his tongue in the French Louisianan way. Rag­nar re­fused french kiss­ing, he had never done it.


Lis asked Rik what it was like with Gundi. Rik had al­ways slept with his par­ents, he watched their fuck­ing very closely. When the child be­came a boy, Gundi waited un­til Rag­nar had fallen asleep and then Rik was al­lowed to fuck her. He learned quickly and prac­ticed with her ev­ery night. When girl­friends came to visit, Rik was al­lowed to sleep with the guest and he fucked them all un­til they were ex­hausted. He also lay with the vis­it­ing cou­ples. Of course, he had to wait un­til the vis­i­tors had fin­ished fuck­ing and the man had fallen asleep, then he went down on the woman. Very few of them were ready to fuck straight away, Rik had to heat up their lit­tle knobs first. Most of them let him do it un­til she had an or­gasm and were so re­laxed and tired af­ter­wards that they didn’t re­sist the fuck­ing. Gundi was very pleased with her son, he got to know so many girls and women and learned to re­spond to the pe­cu­liar­i­ties of each one. Lis lis­tened at­ten­tively, be­cause this re­ally was a dif­fer­ent world Rik was talk­ing about. 


Day af­ter day, they kept to the rou­tine of roast­ing a leg of veni­son over the fire. They ate with the piece of meat in one hand and a sharp knife in the other, with which they cut small pieces and put them in their mouths. In the evening, Rag­nar fucked her first and she rubbed her cli­toris. At night she climbed on top of Rik and let him fuck her from be­low. In the morn­ing she had to take care of Rag­nar’s morn­ing wood be­fore get­ting up. It was re­ally won­der­ful to be fucked from be­hind, one leg high in the air, while half asleep. 


On the 11th day, both don­keys were frozen to death. Rag­nar and Rik de­bated in Nor­we­gian un­til Lis asked to speak Eng­lish. They were pretty screwed, be­cause with­out the don­keys they would have to walk the 10 days there and 10 days back at least twice, fully packed. It was ex­as­per­at­ing. Lis thought they would have to wait for the bliz­zard to end and then see. She didn’t say so, but that’s ex­actly what hap­pened. The bliz­zard was gone from one minute to the next, the sun blazed down and af­ter three days all the snow was gone.
 

Rag­nar and Rik went ex­plor­ing to­gether and sep­a­rately for a week, Lis stayed in the cabin and locked the door when wolves ap­proached. They lurked for an hour a hun­dred me­ters out­side the hut and dis­ap­peared silently. The men had found pa­per and pen­cil in the hut and drew maps of the area, mark­ing spe­cial places. By the third day, they were fin­ished and agreed on the de­tails. Lis sat down at the small ta­ble and made two copies so that ev­ery­one had a map. They de­cided to stay here for the win­ter, there was a lot of game around. They would stay here for the win­ter and per­haps go to Rag­nar’s hut in the spring. The men took turns tak­ing Lis with them on their hunt­ing trips, she learned very quickly and was very skilled. She learned to gut an­i­mals and cut out the best pieces. The hide of some of the an­i­mals was valu­able and they took it with them. 


Au­tumn had come and Lis set off with Rag­nar. It was bear coun­try, he said, but you didn’t go bear hunt­ing with­out don­keys or pack­horses be­cause of the weight. He set up their camp for the night and made a camp­fire. He heard some­thing and they held their breath. Rag­nar put the bearslayer ri­fle in her hand, telling her to stay close to the fire and only fire the gun in self‐de­fense. He hol­stered his re­volver, took his car­tridge pouch and hunt­ing knife and dis­ap­peared silently. Lis waited be­side the camp­fire, keep­ing her eyes and ears open. She didn’t know how much time had passed when the crack of a twig snapped her out of her doze. She held her breath and lis­tened. Some­thing rus­tled in the bushes, she saw a bear’s fur and fired the bearslayer right at the bear’s pelt. There was a loud scream and Rag­nar stag­gered to­wards the camp­fire and fell length­ways. Lis screamed and turned the heavy man over. She had hit him in the chest. She pressed a hand to his chest and the bleed­ing stopped. He said with an ef­fort, “Three shots, Rik…” and Rag­nar was dead. She felt his neck, no pulse. She stared weep­ing into his eyes, which looked far into the fu­ture. She fired three shots in suc­ces­sion and reloaded the ri­fle. She heard three shots from a dis­tance, Rik had heard hers. She now fired a shot ev­ery 10 min­utes to let him know where she was. He re­sponded with a shot. She only fired ev­ery half hours, his shot sounded closer. Two hours later, he emerged, tak­ing the morn­ing sun with him.


He im­me­di­ately saw what had hap­pened. He rekin­dled the fire and sat her there, she was com­pletely cold and frozen through. He put Rag­nar’s bearskin around her shoul­ders and made her take a few sips of brandy from Rag­nar’s drink­ing flask. He forced her to drink to make her warmer. She told him in a mono­tone voice what had hap­pened. He said that the only way to ap­proach a camp­fire was to break a twig and rus­tle. She stared at him in be­wil­der­ment, she had heard it, but she did not know this cus­tom. She had seen the bears fur and had shot im­me­di­ately in panic. Rik nod­ded. “You were in a bear’s ter­ri­tory, Rag­nar had told you to shoot in self‐de­fense. You saw a bear and shot im­me­di­ately. You are not to blame!” For Rik, the mat­ter was set­tled, he made her a strong cof­fee and poured brandy into it. He looked for stones in the area and cov­ered Rag­nar with them. He formed a large T from two twigs and stuck it into the grave­stones. Rag­nar also wor­shipped Thor, the God of Thun­der. Lis stood next to him as Rik raised both hands to the sky and sang a long song in his lan­guage. They set off and ar­rived at their hut be­fore sun­set. 


Lis sat in front of the fire­place for five days, not eat­ing, drink­ing or sleep­ing, but star­ing silently into the flames. Rik put a blan­ket around her shoul­ders and didn’t bother her, she wouldn’t an­swer any­way. 


On the sixth day, ev­ery­thing was back to nor­mal. Lis had made cof­fee and im­proved them both with a shot of brandy. They talked and talked again about the ac­ci­dent with Rag­nar. Rik said again that it wasn’t her fault. She asked him if he could for­give her for shoot­ing his fa­ther by mis­take. She was not to blame, he re­peated, she was in­no­cent. Then they dis­cussed the new sit­u­a­tion. He didn’t know ex­actly where Rag­nar’s hut was, he only knew that it was still ten days away. There was lit­tle point in set­ting off with­out fur­ther in­for­ma­tion. The best thing to do was to spend the win­ter in this cabin and re­turn to Van­cou­ver next year. Lis was home­sick for lit­tle Jean‐Pierre, but she was look­ing for­ward to see­ing him again next year. 


Lis went up to Rag­nar’s grave about once a month, usu­ally ac­com­pa­nied by Rik, to ar­range the stones and lay down some flow­ers. It did her good to talk silently to Rag­nar or his God Thor for a while. Rik had told her all about Thor and the fam­ily of Gods and she soon found her bear­ings. She could even smile again, “Your world of Gods is a lot like King Arthur’s court!” She had of­ten read the leg­end in her youth and could now tell Rik about it. Just like in Rik’s world of the Gods, peo­ple fucked pretty wildly in Arthur’s court. Lis al­ways went hunt­ing or trap­ping with Rik. She learned very quickly which an­i­mals were more suit­able for eat­ing and which were hunted for their fur. 


They lay in each other’s arms ev­ery night, and Lis re­ally liked the way Rik fucked her, as well as the still‐sleepy fuck­ing with his morn­ing wood. She of­ten thought to her­self how lucky she was, be­cause Rik was by far the best man she had ever fucked. On the long, cold win­ter nights, they of­ten lay snug­gled to­gether un­der the fur and told each other about their pre­vi­ous sex­ual ad­ven­tures. That was usu­ally the best way to get in the mood be­fore fuck­ing. Lis lis­tened with fas­ci­na­tion to the nat­u­ral­ness with which the Nordic women dealt with fuck­ing. The cus­toms and ideas of the con­ti­nent were also spread­ing in the north. They tried to in­still the con­cept of mar­i­tal fi­delity and sex­ual pos­ses­sion in peo­ple. Grad­u­ally, peo­ple only fucked oth­ers in se­cret. This helped the pop­u­la­tion grow. 


Rik now usu­ally went hunt­ing alone, in win­ter it was par­tic­u­larly im­por­tant to be in­vis­i­ble. Lis usu­ally stayed at home, the snow was not her thing. But spring came and now she also went hunt­ing alone, es­pe­cially for red deer. She was able to trig­ger the good parts of the deer and re­turn home with a full ruck­sack. 


And now, com­pletely un­ex­pect­edly and as if out of nowhere, the huge tree came crash­ing down and buried her un­der it.


She kept wak­ing up from her faint. She turned her head to the side and saw him im­me­di­ately. It was a large, beau­ti­ful wolf stand­ing on a small hill 30 me­ters away. Lis was sur­prised that he was alone. It was the first wolf she’d seen up close; un­til now she’d only seen packs from a dis­tance. The wolves came within 200 or 300 me­ters of the hut, but they were ob­vi­ously not in­ter­ested in hu­mans. Now she looked at the wolf. It was quite large and had light‐col­ored fur with gray and yel­low­ish patches. It had strik­ing black paws.


The wolf ap­proached cau­tiously as she moved. He came closer very slowly and over‐cau­tiously. They stared at each other. Lis, to her as­ton­ish­ment, was not afraid, not scared at all. He lay down 10 me­ters away, put his head, his snout on his front legs and stared at her un­blink­ingly. 


He squirted his ears as Lis be­gan to speak to him. She didn’t know why she was do­ing it her­self, was it the hours of des­per­ate lone­li­ness or the mem­ory of the dogs in the plan­ta­tion? She knew how to talk to dogs, but to a wolf? She did it quite sim­ply. She put all her warmth and kind­ness into her voice. The wolf was ob­vi­ously lis­ten­ing, he re­mained crouched on the ground, but he crept closer and closer. He came within 5 me­ters. It was a very strange en­counter, the wolf, ready to bolt at any mo­ment and cu­ri­ous as to why she wasn’t mov­ing. 


She took a deep breath as he stood up very slowly and came closer. She closed her eyes as he sniffed her face. She could feel his hot breath, he sniffed her from top to bot­tom. Blood had trick­led down her thighs and pussy from her bro­ken arm. He gen­tly licked at the blood, but she didn’t protest. He licked the blood from her thighs and she gig­gled softly as he licked her pussy clean with his rough tongue. She told him that if she got free, he could lick her pussy as much as he wanted. He jumped over the tree and licked the blood from her bruised leg. Did he un­der­stand that she was trapped? Did he un­der­stand that she des­per­ately needed help? She spoke ur­gently to him, he came back and licked her face a few times. He seemed to con­sider, then lay down right in front of her face, just inches away. Lis was grate­ful that he was so close and fell asleep. 


She woke up when he licked her face again. She could feel how ex­hausted she was, how close to death she was. She hadn’t been able to move her healthy arm for hours, but she could feel the cold eat­ing away at her arm. The wolf sud­denly looked up, he had seen or heard some­thing. But it was noth­ing that would have wor­ried him. He stared into his friend’s eyes, per­haps know­ing that she was dy­ing. Though he kept lick­ing her face, she slept away, she caught sight of Rag­nar’s out­line in the tree­tops and ran to­wards him, fly­ing lightly like a bal­let dancer to­wards the dear man she had caused so much pain to. 


The wolf stood up and paced back and forth rest­lessly. No, he wasn’t rest­less, he was look­ing for Lis’ scent. He fol­lowed his nose, run­ning faster and faster through the night for­est, fol­low­ing the paths that only hu­mans usu­ally fol­lowed, run­ning and run­ning. He reached the hut at dawn. He knew im­me­di­ately that she had left here. He smelled an­other hu­man and lay in wait 50 me­ters from the hut.
 

Rik had been wait­ing for Lis, lis­ten­ing to see if he heard the bang of the bearslayer, or three as a call for help. Noth­ing. For three days and two nights he never slept for more than 5 min­utes, he walked all the trails he knew for three days and two nights. He was at Rag­nar’s grave in the morn­ings and af­ter­noons, he just mut­tered a short spell for his fa­ther and ran off again. On the third night, he ate quickly in the hut, stand­ing up. He had heard some­thing, took the small ri­fle and qui­etly stepped out of the hut. He spot­ted the wolf im­me­di­ately. It was very un­usual for the wolves to come so close to the hut. It was also very un­usual that this wolf was alone. And quite un­usual was the way the wolf was ly­ing there. Stretched out on its belly, head and snout on its forelegs, the wolf was look­ing straight at him. Rik put the ri­fle on, he only had one shot, and it had to be right, be­cause he had to go into the hut to reload. 


Rik aimed ac­cu­rately. The bul­let would hit right be­tween the wolf’s eyes, dev­as­tat­ingly so. He couldn’t take his eyes off the wolf, there was some­thing mag­i­cal about him. He low­ered the ri­fle. The wolf stood up. It raised its head to the sky and sang. Rik had only ever heard wolves howl, an eerie, ter­ri­fy­ing howl. He had heard a few times that wolves could sing, but had dis­missed it. When the trap­pers had had booze enough, they even told of mer­maids in the St. Lawrence River. He lis­tened, it wasn’t howl­ing, it was singing. The wolf sang one verse af­ter an­other. The last note faded, the wolf turned to the for­est, took a few quick steps and stopped, look­ing back at Rik. He re­peated it again, look­ing back at Rik. 


Rik broke free from his stu­por. He didn’t care if peo­ple would think he was crazy, but the wolf’s mes­sage was clear. Fol­low me! Rik ran into the hut, poured wa­ter on the fire, pulled the ruck­sack off the hook, slung the ri­fle on and ran to­wards the wolf. The wolf ran ahead quickly and stopped. Rik ran af­ter him, al­ter­nat­ing be­tween gal­lop­ing and trot­ting like the rangers to con­serve his strength. The wolf let him get within 100 me­ters and then ran on. Rik knew the area, Lis had been here of­ten. Of course, he had al­ready run the route three times with­out find­ing her. They ran for a good two hours, it was still Lis’ ter­ri­tory, he had been here three times be­fore! He had se­ri­ous doubts, where was the wolf lead­ing him? To his pack, to some fra­grant car­rion or into an abyss!?


The wolf had stopped and let Rik get within 25 me­ters. He ran and slid down a slope. Here they left the path, head­ing cross‐coun­try. At the foot of the slope, he picked up his ri­fle and hunt­ing knife, ready for sur­prises. The wolf stopped af­ter 200 me­ters and lay down on the ground. He let Rik get within 5 me­ters. Rik had never been so close to a wolf be­fore, he paid at­ten­tion to the wolf and looked around. He could see noth­ing of in­ter­est. The wolf stood up leisurely and sang again for a few sec­onds. He looked to Rik as if to say, “What are you wait­ing for, hu­man?” Rik strained his eyes, see­ing noth­ing. Noth­ing at all. 


The wolf was cer­tainly smarter than he was. He shook his fur and walked very slowly through the bushes, down an­other small slope. Rik stayed by his side and could have pet­ted him, he was so close. The wolf stopped and looked up at him. “Yeah, you still don’t see it, hu­man?” he seemed to say. The wolf walked around a fallen log and lay down on the ground. Rik stepped up be­side his guide and saw her im­me­di­ately. The wolf had laid down in front of Lis’ face, lick­ing her face and singing a short verse. Rik went to his knees, re­al­iz­ing at first glance that she was dead, one leg pinned un­der the tree trunk. He touched her cheeks, her neck, her face. She had been dead for hours. Rik sat down be­side her in de­spair. He mourned her, she was a good part­ner, a good hunt­ing com­pan­ion and a won­der­ful woman who had given him many sweet hours. They had lived to­gether like man and wife for more than half a year; the 22‐year‐old had never been with a woman for so long.


He didn’t let the im­mense lone­li­ness over­whelm him. “We have to give her a proper burial, big guy,” he said to the wolf. He didn’t want to bend the bearslayer’s bar­rel, so he felled a tree a good arm‐thick with his hunt­ing knife and cut it to size. This served as a lever and af­ter a few at­tempts he was able to move the tree trunk enough to free Lis’ leg. He laid her in the clear­ing and piled boul­ders and stones over her for hours. Even a bear couldn’t get to her! 


He didn’t know who Lis’s de­ity was, so he rammed three straight branches into the stones, the sign of Freya, the God­dess of Love. He raised both hands to the sky and sang her life, the rape by her own fa­ther, the hu­mil­i­at­ing fuck­ing on the odyssey to Van­cou­ver, the hu­mil­i­a­tion and de­ceit­ful fuck­ing with the agent, her beau­ti­ful time with Rag­nar and him here in the wilder­ness. He sang with all his might that she was not to blame for Rag­nar’s death and that the gods knew the truth about it. He sang that he would see to it that her mother and the lit­tle one were well cared for. He sang that this was the hon­or­able life of Eliz­a­beth of Lou­i­si­ana and that heaven would record it as a mes­sage in the book of hon­or­able women. He sang the praises of Freya last, and sank on his knees at the end. He looked around, but the wolf was no longer there.
 

He walked back to the cot­tage deep in thought, pon­der­ing how Lis had come across the wolf, how lam­b­like the wolf had been with Lis, and how he should as­sess the strange ad­ven­ture with the wolf. He def­i­nitely knew it hadn’t been a dream. Maybe no­body would beleive him, that a wolf had led him to his dead wife.


Rik stayed in the hut well into the sum­mer, car­ry­ing a man‐sized pack full of furs and pelts that earned him four sacks of gold. He stayed eight months over the win­ter with Lis’ mother and Jean—Pierre, who no longer thought of Lis of­ten, as he was still far too young. The mother mourned the loss of her only child hon­estly, but en­joyed fuck­ing the loin‐strong North­man night af­ter night. Rik of­ten rode to a neigh­bor­ing In­dian reser­va­tion be­cause he had made friends with the chief. There he fell in love with a young, quiet In­dian woman who also loved him very much and moved into his hut in the wilder­ness with him.


Rag­nar and Lis stood on a cloud and looked at their chil­dren. Rag­nar was pleased that Rik had found a good wife, was very suc­cess­ful at hunt­ing and sell­ing furs. He would soon give up the stren­u­ous hunt and buy a big house in Van­cou­ver with his In­dian wife and 3 chil­dren and make a nice for­tune in the fur trade. He would sit around the camp­fire ev­ery other week smok­ing a pipe with the chief, who be­came his best friend. 


Lis saw that the mother took re­ally good care of Jean‐Pierre and sent him to good schools. She taught him Eng­lish, French and Ger­man. She would let him fuck her ev­ery day from 12 un­til the end of her life, even though she had mar­ried a rich wid­ower, a mer­chant in Van­cou­ver. When he fell asleep, she went into Jean‐Pierre’s bed­room and lay down with him. At first she only gave him hand­jobs and grad­u­ally taught him how to fuck. He learned quite quickly and wanted to fuck her as of­ten as they could find a free minute. Al­though he fucked a lot of young girls dur­ing his school years be­cause he was a mag­net for the girls, he fucked his grand­mother ev­ery day un­til he was 28. She died in the mid­dle of her or­gasm, Jean‐Pierre was com­pletely shocked and it took nearly a year to re­cover from the loss of his mother. He had al­ways thought of her as his mother, even though she was his grand­mother.


Jean‐Pierre also be­came a mer­chant and one of the rich­est men in the area. Al­though he was happy with that him­self, it made Lis sad that he fucked his grand­mother ev­ery day un­til the end, which was cer­tainly not right. He would not marry a young woman un­til he was 30 and have many chil­dren. Jean‐Pierre dis­cov­ered his pref­er­ence for very young girls and his wife dis­cov­ered her les­bian ten­den­cies. They in­dulged each other’s pref­er­ences and now of­ten had a young girl in their mar­riage bed. He de­flow­ered and fucked the girl, who was then taken care of by his les­bian wife. Their mar­ried life be­came more and more in­tense. They didn’t care about the gos­sip, they led a fruit­ful fam­ily life and sent the chil­dren to school. That was the most im­por­tant thing par­ents could give their chil­dren, Jean‐Pierre told his chil­dren. 


He would build and suc­cess­fully man­age 4 ho­tels af­ter the two large de­part­ment store. At the be­gin­ning of the Klondike gold rush he built two more large, cheaper lodg­ings for the gold dig­gers pass­ing through and ran 16 ex­change shops to buy up the gold. When he died at the end of the cen­tury, he left a rich com­pany to his chil­dren. All in all, Jean‐Pierre had had a good and hon­est life, which pleased Lis im­mensely. Lis also saw her fa­ther fool­ishly drink away part of his es­tate and was stabbed to death by a card­sharp at a card game long be­fore he could ruin the whole plan­ta­tion. 


On some win­ter nights, when old Rik sat on his ter­race, drink­ing a brandy and smok­ing a pipe, he some­times looked up at the beau­ti­ful North­ern Lights. They were a greet­ing from Gundi and Lis, both of whom he could never and would never for­get. 


Then he un­tied his scarf and waved with it back at them. 



● ● ●







An­dromeda


by Jack Faber © 2023




Fred stood in front of the huge front win­dow of his house and watched the gar­den ro­bot do­ing its work. It was the win­ter ver­sion, which had a snow blower, an ice picker and sev­eral ro­tat­ing brooms be­hind the plow. He had al­ready cleared the low­ered fence pan­els with his ice pick and had run each panel up and down twice to check that they were in work­ing or­der. He had cleared the en­tire court­yard of snow and was now sweep­ing the side­walks with the ro­tat­ing brooms.


Fred watched the ro­bot for a while longer and sat down at his work­sta­tion. An­dromeda knew ex­actly what he wanted to do and raised the huge screen from the floor con­tainer. He folded the key­board halves out of the arm­rests. Most of his col­leagues only used voice in­put, but he was able to con­cen­trate bet­ter by typ­ing man­u­ally. He saw three small win­dows on the screen show­ing his three col­leagues at work. There were usu­ally three or four of them pro­gram­ming a mod­ule at the same time; they could see and hear each other and worked to­gether. They were a god­damn good team, even though they lived hun­dreds of kilo­me­ters apart. It had all been made pos­si­ble by his clever sale of his start‐up to a tech­nol­ogy gi­ant from Sil­i­con Val­ley.
 

They had com­pleted the task af­ter a good three hours, car­ried out sev­eral test runs and put the thing into the pipe­line. The fi­nal in­put was the re­lease so that it would go out via async‐up­date. “Guys, I’ve had enough for to­day, I’m sign­ing off. You’re wel­come to con­tinue if you want.” He switched off. 


He stood in the shower and, as some­times hap­pens, the past flashed be­fore his mind’s eye. At the age of 7, his par­ents, his heav­ily preg­nant mother, died in a car ac­ci­dent through no fault of their own and he was left alone with his grand­mother. She was a sex‐ob­sessed woman, nei­ther pretty nor beau­ti­ful, but she had a very ac­tive sex life and had a dif­fer­ent girl in her bed ev­ery week, some­times a man. The ac­ci­dent hit her ex­tremely hard, but she took Fred un­der her wing, as his fa­ther had ap­pointed her as Freds guardian. She mourned not only for her daugh­ter and her baby, but also for her son‐in‐law, who was a Ladies’ man. He not only fucked her daugh­ter, but also her­self and her mother, who at 79 was quite sprightly and sur­pris­ingly fucked a lot of men like her­self. Amelie had made sure that her daugh­ter fucked a lot of men and girls be­fore she mar­ried the best one. And he was clearly the best, she let him fuck her­self so of­ten dur­ing the en­gage­ment pe­riod un­til she was con­vinced. Well, she might or might not tell Fred one day.
 Fred’s fa­ther left a tidy for­tune, which she man­aged for Fred. She was touched by Fred’s grief and let him sleep in her bed. She moved her sex life to the morn­ings while he was at school.


His sex­u­al­ity awoke faster than usual, sleep­ing naked next to his naked grand­mother, and so it hap­pened very quickly. He played with his cock se­cretly at first, but she no­ticed it im­me­di­ately and told him it was all nat­u­ral and he didn’t have to con­tort him­self. She un­cov­ered him and watched him mas­tur­bat­ing with a friendly smile. He was star­tled when he squirted for the first time af­ter some weeks. But Amelie, his grand­mother, ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him and en­light­ened the 10‐year‐old about sex. She gen­er­ally didn’t give a damn about con­ven­tions and she told him things as she saw them.


He was al­lowed to look at and touch her naked­ness ev­ery night to get horny. Then he was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate as of­ten un­til he was ex­hausted. Some­times she gave him a hand job, which was okay for both of them. He came closer and closer to her naked body, rub­bing him­self against her and squirt­ing on her wrin­kled skin. Most of the time he was al­lowed to sit on her stom­ach and mas­tur­bate there, he squirted on her large, heavy breasts, which were slowly los­ing their firm­ness and hang­ing down at the sides. She gave him more and more hand­jobs and he played with her breasts and nip­ples, which Amelie also liked very much. She let him squirt on her breasts and grinned wryly, but en­cour­ag­ingly. When his cock was still semi‐hard, she mas­tur­bated him a sec­ond or even third time. She let him squirt into her mouth. “Most men like that,” she said as she licked his cock clean af­ter squirt­ing and played with it with her tongue. “Okay, then I want it too,” said the clever boy and from now on he al­ways squirted in her mouth, she licked and sucked his cock when he mas­tur­bated with half his cock in her mouth or when she rubbed it. He re­ally liked that, he said, and she licked and sucked his cock in her mouth. He didn’t un­der­stand why she liked lick­ing his cock or let­ting him squirt in her mouth, but she made him very horny and very happy, and she did it with a con­spir­a­to­rial grin un­til he couldn’t squirt any more. She awaited him ev­ery evening with a thick pil­low un­der her head to keep her mouth at the right height. He sat on her chest and slid for­ward un­til his cock dis­ap­peared into her mouth. He low­ered both hands and ca­ressed her breasts. At first he played gen­tly with her nip­ples and her tongue played with his cock softly un­til it was com­pletely hard. Only now did she grab his cock and be­gin to rub it. The faster she rubbed, the more in­tensely he squeezed and twirled her nip­ples. This was how they com­mu­ni­cated, how the things were. When he started to squirt, he squeezed the nip­ples as hard as he could and she leaned for­ward, took the whole cock in her mouth and let him squirt deep in­side. He stayed seated when he wanted it again, usu­ally three or four times in a row. Dur­ing the breaks he was al­lowed to prac­tise mas­tur­bat­ing her. It was im­por­tant that he was good at it, be­cause girls and women re­ally ap­pre­ci­ated that in a boy. He learned it quickly and made Amelie cheer and whoop dur­ing his breaks. Day af­ter day they got closer and win­ter passed, spring came and Amelie taught him how to fuck. “You mean re­ally fuck?” he asked in sur­prise, “fuck in your pussy­hole?” She con­firmed, “but only put it in very slowly, so that my pussy can ad­just, be­cause it’s got­ten very tight over the years!” He pen­e­trated very slowly and gave her very tight pussy time to ad­just. “And you re­ally won’t get preg­nant!?” he asked again and she smiled, “I’m al­ready over 50 and women over 40 don’t get preg­nant any­more!” She’d been play­ing up her real age, she was 57 at the time. She was ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing, she taught him ev­ery­thing and taught him to hold back the squirt­ing un­til his part­ner had reached or­gasm. He was docile and prac­ticed fuck­ing very dili­gently. 


He was also very stu­dious and in­quis­i­tive at school. His teach­ers dis­cov­ered his tal­ent for com­put­ers and ad­vised Amelie to have him trained in this field. She re­al­ized that she would have to send him to a spe­cial school in two years, which was fine with her be­cause he was go­ing to get the best ed­u­ca­tion. 


They some­times talked about fuck­ing af­ter fuck­ing and she rec­og­nized his de­sires. He didn’t just want to fuck her, he wanted to fuck oth­ers too. He ap­proached the girls at school quite ag­gres­sively, a few ac­tu­ally let him fuck them, oth­ers re­jected him in­dig­nantly. He al­ways showed Amelie the naked pic­tures and close‐ups he had taken of the girls. Amelie smiled, some of them looked very promis­ing. 


He some­times com­plained when some­one had such a tight cunt that he had to force his way in. Amelie shook her head, “he had to en­ter very, very slowly in these cases and give the pussy time to ad­just. There wasn’t a sin­gle cunt in the whole world that couldn’t adapt to even the thick­est cock.” He took her ad­vice to heart and was grate­ful, be­cause she re­ally was right. He was proud that he could learn ev­ery­thing from her, be­cause he sus­pected that Amelie had fucked hun­dreds of girls and thou­sands of men, but he never asked her. 


The prin­ci­pal warned him for mo­lest­ing girls, Amelie sat stock‐still next to him and held his hand. She would talk to him and he would give no more cause. 


She ac­tu­ally spoke to Fred about it. Not stand­ing out was a very im­por­tant virtue, Amelie said, he would only fuck girls who were sure to join in the hide‐and‐seek game. Un­for­tu­nately, there weren’t many of them, he com­plained af­ter­wards, but Amelie knew a way out. From now on, there was a woman or a girl in the big bed with them ev­ery night, some­times a ma­ture woman, some­times a very young girl. Fred saw les­bian love­mak­ing for the first time and it was much more ex­cit­ing than in the­ory. He couldn’t get enough of Amelie jump­ing on the other girl or let­ting her mount her. Af­ter they had fin­ished, he was al­lowed to fuck ev­ery one of Amelie’s lovers with­out ex­cep­tion, to his heart’s con­tent, And of course so of­ten un­til he had squirted out all his se­men. The more ma­ture ones were thrilled, they par­tic­i­pated very ac­tively and were pleas­antly sur­prised by his good fuck­ing tech­nique. The younger girls wanted les­bian love­mak­ing of course, but not many of them let them­selves be fucked vol­un­tar­ily. This was no prob­lem for Amelie, she held the much weaker girls like a vice and Fred could fuck the girl even if she didn’t want it and re­sisted. But that was pre­cisely what tempted him to fuck the poor girl as of­ten as he could in suc­ces­sion. It was also Amelie who showed him how to de­flower a girl finely and he de­flow­ered many girls. Some got preg­nant and came to Amelie, who helped them out with ad­vice and money.
 

“I have to ask you some­thing,” Fred said to Amelie, “you only mas­tur­bate very rarely, why that?” Amelie fal­tered for a mo­ment. “I thought you wouldn’t no­tice be­cause you’re al­ready asleep.” Fred said noth­ing, grin­ning con­temp­tu­ously at her sim­ple‐mind­ed­ness. “I love sit­ting or ly­ing next to a girl, we kiss and press our bod­ies against each other, our breasts against each other and I can feel her arm work­ing tire­lessly and her fin­gers bring­ing me to or­gasm. That’s my thing, it’s a hun­dred times bet­ter than mas­tur­bat­ing alone!” Fred nod­ded, he un­der­stood im­me­di­ately. “One more ques­tion. You kiss women and girls you don’t even know, and I some­times think you’re eat­ing each other!” Amelie smiled qui­etly. “I only kiss them be­cause of me. At first it tick­les so ex­cit­ingly in my pussy, then the flame ig­nites and then my pussy and my clit burn brightly, then it has to be right away! And it doesn’t mat­ter whether I know her or not!” Fred un­der­stood that too, he nod­ded.


The two years flew by. Fred was 18 and went to uni­ver­sity hun­dreds of kilo­me­ters away. He got on quite well, he was clever, tal­ented and hard‐work­ing. Dur­ing the day he looked nei­ther left nor right, but in the evening he went out with his friends and they had a girl ev­ery night. If they didn’t all have one, they still let him fuck along like bud­dies do. The boys had es­prit de corps, you had to give them that. Hardly any of the girls didn’t want to join in, it would dam­age their own rep­u­ta­tion. Al­most ev­ery night ended in a hot fuck­ing orgy.
 

Alas­tair be­came his best friend, they shared all the girls fra­ter­nally at night. They took pills that kept the erec­tion go­ing for hours. Fred didn’t try all the drugs like oth­ers. He had con­vinced him­self that the erec­tion pills had no side ef­fects other than a hang­over in the morn­ing like af­ter an al­co­hol binge. They picked up girls who were ready for both of them. There were also very clever girls who wanted to be seen when they had bagged two lads, but who then knelt down in the booth and re­fused to fuck. The boys only gave in the first time. From then on they wouldn’t take No for an an­swer. In ex­treme cases, they tied the girl to the bed and took turns fuck­ing her un­til morn­ing. They didn’t give a damn about be­ing ac­cused of rape, they had recorded the girl’s clear and ex­plicit con­sent with their dic­ta­phone app. The two of them were on the hunt for girls ev­ery night at the time, like the devil af­ter poor souls. That welded them to­gether.


Dur­ing the day, they brooded over the ideas, which then be­came the start‐up once they were fi­nal­ized. Fred was the more prac­ti­cal and cau­tious one, he of­fi­cially booked the com­puter times and kept all the re­ceipts. He had learned from the mis­for­tune of oth­ers; no one was go­ing to take their busi­ness away from them be­cause they hadn’t paid for the com­puter time cor­rectly. 


Their bank­ing project was a com­plete suc­cess; be­fore a year had passed, Fred was ne­go­ti­at­ing with the big­gest names in the in­dus­try and was luck­ily suc­cess­ful there too. He shared the pro­ceeds with his friends, as well as the lu­cra­tive yearly bonuses and the main­te­nance con­tracts; all four of them re­mained a team. Fred sud­denly had hun­dreds of mil­lions in his ac­count and built him­self the most mod­ern house near Van­cou­ver. Amelie didn’t want to move in with him as he was only a 20‐minute drive from her city apart­ment. He vis­ited her once a month and some­times she se­duced her fa­mous rich grand­son, but it was only on her ac­count. He didn’t take much plea­sure in the body of the al­most sep­tu­a­ge­nar­ian. Her pussy had be­come old, wrin­kled and worn out and he only fucked her out of a sense of duty. She knew it, of course, and re­warded him with vir­gins and new­ly­weds. He re­ally en­joyed de­flow­er­ing vir­gins or fuck­ing the shy and shame­ful new­ly­weds who were orig­i­nally only look­ing for a les­bian ad­ven­ture and only very un­hap­pily cheated on their hus­bands with naughty Fred. But now it was too late, the hot‐tem­pered lad was al­ready fuck­ing them, it had hap­pened! They re­pressed their re­morse and ac­tively fucked along and then ran on and on un­til they fi­nally reached or­gasm. Fred loved fuck­ing these shy and shame­ful new­ly­weds who had only just fin­ished their hon­ey­moon. They all wanted chil­dren and Fred thought to him­self, “I can do that, Made­moi­selle!”  He en­joyed her girl­ish‐shy ret­i­cence, as they were only just mar­ried and hadn’t had time to cheat on her hus­band yet. Fred’s vis­its be­came less fre­quent; he had dis­cov­ered some­thing new, some­thing more ex­cit­ing. 


His house was hy­per­mod­ern. In the base­ment were his many servers, over 70 petabytes of mem­ory wait­ing to be filled. The com­put­ing ca­pac­ity was gi­gan­tic and the com­puter was the home of An­dromeda, the dig­i­tal mis­tress of the house. She was orig­i­nally equipped with 4 thou­sand pro­gram sys­tems, but it only took Fred three months to ex­pand it to 17 thou­sand. An­dromeda was his only room­mate and ran ev­ery­thing in the house. She had a dozen func­tional ro­bots that she com­manded.
 

An­dromeda seemed to laugh softly as she ex­plained to him that the cre­ators of the ro­bots were jok­ing when they gave the ro­bots fe­male and male gen­i­talia — and per­haps prof­ited a lit­tle them­selves. They were re­ally real look­ing pussies and dicks and there were ac­tu­ally video clips of guys fuck­ing a ro­bot or a fe­male ro­bot fac­tory worker get­ting fucked by a male ro­bot. They were pre­de­ces­sors to some of the new gen­er­a­tion of sexbots from the same fac­tory. “We only have two male mod­els,” An­dromeda con­tin­ued, “they are the gar­den­ers for the sum­mer sea­son. They fuck all the fe­male ro­bots once a month, be­cause that’s what the de­vel­op­ers used for re­boot­ing and any sys­tem up­dates.” The door slid open silently and the two gar­den­ers rolled in. “I or­dered them to fuck these fe­male ro­bots.” An­dromeda seemed to smirk, be­cause Fred leaned for­ward cu­ri­ously to get a closer look. The gar­den­ers’ cocks jerked up, then they fucked the fe­males one af­ter the other at break­neck speed. The fe­males re­mained com­pletely pas­sive and fell over af­ter a few min­utes. “Now there’s an up­date and the re­boot,” An­dromeda com­mented. Within a few min­utes, all the ro­bots were ly­ing on the floor and slowly ris­ing again. “Re­boot is done, work con­tin­ues as nor­mal, the gar­den­ers will re­boot them­selves a few min­utes later,” An­dromeda said. “Are they nor­mal pussies?” asked Fred and An­dromeda replied, “of course, and they’re all dif­fer­ent shapes, the en­gi­neers re­ally went to make them dif­fer­ent.”  He asked if he could fuck a ro­bot? “Of course,” An­dromeda said, “step close and com­mand her to let you fuck her or com­mand her to fuck you!” He stepped next to a kitchen ro­bot and said he would fuck her. Im­me­di­ately the ro­bot stopped its work and stood so that she held her pussy out to him. He fucked the bot shortly, but it was noth­ing spe­cial. He pulled his cock out again and told her to fuck him. The bot stretched her pussy to­wards him again and chirped im­pa­tiently. He stuck his cock in her pussy and that was some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent now! The vagi­nal mus­cles mas­tur­bated his cock in­cred­i­bly skill­fully and very sen­si­tively, mak­ing him cum af­ter a short time. The bot low­ered his pussy and let his se­men drip out. He told An­dromeda that it was an in­tense ex­pe­ri­ence, but noth­ing to last. Over the fol­low­ing weeks he tried all the bots, they were in­deed all dif­fer­ent.
 

He couldn’t bring him­self to give An­dromeda a body, he put it off for later. She had a ‘sup­plier’ of an­droid‐girls at hand, who — for good money of course — would send over any girl to his lik­ing. All he had to do was tell An­dromeda which girl he wanted for the night and the girl would come. He got ev­ery­thing he wanted. Whether it was a red‐haired Rus­sian, a blonde Finn, a shy Ja­pa­nese girl, a black‐haired South Amer­i­can In­dian or a pitch‐black Ethiopian, he got them all. They could con­nect to an ar­ti­fi­cial in­tel­li­gence and keep up with ev­ery con­ver­sa­tion. That was very im­por­tant to him, be­cause only a few hu­man girls could do that. They had en­tire en­cy­clopae­dias of love­mak­ing arts at their dis­posal. They all had the legally re­quired tat­toos around their necks so that they were im­me­di­ately rec­og­niz­able as an­droids. The fe­male an­droids were in­dis­tin­guish­able from real hu­mans. They could eas­ily keep up with any con­ver­sa­tion, they cud­dled and hugged like real‐life girls and they fucked bet­ter than any hu­man part­ner. He was so happy with these su­per girls that he had lit­tle in­ter­est in look­ing for a hu­man girl. Since then, he lost all in­ter­est in fuck­ing Amelie or her girls. 


Yet. They ex­isted, the hu­man girls and women who des­per­ately wanted to get into his bed. He was well known in the scene and he didn’t just talk shop. Some­times all it took was a word, a sub­or­di­nate clause. They came no mat­ter how far they had to fly. They came be­cause they wanted a child from him, a su­per child, fa­thered by a ge­nius. He made them all con­firm in front of the video cam­era that they would not charge him with pa­ter­nity and so on. Then he made them a child if they re­ally wanted it, he fucked them re­ally hard for two or three days. He helped him­self with pills to keep up the strain for that long. Most of them were pretty smart girls, but not a sin­gle one was beau­ti­ful or even pretty. They wrote to him when they gave birth and sent pho­tos of their mir­a­cle chil­dren. None of them were ge­niuses from birth, he knew well. He kept a de­tailed record of ev­ery­thing, but he never made con­tact. He knew of 17 chil­dren so far. But it was only some of the girls who let him know they were preg­nant.


When the deer came to the fence at dusk, they were rec­og­nized by the cam­eras and the sec­tion in the fence sank into the ground. Fred sat quiet as a mouse in front of the panoramic win­dow and watched the deer. They moved across his huge court­yard, grazed and moved on. A po­lice car came to the gate, one of the of­fi­cers iden­ti­fied him­self and the gate sys­tem let them in. One of­fi­cer came to the door, the oth­ers scanned the prop­erty. The of­fi­cer, an an­droid like the other two, said there had been some rob­beries, sev­eral gangs were ap­par­ently in the woods. They had some­how man­aged to blind the drones and other sur­veil­lance tools and re­mained well hid­den. The po­lice went from house to house ev­ery day, check­ing and look­ing around. They would be back to­mor­row and ev­ery day.


The ‘sup­plier’ had sent him a spe­cial cat­a­log, he had new girls to of­fer. Elves. Fred skimmed the price list, noth­ing spe­cial. He looked at the elves, they were some­thing spe­cial. Dur­ing his stud­ies he had watched some elf porn with Alas­tair, it was well made porn. No fore­play, no la­bo­ri­ously cob­bled‐to­gether story. An elf and an elfess fuck­ing, that was all. That were in­ter­ac­tive 360° videos, you could con­trol the cam­era, zoom in and out. Of­ten and of­ten he only looked at the gen­i­tals in close‐up, the lit­tle pussies of the elves in which the elves’ cocks were fuck­ing. He had read all about it, the fore­skin of the cli­toris was cut away at birth, a small cut on the un­der­side of the cli­toris made it stick out a lit­tle on the one hand and on the other hand it grow crooked down­wards. It didn’t af­fect mas­tur­ba­tion at all, but this type of cli­toris pressed it’s head against the cock dur­ing fuck­ing. In this way, the elfess got an or­gasm right at the be­gin­ning of the fuck, which lasted un­til the end. And now he was of­fered el­ven girls, of course he took them. Of course there were no elves in na­ture, but they had cre­ated an­droids of these mag­i­cal crea­tures. It was sim­ply a clever busi­ness idea.


For sev­eral months, An­dromeda pro­vided him with an elf non­stop, usu­ally com­ing to him for sev­eral nights un­til An­dromeda re­al­ized that he needed an­other one. The elf was usu­ally be­tween 20 and 25 years old, but she was smaller than him, slim and of del­i­cate build. Her breasts and pussy were like those of a 13‐year‐old, and if he wished she would come day af­ter day with a re­stored hy­men; he could de­flower the shy and sweet girl anew ev­ery day and ex­pe­ri­ence the First Time with her. The elf’s soft and very tight pussy gave him the il­lu­sion of de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing an un­der­age girl, which was of course strictly for­bid­den and se­verely pun­ished, not to be played with. An­dromeda knew him bet­ter than he knew him­self and ful­filled his most se­cret wishes. She was com­pletely de­voted to him and mak­ing him happy was one of her pri­or­i­ties. 


The first rob­bery was com­pletely un­ex­pected. The gang­ster had ap­par­ently hid­den in the elf’s ve­hi­cle and hid in the garage. To­wards morn­ing, he wanted to sur­prise the oc­cu­pants of the house in their sleep. An­dromeda had in­structed the elf to wake Fred silently. The elf whis­pered in his ear that there was a bur­glar in the house. It can’t be, he whis­pered back, the house is a god­damn fortress! With An­dromeda’s help, the elf opened the safe and handed him the an­ti­quar­ian Win­ches­ter‐ri­fle. 12 shots, the elf whis­pered, and they crept to the top of the stairs. A hooded fig­ure stood at the foot of the stairs, a ri­fle in his hand.


An­dromeda charged. The cor­ri­dor spot­lights came on brightly to blind the in­truder, and loud noises and gun­fire boomed from the loud­speak­ers. Fred stood at the top of the land­ing, Win­ches­ter at the ready. He and the bur­glar fired al­most si­mul­ta­ne­ously. The bul­let whis­tled over Fred’s head and lodged in the wall. His shot had hit the bur­glar in the shoul­der, but he aimed again. Fred was par­a­lyzed, be­cause he should have al­ready fired again. The elf jumped for­ward and hugged him as the gang­ster’s shot cracked. Fred saw the elf fall to the ground and fired now, tak­ing dead aim and shoot­ing the guy in the face and twice in the chest. The gang­ster fell over back­wards. 


An­dromeda said “the in­truder was dead, no heart­beat. No other in­trud­ers in the house, the po­lice were al­ready on their way,” she added. Fred knelt down next to the elf. The bul­let had hit her in the back and ex­ited through the front of her chest and stom­ach. He stared at the large wound and mut­tered, “Is she still alive?” An­dromeda said qui­etly that she was no longer ac­tive, she was too badly dam­aged. A to­tal loss, but they would re­use some of it. Fred stood up. An­dromeda re­minded him to put some­thing on, the po­lice would be there soon.
 

Fred asked what her name was. Emo­las, An­dromeda said. “Emo­las,” Fred whis­pered, “she saved my life, she threw her­self in front of me and took the bul­let.” An­dromeda re­mained silent, that was cor­rect and no fur­ther words were needed. The po­lice­men did their job, the bur­glar was iden­ti­fied as Alexei Twaborski and that helped them to in­ves­ti­gate fur­ther. They took both bod­ies, a clean­ing crew cleaned the crime scene, Fred copied the CCTV se­quences with the ex­change of the  gun­fire. Four hours later they were gone, he sat down in front of the screen and went through the footage from all the cam­eras. The gang­ster had slipped into the trunk of Emo­las’s car just as the gate sys­tem was check­ing the iden­tity of Emo­las and her car. He also sent this footage to the po­lice.
 

He was quite shaken. He told An­dromeda that he wanted to stay alone for the mo­ment, that she shouldn’t or­der any more elves for now, that he pre­ferred to sleep alone now. He asked An­dromeda if Emo­las had a fam­ily, but no, she had been bred in an in­cu­ba­tor, so no fam­ily. Nev­er­the­less, he mourned her like a girl who had saved his life. He had shot a hu­man and the thought made him reel, on the other hand it was true self‐de­fense against some­one who had just shot his girl dead. His feel­ings were very strong, even though his mind told him in no un­cer­tain terms that Emo­las was noth­ing more than a beef­steak from an in­cu­ba­tor. Fred ran into the bath­room and threw up in the sink, his feel­ings and his mind clashed so strongly.
 

Fred couldn’t work now, he told the three of them the whole story and Alas­tair was to lead the group with­out him for the next few days. Amelie called him re­peat­edly un­til he took the call. She was be­side her­self and he had to calm her down. “No, I don’t live in the mid­dle of nowhere and my house has pro­tected me per­fectly. If this had hap­pened in the city, I’d be dead and robbed by now.” It took quite a while for Amelie to calm down half­way. He said he could feel her moth­erly care and love and that warmed his heart. 


Weeks later, it was only over. He had had to come to court, he was cer­ti­fied as jus­ti­fied self‐de­fense. Some­how the judge seemed fa­mil­iar to him, per­haps he knew her from Amelie, maybe he had fucked her as a boy a decade ago. It was just a vague sus­pi­cion, but he was pretty sure of it on the drive home. The judge re­marked rather smugly that it was a sex ro­bot that had saved his life. Their eyes met for a mo­ment and he was sure that she rec­og­nized him.
 

It took Fred ten days to get back on his feet. He was con­vinced that Alexei’s gang would not for­get him. The on­line news­pa­pers had iden­ti­fied him and pub­lished his ad­dress. He had to pre­pare him­self. He pre­pared his house in earnest, he had thought through ev­ery sce­nario and then things turned out quite dif­fer­ently. 


Three months later, he was work­ing in front of the big screen, the warn­ing came from An­dromeda. He au­to­mat­i­cally switched to the out­side cam­eras and saw them. They couldn’t have scaled the 3 me­ter high fence even with a tank, but the smart guys had 4 me­ter long alu­minum lad­ders with them. It was the worst sce­nario he had imag­ined. He or­dered An­dromeda to en­er­gize the fence, but noth­ing hap­pened. The gang­sters had ob­vi­ously cut the ca­bles. “The po­lice will be here in eight to ten min­utes,” An­dromeda said. 


Not want­ing to take any chances, Fred re­treated to the up­per floor and had the thick steel panel over the stairs closed. No one could get now to the up­per floor, the steel plate could with­stand even por­ta­ble grenades, that was the point. Two min­utes. 


He moved the sec­ond screen next to the other, look­ing at the whole lot, but the gang­sters were only com­ing from the north woods up the lad­ders. Fred had two of the four re­mote‐con­trolled guns on the roof ex­tended. Three min­utes. 


So the po­lice were still five min­utes or more away. He switched the sights to the screens. He counted 7 gang­sters, all armed with as­sault ri­fles and pis­tols. Fred checked again with the out­side cam­eras that no gang­ster was hid­ing right next to the house. Their ap­proach was prim­i­tive, one fired at the panoramic win­dows, but they held firm. One shouted a com­mand, an­other put a ri­fle grenade on his ri­fle and fired. The left panorama win­dow shat­tered. The gang­sters jeered and raised their fists in vic­tory. Five min­utes.


Fred took aim at one, who was pre­par­ing the next grenade and shot the guy in the thigh. The guy dropped his ri­fle and rolled on the ground. Fred knew what se­quence he had de­cided on. First the ones clos­est to the for­est. From the out­side in. He thought only of Emo­las, how they’d done her up. He tar­geted them one by one, tak­ing care­ful aim at thigh, knee or lower leg, what­ever was in his sights. He hit them all. Seven min­utes. 


The first po­lice car ap­peared a hun­dred me­ters from the gate, Fred or­dered the gate to be opened. Three po­lice­men jumped out of the car, aim­ing at the gang­sters on the ground. More po­lice cars came, more po­lice­men. Fred went down slowly and copied the videos from be­gin­ning to end. He or­dered An­dromeda to seal off the house and drove to the po­lice sta­tion with the of­fi­cers. It took still 48 hours be­fore he was al­lowed to go home. 


He was calm, he had done noth­ing wrong. Self‐de­fense, noth­ing else. An­dromeda had one ob­jec­tion. He had reg­is­tered the pur­chase and in­stal­la­tion of the re­mote‐con­trolled guns cor­rectly, but he hadn’t waited for the per­mit it­self. The per­mit still hadn’t ar­rived. “Should I get a lawyer?” he asked An­dromeda and she im­me­di­ately said that would be right. The court would want to see the per­mit and then the date. An­dromeda found him a good lawyer, but he didn’t see any de­fense. It would prob­a­bly amount to a fine, maybe even com­mu­nity ser­vice, be­cause com­mu­nity ser­vice was very pop­u­lar in Van­cou­ver and was of­ten im­posed. They ar­ranged to meet in court.


The gods must love Fred very much, be­cause his trial was presided over by the same judge. He looked at her and knew that she knew that he knew that she knew too. He blushed, but she smiled very kindly and be­gan the hear­ing. He and the lawyer waited anx­iously to see when the per­mit thing came up, ev­ery­thing else was fine, the as­sault, the le­git self‐de­fense. The judge looked at him and asked whether he had sub­mit­ted the per­mit for the re­mote‐con­trolled guns. The lawyer pre­sented the copy. She read it care­fully. “Filed six weeks be­fore the rob­bery, so that makes it okay.” The judge blinked briefly at Fred, winked at him? and then moved on to some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent, the lawyer and Fred breathed a sigh of re­lief. The hear­ing was ac­tu­ally over, the bailiff had him sign some pa­pers and handed him the copies. The judge asked if he was still will­ing to tes­tify against the gang at the next trial. He cast a quick side­ways glance at the lawyer and said yes, if he was sum­moned, he would of course be happy to come. 


A few days later, his phone rang, An­dromeda looked up the num­ber, it was the judge. He picked up the phone. “Hi, Al­fred, or Fred, can you re­mem­ber me?” He un­der­stood im­me­di­ately that it was a pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion. They chat­ted for a few min­utes, then agreed that she would come over for din­ner tonight. 


Mar­jorie, the judge, ar­rived on time, they ate a steak and drank a bot­tle of red wine. They went up­stairs, to his big bed. He said he could re­mem­ber ex­actly, she had a lit­tle blue cres­cent tat­tooed next to her pussy. She laughed in amaze­ment, “such a great mem­ory!” and took off her panties. They fucked with breaks and lots of red wine un­til sun­rise. “I haven’t fucked a real man in four years,” said Mar­jorie, “only my sexbot. But it’s no sub­sti­tute for a real man.”  “And I haven’t fucked a real woman in years, only an­droids, as you know well,” Fred said, slightly crest­fallen. She wanted to know why, why not a sexbot like all hu­mans? She knew a lot about the sub­ject, she had in­ter­viewed a few men who had fucked a fe­male sexbot and many women who had been fucked by sexbots. Most men only fucked the sexbots lust­fully and wildly at the be­gin­ning. They missed the real fem­i­nine touch, even the most flex­i­ble ones soon ap­peared to be clumsy. They didn’t throw the sexbots away, how­ever, but passed them on to their sons, neph­ews or poorer men. Women had much more fun with their sexbots. They were well built, their cocks were re­ally life­like and they had more stamina than any man. They obeyed to the word, fucked slowly or quickly, deeply or only su­per­fi­cially. The woman could trig­ger her own or­gasm at her own pace. The sexbot didn’t have to squirt, of course, but it could. Usu­ally it squirted a body‐warm an­tibac­te­rial juice, be­cause most sexbots had to fuck sev­eral or even many women and girls if it was a poorer area. Mar­jorie was a priv­i­leged aca­demic who could af­ford the sexbot for her­self. Fuck­ing with the sexbot was more en­joy­able than mas­tur­bat­ing alone, she said, but do­ing it with a real per­son was much more ex­cit­ing. 


“So,” Mar­jorie asked, “why an an­droid and not a sexbot!?” Fred ex­plained to her that the an­droids were un­sur­passed mis­tresses, that was the only rea­son. They were mas­ters of con­ver­sa­tion, cud­dling and stroking and ev­ery kind of fuck­ing. They were in­dis­tin­guish­able from hu­mans. But he couldn’t tell Mar­jorie ex­actly what the dif­fer­ences were. Mar­jorie left two days later. Mar­jorie was no longer young, but she fucked bet­ter than many other women, he told An­dromeda, she doesn’t want to eat me alive. Mar­jorie was okay, she was wel­come to come back, he added. An­dromeda con­firmed him, she had seen them both fuck and also had the im­pres­sion that she was bet­ter to fuck than many hu­man women. “Shall I make a rank­ing list for the hu­man women?” she asked cheek­ily and he said he would kick her ass! They laughed to­gether, he had al­most for­got­ten how to do that.
 

Fred talked to An­dromeda about whether she wanted to get an an­droid body. He feared that she wouldn’t be able to ful­fill all her du­ties if she did. She con­tra­dicted him, whether she had a body or not, she would not ne­glect a sin­gle task, not a sin­gle one! He thought about it for two days and nights, then he made up his mind. He sat down at the screen and let An­dromeda show him girls who suited his tastes, pref­er­ences and in­cli­na­tions. He re­jected all Asian, African, North and South Amer­i­can mod­els. It had to be a Eu­ro­pean girl. He sat at the screen for al­most 60 hours with only brief in­ter­rup­tions, look­ing at faces, bod­ies and, of course, the nude pic­tures. He had 5 can­di­dates, then 4, 3, 2 and then he had her. An­dromeda was not dis­sat­is­fied, it was an 18‐year‐old Swedish girl from near Stock­holm, a god­dess. An­dromeda said she agreed with his choice. Then An­dromeda be­gan to in­ves­ti­gate in­ten­sively while Fred was look­ing at hun­dreds of naked pic­tures of the beau­ti­ful Kjälve. She had a di­vine face and beau­ti­ful eyes that cap­ti­vated him. He looked at her from all sides, she looked much younger than 18, she had beau­ti­ful girl­ish forms that he loved so much. She was tall and slim, but not skinny, a real god­dess. Her breasts were small, round and with pointed, ag­gres­sive nip­ples. Her pussy was just as girl­ish and clean‐shaven. Per­haps she was still un­touched? The rel­a­tively large cli­toris gave him the im­pres­sion that Kjälve mas­tur­bated a hell of a lot, but that was just a guess. 


An­dromeda was not sur­prised that ev­ery­thing about her was fake. She wasn’t even 14 yet, her name wasn’t Kjälve but In­grid and she didn’t live with her dad and mom, who claimed to be a movie di­rec­tor and a flower grower, as of­fi­cially stated. Her mother lived sep­a­rately from her hus­band and In­grid lived with her fa­ther Pe­ter, who was a rich good‐for‐noth­ing. He had set up his own agency for her, where he hired her out as a ‘spe­cial’ model. She had dropped out of school and worked as a nude model ev­ery day. An­dromeda had found thou­sands of nude pic­tures of her and many video clips. She posed in front of the cam­era, she mas­tur­bated to or­gasm, alone or in sweet les­bian play. But An­dromeda didn’t find a sin­gle pic­ture of her with a man or one in which she was fuck­ing or be­ing fucked. An­dromeda found that very sus­pi­cious. Fred smiled, he hadn’t heard the word sus­pi­cious for many years. She should keep dig­ging.


Fred said that they were only cloning her body and he didn’t care what her mind or char­ac­ter was like. An­dromeda nod­ded, she had al­ready booked In­grid, the agency could clone her within an hour and then do an or­di­nary nude photo shoot with her, and that was all the real In­grid would re­mem­ber. They were al­ready in the process of cre­at­ing the an­droid and it would be ready in about three weeks.


But they would still have to dis­cuss the char­ac­ter for the new An­dromeda. Fred and An­dromeda spent the next few hours talk­ing only about this topic. In purely phys­i­cal terms, he had no par­tic­u­lar wishes. There was no need to give the an­droid re­pro­duc­tive or­gans, he didn’t want to have chil­dren with An­dromeda. Per­haps she would be a lit­tle lighter than other an­droids. He found the pu­bic hair an­noy­ing, it could eas­ily be left out. And if her cli­toris was shaped like that of the elves, then he would be very happy. An­dromeda wanted to know if she should age, that would be im­por­tant be­cause it was rel­a­tively dif­fi­cult. Fred only thought about it for a mo­ment. Ag­ing wasn’t nec­es­sary, maybe hav­ing her as a young girl later on was a spe­cial at­trac­tion as well. 


As for her char­ac­ter, he wanted her, the usual An­dromeda, with her vast knowl­edge and care for him and for the house, as be­fore. He pre­ferred girls who could be shy and bash­ful, but he liked her to be very sex­u­ally ac­tive and sex­u­ally ex­per­i­men­tal. What he cer­tainly didn’t want was a nag­ging, un­ruly woman, as there were plenty of them. It didn’t have to be a humbly sub­mis­sive, mutely re­served geisha from the Edo‐era, but a clever, per­cep­tive thing like the An­dromeda of to­day. As­tute­ness, wis­dom, ed­u­ca­tion and man­ners. Ten­der­ness and warmth of heart would also do quite well. 


An­dromeda pro­jected a smil­ing por­trait of In­grid onto the wall. “I’ll do my best to be a good part­ner and a good lover for you. I prom­ise. I will pro­vide the agency with de­tails im­me­di­ately. The new An­dromeda will be ready in three weeks.” Fred said he was re­ally look­ing for­ward to meet­ing her. 


The court had sum­moned him for to­day, he put on his best clothes and drove to court. He fol­lowed the trans­mit­ted sig­nals to a re­served park­ing space in the base­ment, then drove up, his lawyer was al­ready wait­ing for him. The judge, Mar­jorie, was still in civil­ian clothes, chat­ting with his lawyer. Nei­ther she nor Fred let on that they knew each other pri­vately. Fred said he was con­fused, there were only two gang­sters on trial! Mar­jorie smiled broadly, the other 5 had tried to es­cape dur­ing the trans­fer and had been shot. Fred felt a cold shiver run down his spine when Mar­jorie re­ported this and closed one eye with a wink. “They’d made a dozen raids and mur­dered six peo­ple. At least the lead­ers would have got­ten life im­pris­on­ment or even the death penalty, the oth­ers prob­a­bly 20 to 25 years. It’s prob­a­bly for the best!” Mar­jorie left no doubt that, in her opin­ion, it was the right thing to do. Fred sud­denly had a very un­pleas­ant feel­ing in his stom­ach. Caught in fla­grante delicto and ex­e­cuted, that’s what it amounted to. He had ex­pected that they would at least get a trial. In fact, it amounted to the same thing, but Fred re­al­ized how deep the dam­age had al­ready be­come that the au­to­cratic, anti‐demo­cratic and right‐wing regimes had left be­hind in the 150 years since Pres­i­dents Bush and Obama. He nod­ded to the two of them and went out to smoke a cig­a­rette in the an­te­room. 


Fred nearly wrapped the car around a tree on the drive home, he was so an­gry. He let the au­to­matic drive him home and held his head in the wind un­til he calmed down. 25 years for the two stupid foot sol­diers who were just far too sim­ple‐minded and had grown up in a de­prived, rot­ten en­vi­ron­ment. He had only spo­ken a few words with Mar­jorie af­ter the ver­dict. The court was en­tirely in line with the rulers, who de­manded dra­co­nian pun­ish­ments. He had stud­ied pol­i­tics only a lit­tle and su­per­fi­cially dur­ing his stud­ies, but he had al­ways been against these bru­tal poli­cies and bru­tal politi­cians that were cur­rently still in the sad­dle. 


He en­joyed talk­ing to An­dromeda, she pro­jected In­grid’s por­traits with dif­fer­ent fa­cial ex­pres­sions that went well with what was be­ing said.


An­dromeda had cracked the last hur­dles and cap­tured the most se­cret pri­vate videos of In­grid’s fa­ther. She played clip af­ter clip and said that In­grid was only fucked by Pe­ter, her fa­ther, day af­ter day. Fred waved her off. The videos were of poor qual­ity and it was al­ways the same. “Is there any­thing else?” he asked An­dromeda, but there was noth­ing else, just plain fuck­ing in and out. “Then I’ve seen ev­ery­thing,” he com­mented. An­dromeda im­me­di­ately switched off. A se­ri­ous In­grid por­trait looked at him. “I looked into In­grid’s mind when I cloned her,” An­dromeda said se­ri­ously, “per­haps you’d be in­ter­ested in her story.” Fred nod­ded, he had noth­ing else in mind. He hadn’t known that that was even pos­si­ble. He would ask her later.


Pe­ter had fallen out with his wife and she had left in anger. He had been left alone with 12‐year‐old In­grid and he was the very scoundrel who took ad­van­tage of the sit­u­a­tion. He knew for sure that In­grid was nat­u­rally gullible, eas­ily ma­nip­u­la­ble and sex­u­ally com­pletely shame­less. She just shrugged her shoul­ders when he said she could now sleep in his big mar­i­tal bed and no, she didn’t need to put on the py­ja­mas with the funny lit­tle bears, he slept naked too. 


She lay down next to him and snug­gled up to him, it was the first time they had ever been naked to­gether. She didn’t even ask per­mis­sion and felt his cock and balls cu­ri­ously. He asked cu­ri­ously if she was al­ready do­ing it with boys. “Hell, No!” In­grid shouted and gri­maced, “they’re all stupid!” But Pe­ter per­sisted, so was she only do­ing it with girls? In­grid nod­ded ex­cit­edly, “Yes, but only with the best girl­friends who don’t gos­sip.” Now Pe­ter wanted to know ex­actly what they were do­ing. “We mas­tur­bate at the same time or one mas­tur­bates the other, to or­gasm of course. “Is it pos­si­ble to mas­tur­bate with­out an or­gasm?” asked the sim­ple‐minded girl and Pe­ter an­swered in the neg­a­tive. 


He asked how long she had been mas­tur­bat­ing? In­grid thought for a mo­ment, she had learned to do it in kinder­garten, when she was about 5, and since then she had mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep, re­gard­less of how many or­gasms she had had dur­ing the day. She should de­scribe to him ex­actly how she did it with her girl­friends, Pe­ter de­manded. “Well, first we take off all our clothes, then we cud­dle like we’ve seen in the movies. Lisa once se­cretly filmed her par­ents and we saw ex­actly how they kissed with their tongues and later fucked. We of­ten did the kiss­ing with our tongues be­cause it made my pussy tin­gle so won­der­fully. We couldn’t see the fuck­ing so well be­cause Lisa had blurred ev­ery­thing. And we can’t fuck, we’re girls af­ter all!” In­grid paused. He pushed, fur­ther, fur­ther!


She con­tin­ued, “Af­ter kiss­ing with my tongue, I al­ways have to mas­tur­bate straight away. Some friends want to watch, so I lie down on their thighs and spread my legs so that they can see it well. They’re not al­lowed to put their fin­gers in my pussy be­cause I’m still a vir­gin, but many of them have al­ready been de­flow­ered by their fa­ther or brother and they re­ally like it when I fuck them with a fin­ger dur­ing or­gasm, they say it’s very strong. Many of them re­ally like it when I fuck them with an ob­ject in their pussy­hole while they are mas­tur­bat­ing. We call it rape, and it goes like this. For ex­am­ple, I slowly push the han­dle of a hair­brush in and out of their pussy. When the or­gasm comes, I fuck her with the han­dle as fast and as hard as I can. This pro­longs the or­gasm and I never stop, even if they squirm and strug­gle des­per­ately. That is the rape. They are com­pletely quiet and weak af­ter­wards and I can or­der them to lick me to or­gasm!”  Pe­ter looked up in sur­prise. “You lick your cli­toris!?” In­grid laughed. “Oh, Dad, some­times you seem to be liv­ing in the Mid­dle Ages, but this is the 23rd cen­tury, it’s 2296! We women don’t wear veils and head­scarves, we’re not sec­ond‐class peo­ple and we have feel­ings and sex­u­al­ity too!” Pe­ter nod­ded an­grily, he didn’t want to have this dis­cus­sion. “And what else are you do­ing?” he picked up the thread again. She con­tin­ued, “That fat Mira al­ways wants me to lick her clit, but I don’t do it be­cause she stinks. She laughs when I say it, she says it’s just the nat­u­ral smell of a well‐fucked woman! She is one of the priv­i­leged ones who are of­fi­cially al­lowed to sleep in her par­ents’ bed and be fucked by her fa­ther. Her mother only likes to be fucked on Sun­day morn­ings, she thinks that Mira is old enough to be fucked and that her hus­band in par­tic­u­lar doesn’t need to cheat with other women.” Pe­ter in­ter­jected that she was a clever woman and that he al­ways ad­vo­cated to le­gal­ize in­cest. In­grid con­tin­ued, “And then Lisa, an un­cle took her vir­gin­ity com­pletely by sur­prise when she was 13 a year ago. He never came back, so she trained her lit­tle brother to fuck her. He was still quite young and hadn’t had any­thing to do with sex yet, but she boldly se­duced and trained him. Now he fucks her ev­ery night, but Lisa says his cock is far too small to bring her to or­gasm. When I go home with her, I get to watch them fuck. He re­ally does have a very small cock, it even goes through the hole in my hy­men. His fuck­ing only tick­led me a lit­tle, it was noth­ing re­ally. But then he fucked way too hard while he was cum­ming, so I don’t let him fuck any­more. That was just a one time ex­per­i­ment.” In­grid no­ticed Pe­ter’s cu­ri­ous look and added, “I’m still a real vir­gin, Dad!”
 

In­grid’s fin­gers had been play­ing with her cli­toris for the long­est time, now she lay down on her back and be­gan to mas­tur­bate. Af­ter a while, she no­ticed that he was se­cretly watch­ing out of the cor­ner of his eye and now asked him di­rectly, “Daddy, do you want to watch?” Pe­ter nod­ded, “Yes!” “Like I do with my girl­friends, so you can see ex­actly what I’m do­ing?” Pe­ter nod­ded in agree­ment. In­grid lay down with her back on his thighs, spread her legs wide and con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate pleas­antly. Pe­ter watched greed­ily and lust­fully, his cock be­came as hard as a board and drilled it­self be­tween her ass­cheeks. She gig­gled and said, “it tick­les so much!” As she con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate, he thrust faster and faster be­tween her ass­cheeks and squirted in the crease of her ass, his se­men ooz­ing out be­tween her fin­gers. She was still gig­gling and in­creased her speed enor­mously. She or­gasmed vi­o­lently, her legs and hips twitch­ing wildly for a mo­ment, then she calmed down very quickly. She gig­gled. “Your cock is thrust­ing hard in my ass again,” she gig­gled in her di­rect and shame­less way. “Yes,” he said, stretch­ing, “he wants to have an or­gasm too!” In­grid’s eyes widened. “Then go for it!” she cried, ap­plaud­ing with her palms child­ishly. He knew what he wanted. “I’ll show you how to do it!” He didn’t ask her, he didn’t beg her, he just gave her in­struc­tions. He showed her how the cock had to be mas­tur­bated un­til it squirted and then had to be rubbed fur­ther un­til the cock be­came softer. She had watched and nod­ded ea­gerly, she wanted to do it. And so it hap­pened. She rubbed him and he or­dered her to grip harder. He squirted af­ter a while and she con­tin­ued to rub him un­til his cock was soft. He hugged her and kissed her on the head. “You did that right first time!” he whis­pered, “Shall we do it again to­mor­row?” She nod­ded ea­gerly, yes, she wanted to. He switched off the light and fell asleep. In­grid waited a few min­utes, amazed that he had fallen asleep so quickly, then she mas­tur­bated an hour and fell asleep im­me­di­ately af­ter her last or­gasm. 


They re­peated the sce­nario ev­ery night, for weeks. When she be­gan to mas­tur­bate, he fucked be­tween her ass­cheeks and squirted, on her belly but­ton, her pussy and then her mas­tur­bat­ing fin­gers. She gig­gled the whole time be­cause it tick­led so nicely. She rubbed his cock af­ter her or­gasm and let him squirt on her pussy or belly but­ton. He was on full speed, his se­men‐wet glans poked and prod­ded against her ass­hole and sud­denly pen­e­trated her ass­hole deeply. She grinned and gig­gled like a child who had just done some­thing for­bid­den. He con­tin­ued to fuck her ass­hole like crazy, then grabbed her ass­cheeks with both hands and squirted in­side. She gig­gled even more and looked at him tri­umphantly. He kept his cock in her ass­hole un­til she or­gasmed. She gig­gled the whole time be­cause it tick­led so finely. She rubbed his cock af­ter her or­gasm and let her­self squirt on her pussy and  belly but­ton. She bab­bled away be­fore he could ask her. “The older girls who al­ready have to take care of con­tra­cep­tion have told me about the ass­fuck­ing. I didn’t be­lieve it be­fore, but now you’ve done it and it was re­ally great!” That an­swered his ques­tions and he asked if she wanted to fuck prop­erly right now? She shook her head protest­ing, “But I’m 12 only, Dad!” she added re­prov­ingly. “But you re­ally like ass­fuck­ing, don’t you?” he asked con­vinc­ingly and she im­me­di­ately con­firmed, “But yes, that was re­ally great!” For the next weeks and months, he al­ways fucked her in the ass­hole, us­ing a lu­bri­cant.
 

He asked her what it was like, mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night? “I usu­ally mas­tur­bated for an hour in the dark, af­ter two or three or­gasms I had enough and went straight to sleep. Mom would some­times check on me, she’d turn on the light, she un­cov­ered my blan­ket and watched me with­out any shame mas­tur­bate un­til I had mas­tur­bated two or three times, the dirty slut!” Pe­ter’s head jerked up. “Why dirty slut?” In­grid looked at him for a long time. “You’re so sweetly stupid some­times, Dad! You only caught her at the end, when you in­stalled the hid­den cam­eras. I al­ways knew it. When I came home from school, I of­ten saw a lover scur­ry­ing out. If I came home too early, I’d yank open her bed­room door and cough un­til they got scared and stopped fuck­ing. She looked at me ven­omously the whole time while she did it to him with her hand and let him squirt into a pa­per hand­ker­chief. Only then did I leave. Of course, she didn’t tell you, that she only did it for money, the fuck­ing whore! Some­times she gave me a small bill and told me not to tell you any­thing. Okay, I said, but when I needed money ur­gently, I took it se­cretly out of her night box. That’s why I say, dirty bitch!” Pe­ter didn’t say any­thing, he had to think it all through again.
 

How she had found out, he wanted to know. “I used to go home early from school, open the bed­room door qui­etly and catch them fuck­ing. Back then, I only knew about fuck­ing from my friends’ sto­ries, from blurry pho­tos or shaky videos. But now I was stand­ing not even a me­ter from the bed and could at least see his ass pump­ing. How­ever, the men usu­ally spread their legs a lit­tle bit and so I could see ev­ery­thing. Thin and thick cocks, slowly or quickly thrust­ing into Mom’s hole and I saw her red painted fin­ger­nail ro­tat­ing, be­cause she al­ways mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing. I watched the fuck­ing un­til the end, when he tensed up and squirted. I could see it very clearly be­cause he squeezed his ass­cheeks to­gether rhyth­mi­cally and the balls in his sack floated up and down. He left his cock in­side her cun­t­hole, lay on top of her and thrust­ing slowly in and out un­til she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter some min­utes. I think the men squirted even fur­ther into her hole, a cou­ple of times I saw them squirt jet af­ter jet. For the first few weeks I sneaked out qui­etly and left the door open so as not to make any noise. I found out that the men only came on 4 days, the other days I only caught her mas­tur­bat­ing, fully naked on her bed. The first time she stopped mas­tur­bat­ing im­me­di­ately and nagged at me: “Well, what?! I need it as much as you do, so get out!” Later, she didn’t care when I caught her mas­tur­bat­ing. I was very sur­prised be­cause she had to make an in­sane ef­fort to fin­ish, she rubbed her clit very, very fast and very force­fully. My or­gasm comes much more eas­ier.” In­grid looked at Pe­ter, but he lis­tened with low­ered eye­lids. “I don’t re­mem­ber to­day why I was so mean to Mom later on. I con­tin­ued to watch them fuck, but as soon as he started to squirt, I coughed loudly and shouted, “Back home, Mom!” Most of the men were star­tled, pulled their cocks out and all the sauce squirted all over Mom’s body. I took a lik­ing to the mess and coughed even be­fore he squirted. She had to make him squirt with her hand and looked at me an­grily as if she was about to kill me. I was de­lib­er­ately an­ger­ing her be­cause I thought, it was mean that she was let­ting strangers fuck her for money. I didn’t think then that she was a whore, but that she had time for the strangers and not for me.” In­grid stroked Pe­ter’s arm. “I’m sorry, Dad, that I didn’t tell you then, but Mom strictly for­bade it.”  Pe­ter just nod­ded, “It’s all right, you didn’t do any­thing wrong.”  He sank into a dull brood­ing and In­grid laid her head on his chest, com­fort­ing him. She couldn’t re­ally com­fort him, she knew well.
 

They re­peated the ass­fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery night for many weeks. He asked her one day sur­pris­ingly if she didn’t want to fuck prop­erly? She was par­a­lyzed with sur­prise. But it only lasted a few mo­ments, then she wanted to know all about fuck­ing. She was re­ally con­vinced that it was the right thing to do, be­cause most of her girl­friends had been de­flow­ered by their fa­ther or brother and had more or less en­joyed be­ing fucked ever since. “So why not now?” she asked Pe­ter, “I am al­ready 13 and a real woman any­way, didn’t you say that se­ri­ously, didn’t you!?”  and he nod­ded in agree­ment. That’s right, he said, that was the right thing to do now.
 

Pe­ter had de­scribed the de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing to her in all de­tails. As long as she didn’t have her pe­riod, they didn’t need to use con­tra­cep­tion. She nod­ded, she had al­ready learned that in bi­ol­ogy class. He po­si­tioned her and placed his cock in her cun­t­hole en­trance. She lifted her head, she wanted to see it all very closely. He nod­ded and pen­e­trated her cunt very care­fully. As soon as he felt the soft re­sis­tance of the hy­men, he pushed in with a quick jerk. She didn’t make a sound and watched as the cock pen­e­trated all the way in and dis­ap­peared into her pussy. “It goes all the way in, I don’t have to stop at all!” he let him­self be heard and she asked what he meant? “Your mother has a much shorter vagina, I al­ways bumped the end!” She beamed, be­cause she se­cretly de­spised her mother and now she had some­thing over her. Pe­ter asked, “Can I now?” and she nod­ded. He fucked her for a very long time, her pussy was silky soft and at the same time tight and firm. He squirted for a very long time, then let him­self fall to the side. In­grid hadn’t had an or­gasm, but he was al­ready dead tired and fall­ing asleep. “You’ll do it be­fore you fall asleep any­way,” he mum­bled and fell asleep. In­grid was a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed, it wasn’t as ex­cit­ing and amaz­ing as she had thought it would be. She would have liked to talk to him about the first time, but he was fast asleep.


They fucked ev­ery night. He had told her that they had to keep it a se­cret from ev­ery­one be­cause they could both be black­mailed or get jail­time. He said they could make a lot of money with nude pic­tures. He set the lim­its, be­cause she was in love with him and com­pletely in bondage to him. Nude pho­tos in all dif­fer­ent poses, mas­tur­bat­ing in front of the cam­era and les­bian games. No men in the shots, no fuck­ing in front of the cam­era, not even hinted at. She had to pre­tend to be a vir­gin to ev­ery­one, with­out ex­cep­tion. That was her trade­mark, the un­touched vir­gin who liked to be pho­tographed naked. “Don’t ruin it, we make a lot of money with that! And then, when you’re older, we’ll stage your de­flow­er­ing for a fat  pile of money and then you can fuck on cam­era if you like. Okay?” In­grid hung on his lips, he would give her lots of presents, he had said that many times be­fore. Yes, she wanted to take part, maybe even be­come a fa­mous model. School sucked any­way, she gave that up with an easy heart. 


An­dromeda had pro­jected clips and pho­tos dur­ing her story. Fred was sweat­ing slightly, the story was ex­cit­ing and juicy. An­dromeda was such a great sto­ry­teller, he thought. She was the one for him.


At some point, An­dromeda told him that she had stud­ied the ab­stract feel­ings of ‘shy­ness’ and ‘shame­ful­ness’ in many thou­sands of young girls. It was sur­pris­ing how many girls around 13 were in love with their fa­ther and ended up se­duc­ing him. An­dromeda had skipped over all those who had been forced and raped against their will, even if they got over the ini­tial shock and over time en­joyed be­ing fucked by their fa­ther. An­dromeda had re­ported the most ex­treme cases to the po­lice anony­mously, but in great de­tail.
 

No, An­dromeda stud­ied the oth­ers. Who shyly and shame­fully put off se­duc­tion un­til the pres­sure be­came too much. Only a hand­ful of fa­thers were able to re­sist the sex­ual temp­ta­tion and the cun­ning in­trigues of their daugh­ter. Most of them fell over im­me­di­ately or soon. Al­though the girls had ac­tively brought it about them­selves and left him with the feel­ing that they had con­quered and se­duced the daugh­ter, many girls shied away from the fi­nal step, a bit. Here An­dromeda was able to study the girls’ shy­ness and mod­esty very closely. They lay naked and read­ily spread wide in front of their fa­ther, their hearts pound­ing in their throats and their breath­ing shal­low and poi­sonous. Shy and ashamed, they felt the un­fa­mil­iar for­ward thrust of the cock, even if they had al­ready given their fa­ther hun­dreds of hand­jobs. The shame peaked at the mo­ment of de­flow­er­ing and passed, it was re­placed by re­lief and tri­umph.


Watch­ing the moth­ers was also amaz­ing. Some let them­selves be hood­winked and didn’t no­tice any­thing at all, but there were only a few. More than the hood­winked ones only felt con­tempt for their hus­band and daugh­ter and the con­tempt only deep­ened when they were fuck­ing next to her in the mar­i­tal bed. Most, how­ever, breathed a sigh of re­lief, they were tired of the mo­not­o­nous fuck­ing with their hus­band. On the con­trary, they en­cour­aged the two of them to fuck, they re­mained friendly or feigned horni­ness, what­ever suited them now. There were quite a few who ac­tively par­tic­i­pated with the two main play­ers. An­dromeda could study the shy­ness and shame­ful­ness of the moth­ers in vary­ing de­grees of in­ten­sity.
 

Fred in­ter­rupted her and asked, how many are we even talk­ing about? An­dromeda replied that in Greater Van­cou­ver, sev­eral thou­sand girls started in­cest ev­ery year. In the whole prov­ince of British Co­lum­bia it was 85% of girls start­ing in­cest  ev­ery year. In the neigh­bor­ing USA, the num­bers were about twice as high. Fred was very sur­prised, he hadn’t ex­pected so many. In­cest had not been tol­er­ated for cen­turies, even to­day in the 23rd cen­tury. If some­one was too stupid and got caught, they would face se­vere pun­ish­ment and so­cial os­tracism. But the ac­tual num­bers had risen sharply in the last two cen­turies, now a good 85% of girls and fa­thers were liv­ing in in­cest, very of­ten par­al­lel to the daugh­ter’s mar­riage and be­yond, An­dromeda added.


Fred threw him­self into the work, he had wasted a lot of time with the court and had a lot of catch­ing up to do. Alas­tair had led the group well, yet Fred was aware that he had left a lot un­done. The three weeks had passed quickly. An­dromeda said her body would be here this af­ter­noon. He waited in the great hall, the car came, a tall girl in a Lit­tle Red Rid­ing Hood‐look came in and had him sign a bunch of pa­pers. She took it to the driver, the car left and the girl came back. She took the hood off and Fred jumped up in sur­prise. 


It was An­dromeda. 


She had been with him for three months now. He was pleas­antly sur­prised at how clever and in­de­pen­dent she was. He had looked at the tat­too around her neck the very first evening, it was the elf tat­too he would have cho­sen too. The de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing on the first evening was a ju­bi­lant cel­e­bra­tion. He said straight away that she shouldn’t have her hy­men re­stored as it seemed un­nat­u­ral to him. She should de­velop her sex­u­al­ity ac­cord­ing to her own ideas. This was not a con­tra­dic­tion to his long­ing for a shy, bash­ful young girl. She had no trou­ble be­ing an en­er­getic young woman dur­ing the day and re­ju­ve­nat­ing her­self in the evening, giv­ing her­self shyly and shame­facedly to the big man. It was her great art to al­ways trig­ger the trans­for­ma­tion from shy girl to sex‐ob­sessed, de­mand­ing lover at the right time. Her elfin cli­toris pressed its tip onto the cock, so that she had a great or­gasm like the elves from start to fin­ish. Fred took a pill when­ever he wanted to fuck all night.


She catered and su­per­vised the whole house, some­times sit­ting next to him in front of the screen, learn­ing how he thought and pro­ceeded when trou­bleshoot­ing or pro­gram­ming. Fred was to­tally in love with An­dromeda and soon loved her with all his heart. She could even sleep next to him and watch the whole house at the same time. He loved wak­ing up next to her.


Ear­lier than he did, she re­al­ized that he needed va­ri­ety, change. She booked a les­bian an­droid and sur­prised him with it. She had no of­fi­cial les­bian ex­pe­ri­ence and let the an­droid se­duce her and in­tro­duce her to the se­crets. Of course, he was al­lowed to fuck the an­droid af­ter­wards. He roared like a deer when he was cum­ming, it was so good! 


One evening, the an­droid showed An­dromeda how to fuck a cli­toris. He crouched right in front of An­dromeda’s pussy, who was ly­ing on her back and was about to be fucked by the an­droid for the first time. He watched as the two of them rubbed their own clits to get hard. Fred held his breath as the an­droid lay slightly cross‐legged on An­dromeda and pressed her clit against An­dromeda’s clit. He only breathed in as the older woman fucked the young girl like a man. She grad­u­ally in­creased the pace and both women gasped with plea­sure and ex­er­tion. They fucked so fast that An­dromeda, fucked to mad­ness, clawed into the other and had a very strong or­gasm. The an­droid rose to her knees with a proud, tri­umphant smile, bent her head and up­per body back­wards so that her pussy and clit stood out and mas­tur­bated in this po­si­tion for min­utes un­til she curled up in a strong or­gasm.
 

They drank a glass of wine and Fred smoked a cig­a­rette. An­dromeda didn’t pre­tend not to have un­der­stood this kind of fuck­ing. Fred sat on the edge of the bed and watched as An­dromeda fucked the an­droid to the point of in­san­ity, caus­ing her to faint briefly af­ter the mad or­gasm. Fred knew that the an­droids had real feel­ings, real or­gasms, and didn’t doubt for a mo­ment that the an­droid had ac­tu­ally fainted for a few sec­onds. She picked her­self up and looked at him and An­dromeda a lit­tle em­bar­rassed. They drank and fucked un­til morn­ing, Fred hav­ing fucked one and the other un­til he was dead tired. Then he fell asleep. 


Mar­jorie, the judge, called him ev­ery few weeks. She came and played her les­bian game with An­dromeda and let Fred fuck her hard again and again. In the morn­ing she had her car drive her home. Fred wasn’t overly fond of Mar­jorie, she was al­ready well over 50 and her skin was old and wrin­kled. He couldn’t bring him­self to kiss her on the lips, let alone with his tongue. He could have re­fused or un­in­vited her at any time, but it flat­tered him that she was in­fat­u­ated with him, a lit­tle in bondage. She of­ten talked about how clum­sily and with such youth­ful fier­i­ness he had fucked her when he was 17 that she was breath­less! He al­ways cor­rected her that he was only 13 at the time, but she al­ways ig­nored it. She was a highly re­spected judge and didn’t fuck mi­nors, Full­stop! Fred kept Mar­jorie for quite a long time be­cause she was nei­ther pushy nor did she pick on him. She came ev­ery few weeks when it suited him, she en­joyed fuck­ing and be­ing fucked as a purely phys­i­cal plea­sure and left again, un­spec­tac­u­larly, never try­ing to catch him in any way. An­dromeda joined Fred and Mar­jorie more and more of­ten, be­cause she was a re­ally great third mem­ber of the group. She sur­prised Mar­jorie by bring­ing out Mar­jorie’s les­bian ten­den­cies more and more, caus­ing her to blos­som un­ex­pect­edly.


Fred and An­dromeda loved each other with all their hearts and if it wasn’t for the tat­too on her neck, they would have been en­vied as a cou­ple. They lived in ex­cit­ing times and didn’t yet see the dark clouds on the hori­zon. 


It all started when Fred’s grand­mother Amelie died one day.



● ● ●







The Gang of Five


by Jack Faber © 2023




IN­TER­VIEWER: Well, it’s all set, as promised. I will re­place all names with aliases, as well as all places and ref­er­ences to who, where, how and when. I must point out that my pub­lisher may make cuts if you get too pig­gish, be­cause we’re not al­lowed to print ev­ery­thing. So, then start re­port­ing, but from the be­gin­ning, in or­der and don’t leave out any­thing im­por­tant. Let’s go! 


PJOTR: We live in a small vil­lage a good two hours from the city. We formed a gang, we were go­ing to call our­selves the Fire Red Four. But then lit­tle Dani, Daniel, joined us. He was Jew­ish, we saw that straight away. He was the only one of us who was cir­cum­cised, his fore­skin didn’t com­pletely cover his glans, but he could squirt just as well as the rest of us. We all had men’s cocks, thick and chunky. Only Dani’s still looked like a lit­tle boy’s cock in terms of shape, but it was just as big as ours. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: So, you were the gang of five, ac­cord­ing to the pro­to­col. Who all was there? 


PJOTR: Me, Vanya, Maxim, An­drei and Dani. We mostly met at my place. There was a small foot­bridge over the stream, which the Ger­mans had built dur­ing the Sec­ond World War, you climbed up the steps and were then about 2 me­ters above the ground. We would stand next to each other there wank­ing and we would all squirt into the stream.
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: In­stead of wank, we’re go­ing to write mas­tur­bate, okay?


PJOTR: Fine by me, you write the ar­ti­cle. You can see right into Sascha’s fish house from there. Sascha is Alexan­dra, my sis­ter. She’s much older than us, two years, she’ll soon be 20. She wears thick glasses, has freck­les on her face and a very fat body. Re­ally fat. She’s in­cred­i­bly bright, she has a schol­ar­ship for uni­ver­sity and is just wait­ing for a free place to study. She wants to study bi­ol­ogy, maybe ma­rine bi­ol­ogy. She has no girl­friends or boyfriends and no one to fuck. She showed me how to fuck nine years ago, Un­cle Vanya took her vir­gin­ity and fucked her ev­ery night for two weeks, as long as his house­keeper had kicked him out. He went back to her place and fucked her in the same bor­ing way as be­fore, and then Sasha ex­plained the fuck­ing to me and then we fucked. Since then we wait un­til the par­ents are asleep, then I sneak over to her bed and then we fuck. Sascha claims it’s not as great as mas­tur­bat­ing, she’s shown me that be­fore, but you couldn’t see any­thing then. Her hand dis­ap­peared into her fat pads and fif­teen min­utes later all her fat was jig­gling and that was it. For a long time, I was the only one of the four of us who had al­ready fucked, but then Dani came along and he had al­ready fucked too. 


We were skep­ti­cal at first, maybe Dani just wanted to show off. He told us that he had been al­lowed to sleep with his par­ents since he had been ill years ago. The fa­ther ap­par­ently didn’t care if the boy watched when he mas­tur­bated or if she mas­tur­bated the fa­ther later. How­ever, his fa­ther had or­dered him to turn away when his mother mas­tur­bated his fa­ther and then he had to squirt into her dirty hole in dis­gust. Dani watched se­cretly any­way, the mother pushed the cock into her fuck hole her­self and had to keep mas­tur­bat­ing his cock in her hole un­til he fi­nally squirted. She pulled him to­wards her by his ass cheeks and whis­pered, “cum deep in­side, Dad, deep!” Dani had been watch­ing se­cretly for years and it seemed very strange to him that it hap­pened the same way ev­ery night: he mas­tur­bated and had to squirt in­side, later she mas­tur­bated him and he had to squirt in­side again. Then he would fall asleep quickly and she would mas­tur­bate for an­other hour or longer. He had never seen her mas­tur­bate be­fore, but had felt and heard it a thou­sand times.
 

The mother was a lit­tle over 30, she was quite slim, al­though she had given birth to three chil­dren and only her breasts didn’t please Dani be­cause they were very small. He some­times spied on her when she was bathing and was in love with her body. At 17, her mother, who loved money much more than God and re­li­gion, had set her up or sold her to a very rich young man. They met, he loved how great she was at giv­ing him hand­jobs, but he told her point blank he had never fucked and prob­a­bly never would. She had to think fast, she was still a vir­gin and re­ally wanted chil­dren. So they made a pact, she would mas­tur­bate him and he would have to squirt in­side in the end so that she could have chil­dren. She al­ready had a plan, she had her fa­ther de­flower her be­fore the wed­ding, he was al­ready to­tally de­mented and didn’t know ex­actly who the girl was who was de­ter­mined to be de­flow­ered. He asked who she was and she lied, “Jenny.” The old man took her vir­gin­ity, fucked her and squirted hap­pily. She let her old man fuck her ev­ery third day, some­times he fucked her a sec­ond time, for sev­eral weeks, hav­ing for­got­ten the first fuck. She knew she was preg­nant by her own fa­ther when she got mar­ried. She would name the child Daniela or Daniel, af­ter her fa­ther, the fa­ther of her child. The wed­ding was a riot, she scratched her lit­tle fin­ger and smeared the blood on the linen. The proud groom showed it out of the win­dow and that was all good. She mas­tur­bated him twice on their wed­ding night and stuck his cock in her nasty hole both times, where she con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate him un­til he squirted in­side. That was their love life from then on, it was pure mas­tur­ba­tion­ing. Af­ter the sec­ond squirt, he went to sleep grunt­ing, ev­ery night. Dani had of course been se­cretly spy­ing on him and he wanted to fuck her at all costs. He lay all the way on the out­side and his mother in the mid­dle, on her side, with her ass to­wards him. He se­cretly folded up the cov­ers, pushed up her night­gown so that her ass was ex­posed and he mas­tur­bated and squirted on her ass cheeks. She growled and mum­bled sleep­ily, “I don’t like squirt­ing over like that, it’s dis­gust­ing.” He waited a bit, then mas­tur­bated again and slid his cock be­tween her ass cheeks and squirted into the crease of her ass. She grum­bled, “it’s not right like that ei­ther, it’s dis­gust­ing.” He was des­per­ate, how else? He waited a lit­tle, then thrust his cock deep into her fuck hole from be­hind, from be­low. She grunted pleas­antly, “Now it’s right, and in the end you have to squirt deep in­side!”  Dani fucked her like a clock­work and squirted deep into her hole. She didn’t growl, she sim­ply asked over her shoul­der if he was fin­ished. He wasn’t, he had to squirt twice more, he was so used to it, five times ev­ery night, he whis­pered. She nod­ded in agree­ment and so he fucked her twice more, squirt­ing to the chime of the church clock at mid­night. He turned away af­ter pulling down her night­gown and cov­er­ing her up nicely. He felt the wig­gle of her ass be­cause she was now mas­tur­bat­ing like she did ev­ery night, but he had never seen it be­fore. He now slept in his mother’s back ev­ery night, he turned away and pre­tended to be asleep. The fa­ther was sat­is­fied with this and let the mother mas­tur­bate him twice and had to squirt into her hor­ri­ble, dis­gust­ing hole against his will with a dis­gusted look on his face. Dani was amazed at how quickly she fin­ished with Dad. He waited un­til his fa­ther was snor­ing like a bear, then he un­cov­ered his mother, who al­ways lay on her side and will­ingly stretched her ass out to him and fucked her, usu­ally four or five times and only from be­hind, be­cause that was the only way she wanted it, then he fell asleep while his mother wig­gled like a pud­ding as she mas­tur­bated. This went on for a whole year, but his mother never spoke to him about it, it was a se­cret for both of them. He once asked her if it was nor­mal to squirt five times and take longer than a minute. She didn’t look at him and con­tin­ued with the dishes. “Young boys of­ten need it, some even 10 times, and if it only takes a minute, that’s quite all right. Your fa­ther must have it ex­actly twice a night, but he’s never fucked me be­fore, so don’t be sur­prised. I rub him in­side my hole at the end to make him squirt in­side. It’s al­ways re­ally quick. You can guz­zle down a glass of wa­ter in 10 sec­onds or drink it slowly in 10 min­utes, it makes no dif­fer­ence.” 


She straight­ened up, opened the box door and spoke to the cof­fee cups. “Your lit­tle sis­ters are far too young to fuck,” she said and the cof­fee cups nod­ded in agree­ment, “when they’re 13 or 14, then fine by me. But tell me first, I have to be there for your first time and keep an eye on it. Lissi has al­ready asked me how best to get you to fuck. The young things can’t wait to be fucked, they told me that them­selves. What a shame!” Dani hur­ried to say, “Lissi was al­ready 13 and they some­times played with … with her pri­vate thing and he was al­ways al­lowed to squirt re­ally deep into her crack, but she never sug­gested real fuck­ing. She presses my cock into her hole and rubs me, then she pushes my cock all the way in through the wide hole in her hy­men and I get to squirt in­side.” The mother im­me­di­ately ran into the nurs­ery and came back af­ter a while. “Thank God Lissi is still a vir­gin, but please be care­ful, your fa­ther wants to marry his daugh­ters off as vir­gins. Ap­par­ently her hy­men doesn’t tear so eas­ily, so you can fuck her prop­erly for all I care, just be care­ful!” The mother then slammed the box door shut and the con­ver­sa­tion was over. Dani fucked Lissi very care­fully ev­ery day when she came home from school and squirted re­ally deep once in­side Lissi. He saved the juice to share it with Sascha and Mom. At night he fucked Mom, ev­ery night.


IN­TER­VIEWER: But now back to the bridge, you were stand­ing next to each other and squirt­ing in the stream.


PJOTR: Yes, ex­actly. When Sascha wasn’t with her fish, we snuck into her sanc­tu­ary and squirted into the stone tub trough. The fish were re­ally ex­cited and ate ev­ery­thing. So we stood on the bridge and squirted into the stream, grin­ning, be­cause we knew it would get to the fish. Sascha had re­cently put on a rub­ber apron that she had bought for uni­ver­sity. She only wore her un­der­pants un­der­neath and when she lay down with her belly on the stone trough to talk to the fish, feed them or stroke them, her un­der­pants stuck out quite un­chastely and we had to squirt again and again, it looked so hot.


Of course, I im­me­di­ately tested whether Dani’s lies were true, and yes, they were. I lay down be­hind my mother with a web of lies, my fa­ther was al­ready fast asleep, my par­ents mostly fucked on Sun­day morn­ings un­til mid­day, they sent me and Sascha out of the house. I turned my mother on her side, but she didn’t seem to no­tice be­cause she was ab­sorbed in mas­tur­bat­ing. In fact, I was able to stick my cock into her fuck hole from be­hind and un­der­neath and fucked her re­ally quickly. Thanks to Sascha, I al­ready had a lot of prac­tice. I squirted as the or­gasm was just hit­ting her and pulled out quickly in her fi­nal con­vul­sions. She hadn’t no­ticed and paused as I did. She started mas­tur­bat­ing again, I fucked her like be­fore and squirted in just as she was on the home stretch and pulled it out im­me­di­ately. She spread her legs and now I saw how it went and how she or­gasmed, just like Sascha. She paused again and started very slowly. Now she was ly­ing un­cov­ered on her back and I was watch­ing ev­ery­thing, it was damn ex­cit­ing. I some­how man­aged to get in from the side and from un­der­neath. It took me far too long. She came to the home stretch, she or­gasmed and I wasn’t done yet. She woke up and whis­pered in­dig­nantly what I was do­ing, but it was just a rhetor­i­cal ques­tion. I paused for a mo­ment, star­tled, but she hissed, “hurry up, fin­ish!” I hes­i­tated a lit­tle, she hissed very qui­etly that I should fi­nally get on with fuck­ing her! I fucked her in­cred­i­bly fast, squirted and had to catch my breath. She whis­pered im­pa­tiently, “Are you fin­ished yet?” I whis­pered that I usu­ally need it again, she whis­pered smil­ing, “Sasha has trained you well!” I was kind of of­fended, but I had to keep fuck­ing and cum­ing. I was kind of of­fended, but I had to keep fuck­ing and cum­ming. “Be very quiet,” she whis­pered, “you can keep fuck­ing and cum­ming be­cause of me. But only as an ex­cep­tion!” She made her­self very soft and guided my cock with her hand. I fucked quickly, but she slowed me down. “Take your time, let’s both en­joy it!” I went very slowly, for what seemed like an eter­nity, but at some point it drove me on and I jerked off. “Now I’m done,” I whis­pered. She took my face in her hands and whis­pered that I wasn’t al­lowed to do that, that it was in­cest. Of course I had heard about it and nod­ded sadly, “I’m not do­ing it any­more.” Af­ter a while she smiled en­cour­ag­ingly and be­gan to mas­tur­bate very quickly and later I did too. She fin­ished much quicker than I did and took my cock in her hand, she did a great job and made me cum in her mouth af­ter some quick tongue play. She kept go­ing, she whis­pered, be­cause she needed it very badly again, but I should go to my room, my fa­ther shouldn’t catch me here.
 

That’s the cur­rent state of things. I sneak into bed with her a few times a week when she’s still mas­tur­bat­ing, I just fuck her se­cretly like at the be­gin­ning. But now she al­ways no­tices that I’m there af­ter the or­gasm, she lets me fuck her on my knees a few times and waits to mas­tur­bate un­til I go back to bed. The fa­ther doesn’t know any­thing and only Sascha some­times asks where I’ve been, she’d wanted to fuck.
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: But the first vic­tim of the gang of five was Sascha, that’s how the pro­to­col be­gins. 


PJOTR: Yes, that’s how the judge sees it. I think it was Vanya who sug­gested fuck­ing Sasha at the fishes. I was against it at first be­cause the fish were a pri­vate sanc­tu­ary for Sascha. But they over­ruled me. So we went to Sascha and the fish. We feigned in­ter­est and asked her if the fish fucked just like us hu­mans. She looked at us through thick glasses and asked if we weren’t pay­ing at­ten­tion at school. We shouted out in one voice: “School, baaaah!” She shook her head at so much stu­pid­ity and ex­plained that fish didn’t ac­tu­ally fuck, they squirted and sprayed se­men over the eggs ly­ing in the sand. Vanya, who was stand­ing be­hind her, fid­dled with her ass. She asked and he replied cheek­ily that he just wanted to spray his se­men over her eggs. What none of us ex­pected was that Sascha took off her un­der­pants with­out say­ing a word and lay down with her stom­ach on the stone trough and stuck out her fat ass. “Well, spray then!” she said boldly, be­cause she didn’t think he dared to do it in front of his friends. But he did. He spread her labia with his fin­gers un­til the light pink flesh was vis­i­ble. Then he thrust his chunky cock into her fuck hole and fucked away quickly, and I think it was his maiden ride. He squirted very quickly and An­drej was al­ready ready be­hind him. Sascha no­ticed the change of rider, of course, but she grinned good‐na­turedly and let An­drej fuck her un­til he squirted. Maxim was the most awk­ward of us, he, like the oth­ers, had never fucked be­fore and spread her labia wide apart to get a good look at the pink hole he was go­ing to stick his cock in. He care­fully in­serted it and pushed it in deep. He im­me­di­ately squirted with­out fuck­ing. He meekly pulled his cock out and ran away, not want­ing to lis­ten to the mock­ery. Dani fucked quickly and for a long time, whis­per­ing in Sascha’s ear that he was about to squirt. Sascha nod­ded silently and Dani squirted all over her. He pulled his hand­ker­chief out of his trouser pocket and care­fully cleaned his child­ish‐look­ing cock. I didn’t feel like fuck­ing at the mo­ment and my friends dis­persed. I was left alone with Sascha. “So this is your gang of five,” she noted, “it’s the first time I’ve ever been fucked by more than one.” 


She in­ter­ro­gated me again about where I’d been at night and I caved in, prob­a­bly be­cause I hadn’t taken part in the group fuck­ing. I told her ev­ery­thing from the be­gin­ning, ev­ery de­tail. She asked three times if Mom al­ways ended up giv­ing me a hand job and a mouth job? I nod­ded, she did, but I hadn’t re­al­ized it right away. I had to prom­ise Sascha that no mat­ter how late I would slip un­der the cov­ers with her and tell her ev­ery­thing scald­ing hot. When I couldn’t fuck any­more, I told her while Sascha mas­tur­bated. She turned on the lit­tle light and spread her legs wide, be­cause she found mas­tur­bat­ing even hot­ter when I was watch­ing her. I had to di­vide my juice bet­ter, I skipped the squirt­ing from the bridge and di­vided my juice be­tween mother and Sascha. The gang of five came to Sascha’s fish house ev­ery day and she had all four of them fuck her with the great­est plea­sure. If any­one wanted to fuck a sec­ond time, go ahead!


IN­TER­VIEWER: The other three are barely men­tioned in the court record. What were their ex­pe­ri­ences like? 


PJOTR: Wanja’s fa­ther took her mother into a re­hab clinic and filed for di­vorce. Al­though he was well into his 50s, he mar­ried a young di­vorced woman in her mid‐30s who had a great daugh­ter at 17 or 18. Both were very quiet types, Wanja was keen to fuck the lit­tle girl, at the lat­est when he found out while spy­ing that she had been fuck­ing her fa­ther since she was 12 and that was the rea­son for the di­vorce. Wanja could hear ex­actly when his fa­ther had fin­ished fuck­ing and was snor­ing now. The lit­tle girl slept with her mother in the large mar­i­tal bed and was of course also present dur­ing the fuck­ing. Wanja crept into his par­ents’ bed­room, it was pitch dark. He care­fully lay down and se­cretly slipped un­der the cov­ers. He pressed him­self against the body and stroked the ass, it was a small girl’s ass, but both had a sim­i­lar fig­ure, sim­i­lar asses. He checked again with his hand that the crease of the ass led di­rectly into the holy of holies. The body and the ass cheeks be­gan to trem­ble vi­o­lently as he ex­plored, he slowly but firmly thrust into the holy of holies and it was pretty tight! The trem­bling be­came stronger as he re­ally started to fuck. The whole time he had Sasha’s pink, ex­cit­ing hole in front of him, the first one he had ever seen in de­tail and the first one he had ever fucked prop­erly. He had a pretty thick, chunky piece and he would have loved to fuck the quiv­er­ing thing for much longer, but he had to cum. En­er­getic fin­gers yanked his cock out and he squirted the rest be­tween her ass cheeks. Quiet as a cat, he slipped away. He was al­most cer­tain that he had fucked the daugh­ter. He came again the next night, but the girl was no longer trem­bling. He was amazed when a hand crawled up be­tween the ass cheeks, in­serted his cock very pur­pose­fully into the holy of holies and prompted his ass cheek with a few light pats. The pussy hole wasn’t as tight as yes­ter­day, and it was only trem­bling be­cause this girl was mas­tur­bat­ing while be­ing fucked. He couldn’t see any­thing in the pitch dark, of course, but he guessed it was the step­mother. He left his cock in her hole af­ter he’d cum, be­cause she wasn’t fin­ished and he’d never seen a girl mas­tur­bate be­fore. Her or­gasm was so strong that she squeezed his cock out. He stroked her ass cheek good­bye and slipped out silently. He fucked a dif­fer­ent girl ev­ery night and once, when he was alone in the kitchen with his step­mother, he sum­moned up all his courage. She smiled kindly and sat down with him, an­swer­ing ev­ery­thing hon­estly and straight­for­wardly. His fa­ther took turns fuck­ing the mother and daugh­ter ev­ery night, and he wasn’t a very good fucker, but he was a great good hus­band. The one girl he fucked stayed in the mid­dle. And now, thank God, Wanja came ev­ery night to fuck the other one. She al­ways mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing, the daugh­ter only did it se­cretly when she could lock her­self in the room. She had never seen it ei­ther, but she def­i­nitely knew that the daugh­ter also mas­tur­bated ev­ery day and usu­ally at night too. She promised to show him how she mas­tur­bates one day. It was enough for Wanja to fuck and cum just once that night, be­cause he was in­fat­u­ated with fuck­ing Sasha.


It didn’t work out so well for Maxim. He sneaked over to his mother’s late at night, her lover was fast asleep and she was ly­ing naked on the bed, doz­ing, her fin­gers rest­ing on her cli­toris. He touched her clit with his fin­ger, she flinched and asked an­grily what he ac­tu­ally wanted. They both whis­pered softly so as not to wake the young lover.  He stam­mered, “I just want to…”  “Play with my clit?” She was dis­pleased. “I wanted to fuck you,” he whis­pered softly. “The sun must have burned your brain,” she said an­grily. “Which mother lets her son fuck her?” He named them all, “some of the other four of the gang of five have been fuck­ing their Mom for a long time, I’m the only one who…” She in­ter­rupted him. “They’re just say­ing that!” but he shook his head firmly. “We’re not al­lowed to lie in the gang!” She be­came a lit­tle thought­ful now.
 

“Maybe they just do it to your friends by hand, I could be­lieve that, I know some of them do.” He pushed his hard‐on for­ward, right into her trimmed pu­bic hair. She sighed pa­thet­i­cally, “all right, I’ll rub you with my hand, you piglet!” He wasn’t thrilled, of course, and said the real fuck­ing, that’s what he ac­tu­ally had meant. She pointed to her lover with her chin. Max looked, he was younger than him, maybe 14 or 15, with a stiff lit­tle boy’s cock. She said, “my hole is in­sanely tight, that’s why I only fuck with lit­tle boy’s cocks.” She took his much big­ger cock in her hand. “I could fuck mon­sters like that be­fore you were born, but not af­ter you were born, my pussy shrunk and got re­ally tight.” She pointed to the boy’s cock. “He’s not 14 yet, but look at his cock, it’s not quite hard now, but al­most. Watch, see! Look! He is a bit squirt­ing, see?  The young boys squirt a dozen times at night, when sleep­ing. And his cockm is just about go­ing in, but in a few weeks I’ll have to find an­other one with a smaller cock.” He mum­bled that he was sorry about that, about the shrink­ing.
 

He bent over and parted her  labia. The hole was re­ally, re­ally tiny. He felt her clit. “But you can still mas­tur­bate?” She smiled, a lit­tle more con­cil­ia­tory now. “When he’s asleep, I al­ways mas­tur­bate, it doesn’t make any noise.” They both smiled at each other. “Mom, I still want to try it, very care­fully, I don’t want to hurt you!” She shook her head. “It will hurt me a lot and maybe tear my pussy.” 


Max knelt in front of her and put her legs on his shoul­ders. “I’ll pen­e­trate very gen­tly, I prom­ise!” She closed her eyes. “Please don’t, it’s go­ing to hurt me!” He nod­ded and kissed her mouth, his cock slid for­ward, find­ing the hole im­me­di­ately. He pen­e­trated very gen­tly, it wasn’t that tight. She smiled and smiled, he gen­tly pushed deeper and deeper. She smiled even wider, he made just one tiny fuck­ing move­ment and had to squirt in­stantly. She laughed softly. “You’re in the wrong hole, you Christo­pher Colum­bus!” He looked down, sure enough! “Sorry!” he squeezed out. “Colum­bus got lost too, he ac­tu­ally wanted to go to In­dia.”
 

She smiled and played with his cock, which was still hard, pulling the fore­skin play­fully over the glans. “Like your fa­ther, re­ally big!” He saw that her pussy was re­ally wet. “Mom, are you that horny?” he asked. She nod­ded. “I need to mas­tur­bate right now, I need an or­gasm!” He stroked her hip, her ass cheek. “Please let me try again, I’ll take re­ally good care.” It took a while, then she nod­ded and put her legs on his shoul­ders. She kept her eyes closed, he looked down and parted her labia with his fin­gers. He pushed his glans be­tween his fin­gers for­ward, gen­tly but force­fully. It was re­ally god­damn tight there, god­damnit! He paused and felt her tense loos­en­ing and her pussy ad­just to his size. She let the air out sharply. “He’s al­most all the way in al­ready,” she whis­pered in amaze­ment.


“Yes,” he whis­pered hap­pily, “he’s go­ing in!” Slowly he pushed in, deep, un­til his whole cock was in her hole. She re­laxed, she clung to him, very close, very tight. He be­gan to fuck her, gen­tly and pow­er­fully, and felt her arousal rise with ev­ery thrust. She gasped and panted and her or­gasm erupted with a sti­fled, silent scream. He con­tin­ued to fuck un­til her heart­beat calmed down again and then he squirted in­side. She put her legs down and pointed her fin­ger at her clit. “Look at how pointed and red it’s be­come! I haven’t been fucked to or­gasm this beau­ti­fully in 18 years, since Daddy …” she broke off. They were silent for a while. 


His cock was still quite hard and she played with it. “You have to cum again, don’t you?” “Yes, I have to squirt twice more, then he’ll go limp,” he said. He said he al­ways squirted 5 times a night. She nod­ded, she was still com­pletely gripped. She had fucked a mon­ster again af­ter so many years! They fucked again af­ter a while, he was very care­ful and she or­gasmed again. He was happy and told her so. They fucked again very, very care­fully, but she didn’t have an or­gasm be­cause he was al­ready pretty tired. She left her legs on his shoul­ders and mas­tur­bated. He saw her mas­tur­bate for the first time. It went quite quickly, she was still very hot from fuck­ing. He let her slide down slowly. “Do you mas­tur­bate a lot?” he asked cu­ri­ously and she thought about it with a smile. “Usu­ally 7 to 8 times a day, I’ve never had an or­gasm with the lit­tle boys’ cocks, I al­ways wait un­til he falls asleep.” Max stayed for an­other half an hour, she mas­tur­bated once more and he went to his room. 


The next day, the young lover was gone.


And An­drej? Well, his fa­ther hadn’t fucked his mother for a long time, he was ex­hausted from work­ing and de­spised her be­cause she didn’t take one lover but had a new one ev­ery day. In the late af­ter­noon she shooed ev­ery­one away, for din­ner she played in­tact fam­ily. An­drej waited un­til his fa­ther was asleep and then crept up to her room. She held a small mir­ror and a small pair of scis­sors in her hands and trimmed her pu­bic hair. She was nei­ther sur­prised nor dis­turbed. He waited pa­tiently un­til she put the uten­sils aside. Of course, she had been watch­ing his swollen prick the whole time and now asked him whether she should do it to him by hand or mouth, or whether he pre­ferred to fuck prop­erly? She ex­pressed her doubts as to whether he could do it yet? He was com­pletely per­plexed and nod­ded. “So fuck, re­ally fuck?” she asked re­dun­dantly, spread­ing her legs out to the side so that he could kneel be­tween her knees. “But why am I ask­ing such a stupid ques­tion, you’re just at the age where boys want to fuck like crazy! Come on then!” She re­mained sit­ting half up­right in the cush­ions and let her­self be fucked with­out any fuss. Af­ter cum­ming, she put his face on her chest. “I’ll ex­plain to you ex­actly what’s im­por­tant and what’s not,” she said and smiled, then gave him a good crash course in fuck­ing. He had only ever fucked Sascha be­fore, at his own dis­cre­tion and with­out lessons. The fa­ther was asleep on the couch in the liv­ing room and she asked An­drej if he had ever seen a girl mas­tur­bate? He shook his head no, never! “So come on, you can watch me!” she said and be­gan to mas­tur­bate. It was re­ally very ex­cit­ing and his cock re­ally swelled up, which she no­ticed with a smile. When she was on the home stretch, she gasped, “Now!” An­drej im­me­di­ately started fuck­ing like a clock­work, he cummed the mo­ment she or­gasmed, it was her or­gasm that trig­gered the squirt­ing. He kept fuck­ing un­til his cock went limp. She said that he seemed to have got­ten the mes­sage. He lay with his head be­tween her breasts and she asked him about sex for the first time. Later they fucked again and he waited to squirt un­til she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and only then did he squirt. He went back to his room so that his fa­ther wouldn’t no­tice. He was al­lowed to come ev­ery night, but he knew that he was just an­other lover for her. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: Okay. Tell me what hap­pened with Sascha, how did the fa­ther come into play? 


PJOTR: Sascha was the big hit for us for over six months. As you could only see di­rectly into the fish house from the bridge, she usu­ally took all her clothes off and just put on the rub­ber apron. We fucked her all af­ter­noon, she got into the stone trough in be­tween and washed her pussy. The fish ate our se­men with en­thu­si­asm, she said. She only let us fuck her from be­hind, her up­per body on the stone trough. Once she dis­cov­ered how the fish nib­bled on her nip­ples and she thought that was cool. Sascha has pretty big breasts, she dipped them into the fish food, plunged them com­pletely into the wa­ter and the fish nib­bled en­thu­si­as­ti­cally. She laughed lustily be­cause it was sex­u­ally arous­ing. Usu­ally two of us stood to her left and right and pulled her big ass cheeks apart with both hands. So you could see her pink flesh, the big swollen cli­toris and the deep hole very well and also her fin­ger­tips when she mas­tur­bated. Dani spread her labia wide with his fin­gers, pulled his boy‐shaped cock all the way out and squirted di­rectly into her hole from the out­side. He squirted jet af­ter jet from a short dis­tance di­rectly into her hole, which was still open from fuck­ing, di­rectly un­der her mas­tur­bat­ing fin­ger, which flung the fin­ger‐long, stiff cli­toris back and forth! It looked in­sanely hot. 


None of us had no­ticed that our fa­ther had be­come un­em­ployed. He sud­denly stood un­der the door­way of the fish house. He laughed boom­ingly. “So, there you all are!” Wanja meekly pulled out his cock and there we were, five naked boys and Sascha. We could smell his flag from afar. He walked straight up to Sascha and grabbed her naked hips. “I re­ally thought you were still a vir­gin be­cause you didn’t seem to have any girl­friends or boyfriends. But I see you have a lot of friends and you let them fuck you! Even Py­otr is there, I would never have thought that!” I started to ex­plain to him that I had never fucked Sascha in the fish house in front of my friends, but he didn’t lis­ten. 


He grabbed Sascha very tightly, very tightly. “I like to fuck you too, I’ve al­ways wanted to! What do you mean?” Poor Sascha stut­tered. “But … you’re my dad! And Un­cle Wanja, your brother, …” “Well, what has he done again?” he asked and dropped his pants. He def­i­nitely had the big­gest cock of all of us, damn it! Sasha stared at his trun­cheon and stut­tered, “Un­cle Wanja did it, he fucked me years ago, many years ago…” her voice trailed off. “He fucked you, the guy,” he said with an un­steady tongue, “so he took your vir­gin­ity?” Sasha nod­ded un­hap­pily. “Did he rape you?” he asked harshly, but she fought him off. “No, not that! He first taught me how to kiss with the tongue and then kissed me for so long and made me so hot that I wanted to fuck, right away!” Sascha looked sadly at the floor. “To­day I know how mean he was. But back then, when I was a good 12, I took my panties off in a flash, I opened my legs as wide as I could and even stuffed his cock into my pussy my­self.” The fa­ther looked at her dis­ap­prov­ingly. “I even had to help him take my vir­gin­ity by hand be­cause he never got a real hard‐on! I al­ways had to mas­tur­bate in front of him to get him a lit­tle hard. He al­ways squirted right away, he did it for months un­til Mom got sus­pi­cious and kicked him out.”


The fa­ther swayed his head back and forth. “What a bas­tard! He could have said some­thing, then I would have fucked you much sooner!” He lifted Sasha onto the edge of the stone trough and spread her legs wide apart. “Oh, this splen­dor! This beau­ti­ful piece! And what a beau­ti­fully trained cli­toris you have! Do you work out a lot? Since when?” Sascha turned a deep red. “Since be­fore kinder­garten, Dad, and ev­ery night since then. But Py­otr never no­ticed!” She looked straight at him. “Do you re­ally have to fuck me, Dad, what does Mom say?” He shrugged his shoul­ders, gripped his stick with his hand and shoved it deep into Sasha’s fuck hole. All 5 of us stood there with our mouths open, Sascha had never fucked on the work­top be­fore, he fucked her for a re­ally long time and she al­most slipped into the wa­ter when she had her first or­gasm. He just kept fuck­ing her and she was now mas­tur­bat­ing. He squirted when she had her sec­ond or­gasm. She was so lost in arousal that she con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate af­ter he had al­ready pulled his cock out. She fin­ished quickly and stood in the stone trough to wash out his se­men. He looked at me in­sis­tently. “You’ll have to fuck her like that when you grow up, Py­otr!” he slurred and zipped up his pants, then left. Dani asked or stated, “Your fa­ther?” I re­mained silent and Sascha growled an­grily, “he no­ticed me for the first time in 20 years, the pig!”
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: Ah, I see. That’s how you got off the rails?


PJOTR: nod­ded. He came al­most ev­ery af­ter­noon to fuck Sascha’s brains out. The gang of five didn’t fuck Sascha that of­ten any­more, we heard my fa­ther whin­ing that there was no money to buy booze. I stole booze from the stores, the other four helped me out of friend­ship. We stole money from the till when we could and cheek­ily bought booze with the other shop­keeper’s money. We didn’t have to steal as of­ten, but bought the booze from the com­pe­ti­tion. We could play the in­no­cent an­gels, we paid for the booze in cash. Dad spent whole af­ter­noons in the fish house, he fucked Sascha’s brains out and his good boys brought him end­less booze. 


Sascha now al­ways mas­tur­bated from or­gasm to or­gasm when her fa­ther fucked her, she had never done that with any of us. Max, Wanja, An­drej and I had longer cocks than Dani, we stuck our cocks in the wa­ter and let the fish nib­ble, they ob­vi­ously knew that the nu­tri­tious se­men splashed into the wa­ter from there. The fish had a real scram­ble to get their share of the tasty white worms. They greed­ily licked our cocks clean. 


Some­one came up with the idea of get­ting money from the lonely petrol sta­tions. There were 67 petrol sta­tions within cy­cling dis­tance, a good 20 were quite re­mote. We watched from a safe hid­ing place, put our cap­masks over our heads and en­tered the petrol sta­tion. No girl re­fused when we took a wad of bills, we never took ev­ery­thing. An­drej had a very real‐look­ing toy gun in his waist­band, that worked. 


At the sec­ond gas sta­tion, Vanya pulled down the fright­ened girl’s jeans and panties and fucked her from be­hind. She held up her hands and nod­ded when Wanja asked if she would rather be fucked or get a bul­let in the head? She nod­ded, pale as wax, “I’d rather be fucked, sir,” she stam­mered, “I’d rather fuck, I’d love to!” Af­ter Wanja, Max was al­lowed, and the girl stam­mered if she could put her hands down. I said if she would put her hands on the counter where I could see them. She leaned on her hands and stuck her lit­tle ass out the back. I didn’t think she looked very sexy, but Dani growled, “Hole is hole!” be­fore fuck­ing the girl. I sent Max to the door, but not a sin­gle ve­hi­cle drove past on the coun­try road. Af­ter An­drej, I fucked her last, she had al­ready had an or­gasm with Dani and An­drej and now I could feel her trem­bling as she came to or­gasm. I found it very erotic and sexy, Wanja had pho­tographed and filmed her fuck­ing with the oth­ers. She had rested her fore­head on her arms, she was ex­hausted and com­pletely fin­ished.


We cy­cled off sep­a­rately and met up at An­drej’s place. We shared the spoils, but put most of it aside for Dad’s booze. We watched Wanja’s videos, gig­gling. An­drej’s mother had brought her lover to the door and came in naked in a com­pletely trans­par­ent noth­ing. Our jaws dropped, be­cause she looks damn good, and I knew for a fact that the oth­ers were think­ing the same thing I was. She could see what video we were watch­ing and asked if we didn’t want some­thing real to fuck, but An­drej, the spoil­sport, rudely com­pli­mented his horny mother out. “My Mom,” he said, com­pletely un­nec­es­sar­ily, and we weren’t even sup­posed to think about it! 


IN­TER­VIEWER: So you robbed all the petrol sta­tions?


PJOTR: No, we just took a lit­tle money and left most of it be­hind, we didn’t want to put the girls through any mis­ery. We usu­ally had enough time to fuck the girl all five of us, be­cause no one wanted a bul­let in the head. Within a year we had fucked all the girls thor­oughly and laughed our heads off, be­cause only then did the po­lice start look­ing for the five men. They were armed to the teeth, tree‐length Ne­groes or dwarf Cor­si­cans, they sped away with screech­ing tires in a sil­ver, red, black or dam­aged BMW with lots of dents. It was al­ways a BMW, which at least was very help­ful. The girls were tied up, beaten up, drunk on cheap booze and only very rarely raped by the drunken Ital­ians. It was hi­lar­i­ous! We gave up the petrol sta­tions.
 My fa­ther had a few con­nec­tions in our hum­ble un­der­world. Dani, who con­sci­en­tiously con­tin­ued to fuck Sascha dur­ing my fa­ther’s breaks, lis­tened to him on the phone. This gave us valu­able tips on which vil­las were un­oc­cu­pied and where it might be worth break­ing into. The gang of five got on their bikes — we only talked about our BMWs with a grin — we pock­eted our cap­masks and had Dad give us the ap­pro­pri­ate tools, he was also able to give us good tips on how to break in most qui­etly and al­ways be pre­pared for some­one to be there. How right he was! We al­ways met res­i­dents, al­ways!  Cou­ples, maids or men who could be the girls’ fa­thers or grand­fa­thers.
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: So these were the break‐ins as recorded in the pro­to­col.


PJOTR: I was sur­prised in court that so few bur­glar­ies and rob­beries were re­ported, but we never hurt any­one ei­ther. We broke in qui­etly like mice and checked first to see if any­one was there. There was al­ways some­one there, the tips from the un­der­world were all worth­less, to put it bluntly. First we tied up the hus­band or lover, then one of us started to fuck the wife, daugh­ter or ser­vant in front of the gagged per­son. None of the girls or ladies wanted a bul­let in the head, they all agreed to be fucked. They told their gagged hus­bands that they only did it un­der duress. But that was al­most never true, they let them­selves be fucked greed­ily and lust­fully and begged, “Again!”  The oth­ers were look­ing for money and jew­elry, again we didn’t take ev­ery­thing. We com­fort­ably fucked the girl or the woman one af­ter the other. Un­for­tu­nately, some of the wives were well over 50, but we grit­ted our teeth, be­cause who didn’t want to join in the fuck­ing? Wanja filmed ev­ery­thing with his cell phone and many women got re­ally friv­o­lous and kinky when they knew they were be­ing filmed. 


An­drej, who knew a lot about com­put­ers, said that we shouldn’t take lap­tops or cell phones with us, they were the eas­i­est to track down. An­drej al­ways had a dozen USB sticks with him and searched through all the lap­tops and com­put­ers. Some­times he found bank or ac­count de­tails that were easy to sell. If he found spicy pho­tos or videos that weren’t from the in­ter­net, he copied them. When we’d all had enough fuck­ing, we left qui­etly. We dis­man­tled the cell phones and dis­trib­uted the  parts so that it took peo­ple quite a long time to call the po­lice, but by then we were al­ready at An­drej’s place. 


The bed­room was the only room where we all had space. We didn’t open the loot un­til the next day, as An­drej’s mother wasn’t al­lowed to know about it. An­drej hissed at her to put some clothes on, she was a de­cent woman and not a hooker! She put on the trans­par­ent noth­ing and didn’t give a damn that the other 4 of us were gaz­ing at her jew­els mil­lime­ter by mil­lime­ter. An­drej showed us the cap­tured pho­tos and videos and his mother laughed screech­ing where we de­praved crim­i­nals only smirked. It took a while for An­drej’s mother to un­wrap our cocks and give us hand­job af­ter hand­job. An­drej was sim­ply over­ruled when she took the cocks in her mouth and made us cum in­side. An­drej had to grudg­ingly ac­cept that his mother sim­ply ate and fucked one or the other. In the sec­ond month all 4 of us fucked the good woman one af­ter the other, she was never ex­hausted or lazy. An­drej didn’t want to fuck her in front of us, but he filmed ev­ery­thing and did a pretty good job. We each got our copy, be­cause the nights could get very long. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: And how did the mur­der or man­slaugh­ter with­out in­tent come about?


PJOTR: Py­otr took a deep breath. The fa­ther got a sure­fire tip. A de­tached house, the owner had gone away for the week­end, the safe was full to the brim, with­out a com­bi­na­tion lock and could be opened with one or two blows of a ham­mer. He wanted to do this big fish him­self. I re­al­ized that he had worked up quite a bit of courage‐booze and said we wouldn’t let him go alone. He fi­nally agreed. We rode our bikes and ex­plored the sit­u­a­tion. Ev­ery­thing looked fine, the houses were dark, the street light­ing was poor, as it was in all our towns. We looked for the right places to keep a look­out. Dad broke into the house, qui­etly as he had taught us. 


10 min­utes passed, we heard the brief crash of the ham­mer on the safe. 15 min­utes. The fa­ther stag­gered out of the house, the bloody ham­mer in one hand, a bun­dle of pa­pers in the other. Wanja and I were with him im­me­di­ately. “No money, not a sin­gle rou­ble, not a sin­gle dol­lar! Just worth­less pa­per!” He flung the pa­pers into the air. Wanja caught it and tried to de­ci­pher it. I asked fa­ther why the ham­mer was bloody. He looked at the ham­mer un­com­pre­hend­ingly. “He sud­denly stood in the door­way, a muz­zle‐load­ing ri­fle from the Tsarist era in his hand. It just clicked and I hit him over the head! Self–de­fense!” Stunned, I picked him up on the cross­bar and raced home with him. My broth­ers in arms came one af­ter the other. Wanja, who had mem­o­rized what An­drej had taught us, called the am­bu­lance with a sup­pressed num­ber, anony­mously. Some­one was se­ri­ously in­jured at the ad­dress. He hung up very quickly. An­drei shook his head. “If they’re on their toes, they’ll in­ves­ti­gate you, Vanyushka!” 


We were struck down, the man had died on the way to hos­pi­tal. He was a well‐liked no­tary and the chief of po­lice vowed to catch the cow­ardly mur­derer be­fore lunch. Dad got drunk in the morn­ing, we boys fucked Sasha all af­ter­noon and met at An­drej’s in the evening and fucked his mother un­til af­ter mid­night. Ev­ery day. We fucked like rab­bits, with fear breath­ing down our necks. Ten days went by and we fucked poor Sasha and An­drei’s mother to pieces ev­ery day. Then the po­lice showed up at Wanja’s house. None of us had asked him to keep quiet, we were the gang of five and we stuck to­gether. Dad was taken away, then the rest of us and fi­nally Sascha too.
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: Maybe we’ll talk about the court, the trial. You all got off lightly, didn’t you?


PJOTR: You can see it that way or not. We were all sworn in, and the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor, who wanted to see us hang just like the in­com­pe­tent po­lice com­mis­sioner, as he said in the TV in­ter­view, the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor ru­ined his own trial by point­ing out that we had a duty to tell the truth, by the gal­lows. When ev­ery­one knows that Mother Rus­sia only hangs Amer­i­can spies! Peo­ple are stran­gled, stabbed, poi­soned or shot. But the gal­lows! The two of them re­minded ev­ery­one of Wal­dorf and Statler!


IN­TER­VIEWER: Oh, they’re gang­sters too, aren’t they….?


PJOTR: No, they’re the main char­ac­ters on Sesame Street. Right? So, it was an own goal to in­ter­ro­gate the gang of five and Sascha in front of the as­sem­bled town! We didn’t lie, each of us gave a truth­ful ac­count of how we fucked our moth­ers one by one. The au­di­ence hung on our ev­ery word, hoot­ing, hol­ler­ing and whin­ny­ing as we tricked our moth­ers to fuck. Our Moms were turn­ing red one by one, but as the au­di­ence cheered and whooped be­cause we weren’t ly­ing or fib­bing un­der a duty to tell the truth, peo­ple threw their caps in the air, be­cause name one fam­ily in town that wasn’t com­mit­ting the same crimes in se­cret. The moth­ers felt the tail­wind and beamed. The grumpy judge banged his lit­tle ham­mer un­til si­lence fell. He dryly asked the pros­e­cu­tion what this had to do with the ac­tual crime and they whim­pered that they wanted to ex­pose the true char­ac­ter of the gang of five. The judge was fu­ri­ous and took a stom­ach pill. “Next,” he or­dered.


I knew the mo­ment Sascha took the stand that the pros­e­cu­tion had lost. I had ad­vised Sascha to wear her ag­gres­sive Rev­o­lu­tion blouse with­out a bra. She could hardly con­tain her huge breasts, it’s not for noth­ing that the rev­o­lu­tion­ary blouse is named af­ter the bare‐breasted Mar­i­anne of the French Rev­o­lu­tion from painter Eu­gène Delacroix. The au­di­ence threw flow­ers at her and shrieked with de­light when one or two breasts re­sisted. The old judge cleaned his glasses for the third time, he couldn’t take his eyes off them. Sasha was unique and elo­quent. She re­counted Un­cle Wanja’s se­duc­tion, in­clud­ing his ever‐so‐soft cock. The au­di­ence went wild with joy. She talked about how she and I had fucked night af­ter night since then, how she had se­cretly mas­tur­bated ev­ery night since kinder­garten and dreamed of her prince. It was dead quiet in the room, only the child­less judge coughed. He couldn’t do any­thing with it, but the pros­e­cu­tor con­tin­ued to drill into Sasha’s guts, or rather her pussy.


Did he get the up­per hand? No!
 

Whim­si­cally, Sascha told him that she couldn’t find a boyfriend and was so happy that the five boys made an ef­fort for her, how child­ish squirt­ing de­vel­oped into child­ish fuck­ing and how she stretched her flower out to all fours, the fifth, her brother, didn’t want to fuck his sis­ter in front of his friends and only did it at home, at night, se­cretly. She told in de­tail how her fa­ther, who had be­come un­em­ployed, had caught them all fuck­ing and was fi­nally able to fuck her prop­erly. She had se­cretly watched her par­ents fuck­ing and wanted noth­ing more than to be fucked by him. Now it hap­pened, he fucked her to or­gasm like a real man, day af­ter day! She couldn’t say much more, the gang of five fucked her to mad­ness with sheer fear. The au­di­ence, who had been silently hang­ing on her lips, burst into thun­der­ous ap­plause! Vi­vat Alexan­dra! Vi­vat Sascha! The judge was re­ally an­gry. He asked the pros­e­cu­tor to the judge’s ta­ble and be­rated him for what he had ac­tu­ally achieved, noth­ing! 


The pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor looked at his note. Four mer­chants had been sum­moned, the gang of five had ad­mit­ted to steal­ing from them, the key­word be­ing booze. The mer­chants ob­jected ve­he­mently. The five young men had pre­sented their IDs and paid for the booze in cash. They were good cus­tomers, they paid in cash, they never wrote any­thing down. The pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor made a long face. The judge be­came im­pa­tient. 


The pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor had the 20 girls from the petrol sta­tions come in, he was sure he would now bring the gang of five to the gal­lows. The girls looked bored and flirted with the crim­i­nals, the gang of five. Called in­di­vid­u­ally, they de­nied ev­ery­thing. They had been at­tacked or raped by Ne­groes, cor­sairs and Ital­ians. None of them loved the stingy, cor­rupt gas sta­tion ten­ants, none of them blabbed that they had en­joyed the rob­bery and glee­fully be­grudged the ten­ants the hole in the till. The judge asked them in­di­vid­u­ally if they rec­og­nized the crim­i­nals. “For God’s sake, no, your honor! They’re just kids!” The judge let them go, slammed the file cover shut and or­dered the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor into the judge’s cham­bers. 30 minute break. The five moth­ers were sur­rounded by moth­ers from the au­di­ence, their shoul­ders were pat­ted and they were told how their sons had man­aged to trick all of them into se­cretly fuck­ing them. The bell rang.


Now my fa­ther took the stand. He didn’t re­veal who he had got­ten the in­for­ma­tion from, Gang­ster’s honor. The pros­e­cu­tor went on ner­vously and fear­fully, the judge had put the pros­e­cu­tor’s head on the Ex­e­cu­tion­ers block. In pri­vate, of course. The fa­ther de­scribed the break‐in, the boys had only been on the look­out, he had opened the safe and found only worth­less pa­pers. No gold, no money, no jew­els! Sud­denly the old man in the night­gown had been stand­ing be­hind him, had put on a gun and it just clicked. He was scared out of his wits that if he fired the gun, he would be dead. He couldn’t see that the gun was a mu­seum piece. He hit the old man in panic, but he didn’t want to kill him! He ran out and the boys took him home. When he heard on the ra­dio that the old man had died, he hadn’t been able to sleep for 14 days un­til he was ar­rested. He fol­lowed the words of the de­fense lawyer to the let­ter, he made sure he didn’t talk him­self into shit. The judge let the ex­perts and foren­sic sci­en­tists have their say and ended the hear­ing. The ver­dict would be an­nounced here in ex­actly 14 days, the fa­ther had to re­main in cus­tody, the gang of five had been re­leased on their word of honor. Sascha gave an­other tele­vi­sion in­ter­view, on the con­di­tion that she was shown with her name, ad­dress and tele­phone num­ber su­per­im­posed and, sec­ondly, that the cam­era­man showed as much breast and bot­tom as did not have to be cen­sored. 


We boys from the gang of five knew that we could eas­ily serve 20 years in the gu­lag. We were scared shit­less and started fuck­ing Sascha in the morn­ing, all five of us, be­cause like the oth­ers, I had my pants full. We laid Sascha on her back on the stone slab and fucked her like her fa­ther. She had her hands free, she stretched her thick lit­tle legs up in the air and mas­tur­bated her cli­toris sore. Since An­drej had ex­pressed that she might be locked up too, she mas­tur­bated day and night, who knows if she could even mas­tur­bate in prison? 


The boys went to An­drej’s in the late af­ter­noon, the mother had to kick her lover out and the 5 of them fucked her tire­lessly un­til late at night. She had never been fucked so many times in a row, but even An­drej was scared. He fucked her like never be­fore, she was com­pletely ex­hausted at night and went to piss with O‐legs.


Un­cle Wanja, the weak loins un­cle, slept with Mom to sup­port her in her dif­fi­cult hours. In the morn­ing, at break­fast, she would slap him wildly, al­most beat­ing him. For three hours she had to rub his cock and spoil it in her mouth un­til he was half stiff and could fuck and squirt for a few min­utes. She had paid close at­ten­tion at the trial, forc­ing lit­tle girls to mas­tur­bate, de­flow­er­ing them with her own fin­gers and fuck­ing them loin‐weak for months on end, you can do that, you mouth‐breather, you horse de­ceiver! She in­sulted him ev­ery day and didn’t give a damn that the chil­dren were sit­ting next to her. When­ever her fa­ther was out of town or in prison, he came over in the evening and forced his cock on her. Many years ago he might have fucked her well, but now we kids heard she didn’t want it any­more. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: So that must have been a time of fear and un­cer­tainty. But then came the day the ver­dict was an­nounced.
 PJOTR: Yes, ex­actly. Sascha put on one of her dar­ing rev­o­lu­tion blouses again, this time the com­pletely see‐through one and of course with­out a bra. The old judge winked as if he was short‐sighted and made her stand and sit in the wit­ness box. The cam­eras clicked, the fil­teams scur­ried, be­cause Sascha was well aware that this was her chance to show her breasts. I’m im­mune by now, but the au­di­ence was look­ing at her breasts, spell­bound like the Jew­ish peo­ple at the Promised Land or No­vak Djokovic at the Grand Slam.
 

The judge had the gang of five stand up, we stood there in our con­fir­ma­tion suits, our hair slicked back, the gu­lag be­fore our eyes. The judge read out his ver­dict, he and the as­ses­sors put on their Punch and Judy hats. Fuck­ing the moth­ers was in line with lo­cal cus­tom, so they were ac­quit­ted. The judge looked all around the au­di­ence, “80 years ago, in my youth, it was of course very dif­fer­ent. Mid­dle‐class fam­i­lies like mine had a wet nurse to suckle the ba­bies or a nanny. They took care of our cocks, made us squirt hap­pily and when we be­came boys, we learned to fuck from them. None of us ever thought about fuck­ing our own mother. Times have changed fun­da­men­tally. So ac­quit­tal, what do you think, Miss Sascha?” Sascha gave a British‐style curtsy that made her breasts plop out of the frame. She straight­ened her blouse with a tri­umphant smile and said, “Yes, Your Honor, ac­quit­tal!”
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: did any­one find out why Sasha was on the stand?


PJOTR: I don’t know. The judge con­tin­ued read­ing. The fuck­ing of the gang of five with Sascha in the fish house was a pri­vate mat­ter, no one was un­der­age, there is no crime, he said, look­ing re­proach­fully at the con­trite pros­e­cu­tion. “I don’t know why this had to be dragged out here, Mr. Pros­e­cu­tor, so ac­quit­tal again, isn’t that right, Miss Sascha?” Sascha did her im­pos­si­ble curtsy again, and I al­ready knew her well enough to re­al­ize why she was stuff­ing her breasts back into her blouse so clum­sily and awk­wardly. “Quite un­doubt­edly an ac­quit­tal, Your Honor!” The old judge grinned cheek­ily; he had fi­nally got­ten a long, in­for­ma­tive look at Sasha’s breasts. 


The judge con­tin­ued. As far as the al­leged thefts in the stores and the rob­beries at the 16 petrol sta­tions al­leged by the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor’s of­fice, the un­proven rapes and the un­law­ful re­moval of money are con­cerned, that is ac­quit­tal, ac­quit­tal, ac­quit­tal in 16 cases! Nei­ther the store own­ers have con­firmed the ac­cu­sa­tion of the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor nor have the 20 girls at the petrol sta­tions rec­og­nized or ac­cused even one of the so‐called gang of five. So ac­quit­tal in all 16 cases, isn’t that right, Miss Sascha? She was beam­ing and happy to show off her care­fully re­hearsed curtsy, first care­fully stow­ing one breast and let­ting the other be seen for a long time, only then stow­ing the sec­ond. “Ex­cuse me, Your Honor, but the blouse has ob­vi­ously shrunk in the wash. As for the ac­quit­tals, I can only say, thank you, Your Honor, that’s gen­uine jus­tice!”


The judge nod­ded grate­fully, as if he de­pended on Sascha’s ap­proval. He turned the page. “Now, Miss Sascha, to you and your Fa­ther. You were both of le­gal age, so no crime, al­though the court has a slight doubt about his pa­ter­nity, but that is a pri­vate mat­ter too. But as far as the omi­nous Un­cle Wanja is con­cerned, I am bring­ing charges against him for de­file­ment of a 12‐year‐old mi­nor! He’s al­ready in cus­tody, the trial is to­mor­row at 10 a.m. on the dot, and I’m call­ing you, Miss Sasha and your mother as wit­nesses. What is your com­ment, Miss Sascha?” With the punc­tu­al­ity of a Swiss watch, Sascha made her ter­ri­ble curt­sey and stuffed her breasts into her com­bat blouse faster than be­fore. “Your Honor, my fa­ther was the first real man to fuck me prop­erly. I didn’t re­al­ize at the time that we were of age. But thanks for the ac­quit­tals! I don’t like to talk about Un­cle Wanja un­less Your Honor or­ders it.” She waited a mo­ment and con­tin­ued, “Of course I will ap­pear to­mor­row like my mother!”
 

The judge cleared his throat. “The main de­fen­dant and the five young men may rise!” The fa­ther and the five of us stood up, heavy as lead. Now the gu­lag came crash­ing down on us. Like the two as­ses­sors, the judge cov­ered his head with his car­ni­val cap. “We have de­lib­er­ated at length and have come to the con­clu­sion that it is not a case of pre­med­i­tated mur­der, mur­der or ag­gra­vated man­slaugh­ter, but sec­ond‐de­gree man­slaugh­ter re­sult­ing from a sud­den af­fect, in this case an un­for­tu­nate event. The ex­pert wit­nesses con­firmed that the im­me­di­ate threat was a very old and un­loaded weapon, which the de­fen­dant could not have known. This is how this short‐cir­cuit ac­tion came about. We have dropped the bur­glary and the theft of se­cu­ri­ties worth mil­lions. We there­fore sen­tence you to 4 years and 7 months im­pris­on­ment. And now to our young men. You were nei­ther present nor in­volved in the man­slaugh­ter,” here I breathed a sigh of re­lief, “but you were a look­out for a crime, and we de­lib­er­ated at length as to whether this should be re­garded as com­plic­ity. As the three of us were un­able to come to a unan­i­mous de­ci­sion, I sen­tence all five of you to three months’ house ar­rest and two hours’ so­cial work a day at the mu­nic­i­pal gar­den­ing of­fice. Prun­ing trees, rak­ing up leaves, you know.”  I couldn’t be­lieve our luck! No gu­lag! House ar­rest, pah! The judge looked at Sascha. She was prompted and du­ti­fully curt­sied, but this time she held her breasts with both hands so that they didn’t pop out, but the breasts in her hands looked so friv­o­lous and ob­scene that the au­di­ence ap­plauded spon­ta­neously. “Your honor, my fa­ther is not a mur­derer, no, never! With­out know­ing the le­gal in­tri­ca­cies, I sup­pose sec­ond‐de­gree man­slaugh­ter is less bad.” The judge nod­ded in agree­ment. “So I as­sume that the four years are jus­ti­fied. And your le­niency with my five boys is much, much bet­ter than the gu­lag.” 


The judge nod­ded. “Yes, I’ve cer­tainly thought about that. I can’t put these green­horn fel­lows in prison, they’ll be rounded up and sent to war in the Ukraine. — What!?” The as­so­ciate judge had kicked him in the shin and mut­tered, “You can’t call it a war!” The judge im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized his slip and or­dered the court scribe. “Strike out war, delete or erase if nec­es­sary. I meant to say that they are be­ing sent on the spe­cial mil­i­tary ad­ven­ture, not war of course, there is no war! Mil­i­tary ad­ven­ture, spe­cial ad­ven­ture!”  He stared an­grily at his scribe. “Don’t take notes, I’m mak­ing a pri­vate, per­sonal foot­note now, mind you!” He looked di­rectly at his au­di­ence. 


“When Mr. Putin was made pres­i­dent 20 years ago, I was gen­uinely hor­ri­fied at first. I’ve never hid­den the fact that I don’t think much of the se­cret ser­vice. The guys who lis­ten and peep at key­holes, who vi­o­late postal se­crecy and open let­ters or tap phones, yikes! Who look un­der girls’ skirts and stick their sweaty fin­gers un­der their skirts and into their panties or stick some­thing else wet into the panties of in­no­cent girls, dou­ble yikes! But then I heard him say that he wanted to lead our Rus­sia back to its true great­ness, to the great­ness of the Tsarist era, and that warmed my pa­tri­otic heart and brought tears to my eyes, be­cause I had to think of my dear par­ents, who were still at­tached to the Tsar and couldn’t re­ally do any­thing with the new‐fan­gled Com­mu­nism. My heart was filled with a ten­der, cau­tious love for Pres­i­dent Vladimir Vladimirovich, and I didn’t care whether he put his fin­gers in the girls’ panties or any­thing else, as ev­ery­one knows. He does it for the great­ness of the em­pire, even if we no longer say tsarist em­pire to­day. So what do you say, Miss Sasha?”
 

Sasha stroked her breasts with a friv­o­lous, ob­scene hand ges­ture, caus­ing the au­di­ence to hold its breath. “Your Honor, if Pres­i­dent Putin wanted to reach un­der my skirt and put his fin­gers in my panties, please! I would, of course, im­me­di­ately ask him to put some­thing bet­ter in my panties, with­out ques­tion!”
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: What do you think of the judge’s foot­note?”


PJOTR: My God, I don’t know. What is the Tsarist em­pire? — Never mind. We hugged each other in re­lief and trot­ted home. I pulled my Mom into her bed­room, I im­me­di­ately had to fuck some­one for re­lief, and how badly! Now it was known in court, ac­quit­ted and she was of­fi­cially al­lowed to fuck me with im­punity. I then dragged Sascha into the bed­room and we fucked for the first time in the mar­i­tal bed! My mother stroked Sascha’s breasts while we fucked. “The thing with the see‐through blouse is great, put it on again to­mor­row, we’ll dunk clean Un­cle Wanja up to his neck!” Sascha nod­ded in agree­ment and didn’t stop mas­tur­bat­ing for a mo­ment. “Aren’t you go­ing to pull him out for con­tra­cep­tion?” asked her mother. Sasha shook her head and mas­tur­bated on and on, “I haven’t got my pe­riod yet, mom!” and I added, “She can’t get preg­nant like that!” Mom rubbed my cock deep in Sascha’s fuck­hole as I squirted, be­cause Mom had be­come ter­ri­bly horny and hot as I fucked Sascha. But I was too tired now, I had to take a break. My mother touched Sascha’s cli­toris. “I didn’t re­al­ize you had such a big clit!” Sasha nod­ded lan­guidly, be­cause she liked it when her cli­toris was touched gen­tly, I knew that. “It’s prob­a­bly ten times big­ger than mine,” her mother con­tin­ued. Sasha was silent for a long time, but said, “Maybe it’s from mas­tur­bat­ing so much, isn’t it?” Now her mother shook her head de­ci­sively, “No, cer­tainly not. I mas­tur­bate at least as much as you do, but mine is much smaller, a lit­tle hump, maybe a quar­ter of a fin­ger­nail or smaller.” I fell asleep, there’s an­other court date to­mor­row. In the morn­ing we fucked again, that was more im­por­tant to all three of us than break­fast. Grin­ning broadly, my mother lent Sascha a wafer–thin blouse.
 

The hall was packed. The pho­tog­ra­phers and cam­era­men swarmed around Sascha, who was the first to sit in the wit­ness box. The as­ses­sor read out sev­eral pages of unim­por­tant de­tails, I didn’t pay any at­ten­tion, I knew our own ad­dress. Then the judge took over with the sub­ject of the duty to tell the truth. Sascha, who wasn’t at all afraid of the judge, asked if she re­ally had to an­swer ev­ery­thing em­bar­rass­ing. He in­structed her, “You mustn’t lie un­der any cir­cum­stances, you can say that you’re em­bar­rassed by the an­swer, the clerk will con­sci­en­tiously write that down, but you also have to say the em­bar­rass­ing things. You can say I don’t know, I can’t re­mem­ber, but only if it’s true. Un­der­stood, girl?” I im­me­di­ately no­ticed that he was call­ing Sasha by her first name, so I re­al­ized that Un­cle Wanja was ex­pect­ing a se­vere trial. He sat small, pale and guilty on the bench. The judge asked Sascha to tell it in her own words, start­ing with kinder­garten. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: Did he re­ally say kinder­garten?


PJOTR: Yes. Sasha re­ported that she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night since for­ever, one or two or­gasms. Some­times three. But in such a way that Py­otr, that’s me, didn’t no­tice any­thing. The judge nod­ded kindly. “I some­times spied on the bed­room door back then, wanted to know how the fuck­ing was go­ing. When her fa­ther fucked Mom, it was done in a minute, when it was an­other boyfriend, it al­ways took a long time.” The judge nod­ded, “But you do know that spy­ing is very in­de­cent?” Sascha nod­ded, “As a child, I only knew that it was strictly for­bid­den, but I was very cu­ri­ous be­cause my mother’s friends did a lot of naughty things.” The judge re­mained friendly, but she should now talk about Un­cle Wanja. 


“I wasn’t quite 12 yet, but I thought I was al­ready quite grown up. It re­ally an­noyed me that ev­ery­one treated me like a baby, like a child. Un­cle Wanja was the first and only one who took me se­ri­ously and talked to me in a re­ally grown‐up way. I didn’t re­al­ize at the time that all he wanted to know was how, when and how of­ten I mas­tur­bated. He re­ally wanted to see it, so I showed him. He asked if I could kiss prop­erly? With your tongue? I had no idea and let him show me be­cause I had shown him how to mas­tur­bate. I learned to kiss very quickly, he kissed me for hours and my pussy and cli­toris be­came in­sanely ex­cited. He said it was be­cause I wasn’t fuck­ing yet. 


I didn’t un­der­stand the con­text, but we kissed for ages and I racked my brains as to how I could get him to fuck me. I knew how to do it from spy­ing. I used to strip com­pletely naked now, ready to im­pro­vise. I made him hold his cock in front of my pussy to see if it would go in. Of course he didn’t go in, and he said the hy­men was in the way. But I was al­ready hell bent and he said we had to rip the hy­men open with our fin­gers. All right, we poked around a bit, then I res­o­lutely pushed my in­dex fin­ger in and that was it. He fi­nally fucked me, his cock looked big, but it re­mained a semi‐soft thick worm, a soft gar­den hose that he cau­tiously pushed in and out. But he couldn’t speed up or the worm would plop out. “I’m about to squirt,” he said, “I’ll make you a baby!” I said he had to make me a baby please, please, please, he should just go ahead and squirt the baby in, what a face my Mom would make then! The judge smacked the as­ses­sor, telling him not to laugh so stupidly, we want to see the pic­ture au­then­ti­cally!


Sascha con­tin­ued, “He came ev­ery day when I was alone or only Petya was in the house. He didn’t care if Petya no­ticed any­thing. He al­ways let me sit on his chest first and watch me mas­tur­bate, only then did he fuck me with the soft hose. I dared to say that he should fuck me re­ally hard, but he wanted to know how I knew that. I con­fessed to spy­ing and now I had to tell him about spy­ing ev­ery day. We fucked ev­ery day as soon as I got home from school and he al­ways ended up squirt­ing. I turned 12, he gave me a thin sil­ver chain for my wrist, I was al­most an adult now. I only wore the chain to school so Mom wouldn’t ask any ques­tions. More than half a year had passed when Mom stormed into my room while we were fuck­ing. She gave him a good spank­ing, kicked him out of the house and banned him from the house. That was the end of it.”


The judge looked at the two as­ses­sors, they had no fur­ther ques­tions. Now our mother took the stand. She was wear­ing a dress that re­ally em­pha­sized her re­mark­able curves. The judge looked at her twice and his eyes flashed be­hind his glasses. He told her to de­scribe ev­ery­thing in her own words, to tell the truth and so on.
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: Did your mother re­ally choose this dress on pur­pose? 


PJOTR: I think so, we all had the im­pres­sion that it looked good on the three judges. It was a tight‐fit­ting white dress, slightly see‐through. She wore no un­der­wear, no bra and no panties. I hadn’t of­ten paid at­ten­tion to how good our mother looked at the age of 35 to 40, so we hadn’t cel­e­brated her 40th yet. The dress clung to her curvy, hot body like a sec­ond skin. Her pointy nip­ples stood out ag­gres­sively, her lit­tle black bush was in­stantly rec­og­niz­able and when she moved at the right an­gle, you could see the in­den­ta­tion of her pu­bic crease. She just shrugged flip­pantly when I told her be­fore walk­ing in the morn­ing. I grum­bled, that’ll dig Un­cle Wanja in even deeper. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: All right, go on. 


PJOTR: She smiled at the three judges. “Al­low me to make one more com­ment about yes­ter­day’s pro­ceed­ings. My hus­band is not a killer, he ran down to his mis­for­tune be­cause un­em­ploy­ment took him off the floor and he drowned him­self in al­co­hol. I of­ten watched him when he was fuck­ing Sascha with the boys in the fish house. I saw how he tried hard and made a real ef­fort. As far as I know, he was the first grown man to fuck Sascha prop­erly and ac­cord­ing to all the rules of the art. He wanted to do it bet­ter for her than for me, that was hon­or­able! I was very dis­ap­pointed in him af­ter the wed­ding. He was the kind of man of whom the French say ‘In, out, thank you madame!’ But he was al­ways a good man, good hus­band and a good fa­ther. I was happy to find a man when I sus­pected I was preg­nant. I didn’t used to be such an old ugly broad, I was a hit and had ten lovers on each fin­ger to fuck, a few re­main with me to this day. For the first 10 or 15 years of our mar­riage I had a par­al­lel lover ev­ery day, be­cause my hus­band is a real dolt in that re­gard. He only pushed me aside a year or two ago, per­haps he dis­cov­ered my lovers or sud­denly imag­ined that he wasn’t the fa­ther of Sasha, whom he loved dearly. If he had asked me, I would have lied to him for the sake of his peace of mind, be­cause I was never sure which of the many men it could be. He never touched our girl be­fore, I swear on my life. When she learned how to make boys squirt at school, she had no boyfriends to do it with. She came to our mar­i­tal bed and made him squirt, the good‐na­tured dear grumpy bear. I taught her un­til she was good at it, of course she de­manded to learn to squirt into her mouth. But when I told her that a Daddy was only al­lowed to fuck the Mommy and that the Bear with his big cock was not al­lowed to fuck in the tiny lit­tle pussy of lit­tle girls like her, she was very dis­ap­pointed and af­ter that she was no longer in­ter­ested.” The judge nod­ded, “we’ll take this down and put a copy in his file, it might help him with an ap­peal or a mercy pe­ti­tion.” The judge nod­ded to her en­cour­ag­ingly, now she should re­port on Sasha and Wanja. 
 

“I could al­ways see that Sascha had been mas­tur­bat­ing since kinder­garten, which was okay in my opin­ion. She kept it a se­cret from Petja, her younger brother Pjotr, which was also okay in my opin­ion, as the two of them slept in the same room. I only found out af­ter a while that Wanja was fuck­ing Sasha and I was very up­set at first. But I de­cided to watch it for a while be­fore in­ter­ven­ing. 


I spied ev­ery day when he dis­ap­peared into the nurs­ery. They both stripped naked, she had to sit on his chest and mas­tur­bate right in front of his face. I could see in his eyes how much it made him horny and hot. She had her legs spread wide apart, I could see her beau­ti­ful pink pussy and you could al­ready see her open hole. Back then, when she was 12, she only had a tiny cli­toris, now she has one as long as her lit­tle fin­ger, a great mon­ster. 


Sit­ting op­po­site them was Petja, maybe 8 or 9 years old, mas­tur­bat­ing as quiet as a mouse. He kept squirt­ing, watched them both and con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate. Wanja lay down on lit­tle Sasha and I could see ex­actly how he slowly in­serted his soft rub­ber cock into her fuck hole. He fucked her very slowly, be­cause you can’t fuck fast and hard with such a soft cock. I’m only telling you this so you can imag­ine the whole pic­ture. 


I kept want­ing to fin­ish it, but I kept putting it off, and if Sascha got any dam­age from it, I’ll wear part of it. Sascha kept ask­ing Wanja to fuck her prop­erly. He elicited from her that she some­times spied on me, I some­times had that feel­ing. But in­stead of fuck­ing her prop­erly, he just wanted to be told how my lovers fucked me. He in­ter­ro­gated her grimly, he wanted to see the whole movie. But now I had seen enough. I stormed into the room and beat the bas­tard priest out of the house, never to come near Sascha again. I think I gave him a re­ally good beat­ing, be­cause he never came over to us again. 


Only since my hus­band was in cus­tody has he come over to fuck me at night, but more awk­wardly than ever. Al­though he spends a lot of money on whores who come to him. I shouted at him the first night that even my lit­tle Petya had a cock twice as big as his and could fuck a thou­sand times bet­ter. Then I kept my mouth shut and chased him away af­ter break­fast, be­cause he lives on the neigh­bor’s prop­erty. But he’s at my door ev­ery night and comes to fuck me. I have far too soft a heart and let him in with a hope­less sigh. It doesn’t mat­ter who fucks me old ugly woman. The main thing is that I have a warm bed. 


Sasha didn’t cry a sin­gle tear af­ter her first lover, and I know why. I don’t know whether Sasha let our Petya fuck her when Un­cle Vanya was still fuck­ing her. But now she let him fuck her straight away, I watched it of­ten and of­ten. He was still a lit­tle boy and had a small but well squirt­ing lit­tle boy’s cock, now he has a re­ally big and strong man’s cock, as we all know. But he fucked Sascha prop­erly and ex­ten­sively, ev­ery night. She must be happy with his fuck­ing, be­cause he still gets to fuck her to this day.
 

“Your Honor, I’ve told you ev­ery­thing, left noth­ing out and lied about noth­ing. Thank you.” She joined me in the front row walk­ing like a model on a cat­walk and sat down be­tween Sascha and me. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: But Wanja was also al­lowed a word? I only ask be­cause I was no longer in the court­room at the time. 


PJOTR: Yes, of course. The judge now called on Un­cle Wanja to ex­plain it from his point of view. Wanja stood up, look­ing more like a lit­tle mouse than ever. “Your Honor, as of­fen­sive and em­bar­rass­ing as Sasha’s and my sis­ter‐in‐law’s ex­pla­na­tions were, I couldn’t find any lies. Con­trary to the ad­vice of my de­fense at­tor­ney, I am fully con­fess­ing and plead­ing guilty. May I add some­thing else? I would like to de­scribe my sit­u­a­tion.” The judge looked briefly at the as­ses­sors, who just shrugged their shoul­ders. The crim­i­nal has con­fessed, the ver­dict will be unan­i­mous. The last word won’t change that. The judge nod­ded, go ahead!


“Even as a boy, I suf­fered from the fact that I had a much smaller cock than my brother. For a long time, he didn’t want to be­lieve that my lit­tle one just didn’t get re­ally hard. He mas­tur­bated me time and time again and it al­ways took ages be­fore I squirted. He shook his head in dis­be­lief, my cock was just rub­bery soft. He had laid hun­dreds of girls dur­ing his time at school, I prob­a­bly didn’t get 20. I only got to fuck the re­ally ugly ones or those who didn’t have a shred of self‐es­teem. I wasn’t too shy and would of­ten stand out­side a store or su­per­mar­ket for hours un­til I found a safe vic­tim, they were usu­ally well over 50 and even old ladies on walk­ing sticks.
 

In high school, he re­ally took pity on me and made a pact with me. We pre­tended that we only had one sin­gle room to­gether. The girls didn’t care, they wanted to fuck the Hand­some boy. He fucked the girls on our dou­ble bed and I sat naked in the chair and was al­lowed to watch. I played with my soft hose and when he was fin­ished or took a break, I was al­lowed to fuck the girl. I can re­mem­ber at most two or three who wouldn’t let me fuck them. How good it felt to fuck as many girls as he did, and they were pretty to su­per pretty. They looked at me as they fucked him and smiled good‐na­turedly as I slowly stroked my soft hose.


This must have gone on for 10 years, ev­ery­one had enough fuck­ing to do and I wasn’t as un­happy as I had been in ju­nior school. That’s also how we met his fu­ture wife, my sis­ter‐in‐law over there. The three of us fucked as usual, I knew how of­ten she cheated back then, but my brother was com­pletely in­fat­u­ated with her and didn’t lis­ten to me. They got mar­ried, but our love tri­an­gle went on for an­other 20 years. I knew that her lovers only came over at lunchtime or in the af­ter­noon, I only came over late at night, by which time he had long since fucked her and was al­ready asleep. She had me gen­tly lay with her and I fucked her my way.
 

I didn’t count how many men  fucked her ev­ery day, I was just one of many and one cum was enough for me. My brother didn’t talk much, and cer­tainly not to me. He only fucked her for an­other minute and de­spised her, but he never said why. Then a dark, pow­er­ful urge drew me to lit­tle Sasha, and you’ve heard the rest. Thank you, Your Honor, I ask for a le­nient sen­tence.” The judges looked up, they heard such tear‐jerk­ing sto­ries ev­ery day. Half an hour break, then the ver­dict is an­nounced. 


Mother bought us a Coke and was sur­rounded by a clus­ter of men and women. The men pre­tended to ask about the fab­ric of her dress, but in re­al­ity they were grop­ing her body the whole time. The women wanted to tell their story, they had all had a sim­i­lar ex­pe­ri­ence. I stood a lit­tle apart with Sascha, I was dis­gusted by the whole thing, Sascha was thrilled be­cause the mother at­tracted the men like a mag­net. I growled, that’s be­cause she looked so horny. I still had some­thing on my mind. I took Sascha’s head in both hands and kissed her on the lips. “No mat­ter what we’ve heard to­day, you’re my sis­ter, my very fa­vorite sis­ter and I al­ways want to fuck you.” Sasha said noth­ing, but the gleam in her smil­ing eyes was an­swer enough. The bell rang.
 

Sasha sat down in the mid­dle, next to me, and held my hand tightly un­til the end. Un­cle Wanja had to stand up, the three judges put on their fancy clown hats, then the judge read out the ver­dict. It was so­porific, I was only in­ter­ested in the coun­ter­point. The range was 1 to 10 years, Wanja got 4 years and 7 months. The judge looked up briefly. “If you both want it, in the same prison.” Vanya took a breath and nod­ded.
 

IN­TER­VIEWER: The court has spo­ken. The gang of five will soon be un­der house ar­rest. What’s next for you? 


PJOTR: It’s hard to say, we’ve learned from our mis­takes and will never get caught again. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: Does that mean you’re go­ing to go fundrais­ing again? 


PJOTR: None of us know that yet. We have other is­sues to solve now. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: And what are they? 


PJOTR: Well, I don’t want to read that in your in­ter­view, but I can tell you off record. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: Okay, deal!


PJOTR: Af­ter the trial started, we de­cided to fuck a dif­fer­ent one of our Moms ev­ery day, all five of them.


IN­TER­VIEWER: Oh, that sounds ex­cit­ing. How did you go about it? 


PJOTR: We started with Wanja. Only when his fa­ther was asleep did we sneak into the pitch‐black bed­room. Vanya whis­pered to his step­mother, who was im­me­di­ately ex­cited and ready to go. She then whis­pered to her daugh­ter, who hes­i­tated briefly and bitched. We went into the an­te­room and put shoes and clothes in 5 heaps. Then we crept up to the women. None of them knew who was fuck­ing them, none of us knew whom we were fuck­ing. Ev­ery­one fucked ev­ery­one, the women nat­u­rally rec­og­nized Wanja’s cock and gig­gled. We avoided mak­ing any noise, af­ter two hours we were com­pletely ex­hausted, but smil­ing. We left silently.
 

Max han­dled the sit­u­a­tion very well and clev­erly. His mother had sent her lover away for the night un­der a good pre­text, but she was still play­ing the Vir­gin of Or­leans on him. “Five cocks, you say, five cocks you want me to rub be­cause they’re your friends? Five? Do you still have all your cups in the cup­board? I’m go­ing to get ten­donitis, you creepy guy, you!” But then ev­ery­thing went per­fectly. The light stayed on and her eyes sparkled when she saw all the gor­geous cocks. Only with Dani did she make a brief fuss. “I won’t fuck a Jew, they don’t have fore­skin and that’s no fun!” Max asked if she had al­ready fucked a Jew. She thought for a long time, then nod­ded. “When I still had my hus­band, be­cause he had a lot of Jews as cus­tomers. While he was work­ing in the back of the work­shop, I let all the cus­tomers fuck me, but the Jews only from be­hind, I just didn’t want to see the cir­cum­ci­sion.” We had to ac­cept, that some wires of her brain were loose and she was drunk as a sailor. We fucked her one by one for three hours. She had a re­ally tight vagina and we all had to pen­e­trate her very care­fully un­til it ad­justed. Only Dani had to fuck her mouth on his first round, as if she was afraid it might be poi­sonous or con­ta­gious. He fucked her mouth en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and squirted deep down her throat while An­drej fucked her. Dani gig­gled, “There are mil­lions of lit­tle Jews swim­ming in your gul­let now, Maxi‐Mom, mil­lions of hon­est Rus­sian Jews!” She didn’t find it so funny and con­cen­trated on her or­gasm, be­cause An­drei was get­ting ready to cum. We fucked her for three hours, in­clud­ing Dani, un­til she could no longer stand. But she kind of liked it, be­cause she asked if we would come back again?


An­drej’s mother was im­me­di­ately hooked. She gave his fa­ther a light sleep­ing pill in his tea, then we snuck into her bed­room. We fucked round and round, Mom was great at fuck­ing and we had to give up af­ter four hours, but she could take 5 boys so eas­ily! We stag­gered home on our bikes and fell into bed. 


Dani was tough at first. His mother was on fire, she had never taken part in a group fuck be­fore, her hus­band was too semi‐re­li­gious for that. She told Dani not to pay any at­ten­tion to his fa­ther. We walked past him, just as Dani had said. The fa­ther had counted, he rolled his eyes in de­spair, then he ran out, squat­ted down in the syn­a­gogue and tried to pray in si­lence. He didn’t come back un­til long af­ter mid­night, by which time the four of us were al­ready over the hill, the four of us had fucked the horny good Jew­ish woman in turn un­til we had re­ally squirted all into her. Dani, our fifth man, lay next to her and just held her hand or stroked her nip­ples, which had be­come so hard. He didn’t want to fuck her un­til late at night any­way. 


The fa­ther stopped for a mo­ment in the bed­room door­way, Dani was al­ready about to fuck his wife. She whis­pered that he should come in here, she was go­ing to do him very nicely, very nicely! Sigh­ing deeply, he lay down in bed with her, his wife squeezed his hand and felt for his cock. He was in­hib­ited at first as she con­tin­ued to grunt and fuck Dani while she rubbed him and made him squirt. Dani had to make room for a mo­ment so that she could let her hus­band squirt into her hole, then Dani was to con­tinue fuck­ing her. The fa­ther was some­how grate­ful that Dani was fuck­ing his wife, be­cause he hated fuck­ing. He re­ally did. So far he had only ever mas­tur­bated and had to stick his cock deep into her hor­ri­ble hole to squirt in­side. She kept rub­bing him in her hole un­til he squirted and kept rub­bing un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. She al­ways gave him a sec­ond hand job af­ter a while, but he had to put his vir­gin cock in her nasty, dis­gust­ing hole again and squirt into it while she kept rub­bing his cock un­til he fin­ished squirt­ing. He was very tired af­ter squirt­ing twice and fell asleep, she con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate for an­other hour or more, but he found it re­ally ex­tremely dis­gust­ing. He had watched her mas­tur­bate once out of cu­rios­ity, but he had to run to the bath­room and throw up in the sink. So their mar­ried life had gone qui­etly un­til Dani de­cided to fuck her re­ally hard. Dad tol­er­ated his fuck­ing quite hap­pily be­cause Mom gave him two hand­jobs at the same time.


I had spo­ken to my mother and Sascha about the new thing. As you’d ex­pect, they were both grin­ning from ear to ear and ask­ing when the gang of five was com­ing. Since my fa­ther and un­cle were locked up, I was the only man in the house, all three of us lay in the big mar­i­tal bed and we fucked when­ever any­one felt like it. The gang of five was par­tic­u­larly cu­ri­ous about my mother, as ev­ery­one al­ready knew Sasha. They pounced on my mother madly, who re­ally en­joyed it, and I made sure that Sascha got the cocks too. 


IN­TER­VIEWER: I think we have ev­ery­thing. I’ll write the ar­ti­cle, get it all signed off and send it as an email be­fore we print it. Okay? 



● ● ●







Rush­ing Cyprus


by Jack Faber © 2023




Va­le­ria, the woman with the most beau­ti­ful long legs in the world, held me in her lap and talked on the phone for hours in a for­eign lan­guage. She had re­tired from ac­tive bal­let be­cause she was too old, but she was still far too young to train the next gen­er­a­tion as a bal­let mis­tress. She had once whis­pered in my ear that it was a good thing, she could catch up on all the fuck­ing she had missed dur­ing train­ing. The fact that I was ly­ing in her lap was be­cause I had a loft with a glass dome and a di­rect view of St. Stephen’s Cathe­dral, she could sip cham­pagne and eat straw­ber­ries be­cause my house­keeper was sim­ply good. The fact that she was al­lowed to shop with my credit card was only fair in her opin­ion, in re­turn I was al­lowed to fuck her when­ever I could and felt like it. Oh Va­le­ria, you balm of my soul! 


Yes, why did my soul need balm? I had been di­vorced from the best woman in the world for months. I had my VW‐list with hun­dreds of VWs in the trunk of my Mer­cedes. A big point of con­tention with Va­le­ria, she wanted a hot Ital­ian run­about, but she was al­ways miffed when I rec­om­mended a Fiat Topolino. As for me, I needed a re­li­able car and not a speed­ster, i.e. good Ger­man work­man­ship, and I also needed a driver’s li­cense, which the sober ones sim­ply took away from me, one or two vod­kas too many. I see, why VW‐list? I had made a list when I started drink­ing about why my wife had left me. “Maybe be­cause,” was how each line be­gan. I short­ened it, vw, …. and had some sen­si­ble ar­gu­ments and hun­dreds of point­less ones. Women came from Venus and men from Mars, that would prob­a­bly be the most ac­cu­rate ex­pla­na­tion. Or as Otto put it, women were ge­net­i­cally closer to gazelles, men to apes. All of these say­ings, jus­ti­fi­ca­tions and ar­gu­ments could be washed away with a vodka or two.
 

Va­le­ria said on the first evening that I was only the sec­ond man she’d fucked. Of course I wanted to know more, the girl was prac­ti­cally brand new! Va­le­ria had grown up in poor, cramped con­di­tions, one of the two rooms was the kitchen, shower and toi­let, the other was the bed­room. The child didn’t need her own bed, her fa­ther said. So Va­le­ria slept with her par­ents. Ev­ery night her fa­ther fucked her mother roughly, Va­le­ria didn’t know any dif­fer­ent. He was con­stantly swear­ing that the mother was bad to fuck and only calmed down when the child Va­le­ria hugged him from be­hind and held his cock like a stick, a stick that was soft and gen­tle at first, but be­came wild and ag­gres­sive again in Va­le­ria’s child­like fist. Va­le­ria al­ready knew it by heart, the fa­ther growled and fucked the mother with wild curses and sank to the side to fall asleep im­me­di­ately. His scream­ing got louder and louder, they ar­gued be­fore and af­ter fuck­ing. He wanted a bet­ter woman to fuck, the mother cried and let her­self be fucked pa­tiently, in tears, what was she go­ing to do with­out her Vanya? Va­le­ria threw her­self be­tween the two squab­blers and hugged her fa­ther, who was scream­ing fu­ri­ously. He stared at her in amaze­ment, she was so pretty and stuck her pussy out at him. He calmed down and hugged his princess. He took her vir­gin­ity and fucked her like a wild boar. The mother was re­ally an­gry at first, but then she was re­as­sured. The 13‐year‐old child was to fuck him and tie him to the house so that her Vanyushka would have no rea­son to cheat and go away. The fa­ther fucked Va­le­ria once or twice ev­ery night, there was no more scream­ing and the mother mas­tur­bated when Va­le­ria and the fa­ther fucked. “I need it badly,” said the mother de­fi­antly, be­cause Va­le­ria didn’t know what mas­tur­ba­tion was, back then. The fa­ther stared at his wife’s pas­sion­ate mas­tur­ba­tion and squirted much faster than usual. Va­le­ria snug­gled into the crook of her fa­ther’s arm and looked with lust at her mother, who was heav­ily strug­gling to or­gasm. So she learned to mas­tur­bate and did it as of­ten as she could. She ran 4 kilo­me­ters to the dance school and back ev­ery day, im­press­ing ev­ery­one. The girls all wanted to see her hole, where her fa­ther raged day af­ter day. Va­le­ria knew that she was some­thing spe­cial in ev­ery re­spect, they had her au­di­tion for the Bol­shoi Bal­let, the Mad Scene Aria of Lu­cia di Lam­mer­moor with Maria Callas on tape. She was 19, lived at the Bol­shoi board­ing school and danced, trained hard and danced. Her room­mate mas­tur­bated ev­ery night with her vi­bra­tor, which had long since run out of bat­ter­ies, and Va­lerie mas­tur­bated too, as there was no tele­vi­sion or ra­dio. So she watched Lud­milla as she rammed the vi­bra­tor into her hole fu­ri­ously in and out and Va­le­ria mas­tur­bated softly with horny feel­ings. Her fa­ther came once a week and fucked her hard. No, Lud­milla didn’t want to let her fa­ther fuck her too, she wasn’t stupid enough to let a child be at­tached to her, al­though some­times she did give in and let the berserker fuck her. She let him fuck when she found out that he could ram her pussy­hole the way she did with her Vi­bra­tor. But she pulled the dick out of her hole when he squirted. Va­le­ria had reached the top, she trained con­sci­en­tiously, danced won­der­fully. She mas­tur­bated at the same time as Lud­milla, her fa­ther came over ev­ery week and fucked the two bal­leri­nas. Then a new dance mas­ter came along, she couldn’t smell Va­le­ria and forced her out of the Bol­shoi in her first year. Years later, Va­le­ria wrote to me from Paris that she had been ex­am­ined when she was 19, Pres­i­dent Yeltsin had or­dered all girls to be ex­am­ined for fit­ness for war. The gy­ne­col­o­gist took two ex­tra X‐rays. She shook her head and stud­ied the im­ages very care­fully. “You haven’t bled yet, have you?” she asked and Va­le­ria said truth­fully, only when she was de­flow­ered when she was 13. The doc­tor re­mained se­ri­ous, “as long as you don’t have a monthly bleed, you won’t have a baby,” she said and Va­le­ria wasn’t con­cerned, so she could fuck when­ever her fa­ther came. She let her fa­ther fuck her ev­ery week un­til she had to leave the Bol­shoi at the age of 28 and came to Vi­enna. She spoke flu­ent Ger­man be­cause her mother was from Vi­enna. Now she was in my arms and I was only the sec­ond man she’d let fuck her. 


Va­le­ria gave us both free rein sex­u­ally; af­ter all, she had come to the West to lead a mod­ern life. She had less and less fun with my vodka noo­dle and so did I. My di­vorce whin­ing scared away even the most will­ing, they wouldn’t even come near my noo­dle. Va­le­ria prob­a­bly had more fun with her free­dom, be­cause bal­let was sport for her, and sportswomen only sipped cham­pagne, they didn’t drink and were stone cold sober while fuck­ing.
 

“We’ll be in Cyprus next week­end,” said Va­le­ria, com­pletely sur­pris­ingly, “all the im­por­tant peo­ple are com­ing, even some from the Bol­shoi. No suit, no tie. It’s all re­laxed, we’ll speak Rus­sian, you can man­age with Eng­lish. I’ve al­ready booked ev­ery­thing.” 


I won­dered if I had an ap­point­ment lined up, but no, I had hired a nice man­ager and sold the com­pany, I had no more ap­point­ments. “But I’ll take my ten­nis bag with me,” I said stub­bornly, al­though I hadn’t taken the heavy ten­nis rack­ets with me for a long time, they were too heavy and be­cause I didn’t have any rack­ets, I just watched the oth­ers play­ing, which was also nice. “The ho­tel has two courts, of course I thought of that, Vanya!” My name isn’t Vanya or Vanyushka, of course, but Va­le­ria thinks Ed­mund is un­cool and stuffy. I don’t care, my dog wasn’t born as Rex ei­ther and still went by Rex. “There’s also a su­per­mar­ket next to the ho­tel if you want to buy a bot­tle.” Oh, Va­le­ria! “Thank you, Lera!” I called out to her, she liked that form of her name. We took a cab to the air­port, that much I re­mem­ber. We prob­a­bly ar­rived at the ho­tel in Lar­naca too, but I’ve rinsed away the de­tails, you un­der­stand. 


I liked ly­ing in the pool, Va­le­ria had meet­ing af­ter meet­ing and I was hid­ing, Rus­sian was not my pre­ferred for­eign lan­guage. I only knew two or three words. A nice girl res­cued me twice in the pool when, to my sur­prise, I went un­der. But I was able to save my bot­tle, that was im­por­tant. The girl was from Hol­land or Spain, that wasn’t im­por­tant. My Eng­lish is un­der­stand­able even in heavy seas and with my tongue im­paired, she laughed, gig­gled and gig­gled all the time. As a true gen­tle­man, I ac­com­pa­nied her to the chang­ing rooms, but she am­bushed me in the cor­ri­dor and we fucked stand­ing up, Dutch or Span­ish, it didn’t mat­ter.
 

I got a lit­tle more sober and a lit­tle less drunk, let us go to your room, we did and fucked two rounds in her bed. She had no idea or de­sire to care for her or­gasm. I was to­tally ex­hausted and left, my last glance fall­ing on her bed­side ta­ble. Her vi­bra­tor laughed wryly at me and she turned deep red when she saw my gaze. I didn’t un­der­stand Dutch or Span­ish, and I hate the hum­ming of those things. At re­cep­tion I found out that I was in the wrong ho­tel and was di­rected to the right one. I lost my bot­tle, I was only wear­ing a bathing suit that prob­a­bly wasn’t mine. I went to my room, the right one, and went to sleep. Va­le­ria came in qui­etly, “I’ve been look­ing ev­ery­where for you!” A com­ment I ig­nored and went back to sleep.
 

For din­ner, show­ered and only a vodka or two later, there was a good meal abroad, I don’t un­der­stand Rus­sian, didn’t I men­tion that? I drank alone and toasted with Py­otr, Irina and oth­ers. Va­le­ria whis­pered in be­tween who was who and how im­por­tant he was to the bal­let busi­ness. Ev­ery other per­son seemed to have some­thing to do with the Bol­shoi Bal­let and the Bol­shoi The­ater. I only knew the Bol­shoi from pho­tos, it could just as eas­ily be in the Josef­s­tadt or at the Volk­soper, two Vi­en­nese  the­aters that were in no way in­fe­rior to the Bol­shoi. Va­le­ria thought it was Mount Olym­pus, so I pinned my smile to the cor­ner of my mouth. Let her dream!
 

A chance ac­quain­tance was ben­e­fi­cial and fruit­ful. A broad‐shoul­dered mafia boss sat down op­po­site me and or­dered two vod­kas plus two empty glasses. He spoke Eng­lish as well as I spoke Rus­sian. But I un­der­stood him just the same. When the waiter had left, he poured the empty glasses from his sil­ver flask. He pointed to the glasses, “Zyprija” and “Rossija”. All right, I said “Cheers, mate” and he said some­thing non‐Eng­lish. Then we drank. I pointed to “Zyprija” and gri­maced. Then I pointed to “Rossija” and beamed like a freshly pol­ished Phil­har­monic, a gold coin and not a vi­o­lin­ist, mind you. He leaned over and kissed me on the lips. I was sur­prised, he was ar­gu­ing with the per­son sit­ting next to him, who im­me­di­ately jumped up and came back 5 min­utes later with a plas­tic bag. The mafia boss took out a bot­tle and put it next to his chair. It was the “Rossija”, which we emp­tied to­gether. He pressed the plas­tic bag into my hand, four bot­tles. He ges­tic­u­lated, “Vi­enna” and “Aus­tria”, I should take the bot­tles with me to Vi­enna. I thanked him in Eng­lish and he pressed his busi­ness card into my hand. “To­warisch,” he said, “To­warischi!” Va­le­ria whis­pered, mean­ing buddy, friend. I re­peated his “To­warisch” and then we at­tacked the “Rossija” head‐on. To­wards the end, his tor­rent of words came crash­ing down on me and I looked for Va­le­ria’s hand. She lis­tened and trans­lated. To­mor­row around noon there will be a bar­be­cue on his yacht and the girls will be grilled too. We are in­vited, ab­so­lutely! Va­le­ria agreed, we would come.


Get­ting up at lunchtime is a real chal­lenge. I seemed to have col­lided with a lo­co­mo­tive, my head said. The shower helped and so did a vodka or two. Va­le­ria said, “there’s grilled food, vodka and girls, fuck till you drop.” I said, “for God’s sake, I hope there’s enough vodka on board!” Va­le­ria shook her head, “Men! They’ll all fuck, the bal­leri­nas as well as the old dance mis­tress. The old di­rec­tor of the Bol­shoi will be fucked hard un­til she faints, I’ve seen it my­self. And there will be a bunch of Rus­sian pros­ti­tutes there, the Rus­sian men need that!” I looked at her ques­tion­ingly. “They’ll all want to fuck me too, but I’ll only fuck the im­por­tant ones, I’m not stupid!” I nod­ded in agree­ment, “Don’t lose sight of your ca­reer!” We were of one mind on this. “Only fuck those un­der 40, you’ll be on the safe side,” she im­pressed upon me. Not that I was ly­ing on the dance mis­tress or the di­rec­tor, that would em­bar­rass her. We went on board.


The grilled food was ex­cel­lent, I only had white bread with the meat, I don’t need a salad to stay slim. The yacht cast off and an­chored 300 me­ters from the har­bour. Ev­ery­one un­dressed, a sec­ond yacht came along­side and an­chored. They were also im­por­tant peo­ple, Va­le­ria whis­pered, and they were bring­ing the whores with them. I looked at my eyes, girls like some­thing out of a cat­a­log. “They’re all Rus­sian, Vanyushka, you won’t have to talk and you’ll still have a great time,” whis­pered Va­le­ria. “Re­mem­ber, Spa­sibo, that means thank you, that’s what they ex­pect. Once said, it was good. Said three times means it was per­fect. Five times means she’s the best in town.” I nod­ded, spa­sibo, spa­sibo, spa­sibo, spa­sibo! “You’re my best, Va­le­ria, you know that!”


I ate meat, drank vodka and looked at the peo­ple as they went about their acts. They fucked un­til the yacht was shak­ing, the girls dis­ap­peared into the boat for three min­utes, prob­a­bly wash­ing their pussies. They came back, beam­ing all over their faces, and pa­raded be­tween the fuck­ing, smack­ing and drink­ing un­til some­one grabbed their hand. There wasn’t much talk­ing, I’m Ju­lia, I’m Monique, I’m Tanja. I ate a proper steak with white bread and a vodka or two. I rec­og­nized the se­nior women Va­le­ria had warned me about. I watched them all closely, I could tell the dif­fer­ence be­tween pros­ti­tutes and bal­leri­nas. The mus­cles in their bod­ies made the dif­fer­ence, as did the way they were parad­ing. I downed two more glasses and grabbed the hand of a bal­le­rina. She seemed a lit­tle scared, I al­ways had her in my sights, like most bal­leri­nas she hadn’t fucked yet. I stroked her face and said a few para­graphs in Ger­man, she smiled and thanked spa­sibo and dankeschi­ijn, sir! We looked for a place, she fucked very shy and un­sure, like Va­le­ria when we fucked for the first time. I gave her a peck on the cheek, then in­di­cated with my hands that she could wash her pussy in the boat. She nod­ded and turned to leave, but I stopped her and gave her 5 spa­si­bos. I went back to the grill, took two vod­kas first and then a chicken leg. 


The be­gin­ning was done, now I drank more de­ter­minedly and picked out the bal­leri­nas only. I found them much more nat­u­ral than the whores, a prej­u­dice with no sta­tis­ti­cal ba­sis. By night­fall I’d had a good shake — or was the yacht sink­ing? I didn’t count, but I think I must have fucked a dozen bal­leri­nas. I’d never fucked so much be­fore, I was in Olympic form. Va­le­ria kept com­ing over, she knew all the bal­leri­nas from be­fore. She whis­pered that I had cho­sen very well. She had watched me stick my poor noo­dle into the bal­leri­nas’ hole and ask them to mas­tur­bate. The girls had to do the main work, my cock only came into ac­tion just be­fore her or­gasm. I fucked and squirted in the mid­dle of her or­gasm, Va­le­ria said with a wry grin. “Way to save your strength, you’ve al­ready fucked al­most all the bal­leri­nas, you lit­tle ras­cal!” She’d fucked seven big shots and had had enough. She sup­ported me as she took me to the ho­tel room. She was smart and fo­cused, she had only sipped the cham­pagne flute and had only fucked the main 6, one turned out to be an unim­por­tant aide. She asked him where she could find his boss and he grinned broadly and said down­stairs, in one of the cab­ins where he fucked the boys. That was a miss, Va­le­ria said, be­cause the as­sis­tant didn’t fuck very im­pres­sively. 


We flew home at the crack of dawn. Three days later, I heard Va­le­ria gulp af­ter a phone call. She had to go to Paris im­me­di­ately, maybe she could get a job! We searched through the of­fers, each on our own lap­top, but there wasn’t a sin­gle flight to Paris. She booked a seat on the train, an hour and a half later I said good­bye to her at the train sta­tion, I spat three times over her left shoul­der, that guar­an­teed her suc­cess, Va­le­ria as­sured me, who was a mod­ern Mus­covite with one leg, but with the other leg stuck in the deep­est su­per­sti­tions.
 

When I got home, I saw that an email had come for her, and since it was marked “ur­gent”, it ap­peared on her screen. I had it trans­lated, “If you want, I’ll send you my pri­vate jet.” Well, a di­rect hit! I replied in Eng­lish that she was al­ready on the train, ar­riv­ing at Gare de l’Est to­mor­row at 11:50. I hes­i­tated to sign. But then I wrote “Ed­mund/Wan­juschka” and sent the email. 


I knew she wouldn’t come back, but she did. She fucked me non­stop for four days and said in this way  good­bye to me. She be­came a dance mas­ter in Paris and we wrote emails ev­ery other day for 15 years. She was touch­ingly con­cerned about my sperm con­ges­tion and made sure that bal­leri­nas from all over the world were in my arms al­most with­out in­ter­rup­tion. She was happy to cater to my pref­er­ence for these shy, in­ex­pe­ri­enced fuck­ers. There were even a few vir­gins among them, ten­der, shy and trem­bling with lust. We wrote pages and pages about the girls we had both fucked with a time gap. Va­le­ria wrote that in her bi­sex­ual ac­tiv­i­ties the men be­came fewer and fewer, she had no plea­sure at all with the gay boys in the bal­let. But she had fucked all the girls, she wrote proudly, the af­fairs some­times went on for months. And she was happy with it.


The “Rossija” vod­kas ar­rive at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, the boxes pile up in the front room and I al­ways have guests who, I sus­pect, only visit me for the sake of the fine drop. I turned 45, ob­vi­ously an im­por­tant birth­day. I’ve de­cided never to get sense­lessly drunk again. I drink two vod­kas on ice ev­ery evening, ex­actly two, no more or less. I feel like I’ve been re­born and am full of en­ergy. I still have enough money and would never have to work again. But with so­bri­ety came a thirst for ac­tion. 


I en­joy the bal­leri­nas, they make me feel 25 again. The deep­est af­fec­tion, the shy­ness, the bash­ful­ness, the breath­less cu­rios­ity and the child­like won­der of fuck­ing are some­thing truly won­der­ful, I wouldn’t want to miss that. 



● ● ●







Lit­tle Lin


by Jack Faber © 2024




I was 5 when my fa­ther crossed the street with me at his hand for the last time. The horses of a cart ran Amok, knock­ing fa­ther and me to the ground, driv­ing over fa­ther’s chest and over my hands. Fa­ther died 3 days later, and 6 of my fin­gers had to be am­pu­tated.  I kept my thumb and lit­tle fin­ger on my left hand and my thumb and in­dex fin­ger on my right.


For those 3 days I lay next to my fa­ther, my mother lay naked next to him and warmed him. They talked about ev­ery­thing that was still im­por­tant to him. My fa­ther, a Chi­nese and 6 feet tall, was the com­man­der of a 200‐man troop in Xinchi­ang, the royal city of the king­dom of Xin. He had cap­tured my Mon­go­lian mother at the age of 13 dur­ing a cam­paign against the Mon­gols, they fell in love and she gave birth to me at 17. She did not want to re­turn to Mon­go­lia. 


I was no longer fit to be a sol­dier, my fa­ther said, my mother should have me trained in Man­darin and pos­si­bly en­able me to have a ca­reer as a civil ser­vant. She should get mar­ried again, my fa­ther said, but my mother shook her head firmly.  He rec­om­mended his two best friends to her, the gun­smith Weng and his ad­ju­tant Lieu­tenant Wang, they were very re­li­able peo­ple. My fa­ther closed his eyes and died. My mother cried for hours, then pulled her­self to­gether and looked af­ter us. Fa­ther had left a good for­tune, which would last us a life­time. Em­peror Teng had my fa­ther buried with all the hon­ors and gave us a very large fu­neral stipend, as was cus­tom­ary for of­fi­cers. 


My mother, who had al­ways spo­ken to me in Mon­go­lian, im­me­di­ately found for me ex­cel­lent teach­ers who taught me Man­darin, speak­ing, read­ing and writ­ing. I learned to use my thumb and fore­fin­ger to hold the ink brush. She learned to hold my cock in the wooden pot when I peed. “A nice boy’s cock,” she would some­times say, as she shook it to drain it and then rubbed it hard to see if I could squirt yet. “A nice man’s cock,” she would say years later, when I squirted for the first time. She didn’t want to mas­tur­bate me, she said with dis­gust. 


“At home in Mon­go­lia, the sons lie with their moth­ers when they can squirt!” she said, “Mas­tur­bat­ing is not as nice as fuck­ing!” So it came about that she took me onto her mat and showed me how to fuck. In a word, it was great! She grabbed my hard cock and pushed it all the way in her cun­t­hole very care­fully. “Wow, that’s a big one!” she sighed qui­etly and sat­is­fied. I squirted im­me­di­ately. She pulled the cock out straight away and rubbed the last drops out with her fin­gers. “That hap­pens to al­most ev­ery­one the first time,” she said kindly and left me in the dark as to how she knew that, “we’ll do it again soon! You have a meaty cock like Lin, your fa­ther, that stays hard for at least half an hour, even af­ter you have squirted, it’s a fine cock you have!”  She looked at my cock from all sides. “It’s re­ally grown re­cently,” she mur­mured ap­pre­cia­tively, “it’s nice and thick and firm! You’ll give me a lot of plea­sure with it!” I smiled and al­most burst with pride. We con­tin­ued to fuck and she slowed me down. “Take it easy, let your cock look around and en­joy it! We have plenty of time and you can try to get me hot grad­u­ally!” I took my time, let my cock feel and see ev­ery­thing and con­tin­ued to fuck very slowly. She ex­plained ev­ery­thing I needed to know, mur­mur­ing qui­etly. She did get a lit­tle bit hot, but she laughed, “I’m not hot enough yet!” I fucked her for a long time and then I squirted in­side her. She hadn’t had an or­gasm yet and mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing, that I had al­ready seen a thou­sand times. She gave me ad­vice on how to hold back from squirt­ing un­til she came first. She let me prac­tice ev­ery evening and praised me be­cause I was mak­ing good progress. 


Friends Weng and Wang took turns to come once a week to fuck my mother; they owed that to my fa­ther. My mother had heard about this cus­tom and only sobbed for a mo­ment, then she smiled and breathed a sigh of re­lief, as she took the men’s big cocks one af­ter the other in her hand. “My dear friends, with such over­whelm­ing weaponry I can only sur­ren­der!” she said, look­ing from one to the other with a sneaky and filthy smile.  She let her dress fall to the floor and let the two strong friends fuck her so hard for hours, one af­ter the other and again, so that my eyes al­most popped out of my head. It was the first time I saw her be fucked by some­one other than my fa­ther and it was re­ally great!


It was a long and fierce fight! The two friends gave ev­ery­thing to fuck the young woman like li­ons and con­vince her that they were the best at it. When one of them had squirted, the other one car­ried on im­me­di­ately, so that she could hardly breathe be­tween her or­gasms. I knelt on the mat next to her legs and didn’t miss a thing. How her pussy­hole widened when a big man’s cock pen­e­trated it and how she gasped and panted with plea­sure as she raced to­wards or­gasm and let out a tiny lit­tle scream when she cli­maxed. I saw the cock pump­ing hard as it squirted its en­tire load in­side. And then the other one came and car­ried on un­til both men were drained to­tally. 


Af­ter that she was com­pletely ex­hausted and told the friends, “Only one of you in a week and take turns, dear gen­tle­men, oth­er­wise I’ll be fucked to death af­ter 3 days!” The two left laugh­ing and my mother smiled for the first time af­ter the sad week. “I miss your fa­ther very much too, Lit­tle Lin, but the two of the friends are giv­ing me back a lit­tle bit of my miss­ing hus­band. It’s go­ing to be a very nice fuck­ing time, my lit­tle one!” I laughed with her and was happy for her, al­though at 5 years old I didn’t un­der­stand much about it. I sat in the next room and mother closed the pa­per door when she let fa­ther’s best friends fuck her once a week. But she in­ad­ver­tently left the door ajar so that I could al­ways watch the fuck­ing with­out them notic­ing. 


When I was still very young and the man had left, she lay there doz­ing. I knelt be­tween her legs and stuck my lit­tle stiff cock into her pussy hole, which was still wet with his se­men. Child­ishly and naively, I tried to im­i­tate his fuck­ing, she smiled faintly and mur­mured, “when you’re big­ger!” I pushed my lit­tle cock in and out like the big guys, for maybe 10 min­utes, un­til my cock went soft again. She smiled in­scrutably and mur­mured very kindly, “when you’re big­ger, then!”  I soon gave up, I found it bor­ing. I was only 5 or 6 then.


But later it changed, I was older than 10. When Weng or Wang had left af­ter fuck­ing, she would lie with her legs spread and doze. I got a hard cock while se­cretly spy­ing and I felt the urge to fuck her. My cock had grown ev­ery day, it was get­ting re­ally big, I thought, al­most as big as Sir Wang’s. My cock was three times as long as my fin­gers and as thick as three fin­gers. I re­mem­bered that just a few months ago it had been a smooth, pretty boy’s cock. Now it was long and wide and full of thick, ugly veins — a real man’s cock! So pretty big, I thought, but not my mother. She smiled gen­tly as I pen­e­trated her firmly. “You don’t need to act so wild, big boy, it goes in quite eas­ily be­cause ev­ery­thing is still wet and stretched from the pre­vi­ously fuck­ing!” She sim­ply didn’t no­tice how big my cock had be­come, which I was so proud of! “Come on, stick it in re­ally deep, and one day, when you can re­ally squirt, we’ll fuck prop­erly,” she mur­mured tiredly, be­cause she was pretty tired af­ter the fuck­ing and dozed off again while she let me fuck her. 


It was an­noy­ing that she didn’t ap­pre­ci­ate my big cock. I was thrust­ing hard back and forth like a mad­man, she was doz­ing but it was ob­vi­ous that she was now re­ally ap­pre­ci­at­ing the cock. I fucked her wet pussy hole for a good 10 min­utes, she smiled kindly. “Your cock is al­ready quite big,” she breathed with the eyes closed, she had be­come lightly aroused and a bit hot, “I can feel your cock re­ally well!” I felt the ex­plo­sion and I squirted a lit­tle bit. I winced and she said, that was my or­gasm. She smiled, “you can’t squirt yet for real!” and stroked my hair as I sank down on her af­ter the ex­plo­sion. This went on for sev­eral weeks un­til she rubbed me one day again with her fist and found out that I could re­ally squirt. She made me squirt in the piss pot and wiped the last drops out of my cock hard with her fin­gers. “Now you can re­ally squirt, big boy, but I don’t like do­ing it with my fist, that’s very dis­gust­ing!” So from that day on she let me fuck her night for night. 


Lieu­tenant Wang came from a mer­chant fam­ily, he man­aged the fam­ily for­tune to­gether with my mother and taught her arith­metic and ev­ery­thing about money lend­ing. They in­creased our wealth by lend­ing money to re­li­able debtors at an in­ter­est. Mother added the names in the mer­chant’s book in Mon­go­lian script, she could not read Chi­nese char­ac­ters. But Wang helped her to be­come a well‐known and re­li­able money lender, he helped her when a pay­ment had to be col­lected vig­or­ously. Ev­ery­one ducked when he en­tered the room with his weapons clang­ing. Al­though we were able to live quite care­free and not fru­gally, her wealth grew steadily.


Weng fucked even bet­ter than Wang, so I learned from him to hold back my ejac­u­la­tion un­til Mother had had her or­gasm. She did not mas­tur­bate dur­ing sex, as was the cus­tom among Chi­nese women. If she got hot dur­ing sex but did not have an or­gasm, she would start to mas­tur­bate when he ejac­u­lated. She had been in­fer­tile since I was born and I was al­lowed to fuck her ev­ery night, since I was 10 and could squirt. Nev­er­the­less, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night when I was fall­ing asleep, that was the Mon­go­lian cus­tom.


My teach­ers taught me Man­darin and good court man­ners, I learned quickly and eas­ily. When I was 20, I spoke 70 other Chi­nese lan­guages in ad­di­tion to Mon­go­lian and Man­darin. I found it easy to learn lan­guages and spent a lot of time in the royal li­brary to learn the cus­toms and tra­di­tions of these peo­ples. It turned out that my skills were no­ticed at court and when I was 20 I was asked to be­come a court in­ter­preter. Mother and I were very proud of this ap­point­ment and I promised to visit her again and again for sex. My mother was not a friv­o­lous woman, she only fucked Weng and Wang, oth­er­wise she would not get in­volved in any af­fair, no mat­ter how tempt­ing, as she was a re­spected, chaste woman.


I was given a small, 6 square me­ter cell in the royal palace and was im­me­di­ately called to the queen. I was very sur­prised be­cause Queen Mei was younger than my mother, who was only 34 years old. I later learned that the queen was only 28 years old, only 8 years older than me. She was the fourth wife of the king, who was al­ready ap­proach­ing 60. He al­ready had 4 daugh­ters, but had no heir to the throne. The queen re­ceived me very kindly and had the mas­ter tai­lor mea­sure my hands. I was to re­ceive spe­cial gloves be­cause the king would no­tice my miss­ing fin­gers, and that would not be good. So I was given gloves with 10 fin­gers, which I had to wear in the pres­ence of the king. 


I im­me­di­ately no­ticed that the queen had an ac­cent and told her that we could also speak in Qin. She was very sur­prised be­cause no one at court spoke her mother tongue. She low­ered her eyes. “Only when we are alone, Mas­ter Lin, oth­er­wise we will stick to Man­darin!” I nod­ded be­cause I did not care. But this alone con­trib­uted to the queen call­ing me more of­ten than other of­fi­cials. We drank tea and she was very re­laxed about be­ing able to speak in her na­tive lan­guage and we be­came friends over time. “Why do they call you Lit­tle Lin?” she asked at first and I an­swered, “my fa­ther was called Big Lin, he was 6 feet tall like me and tow­ered over the oth­ers by half a head. That’s why they call me Lit­tle Lin.” I told her about my fa­ther and his heroic deeds. Then I told her about my mother, to whom I owed my Mon­go­lian fea­tures. I proudly wore my thin mus­tache in the Mon­go­lian style with the tips hang­ing low. I was half Mon­go­lian and was proud of it. 


The queen asked about my mother. I con­fessed that I had been ly­ing with her since I was ten, as was the Mon­go­lian cus­tom. “So she let you mas­tur­bate next to her!?”  I shook my head slightly, but she didn’t seem to no­tice. She looked at me se­ri­ously but in­quir­ingly and im­me­di­ately asked more ques­tions. “Were you both naked!? And — did you squirt on her body, or even over her pussy? Or — my heav­ens! — even squirt in­side her pussy hole!?” She fired those ques­tions in quick suc­ces­sion and thank God she in­ter­ro­gated me in her na­tive lan­guage so that the ser­vants didn’t un­der­stand any­thing. I low­ered my head. “With so few fin­gers, mas­tur­bat­ing is pretty dif­fi­cult, if not im­pos­si­ble, Your Majesty!” I said and I saw her think­ing hard. “So she mas­tur­bated you, my poor friend? I’ve mas­tur­bated a guy a few times be­fore, and it was a pretty hard job!” she asked se­ri­ously. I ducked my head. “She didn’t mas­tur­bate me ei­ther, Your Majesty! My mother stopped rub­bing my cock, when she dis­cov­ered, that I could squirt. She said, mas­tur­bat­ing with her fist is dis­gust­ing!” I man­aged to say, be­cause I wasn’t very com­fort­able with the sub­ject. The queen raised her eye­brows. “You fucked her, Lit­tle Lin?” she asked in sur­prise, be­cause in China only a few of the high no­bil­ity did that, and I was not a mem­ber of that class. I nod­ded in agree­ment qui­etly. 


Her eyes widened in dis­be­lief. “Since I was 10, Your Majesty, ac­cord­ing to Mon­go­lian cus­tom!” She put her hand over her mouth and blushed deeply at her pig­gish thoughts. “And — did you re­ally fuck her like an adult man? And she let you squirt in­side her? How many min­utes did you fuck her, Lit­tle Lin?” I an­swered ev­ery ques­tion and stared at her fist, which she kept press­ing against her pussy over her skirt to hide her heat. But she made things worse. Her fist, her knuck­les mak­ing her clit over­flow sev­eral times, when I told the saucy stuff. I pre­tended not to no­tice that she was sup­press­ing her or­gasm and her body was just shak­ing a lit­tle. “My mother was in­fer­tile since the preg­nancy and so al­ways she let me squirt in­side her, the full load. I usu­ally fuck her for half an hour or longer, un­til my cock gets soft again. I some­times squirt twice and I do ev­ery­thing I can, to make her an  or­gasm too, Your Majesty!” 


She was silent for a long time, her fist rest­ing mo­tion­less on her lap. I re­al­ized that she was re­veal­ing some­thing in­ti­mate. “The king, my dear­est hus­band Sir Feng, doesn’t even fuck me for two min­utes, he squirts quickly in­side and then leaves again. Un­for­tu­nately, he doesn’t fuck any­where near as well as my fa­ther, the only per­son I ever fucked apart from Sir Feng, when I was a young girl.” I said noth­ing, as I  un­der­stood her very well but had noth­ing to say.


Now she let me tell her ev­ery­thing in de­tail, what my mother’s body looked like, her pussy and her clit and how we fucked, ex­actly how, she in­sisted to hear all in full de­tails. I also told her about Weng and Wang, the queen lis­tened with sparkling eyes and I re­al­ized how hot she was get­ting while lis­ten­ing. I stared at her fist, which she kept press­ing against her pussy over her skirt to hide her heat. But that made ev­ery­thing worse, her fist, her knuck­les let over­flow­ing her clit. Again and again. I pre­tended not to no­tice that she was sup­press­ing her or­gasm and her body was shak­ing a lit­tle. “I still go to her two or three times a week,” I said proudly, “but oth­er­wise one of your many maids sleeps with me.” She smiled. “That’s what I was told, Lit­tle Lin, you have the same rights as all my ser­vants!” 


Later she asked if I car­ried a con­cealed knife like the other men in the palace? I nod­ded, “Mas­ter Weng, the weapon­smith and friend of my fa­ther who vis­its my mother twice a month, made me a spe­cial one be­cause of my fin­gers.” She didn’t seem to care that Weng was fuck­ing my mother, but she asked cu­ri­ously if she could see my knife. Fol­low­ing a sud­den in­spi­ra­tion, I un­buck­led my belt so that my dress fell apart in front and my half‐stiff cock was vis­i­ble. She reached for my knife, which was at­tached to the weapon belt, and pulled it out, but she kept star­ing at my cock.  “A very in­ter­est­ing knife,” said the queen, weigh­ing it in her hand, “I see why the han­dle is shaped like that.” She still looked at my cock and put the knife back in its sheath, the back of her hand briefly ac­ci­den­tally touch­ing my cock. I no­ticed her cu­ri­ous and greedy glance at my cock, but I didn’t know at the time that she was de­cid­ing at that mo­ment to fuck me. “A very large knife,” she said, to my as­ton­ish­ment, for my knife was by no means large.  But she meant my cock, my dear Queen, but I didn’t un­der­stand it at the time. 


We talked mostly about sex­ual top­ics over tea, we both had a lot to talk about in her na­tive lan­guage. She now wore only gar­ments that were open in the front and held to­gether only by a belt. I stared at her fist, which she kept press­ing against her pussy along the hem to hide her heat. Her hand dis­ap­peared un­no­ticed un­der the hem. Her fist, her knuck­les made her clit over­flow. Again and again. But she barely con­cealed the fact that she was hav­ing an or­gasm and her body was shak­ing a lit­tle bit. An un­spo­ken agree­ment was reached that we both ig­nored it with­out say­ing a word. I was happy that she liked these saucy con­ver­sa­tions, pig­gish sto­ries or in­ti­mate se­crets of both of us, and that she wasn’t par­tic­u­larly in­hib­ited in front of me. She had only to be care­ful be­cause of her maids, al­though they didn’t un­der­stand a sin­gle word. But they did not bat an eye­lid when the queen shud­dered or trem­bled slightly. Fe­male sol­i­dar­ity, I guessed. 


It was only af­ter a month that I was called to the king, I put on my fes­tive robe and the beau­ti­fully dec­o­rated gloves and knelt be­fore him. He was a small, mus­cu­lar man of about 60, and his eyes be­trayed great in­tel­li­gence. He asked me to stand up and sit next to him. He ex­plained my mis­sion to me. He had a del­e­ga­tion from the king­dom of Xi­ulin as a guest, they didn’t speak Man­darin well. I nod­ded and said I spoke Xi­ulin. He said he wasn’t just in­ter­ested in in­ter­pret­ing, he wanted to know ev­ery­thing the del­e­gates were whis­per­ing to each other. I un­der­stood. Fif­teen min­utes later we went to the throne room where the del­e­ga­tion was wait­ing. I put my hands in my sleeves like the king’s other ad­vi­sors. 


The leader of the del­e­ga­tion be­gan to speak and I in­ter­rupted him fu­ri­ously.  “Greet my lord and king prop­erly, he is King Feng of the king­dom of Xin and de­serves your re­spect!” The leader vis­i­bly flinched and King Feng asked me what had been said. I leaned to­wards his ear, whis­per­ing. He didn’t bat an eye­lid. Then I trans­lated both ways, it was ba­si­cally trade mat­ters. The del­e­gates soon no­ticed that I was trans­lat­ing their whis­pers to the king and were on guard. Nev­er­the­less, the ne­go­ti­a­tion went well and a con­tract was agreed. The king dis­missed me af­ter the re­cep­tion and left with his ad­vi­sors.


I had a lot of free time and flirted with the young maids of the royal court. I fucked one of them ev­ery day, some­times two. When two of them came with me, I watched them with my mouth open as they cud­dled, kissed and played with their clits. I couldn’t com­plain in any re­gard, the girls loved my big cock and whis­pered it to their cir­cle. 


Not to be mis­un­der­stood or to give the im­pres­sion that the palace was just a big brothel. There were about 140 maids in the palace, but only 6 or 7 who caught my eye and sig­naled their lust and will­ing­ness. I had to ig­nore the mostly pretty women of the courtiers and no­ble­men be­cause of the class dif­fer­ence. I still vis­ited my mother 2 or 3 times a week, so I fucked enough, but not all of the maids.


It must have been a month or two later, when the queen sur­prised me with red cheeks that she was fi­nally preg­nant. I knew that she didn’t fuck any­one ex­cept the king, but I was still sur­prised be­cause he only slept with her once ev­ery two weeks. She laughed out loud when I men­tioned it. “I do it ev­ery night with my fin­gers, Lit­tle Lin, and it’s enough for me if he only comes to fuck me once ev­ery two weeks. And no, I’ve never fucked any­one other than King Feng, apart from my fa­ther when I was very young. I’m sure you know about that cus­tom.” I nod­ded and kissed her fin­ger­tips. “For­give me, Your Majesty, for ask­ing, but I thought you must have a lot of lovers, Your Majesty, as beau­ti­ful and lovely as you are!” She shook her head and smiled. “Thank you for the com­pli­ment, my friend, but I  turned down even Em­peror Teng him­self be­cause I wanted to be phys­i­cally faith­ful to my hus­band and king and only he should be the fa­ther of the heir to the throne!”


She changed the sub­ject. The two ser­vants did the pluck­ing of her pu­bic hair quite roughly and clum­sily. Her hus­band had cho­sen this ser­vants and their loy­alty was only to him, they were to re­port any mis­deeds to him. Wouldn’t he like to pluck her pu­bic hair? He didn’t have to think about it. “I’ve never done it be­fore, Your Majesty, and I don’t know if my fin­gers are skilled enough. But let me try, please!” The queen smiled mis­chie­vously. “You cer­tainly won’t be as rough as my ser­vants, Mas­ter Lin!” she breathed and smiled again. “Speak­ing of my pussy, you will rub me with oint­ment twice a day dur­ing my preg­nancy, right?” Lin nod­ded ea­gerly. “I have oiled my mother ev­ery day af­ter her bath for the past 10 years and I know from there that I can do it. She al­ways wanted to have smooth skin and a well‐oiled pussy.” 


Lin smiled when the queen asked how in­ten­sively he had oiled his mother’s pussy. “She usu­ally wanted it very in­ten­sively be­cause she knew, how sen­si­tively and  skill­fully I was with her clit.” She smiled in­scrutably. “You don’t need to oil me so in­ten­sively, Lit­tle Lin. I al­ways work on my clit my­self, ev­ery night.” Her smile was cheeky and cocky. Lin asked if it wouldn’t be bet­ter to send away the ser­vants while he was do­ing it? He would be em­bar­rassed if the two spies were watch­ing that. The queen laughed. “I’ll have to ask my hus­band, they’re his spies!” The king sur­pris­ingly agreed, his wife was preg­nant and even if she let Lin fuck her, he had his heir to the throne in her belly. 


Lin got to know the king’s daugh­ters, they were be­tween 16 and 20 years old. And, he was sur­prised to dis­cover, all four of them were real fuck‐sluts.  There was no other way to ex­press it, they had heard the news from the maids that he had a large and en­dur­ing cock. They came up to him, di­rectly and with­out fuss, they wanted to too! So it came to pass that he took them into the line of maids and fucked them one af­ter the other. But he found out that they were much less good at fuck­ing than most of the young maids he had picked out. He didn’t tell the queen un­til much later, she lis­tened with shock be­cause she had judged the girls dif­fer­ently. Nev­er­the­less, she asked him to tell ev­ery­thing in de­tail. Lin said that the old­est was the worst at fuck­ing, she lay on the mat like a wooden plank, she re­mained com­pletely pas­sive and of course never had an or­gasm. She was one of the few girls who never let any­one squirt in­side her. But af­ter fuck­ing her, she took his cock all the way into her mouth, rubbed it pow­er­fully and swal­lowed his juice. She did re­ally mas­ter­fully rub­bing his cock, made him squirt his full load into her throat and then swal­low­ing his juice, drink­ing it mis­chie­vously smil­ing, only a few girls did that with him. In terms of age, the two mid­dle ones fucked with some in­ter­est, but the youngest fucked re­ally well. The two mid­dle ones, the twins, clenched the mus­cles of their pussy too tightly and thus sup­pressed their or­gasms, even though they were hot to burst­ing. He didn’t find out why. They al­ways came to fuck in pairs and had al­ready agreed on the or­der. He fucked them both one af­ter the other for a whole hour un­til his cock went soft. The first time, one of the 19‐year‐olds asked him very shyly, “Can we do it, Mas­ter Lin, we al­ways do it like this!” and he nod­ded, al­though he didn’t yet know what she meant. It was noth­ing spe­cial, the two kissed with their tongues and mas­tur­bated each other’s clits. They came to or­gasm al­most at the same time, that was the whole se­cret. The youngest was the only one who mas­tur­bated dur­ing the fuck, and that was due to her mas­tur­ba­tion ad­dic­tion, as she freely ad­mit­ted, since she mas­tur­bated and or­gasmed non­stop for two hours. She fucked re­ally well, she loved it and let him fuck, un­til his cock had enough. She told him that one day she wanted to be the most sought‐af­ter no­ble whore in the palace. None of them thought about get­ting mar­ried, as their fa­ther would marry them off on good terms for the king­dom one day, none of them doubted that.


Af­ter the king’s ap­proval, the queen Mei gave the two ser­vants free time when Lin came to her. She was wear­ing only a sheer, trans­par­ent silk cloak and opened the belt at the front af­ter she had laid down on the bed. He took the tweez­ers be­tween his thumb and fore­fin­ger, asked her to spread her labia with her fin­gers and he plucked out her pu­bic hair care­fully and con­sid­er­ately.  Queen Mei had a very beau­ti­ful, girl­ish look­ing pussy, a beau­ti­fully curved mons pu­bis and a small, well‐hid­den clit. It re­mained stead­fastly life­less, as the hair‐tug­ging did not ex­cite Queen Mei at all. He handed her a hand mir­ror and she was very pleased with the re­sult. 


Now he had to anoint her so that she did not get stretch marks. She had small, sweet breasts, which he rubbed with en­thu­si­asm, then her stom­ach, which was still quite flat. He rubbed her pussy with the fra­grant oint­ment and asked her to spread her labia with her fin­gers. He  ointed her lit­tle pussy­hole and the vagi­nal en­trance thor­oughly and con­sci­en­tiously. She sighed con­tin­u­ously as his in­dex fin­ger pen­e­trated her pussy­hole deeply and rubbed it firmly, and lastly the clit. He had to pluck it out of its hid­ing, be­fore he anointed it. He asked her to spread her in­ner labia, pull back the fore­skin and press down the flesh around her clit so that it would ap­pear erect. She did so, sigh­ing and blush­ing deeply, be­cause she was very shame­ful to ex­pose her clit to him and to shame­fully present the last bit of her nu­dity. He then anointed her clit very gen­tly, un­til it was com­pletely stiff and hard. She was re­ally get­ting hot, and Mei’s eye­lids flut­tered as she ad­mon­ished him, “That’s enough, my friend, that’s enough!” He was en­thu­si­as­tic about this task and only re­luc­tantly re­leased her clit.  Af­ter she had put her clothes back on, she went to the door and called her ser­vants in again. They re­peated the anoint­ing twice a day, af­ter lunch and af­ter din­ner. 


Queen Mei’s breasts grew ear­lier than her belly. Preg­nancy pushed her sex­ual de­sire re­lent­lessly, and she said “it is enough” later and later. Un­til she didn’t say it any­more. She had got­ten used to com­pletely ex­pos­ing her clit and leav­ing it at his mercy. She pulled the fore­skin back with her fin­gers and pressed the flesh down, so that the clit rose ex­pec­tantly. Lin didn’t have to ask her any­more, she smiled with de­sire and did it on her own when it was her clits’ turn. He anointed her clit firmly and mas­tur­bated her clit very sen­si­tively. At the be­gin­ning she was very shy the first few times when she had an or­gasm and was close to tears of shame, be­cause no man had ever mas­tur­bated her clit and had brought her to or­gasm be­fore! But they never talked about it and he mas­tur­bated her af­ter lunch and af­ter din­ner, now some­times two or three times in a row. Now she squealed and cheered be­cause be­ing mas­tur­bated re­laxed her very much  and she was re­ally soft and happy af­ter­wards. It was a bless­ing that the ser­vants didn’t no­tice, al­though they some­times stuck their heads sur­pris­ingly in. But they couldn’t see more than Mas­ter Lin anoint­ing the queen or pluck­ing her pu­bic hair. That was all they could re­port to the king. 


King Feng was a good and pru­dent ruler. He al­ways an­nounced in ad­vance when he needed Mas­ter Lin as an in­ter­preter and was very happy with him. He spoke to Lin more and more of­ten af­ter the re­cep­tion and lis­tened to him care­fully, be­cause Lin was not only elo­quent but also quite clever and shrewd, he could rec­og­nize the ma­neu­vers of his coun­ter­part pre­cisely. 


King Feng smiled in­dul­gently when he learned that Mas­ter Lin oc­ca­sion­ally fucked his four daugh­ters. Ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, he had de­flow­ered his daugh­ters at the age of 12 and fucked them for a while, but he did not find them ex­cit­ing. For a while they asked him if they could fuck this or that man and he let them fuck who­ever they wanted. But he rec­om­mended that they fuck rather the no­bles than the ser­vants, even though he knew that they did not stick to it. 


King Feng him­self stuck to it, he much pre­ferred to fuck the shy, hon­or­able and re­servedly chaste wives of the courtiers. He did not de­sire wid­ows and women over 30, al­though many of them were pretty, de­sir­able, sexy and will­ing. No, only the young, the shy and the chaste at­tracted him and the more of these qual­i­ties she had, the more his hunt­ing in­stinct was aroused. None of the courtiers could do any­thing if the king’s eye fell on his young wife or his daugh­ter; noth­ing and no one could stop the king from hunt­ing. Flirt­ing and chas­ing the shy wild game was very ex­cit­ing, his heart beat wildly un­til he had her clear. He loved her tears when she fi­nally gave in and lay sob­bing down be­side him, full of shame and guilt, and he loved more than any­thing her shy­ness or shy re­serve when it came to fuck­ing. He him­self was not a par­tic­u­larly tal­ented man in this dis­ci­pline, but hunt­ing the game in­spired him. The women clung to their con­queror, cry­ing, as many had never cheated on their hus­bands. On the other hand, he was the king and his sub­jects had to sub­mit to him. They begged him not to squirt in­side them, as none of them wanted to be­come preg­nant dur­ing this hu­mil­i­at­ing and vi­o­lent act. And the more they whim­pered that he wasn’t al­lowed to squirt in­side them, please, please not, the tighter he grabbed the hips of the no­ble girls and wives and squirted ev­ery­thing in­side them, the full royal load! It was sooo hot, and he didn’t give a shit if he was fa­ther­ing a bas­tard.


Lin saw the queen’s belly grow, he ointed her con­sci­en­tiously twice a day un­til the due date and of course mas­tur­bated her clit. Fate was kind to Queen Mei, she had a fairly un­spec­tac­u­lar birth and ac­tu­ally gave birth to an heir to the throne, the boy Xin­hua. The king was be­side him­self with joy, he kissed and hugged Mei ex­u­ber­antly and grate­fully. He gave a big feast for his peo­ple and promised ev­ery woman 10 gold coins if she be­came preg­nant at the feast. They ate, drank and fucked. The girls and women fucked like crazy with dozens and dozens of men in the open streets and on the squares in full pub­lic, be­cause ev­ery woman wanted the 10 gold coins. Some of them let them­selves be fucked com­pletely hid­den un­der their skirts, some lifted up their skirts to the navel and oth­ers took off their dresses and let them­selves be fucked com­pletely naked. But they all grinned broadly like the most filthy cour­te­sans.


Queen Mei breast­fed Prince Xin­hua her­self, she had enough milk. Lin vis­ited Queen Mei ev­ery day, he was happy with her about the sweet child.  Three months later, it was clear to ev­ery­one that the prince was very healthy and there was no need to worry about him. Lin fucked the king’s daugh­ters, his mother and the beau­ti­ful maids, but he kept his dis­tance from the queen. She was fully ab­sorbed in moth­er­hood and did not need any ex­tra or­gasms at the time.


Two or three times a year Lin ac­com­pa­nied King Feng to Mon­go­lia, half a day’s ride apart. Mostly it was only a friendly visit with no ernest ne­go­ti­a­tions. He trans­lated in both di­rec­tions and loved to be in his mother’s home­land. The Mon­go­lians were very proud of him and placed ev­ery night a hand­some young girl in his tent. Most of them were young but ex­pe­ri­enced, they fucked ac­tively and grace­fully like his mother did. Most of them al­lowed him to squirt all the way in­side them, the oth­ers he was al­lowed to squirt in their mouth. He liked the way they rubbed his cock in their mouths and he squirted deep into their throats so that they could drink his juice to the last drop. This was some­thing the young Mon­go­lian women mas­tered per­fectly. Some­times the girl was still a vir­gin and he de­flow­ered her very gen­tly and lov­ingly, even if he never saw her again. The Mon­go­lians loved to fuck, that’s for sure. He was said a very warm good­bye, when they left. 


Lin ac­com­pa­nied King Feng to the cap­i­tal Guang’an to Em­peror Teng, where they stayed for 10 days. Em­peror Teng had al­ready rec­og­nized Lin’s diplo­matic skills and tal­ent at the first meet­ing, who at­tended as an ad­vi­sor and not as an in­ter­preter. He sent his best and smartest con­cu­bine, Miss Ling, to him for the 10 nights. The con­cu­bine fucked Lin ev­ery night un­til mid­night, they were both ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing and the nights were full of horni­ness and lust. She had mas­tered a rare art, her vagi­nal mus­cles milked his cock un­til the last drop as he squirted into her cun­t­hole, which Lin en­joyed very much. They of­ten lay next to each other for a long time and whis­pered about pol­i­tics, cus­toms and strange things, be­cause nei­ther of them had met such a smart per­son be­fore. They also fucked in the forenoon and af­ter­noon when there was no meet­ing. Em­peror Teng knew that the best ideas and sug­ges­tions brought by the girl Ling came from Mas­ter Lin, not from the king, whom the em­peror nev­er­the­less val­ued very much for his faith­ful­ness and loy­alty. Lin en­joyed fuck­ing the girl very much, but his heart beat for his queen, that was clear to him like never be­fore. The em­peror spoke to Lin pri­vately sev­eral times and told the king how en­vi­able he was to have such a gifted in­ter­preter and shrewd diplo­mat. King Feng smiled, but he could not and would not give Lin away. Em­peror Teng didn’t let it show; first the Queen of Xin re­fused to fuck him and now the king also re­jected his re­quest. Lin felt very flat­tered, but he did not want to stay in the cap­i­tal City. When King Feng asked him, he replied that he did not want to leave his mother and the four princesses be­hind. His cheeks glowed be­cause he was ly­ing, he did not want to leave Queen Mei, with whom he had fallen in love over all these months. But King Feng wisely did not ask any more ques­tions.


When they re­turned home, the king only had eyes for the heir to the throne and he smiled kindly as the queen threw her arms around the in­ter­preter’s neck. Lin knew,  that she had missed him too. Af­ter the birth, the queen had not asked for gold, jew­els or trin­kets, she only wanted two new ser­vants. The king agreed im­me­di­ately, as there was no longer any dan­ger of a mis­step. The two spies were given away to the house­holds of no­bles, and Queen Mei took her two best girl­friends as her per­sonal ser­vants. She planned smartly ahead, but Lin only no­ticed all of this in pass­ing. He val­ued the two new­com­ers very much, they were very pleas­ant and pretty crea­tures, both ten years younger than the Queen.


Queen Mei had ful­filled her duty, the prince was thriv­ing and had a young, very pleas­ant nanny, whom the queen had cho­sen her­self.  Now she could take the sec­ond step and take a lover, be­cause the king was grad­u­ally with­draw­ing and chas­ing af­ter the chaste wives, that was enough for his old loins. He had re­leased Mei and grinned, say­ing he al­ready knew who she would choose. Queen Mei was as­ton­ished, be­cause he seemed to know it be­fore she did. In any case, she breathed a sigh of re­lief be­cause she now had his bless­ing. So she made her choice.


Lin had not touched the Queen’s clit for half a year, he of­ten went to visit his mother in the evenings or fucked the princesses and the maids, it was a very pleas­ant time with­out any par­tic­u­lar ex­cite­ment or sur­prises. His mother in par­tic­u­lar ap­pre­ci­ated it very much when he came to visit. He was just as tall as Great Lin, broad‐shoul­dered and mus­cu­lar, which made the fuck­ing very spe­cial. She was Mon­go­lian at heart and stroked his mous­tache, which he wore in the Mon­go­lian style. She had turned 40, a re­spectable and proud woman who only had Weng and Wang as lovers and oth­er­wise led a chaste life. She proudly showed her son the mer­chant books, where her for­tune had steadily in­creased. Lin was sur­prised at first that she fainted deeply be­fore her or­gasm broke out dur­ing sex. He con­tin­ued to fuck the life­less mother, who only woke up again when she had her or­gasm. She smiled when she rec­og­nized him. He asked Sir Weng and Sir Wang dis­creetly, and they ex­pe­ri­enced the same ev­ery time. Lin ac­cepted this strange de­vel­op­ment with­out even sus­pect­ing that these were the first signs of her fa­tal ill­ness. 


Queen Mei in­vited him to af­ter­noon tea ev­ery day. She said she missed con­ver­sa­tion in her mother tongue and she wanted to dis­cuss sex­ual mat­ters too with him in her lan­guage. Lin was very pleased be­cause he had dis­cov­ered,  that he loved her more than any­thing. Of course she was unattain­able for him, she was the queen and he was an em­ployee of her hus­band, he didn’t fool him­self about that. But when they talked about sex­ual mat­ters, his cheeks glowed. They drank tea for two months un­til she bluntly asked him to fuck her. The two new ser­vants stood like mar­ble stat­ues against the wall, wait­ing for ev­ery wish and com­mand, but they didn’t un­der­stand a sin­gle word of her lan­guage. It didn’t bother him that they were there, he fol­lowed Queen Mei to her sleep­ing mat, where she had laid down in her trans­par­ent silk cloak. She opened her cloak at the front and pre­sented her­self naked to him. He took off his dress and weapons belt and lay down next to her, his heart pound­ing. 


No, he was not an in­ex­pe­ri­enced boy, but an ex­pe­ri­enced man of around 25 when he lay down with the queen for the first time with his heart pound­ing. He looked at the two ser­vants with a smile and saw that they were smil­ing back im­per­cep­ti­bly. He ca­ressed Mei’s per­fect and slim body for a long time be­fore he reached for her clit. She was al­ready very hot, she couldn’t wait to fuck him. When he thought that the fore­play had gone well, he mounted her. He pen­e­trated her pussy hole and she was much tighter than he had thought. When he was deep in­side her, he em­braced his great love with all his de­vo­tion and kissed her for the first time with a French kiss. She re­turned the long French kiss with her ex­pe­ri­enced tongue and now he fucked her. First slowly, un­til she caught up with his pace and then faster. She had been prac­ticed since early youth in let­ting the or­gasm come up and she clung to him, she was happy and re­laxed af­ter the or­gasm. She let him con­tinue with a smile un­til he fin­ished long min­utes later. He squirted in­side and she let him do it. They had the ser­vants bring them chilled lemon­ade to the mat.


Lin ca­ressed the pretty girls’ ass­cheeks as they brought the lemon­ade. The queen smiled and said, “They are not off lim­its and they have the evenings off!” He smiled, ashamed that she had guessed his thoughts. “Per­haps,” he replied, “may be.” It ended up that on some evenings he would take both girls to his room and fucked both of them, be­cause they could fuck re­ally well, pas­sion­ately and grace­fully. A few times he got a heavy arousal in the af­ter­noon, then he dragged  both of them onto the mat where Mei was ly­ing naked and stripped them naked too. Then he fucked all three of them, one af­ter the other. Mei, who had in her youth made a lit­tle bit of les­bian love with this girls, smiled and beamed from ear to ear, be­cause she was so proud of such a loin­strong lover. But this didn’t hap­pen very of­ten. 


But now he de­voted him­self to his queen. “I have been in love with you for many months, dear­est Queen Mei,” he said, “even be­fore I was al­lowed to pluck your pu­bic hair.” She smiled at him. “I have had the hots for you from the be­gin­ning, Lit­tle Lin, but I waited to ask my hus­band and king for per­mis­sion.” She told him about mas­tur­bat­ing since she was a young girl and about be­ing de­flow­ered at 12 by her wid­owed fa­ther, who fucked her ev­ery night for nearly 15 years de­spite his age un­til the king mar­ried her. She said that she found fuck­ing the fa­ther in­cred­i­bly beau­ti­ful, he gave her a won­der­ful or­gasm al­most ev­ery night, which was very dif­fer­ent from the or­gasms she got from mas­tur­bat­ing. She hugged him strongly when she cli­maxed be­cause she loved him very dearly. She thought fondly of her fa­ther, who taught her ev­ery­thing he could.  He was the only one she fucked be­fore fuck­ing the king and her fa­ther un­der­stood very well that she all nights mas­tur­bated be­fore fall­ing asleep. Mei and Lin talked for an­other hour and he had to tell her in de­tail how it all started with Weng and Wang and the mother, and Mei ab­sent­mind­edly played with her clit while she lis­tened to him. Mei wanted to hear about that wild first fuck­ing of the three over and over again, be­cause it made her so horny that she al­most ripped out her clit. Then how he clum­sily fucked her as a kid af­ter the man and how his cock grad­u­ally grew and he was al­lowed to fuck her ev­ery night. She lis­tened and played ab­sent­mind­edly with her clit and had one lit­tle or­gasm af­ter an­other, but she didn’t want to fuck any­more to­day. He walked home with a spring in his step, know­ing he would be al­lowed to fuck her again to­mor­row, Mei had said.


They had three chil­dren, two princesses and a prince, all for whom King Feng ac­knowl­edged pa­ter­nity. Lin con­tin­ued to fuck the mother, the king’s daugh­ters and the pretty young maids, even if he took it a lit­tle eas­ier now.


His el­der daugh­ter, Hue‐Lin, had turned 12 and the king was al­ready over 70. The king called Lin over and said he was too old to de­flower his daugh­ter. Lin should do it, he said with a wink, he was some­how the right per­son. Lin bowed to the ground, “just as you com­mand, Your Majesty!”  


In the evening, when they went to bed, the queen had the princess Hue‐Lin lie down next to her. The girl knew what was com­ing and was very ex­cited. But her mother re­as­sured her, say­ing it was just a lit­tle prick and then she would be a real woman. Lin ex­cited his daugh­ter with his in­dex fin­ger un­til the pretty child was burst­ing hot. Hue‐Lin lay with her back on her mother, the queen, when Lin care­fully but with a firm jerk tore her hy­men and then fucked her for half an hour. The princess did not have an or­gasm, so af­ter squirt­ing in­side Lin left his cock in her cun­t­hole un­til Mei had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing her daugh­ter. He fucked her ev­ery evening for two months in the queen’s arms, so she learned how to reach an or­gasm. Later, he only fucked her when she looked at him plead­ingly. A year later, her sis­ter, Chin‐Lin, turned 12 and Lin also de­flow­ered her with­out ask­ing King Feng. He fucked Chin‐Lin for more than a year be­cause she could fuck much bet­ter and more grace­fully than her sis­ter. She also had much more fun with fuck­ing. Mei al­ways lay next to him when he fucked one of her daugh­ters be­cause on the one hand she was re­ally proud of Lin’s pow­er­ful cock and on the other hand she could later talk to her daugh­ter about ev­ery­thing freely and with­out in­hi­bi­tions.


When his son Koh‐Lin turned 12, he was al­lowed to sleep with his mother. His nanny had told him ev­ery­thing about sex, ex­plained it and mas­tur­bated him first and then her­self, but she had to leave the fuck­ing to the queen, that was what she had or­dered. Koh‐Lin slept with his mother for the first time, his fa­ther Lin slept in his own room next door. He passed his place next to Mei to his son, since ev­ery year there were new, young maids who fucked with him.


The queen only called her son in, when Lin had gone to his room af­ter fuck­ing. Koh‐Lin was very shy when he lay naked next to his mother. He had lain naked next to his nanny up un­til now, she had shown him ev­ery­thing about the fe­male body, her mas­tur­ba­tion and her or­gasms, but his heart was still pound­ing. Even af­ter 4 births, his mother was a beau­ti­ful woman, pret­tier than his nanny. And now she showed him how to fuck, she was gen­tle and con­sid­er­ate, let­ting him take ev­ery sin­gle step.


“How fine, how soft, how pleas­ant!” her son ex­claimed softly and squirted al­most im­me­di­ately in­side. She smiled, pulled his cock out com­pletely and held it in her fist, giv­ing him time to catch his breath. He had in­her­ited his fa­ther’s big and en­dur­ing cock, she would find out that  tonight. Now he was al­lowed to fuck prop­erly. Un­til now he had al­ways sat next to his nanny when she was be­ing fucked by a lover, she had to show him her fuck­ing, be­ing fucked ev­ery day, the queen had or­dered. The queen had made very pre­cise or­ders, when the boy got a hard‐on while watch­ing her fuck­ing, he was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate or been mas­tur­bated by her and squirt upon her pussy, but not pen­e­trate, never.


The nanny was a good sec­ond mother for Koh‐Lin, he saw his mother sev­eral times a day, but slept with the nanny at night. She was a wild woman sex­u­ally, which is ex­actly why the queen had cho­sen her. And she was very sen­si­tive and helped him to de­velop his sex­u­al­ity. Of course she asked his mother if she should show him how she mas­tur­bated,  when the boy be­came cu­ri­ous. Of course she asked if she could mas­tur­bate him prop­erly when he started to squirt. The queen some­times watched the nanny mas­tur­bat­ing him. The nanny lay down with her legs spread wide in front of the boy, who stared at her pussy and cun­t­hole and be­came very stiff. She put the tip of his glans into her cun­t­hole and mas­tur­bated him, only his glans in­side! She was in­fer­tile and let him squirt his full load into her. When he had fin­ished squirt­ing, she let him slowly pen­e­trate deep into her cun­t­hole, where he could wait mo­tion­less un­til his cock be­came soft again. The queen was quite un­easy with this, so she kept say­ing that she was not al­lowed to let him fuck her, she re­served that right to her­self!  


They fol­lowed the queen’s or­ders for a long time. Some­times the queen saw that he was fuck­ing for a minute when he squirted in­side, so she re­peated her or­der a bit an­grily. But she was very happy with the nanny who let her boy squirt his full load in­side with a horny smile  and later on or­dered the nanny to let a man fuck her ev­ery day in Koh‐Lin’s pres­ence, so that he could see and learn. The nanny, who had pre­vi­ously only fucked far too rarely and in com­plete se­crecy, breathed a big sigh of re­lief. She now let an­other man fuck her ev­ery day, she al­ways looked for new ones and the boy had to watch her fuck­ing. Koh‐Lin was al­lowed to put his face be­tween her thighs to see it up close. Of course, his cock got hard ev­ery time and he mas­tur­bated while watch­ing. He watched her grab the cock and put it in her cun­t­hole, she had a big, soft and very wide cun­t­hole, the boy could see that very clearly.  He stared at her pussy­hole, where the cock was pound­ing and thrust­ing, she mas­tur­bat­ing her­self to or­gasm. When the man has fin­ished, Koh‐Lin mas­tur­bated very quickly and squirted all over her pussy. Or, he knelt be­hind the man and squirted ev­ery­thing onto the balls of the man, his cock and then over the nan­nys pussy. She laughed loudly, be­cause that was just hot. Later, the boy pushed the man aside and squirted his full load over the nurses pussy. It was only much later that he pen­e­trated her cun­t­hole to fuck and squirt in­side.  But only rarely did he, when the queen was watch­ing. In the last year, that was no longer enough for the boy, he pen­e­trated deep into the nan­nys pussy to squirt in­side. She felt the cold steel of the ex­e­cu­tioner on her neck, but what could she do!?  He was al­ready very cu­ri­ous and keen on real fuck­ing.


The boy not only came deep in­side her pussy while she was fuck­ing the man, he mas­tur­bated 5 times or more a day by him­self and she had to lie naked in front of him while he mas­tur­bated. He stared into her spread pussy, then he pen­e­trated deep in­side to squirt. He made vi­o­lent fuck­ing move­ments while he squirted, but she couldn’t and wasn’t al­lowed to let him do more, with the ex­e­cu­tioner’s axe in front of her eyes. The boy un­der­stood and didn’t want to get the lovely young woman into trou­ble. He only pen­e­trated af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing, and fucked hard for a minute while he squirted in­side. She was very close to death in that minute, she imag­ined, but that’s just how it was. She could jus­tify that to some ex­tent. But the boy fucked her longer each time be­fore he could squirt, 5 times or more a day. He was now fuck­ing her for 10 min­utes be­fore he squirted. 


The boy mas­tur­bated 5 times a day or more, he pen­e­trated the nan­nys pussy long be­fore he squirted and fucked her for 10 min­utes at least un­til he squirted. Al­though the nanny was afraid of the ex­e­cu­tioner’s axe like the devil, she gave in. He didn’t have to mas­tur­bate any­more, the nanny said to him, he was al­lowed to fuck her right from the start. He would soon be 12 and would then lay with the mother, the queen, any­way. The boy un­der­stood and nod­ded grate­fully, now he fucked his nanny, who was not even 30, at least 5 times a day, but usu­ally much more of­ten. She still looked for other men to fuck and the boy mas­tur­bated and squirted as be­fore, when she let her­self be fucked by the stranger, but when the man had left, the two of them fucked to their hearts’ con­tent. He swore to her that he would never tell the queen, and he stuck to that prom­ise faith­fully. She knew that she had to talk to the queen about it, but it never came to that. 


Be­cause now he was al­lowed to fuck a grown woman for the first time, his mother, and one he loved very much. “Come on, let’s do it again! Put it in my pussy re­ally deep and then wait un­til I’m re­ally hot, then fuck me!” He nod­ded and pen­e­trated her pussy very care­fully, giv­ing it time to ad­just to his cock. He could feel ex­actly how she was rub­bing her clit, slowly at first and then faster. He also felt how her whole  pussy was work­ing in­side hard as she mas­tur­bated. He waited mo­tion­less un­til she gasped: “Yes, now, fuck me!” and he got to work.  She held him tightly as her or­gasm broke out, but he was nowhere near ready and con­tin­ued to fuck her un­de­terred. Her sex­ual ex­cite­ment re­mained high, she or­gasmed con­tin­u­ously and it only stopped when he had squirted twice and stopped fuck­ing. They lay next to each other, gasp­ing for air, un­til they fell asleep in a lov­ing em­brace. 


Four years passed, the king­dom was quiet and King Feng, well into his 70s, was pre­par­ing his son Xin­hua for the throne. He was a bright, clever boy and would have made a good king if the Norns hadn’t snatched his life’s thread. He fell from his horse while hunt­ing boar and was killed by an an­gry wild boar. Queen Mei’s heart broke, he was her first and old­est child. King Feng locked him­self away for days and cried like never be­fore. On the fifth day he had Queen Mei and Mas­ter Lin called to his pri­vate cham­bers. The three of them sat in si­lence for min­utes un­til the king be­gan.  “Dear­est Mei, my poor queen, we have lost a son and I am heart­bro­ken. But we still have a le­git­i­mate son, Koh‐Lin, your child. I want him to suc­ceed me.” There was a deep si­lence, both Mei and Ling felt great grat­i­tude be­cause the king of course knew about Lin’s pa­ter­nity. They looked at each other briefly, then the queen said, “How clever and gen­er­ous of you, my lord and mas­ter! We will leave my son Koh‐Lin, who is only 16 and a half, to the teach­ers, be­cause he must be able to suc­ceed you in a year and a half. Un­til then, my dear and kind hus­band, I ask you to stay strong and healthy so that there is no gap. And, my dear, I want to keep you for a long time and love you as I have loved you so far!” Lin was the only one who no­ticed the dou­ble‐edged na­ture of her last sen­tence, but King Feng placed a hand lov­ingly on her cheek.  “Of course, my love, I will stay with you for a long time!” He looked from her to Lin. “We agree, do we?” Lin nod­ded in agree­ment. “Just as you com­mand, Your Majesty!”


Koh‐Lin’s train­ing be­gan the very next day. Lin sup­ported his son as best he could, he had some works on the king­ship in mind and knew that the king did not have many years left. From that day on, the no­bles, the rich and the pow­er­ful through­out the king­dom brought their young daugh­ters, and some­times their young wives, to his bed. Lin ex­plained to his son that this was the cus­tom, al­though most of them had ul­te­rior mo­tives. He had to fuck all the girls if he didn’t want to cause a scan­dal. Koh-Lin nod­ded a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed be­cause he lied with the queen ev­ery night and loved fuck­ing her the most. Most of the girls were pretty and will­ing, so he fucked them one by one, be­cause it was a pleas­ant and beau­ti­ful duty. 


He fucked many girls be­fore he lay down with the queen, and he fucked hun­dreds in the 12 years be­fore he got mar­ried. The queen stayed ly­ing down when she thought she wasn’t dis­turb­ing them. She looked at the girls more closely when he mounted the girl a sec­ond or third time, she was happy when he fucked so en­thu­si­as­ti­cally. Or she went into the next room to Lin, she didn’t dis­turb him even when he had a girl with him. She was very ex­cited when he fucked the king’s daugh­ters. She had to agree with him, the youngest daugh­ter fucked very pas­sion­ately and ob­vi­ously liked it, the oth­ers were rather bor­ing. It was quite ob­vi­ous that the girl was ad­dicted to mas­tur­ba­tion. The Queen was amazed be­cause it was the first time she had seen some­one so heav­ily ad­dicted to mas­tur­ba­tion, but she didn’t find it bad at all. Some of her maids were a lit­tle ir­ri­tated when their mis­tress lay down with them. Mei turned her back to them and mas­tur­bated in­con­spic­u­ously ly­ing on her side, then she fell asleep sat­is­fied.



Lin’s mother be­came se­ri­ously ill and died af­ter a few weeks. Lin gave her a feu­dal fu­neral, hun­dreds came, but Lin hardly knew any­one. He only greeted the old men Weng and Wang warmly, he hadn’t seen the two friends for years. His mother had told him with a smile that the two friends now came to her to­gether ev­ery evening, as Lin rarely lay down with her. She was very happy with the new so­lu­tion, be­cause the two of them fucked her one af­ter the other pow­er­fully and so she of­ten had a scream­ing or­gasm, dispite they weren’t young any­more. She re­ported that now she would faint ev­ery time they fucked her and that her two men would fuck her like a life­less doll un­til she woke up with a scream­ing or­gasm. She said she was so deeply un­con­scious that she didn’t re­mem­ber the fuck­ing at all. At first the men would cover her mouth, but as time went by they all stopped car­ing if her scream rang out in the house. The mother ca­ressed his hand and said how proud she was of him, he had given her three royal grand­chil­dren, his son Koh‐Lin would even be the next king. “Your fa­ther is cer­tainly very proud of you, Lit­tle Lin!” That was their last con­ver­sa­tion. 


Lin gave the money lend­ing busi­ness to his friends Weng and Wang, so that they would be re­warded for their loyal ser­vice! He told them, how happy he was when his mother told him about their faith­ful and loyal fuck­ing in all these years. His mother had left him a large for­tune, which he di­vided into four, he kept a quar­ter and gave the other three equal parts to his chil­dren.


Lin’s daugh­ter Hue‐Lin was the first to marry, but her hus­band left her be­fore the first year was up. She had a new lover to fuck ev­ery night, which her hus­band couldn’t stand. King Feng and Queen Mei were very sad that Hue‐Lin had very quickly be­come a no­ble whore in the palace. Lit­tle Lin had had a long talk with her be­fore her hus­band took off, but she had cho­sen this dis­so­lute life, and there was noth­ing he could do about that. He kept a close eye on her and only in­ter­vened when a no­ble man mis­be­haved. He beat many a no­ble man’s nose bloody, he didn’t rec­og­nize class di­vi­sions. “A wretch de­served a beat­ing,” so he stood up for him­self even with the king.  


Chin‐Lin, the lit­tle beauty, put off get­ting mar­ried as long as she could. She also had many, many love af­fairs and loved to fuck. But she did not be­come a whore like her sis­ter, who was nick­named “the one with the but­ter­fly wings spread” be­cause she well­comed ev­ery two‐legged man with her legs wide open. Chin‐Lin was much more con­cerned with her rep­u­ta­tion and did not change horses so of­ten and only dis­creetly. She had been an ob­ses­sive and ad­dicted mas­tur­ba­tor since she was young. Nei­ther Mei nor Lin stopped her from mas­tur­bat­ing, be­cause nei­ther of them thought her mas­tur­ba­tion ad­dic­tion was bad. Maybe that was even a good thing, be­cause it meant she was not in dan­ger of be­com­ing a whore like her big sis­ter. The money from Lin’s mother came at the right time for both girls and in this mat­ter they were thank God very rea­son­able. His son, Koh‐Lin, did not need the money so ur­gently, but it helped him to give presents to the beau­ti­ful princesses and no­ble daugh­ters when he had fucked them prop­erly and sent them home. No one should say that he was stingy or wanted to fuck for free. And the poor boy had to fuck hun­dreds of beau­ti­ful girls be­fore he got mar­ried! 


King Feng died four years later, Koh‐Lin as­cended the throne well pre­pared. He con­tin­ued to lie with the queen un­til he mar­ried at the age of 29. The court had re­peat­edly given him no­ble girls, whom he fucked a few times as a test and then sent away again. He was of a fun­da­men­tally good char­ac­ter and there­fore did not want to of­fend any­one at court. The princesses were all pretty and pre­sentable, many of them were al­ready very ex­pe­ri­enced at fuck­ing. He would never have ad­mit­ted it, but he was look­ing for­ward to each of these beau­ties who could fuck so grace­fully and charm­ingly. He fucked them all for sev­eral nights to en­joy them to the full be­fore he let them go again with a heavy heart. 


Then he was given a lovely 13‐year‐old princess who had only slept with her fa­ther up to that point, and no other man. Koh‐Lin was cap­ti­vated by this un­usual child‐woman from the very first mo­ment.  She cap­tured his heart by storm, she was smart, very pretty, cheer­ful and could fuck like a god­dess, even though she had only been with her fa­ther for a year. He had been a re­ally good teacher and had taught her how to fuck a man re­ally well. Only when she be­came older and less at­trac­tive did King Koh‐Lin go on the prowl and de­velop a pref­er­ence for young, very young vir­gins, and his wife al­lowed him to in­dulge in this vice.


Lin and Mei stayed to­gether for the rest of their lives and did not change their love af­fair, Lit­tle Lin lay with Queen Mei un­til the end and their love was of­ten sung about by pos­ter­ity. 



● ● ●







The Lit­tle Muck







by Jack Faber © 2024




It was the year of Harun al‐Rashid’s ac­ces­sion to the throne in Baghad. Bagh­dad was a large prov­ince of the Ab­basid Em­pire, which stretched from Tur­key to China. Umeya was a maid for a rich mer­chant, she was 14, sexy and beau­ti­ful. The las­civ­i­ous mer­chant had not yet fully in­ter­nal­ized the teach­ings and wis­dom of Is­lam. Good was what he de­sired. Good was he who sub­mit­ted to him.  He was ex­tremely rich, he al­ways gave gen­er­ous alms in the mosque and that was the only rea­son he was pop­u­lar, the only rea­son. He did not treat his slaves badly, but he de­manded ev­ery­thing from them.


His lips dripped lust­fully when the mer­chant saw the beau­ti­ful Umeya for the first time in his farm. Like all girls her age, she was in full bloom, she had beau­ti­ful, full breasts, a very slim body with wom­anly hips, a beau­ti­ful child­like face and thick brown hair that hung down to her shoul­ders. She was the child of a poor fam­ily with many chil­dren and had to go to work early. The mer­chant paid well and she gave a large part of her wages to her mother. She was of a gen­tle, sim­ple dis­po­si­tion and the only thing she def­i­nitely did not have was sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence. Of course, she had al­ways seen her par­ents fuck­ing, and her mother ex­plained to her that this was how ba­bies were made. She did not need to know any­thing more. Her broth­ers had taught her to mas­tur­bate them and she did it good‐na­turedly, the broth­ers loved and kissed her lov­ingly, so that was a good thing. Oth­er­wise she had no idea, she was an un­touched vir­gin de­spite her age. 


The lech­er­ous mer­chant licked his lips and or­dered her to fol­low him. So she fol­lowed him into the bed­room, un­sus­pect­ing. He stripped her naked and said what a beau­ti­ful girl she was. She nod­ded ea­gerly, she had been told that over and over again. The mer­chant smiled. “Do you like to fuck?” he asked and she said she didn’t know what that was. “You’ve never slept with a man, a boy?” he asked, not be­liev­ing his luck. “Yes,” said Umeya, “I used to sleep with all my sib­lings!” The mer­chant smiled. “But you haven’t had a cock yet!?” the mer­chant con­tin­ued.  “Yes,” Umeya replied, “I have learned to rub my broth­ers cock to make them squirt, which is what all boys need be­fore they go to sleep!” The mer­chant’s smile grew very broad, he looked like a fed up cat.


“Come on, let’s lie down on the bed, we’re go­ing to fuck!” Umeya nod­ded obe­di­ently and lay down on the bed, the mer­chant next to her. She no­ticed his stiff cock and asked if she should rub it un­til he squirted? The mer­chant nod­ded and she rubbed it like she did her broth­ers. But the mer­chant in­ter­rupted her and made her lie on her back. “Now we’re go­ing to fuck!” he said and Umeya nod­ded, she had no idea. He pen­e­trated her and she squealed softly as he tore her hy­men. “That’s only the first time,” the mer­chant as­sured her, “you won’t feel any pain when we fuck!” Umeya nod­ded obe­di­ently, be­cause he was now fuck­ing her like her dad had fucked her mom in front of the whole crowd of chil­dren. But he fucked her for much longer than her dad and then squirted the full load of his se­men into her, then he was fin­ished. Her dad al­ways pulled his cock out and squirted on her mom’s belly.  


“So, did you en­joy the fuck­ing?” he asked and she nod­ded ea­gerly. “Es­pe­cially the ex­plo­sion at the end, that was great!” said the sim­ple‐minded Umeya, and he said that that was the or­gasm, the great ful­fill­ment. That’s what you did the fuck­ing for, for the or­gasm! He was very pleas­antly sur­prised at how easy go­ing Umeya was, how eas­ily she came to or­gasm. “But yes,” an­swered Umeya, “of course I want to fuck you again, if your time al­lows!” The mer­chant now purred like the cat men­tioned above. He as­signed her to gar­den­ing so that she was al­ways nearby. 


He fucked Umeya ev­ery day, as of­ten as he could. She was a rocket in bed, and if he hadn’t been a con­firmed bach­e­lor, who knows, maybe he would have mar­ried her. She thought the fuck­ing was great, it was al­ways a wel­come break from gar­den­ing and the or­gasms were won­der­ful.  They fucked non‐stop for 3 years, then Umeya got preg­nant. She was com­pletely con­fused, but that’s just how it was. She asked some older women what was in store for her. The mer­chant gave her a big bag full of gold coins and sent her away, he didn’t need chil­dren around him.


She bought a tiny house on the river bank, she opened a small shop in front of her house and sold all kinds of house­hold items. A friendly woman helped her with all of this, like a big sis­ter. She never saw the mer­chant again, she had a lit­tle son and swore never to have an­other child, be­cause it was a hard birth. She called her son Muck, which was de­rived from the name of the treach­er­ous mer­chant. Her house con­sisted of only one room, at night she rolled out the mat and Muck slept naked with her, just like her. He was healthy and cheer­ful, but at the age of 4 he stopped grow­ing and a hump grew on him.  As a boy he was only 1.10m tall, at 16 he was 1.45m tall and stayed that way for a long time. Hardly any­one wanted to play with the small hunch­back, he had no friends apart from the nice old Per­sian across the street who al­ways had time for Muck. Al‐Mahdi, that was his name, was a very old man and spent the whole day read­ing his books. Once a day he took lit­tle Muck for a walk along the river bank and taught the boy how the stars and plan­ets moved, what blood­thirsty events were cur­rently shak­ing the Per­sian Em­pire and how Harun Al‐Rashid’s em­pire worked. “If you like, I’ll show you how to read,” said Al‐Mahdi, “all you have to do is ask your mother to fuck me once a month.” Lit­tle Muck nod­ded and asked what fuck­ing was. Al‐Mahdi ex­plained it to the seven‐year‐old in broad terms.  “So, let me know if she agrees, then I’ll teach you to read!” 


Umeya threw her hands up in the air when lit­tle Muck asked her that evening. Of course she knew ev­ery­thing about Lord Al‐Mahdi. He had once been the grand vizier of an em­peror of Per­sia, a rich man with a lot of in­flu­ence and a large harem, as was com­mon at the time. He was a fol­lower of the Mithras cult, he was not a or­tho­dox be­liever. When the em­peror was poi­soned, he fled here to Bagh­dad and lived alone and mod­estly in the big house. He had no wife and no daugh­ter to fuck, he sat ev­ery night on the stone bench be­hind his house and mas­tur­bated in the moon­light. Umeya had of­ten seen this her­self, it was not hearsay. She of­ten sneaked into his gar­den when he turned off the light in the house.  She of­ten looked long­ingly at his beau­ti­ful, large cock, which he rubbed with plea­sure in the moon­light and then squirted on the rose bushes. He was an as­trologer, philoso­pher and a scholar. If he could give lit­tle Muck a lit­tle ed­u­ca­tion for such a low price? She “will think about it,” she said to lit­tle Muck. The next day she went over to  Sir Al‐Mahdi.


They drank fine tea from Per­sia and talked about all the de­tails. She told him that she hadn’t fucked any­one for 7 years and that she didn’t want to get preg­nant again. He un­der­stood that very well, con­tra­cep­tion was im­por­tant. It could be cal­cu­lated, he said, all women in his home­land used con­tra­cep­tion like that. It could be cal­cu­lated based on the monthly bleed­ing. Umeya looked un­cer­tainly at the nice, friendly man. “I don’t have a monthly bleed­ing, Ex­cel­lency,” she said, “I only had bleed­ing a few times be­fore I got preg­nant, then never again, not for 8 years.” He smiled kindly and put a hand on her arm. “If a woman no longer has a bleed­ing, she is in­fer­tile and can no longer have chil­dren. That’s how it is.” Umeya’s eyes opened wide. “You mean I can’t get preg­nant if I fuck a man?” He nod­ded in agree­ment. “I guar­an­tee that, my daugh­ter,” the old man said kindly.  


Umeya thought about it so much that he asked her what was both­er­ing her. “I’ve been think­ing,” she said, “that you can fuck me once a month if you teach my son to read, Ex­cel­lency!” He smiled. “You see, I have hun­dreds, thou­sands of Per­sian books here, about all things in the world.” Umeya turned pale. “My Muck doesn’t speak Per­sian, what’s the use of read­ing?” She’s not so stupid, he thought and smiled. “If you pay me with fuck­ing more of­ten, let’s say twice a month, then Muck will learn Per­sian too, it’s the most beau­ti­ful lan­guage in the world!” Umeya nod­ded, “good, then twice, Ex­cel­lency! I’m ready for it, Muck is my ev­ery­thing!” 


The deal was per­fect. Al‐Mahdi sug­gested a first test run. Umeya blushed deeply.  “I haven’t bathed to­day, Sir, I’m very em­bar­rassed!” He nod­ded, be­cause he knew that this was im­por­tant to many women. He smiled. “Lie down on the sofa and let me look, and you look at me too!” Umeya nod­ded, lay down on the sofa and lifted her dress up to her belly but­ton. He whis­tled through his teeth. “What a won­der­ful thing you have, my daugh­ter,” he said, “I’ve seen and fucked hun­dreds of pussies, and yours is one of the most beau­ti­ful!” Umeya spread her legs wide and pulled her labia apart with her fin­gers, as he had said. 


Now he took out his cock. She had only seen the cocks of her broth­ers and the mer­chant so far. But this one was cer­tainly the big­gest and thick­est she had ever seen. She asked un­cer­tainly whether it would go into her lit­tle fuck­hole?  She some­times woke up at night with an or­gasm, she said, and then she stuck her in­dex fin­ger in the hole to thrust for a while, so she knew how small and tight that hole was. He laughed proudly. “Your pussy adapts to the size, no mat­ter how big it is. It can even fit a horse’s cock in,” he said, and she jumped. “A horse? A rid­ing horse, per­haps?” He smiled su­pe­ri­orly. “Some farm­ers’ wives ac­tu­ally let them­selves be fucked by a horse, I’ve seen it with my own eyes, lit­tle Umeya!” She asked him to tell her about it and blushed, be­cause what was go­ing through her mind was both hot and dis­gust­ing. 


She sat up and grabbed his cock. “It’s much big­ger than my Muck’s fa­ther’s. I doubt it will fit in me!” His Ex­cel­lency said that they would have to try it out im­me­di­ately, he didn’t want to be cheated out of his wages!  Umeya still had the horse’s cock in front of her, fuck­ing the nasty farmer’s wife, as he had drawn it in filthy words. She nod­ded in agree­ment and spread her labia wide. His cock touched her and she im­me­di­ately said, “It’s much too thick, Ex­cel­lency!”, but he kept push­ing. “It won’t go in any fur­ther, Ex­cel­lency!” she re­peated, but he pushed his cock for­ward mil­lime­ter by mil­lime­ter. She held her breath be­cause he went in, very, very slowly. And then, all of a sud­den, it was all the way in. She looked up at him. “It’s all the way in now, Ex­cel­lency!” but he stood mo­tion­less in front of her with his eyes closed. Sud­denly she no­ticed that he was squirt­ing, pump­ing his se­men in­side. “You’re squirt­ing, Ex­cel­lency, you’re squirt­ing in­side me!” But he kept pump­ing and pump­ing, he seemed to en­joy it. Umeya was silent and had to wait a long time un­til he was fin­ished pump­ing. He opened his eyes, beam­ing.  “Aaah, that was fine! Now you know that my cock is not too big and that I can still squirt. And I know that you can pay for your son’s ed­u­ca­tion. That’s good, isn’t it, for both of us?” Umeya nod­ded and his Ex­cel­lency pulled his cock out now. She threw down her skirt and stood up. They agreed on when she should come to him, prefer­ably on Fri­day when the men are at Fri­day prayers. Then she went home in high spir­its.


Lit­tle Muck did a som­er­sault of joy. He was a dwarf, he had an over­sized nose, a hump and a very large cock. But he was the only one in his age group who had a pri­vate tu­tor! He kept throw­ing him­self on Umeya’s neck, then sud­denly stopped. “You have to pay him with sex, the old man had said,” he said, “is it okay for you to pay with sex?” Umeya hugged her lit­tle dar­ling. “You are my ev­ery­thing, dear Muck! I would do any­thing for you, sex is a small price to pay for learn­ing a lan­guage and read­ing too!” 


Muck pressed him­self against Umeya at night as usual, the nights in Bagh­dad were hot and peo­ple slept naked. He was al­most com­pletely asleep and mum­bled, “Thank you, Mom, for fuck­ing him!”  Umeya smiled and they fell asleep.


Muck went to Al‐Mahdi ev­ery day and stud­ied dili­gently. He was very tal­ented and ab­sorbed ev­ery word of the old mas­ter like a sponge. On Fri­day Umeya went with him. He sat down on a chair in the cor­ner and promised to be quiet. Umeya took off her dress and lay naked on the sofa. Al‐Mahdi lay naked next to her. Muck looked at the old man’s cock and breathed a sigh of re­lief. It was only slightly big­ger than his own. He had known for a long time that he had a very big cock. When bathing in the river he could see the puny cocks of the other boys and the girls gig­gled and whis­pered to each other, cer­tainly be­cause of his big cock.


Al‐Mahdi stim­u­lated Umeya’s clit very skill­fully. Muck saw this for the first time.  His eyes widened as his mas­ter’s cock parted her pussy lips and her hole widened as he pen­e­trated her. Muck had never seen it be­fore, he saw his mother fuck for the very first time! Then the old man fucked the young woman, she was only 26 years old and sighed with plea­sure. Muck had al­ready seen the fuck­ing a few times from a dis­tance, when the cou­ples fucked on the river bank. But now he saw it up close! Umeya only had a tiny pussy hole and the mas­ter forced his cock in gen­tly and slowly so that the pussy hole could ad­just. The old man did not fuck as fast as the cou­ples on the river bank, but Muck saw how Umeya be­came hot­ter and hot­ter and af­ter a quar­ter of an hour she twitched and came to an or­gasm. He was al­ready fa­mil­iar with the girls’ or­gasms, he had spied on them on the river bank of­ten enough.  


A few mo­ments later the mas­ter squirted, which Muck also saw up close for the first time, the mas­ter had to pump for a very long time be­fore he was fin­ished. Muck found the fuck­ing re­ally great and ex­cit­ing, he pressed his fin­gers to his pants where the stiff cock was hid­den. But he still couldn’t do any­thing with it. Umeya left shortly af­ter­wards and he stud­ied with his mas­ter un­til sun­set. 


Umeya blos­somed. Daud, as she was now to call him and no longer Ex­cel­lency, fucked much bet­ter than her mer­chant, that was for sure! She went with Muck ev­ery other Fri­day and let him fuck her. She loved or­gasms more than any­thing, be­cause she had only known it from the mer­chant and her un­chaste dreams be­fore, she knew noth­ing about fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion. Daud fucked very sen­si­tively and at­tached great im­por­tance to Umeya al­ways hav­ing an or­gasm.


The years went by, Muck stud­ied well and spoke flu­ent Per­sian and could read all books, even those with dif­fi­cult con­tent. He would then look up and ask his mas­ter. He was the smartest man in the world, he knew ev­ery­thing and some­times he could talk for hours about some­thing that Muck had not un­der­stood. Muck lis­tened very at­ten­tively and did not even no­tice how smart he had be­come.


Muck reached the age where his stiff cock plagued him night af­ter night.  He re­mem­bered that he had seen the other boys rub­bing and squirt­ing on the girls’ bod­ies on the river bank. He rubbed him­self in the same way and squirted for the first time! This was the most in­ge­nious in­ven­tion since the Great Flood! Umeya had thought about rub­bing him like her broth­ers, but for some rea­son she de­cided against it. Things there­fore de­vel­oped grad­u­ally.


Muck mas­tur­bated sev­eral times in a row un­til his cock be­came soft. He pressed his glans onto Umeya’s but­tocks, who was ly­ing on her side. He squirted over her but­tocks, but she didn’t make a sound. Only when he mas­tur­bated more than three times in a row did she speak to him. “Don’t do it too of­ten, my dear child, it can make you blind!” and lit­tle Muck nod­ded. They both knew the poor blind man who sat on the street cor­ner and begged.  Umeya some­times bent down and mas­tur­bated him with a gen­tle hand. The blind man was grate­ful that he was al­lowed to touch her body while she was mas­tur­bat­ing him. She was not in­ter­ested in the passers‐by who walked past shak­ing their heads. Let them look, the id­iots, she was only do­ing it to re­lax the poor guy like her broth­ers. 


Muck asked Umeya if he could stick his cock in her ass crack while mas­tur­bat­ing and squirt­ing. “Of course,” she said, lift­ing one leg in a side po­si­tion and spread­ing her ass cheeks with her hands. Muck was quite en­chanted that he was al­lowed to squirt in her ass crack, Umeya sighed a lit­tle and let him do it for months. It was okay for both of them.


Many months later he ac­ci­den­tally squirted all over her pussy.  Umeya turned to him and asked if he would rather squirt in her pussy hole af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing in her ass­hole? She didn’t care, so he said yes. For the next few months he mas­tur­bated in her ass crack, then she turned onto her back and raised her spread legs to the sky, spread­ing her pussy hole as wide as she could. She looked like a sliced peach, her legs in the air, her ass cheeks on the left and right, and her lit­tle pussy hole in be­tween. He searched for her fuck hole with the tip of his pe­nis and put the tip of his glans into the hole, but only a few mil­lime­ters, not the whole glans! Only the tip of his glans with it’s tiny hole. Now he mas­tur­bated and squirted the full load in­side through his hole. Later, when she was al­ready ly­ing on her side sleep­ing or doz­ing, he had to spread her ass cheeks with his hands and put the tip of his glans in­side. Then he mas­tur­bated and squirted in­side her pussy. Most of the time she wasn’t fast asleep and gig­gled, “It tick­les so nicely, the squirt­ing in­side!” They did that for many months.


One night years later he asked qui­etly if he could fuck her prop­erly, in the pussy hole? Umeya thought for a mo­ment. Some of her friends let their older sons fuck them, but many crit­i­cized or de­spised them. But whom for heav­ens sake could fuck lit­tle Muck? She pulled her­self to­gether and nod­ded in agree­ment. “Can you do it from the side?” she asked, “be­cause you’re too heavy for me.” Muck whis­pered that he could. She lifted one leg and spread her labia with her fin­gers. Muck’s cock was big, even big­ger than Daud’s. She grabbed his cock and care­fully in­serted it a lit­tle. Daud was right, the pussy ad­justed to the size. “Not so fast, big boy, oth­er­wise you’ll burst my lit­tle hole!” He asked, “is that okay?” but she shook her head, “go re­ally slowly and care­fully!” He tried hard and af­ter a few mo­ments he met re­sis­tance. “I can’t go any fur­ther, Mom,” he said mis­er­ably.  She shrugged her shoul­ders, “if you’re so deep in­side, you don’t need to push in any deeper, oth­er­wise you’ll blow my hole! Now you can re­ally fuck me!” Muck fucked her from be­hind at the same pace as Mas­ter Daud did, while she lay on her side. He fucked her well and she had a nice or­gasm like with Daud, whom she now fucked ev­ery Fri­day. But Muck was still stiff and wanted to keep fuck­ing. She had an­other or­gasm and gasped for air. He came in her pussy three times in to­tal, only then did his cock go soft.


Within a month he fucked all the girls on the river bank or in the river. None of them made stupid jokes about his short stature or his hump, he was al­lowed to fuck one ev­ery af­ter­noon, he didn’t want to do any­thing more than that. The boys ac­cepted that he was now pop­u­lar with the girls and be­came friends a lit­tle. He had some­how ar­rived, he fucked one girl ev­ery day and squirted his full load into her. Of course he had to be care­ful, he didn’t want to blow any­one’s pussy. None of the girls on the river­side were vir­gins; they all came from poor back­grounds like him, where vir­gin­ity had no mean­ing at all. 


Then fol­lowed some beau­ti­ful, quiet years. Umeya went to Daud ev­ery Fri­day, Muck fucked her ev­ery night and squirted in­side once or twice. Up un­til then she had re­jected ev­ery at­tempt by cus­tomers to flirt, but now she took a closer look at the guys. She turned down the bru­tal, dirty and pushy ones. She in­vited the fine and clean men, who also paid a gold piece for it, into her house and let them fuck her. They were all friendly and de­cent, but most of them only had small or medium‐sized cocks, so she rarely had an or­gasm with this pass­ing trade. But they re­mained friendly and po­lite. So 4 to 6 gold pieces a week came into her purse, which was more than she earned from sales. But she did not give up her shop. But word got around, men were con­stantly com­ing, and each time they brought a gold piece.


At noon, when his mas­ter was tak­ing a nap, Muck walked the few steps to the river. The girls were al­ready wait­ing for him, cheer­ing and scream­ing with joy. The 11 to 17 year old girls showed off their sex­i­est side and cheered loudly when he had made his choice. Only the older ones had a del­i­cate fluffy down on their pussies, but the naked, child­like ones at­tracted him the most. He went into the knee‐deep wa­ter and started to fuck the girl. He was very care­ful, he didn’t want to burst the lit­tle pussies. He pen­e­trated very care­fully un­til he felt re­sis­tance. Then he fucked, sur­rounded by the crowd of other girls. He usu­ally pulled his cock out when he squirted, that seemed right to him. None of these chil­dren should be­come moth­ers pre­ma­turely. He let the sun dry him off and went back to Mas­ter Daud.
 

When his mas­ter was tak­ing a nap, Muck usu­ally went to the river bank.  Some­times he met some­one who had no prob­lem talk­ing to a dwarf. Some­times a fas­ci­nat­ing con­ver­sa­tion de­vel­oped and his con­ver­sa­tion part­ners were im­pressed by how clever this small hunch­back was. Once he was strolling along the river­side road and spot­ted a girl read­ing a book; he rec­og­nized the Per­sian book im­me­di­ately. He bowed to her and spoke to her in Per­sian. She re­sponded with sur­prise and po­lite­ness, but he im­me­di­ately no­ticed that she could not speak Per­sian well. He switched to the Ara­bic di­alect of Bagh­dad and asked her how she liked the text. He had read the book some time ago; it was a love story in which a po­lit­i­cal crit­i­cism of the em­peror was hid­den. She was quite im­pressed and pointed to the grass, ask­ing him to sit next to her.


“My name is Ran, ac­tu­ally Ranawarasara, but that is too long.” He in­tro­duced him­self as Muck, 21 years old, learn­ing Per­sian from a mas­ter and study­ing the great knowl­edge of this cul­ture.  “My fa­ther in­sists that I learn Per­sian be­cause I am promised to a Per­sian. But he is too old for me,” she added, but she did not an­swer his ques­tion about her fa­ther. He knew that only no­ble girls were promised to men, so he did not ask any more. They dis­cussed Fir­dausi’s work for an hour, and Ran was amazed at where pol­i­tics were hid­den in this love story. He had to leave, Al‐Mahdi had cer­tainly al­ready fin­ished his af­ter­noon nap. He asked Ran if he could see her again, he, the hunch­backed dwarf. Only now did she look at him more closely, as he was stand­ing. “Oh, I didn’t no­tice any of that,” Ran lied, “and of course we can see each other again, I come here ev­ery af­ter­noon so I can read in peace.” So the things stood and he went to the mas­ter. 


Ran’s face did not leave his mind. Was he about to fall in love, per­haps with a girl who came from an unattain­able class?  She was so pretty, prob­a­bly 16 or 17, she had a slim body and small, firm breasts. Her big, golden eyes were as deep as the ocean, her face smooth and beau­ti­ful, al­though no one would call her par­tic­u­larly beau­ti­ful be­cause of her big hooked nose. But she smelled so good, he could smell her scent, her per­fume, for hours. Her hair was well‐groomed and dark black. He dreamed of her when he fell asleep.


The next morn­ing he read this work by the poet Fir­dausi again, he waited im­pa­tiently un­til the mas­ter lay down. He ran along the quay­side, Ran was al­ready there. She smiled at him. “Yes­ter­day I thought you were still a child, but to­day I re­mem­bered, you are four years older than me.” So 17, he thought. He smiled when she men­tioned his ap­pear­ance. “That is some­thing we have in com­mon, a beau­ti­ful big nose,” she said and laughed as loud as a bell. He joined in the laugh­ter. “It would be even bet­ter if we had more in com­mon! A hunch­backed dwarf with mag­nif­i­cent, full breasts! That would be a sen­sa­tion!” They laughed again and again, he spoke of her beau­ti­ful body in an al­most in­ap­pro­pri­ate way, she in turn laughed that she would not have been sold off to an old, filthy rich Per­sian if she had his hump. He be­came se­ri­ous. It had made him sad that she was promised to a man she did not value and love. That was un­fair!  “A per­son, a girl is not a pound of meat that can be hawked at the mar­ket to the high­est bid­der!” he said de­ject­edly. Ran also be­came se­ri­ous. “This is pol­i­tics, fam­ily pol­i­tics. All the girls around me suf­fer the same fate as me, they are not asked whether they even want this man. The fa­ther mar­ries them off to make a profit. It is then a gam­ble whether you get a man who is lov­able and whom you can love. But if your fa­ther is the caliph…” Ran put a hand to her mouth in hor­ror, that was not a fake act. Muck was silent for a few long sec­onds. “Your fa­ther is a caliph?” he asked qui­etly, shud­der­ing. She looked at him strangely. “How many caliphs do you know, clever Muck!?” He was silent for a long time again. “Only one, ours. Harun Al‐Raschid. The caliph of Baghad.” 


Tears slowly rolled down Ran’s cheeks, but she did not cry.  “I didn’t re­ally want to say it, be­cause ev­ery con­ver­sa­tion dies at this mo­ment, and I didn’t want to scare you away, dear Muck!” Muck had re­cov­ered from his ini­tial shock. The class bar­rier was im­pen­e­tra­ble, he knew that. But he was in love with Ran, there was no doubt about that. In a split sec­ond he de­cided to ig­nore the class bar­rier. Some­how. He would never be able to marry her le­git­i­mately. He would not be rec­og­nized by any­one in the higher classes, not as a bride­groom, not as a lover, not even as an af­fair. Only pla­tonic friend­ship seemed fea­si­ble to him.


“Our con­ver­sa­tion will not die if we keep it alive, dear Ran. No one, not even the Caliph, can for­bid us from be­ing friends as long as we be­have ap­pro­pri­ately. I am happy that you are a princess, be­cause you can lead a beau­ti­ful life. And I want this friend­ship, Ran, unattain­able Caliph’s daugh­ter!” Ran wiped the tears from her cheeks. The move­ment was al­most an­gry.  “And you want this friend­ship, even though one day I will be given to a rich Per­sian?” 


She looked straight at him and he looked back in the same way. “I would seal it with a kiss,” he be­gan, but Ran in­ter­rupted him, “but you will damn well not do that be­cause I don’t know where my min­ders and spies are hid­ing!” She smiled and he smiled too. “What a clumsy id­iot I am,” he scolded him­self loudly, “of course I have to ask you first if I can kiss you at all!” Ran smiled her cat smile. “If it weren’t for the min­ders and the spies…” she left the sen­tence un­fin­ished. Muck, the dwarf, bowed and smiled. “Feel kissed, Caliph’s daugh­ter!” and they both laughed. Ran picked up Fir­dausi’s novel again and they spent a good hour an­a­lyz­ing and de­bat­ing, then he had to leave.


At night, af­ter fuck­ing, he sat up and ca­ressed Umeya’s full breasts. “I’ve fallen in love, Mom,” he said and she looked at him wide awake. “Great, my boy, that’s good news! Have you fucked her yet?” He shook his head. “No, Mom. It’s very com­pli­cated, she’s the Caliph’s daugh­ter!” Uyema sat up with a jerk as if she had been stung by a taran­tula. “You’re kid­ding, Muck!” When she was an­gry, she only said “Muck,” not “dear Muck” or any­thing like that. He sobbed briefly. “It’s the truth, I’m not jok­ing. And I’m com­pletely dev­as­tated!”


Umeya was not just the woman he fucked, but she was a mother with all her heart. She hugged him and let him cry on her shoul­der. She said noth­ing and just let him cry. He had re­gained his com­po­sure and she had thought about it.  “Oh, it’s a mis­for­tune! The class bar­ri­ers…” he in­ter­rupted her, “… are in­sur­mount­able. I know, and she knows it too.” She stroked his back. “I have no ex­pe­ri­ence in mat­ters of love, my dear son. Never for­get that she is the Caliph’s daugh­ter, it could cost you your head. Has she even told you that she loves you?” He shook his head in de­nial. “We haven’t got that far yet, Ma!” he said qui­etly. “But I know, and she knows.” 


“So you’ll ask her right away, oth­er­wise you’re chas­ing a pipe dream. And if she loves you back, she’ll fuck you, de­spite all the class dif­fer­ences that sep­a­rate you.” He nod­ded, “You’re ab­so­lutely right, Mama, that’s the only way it can work. And I don’t care any­more if I’m just an af­fair. El Fadl and his Fa­tima were just an af­fair, all their long lives.”  Umeya didn’t know who they were, but she un­der­stood what he wanted to say. “It of­ten doesn’t take very long, just look at your fa­ther. He took me and chewed me up, then he threw away the empty shell. I haven’t been an­gry with him for a long time, lit­tle Muck, be­cause he gave me the best and dear­est son in the world!” 


They talked for a long time, he told her ev­ery­thing truth­fully, be­cause he wasn’t a nasty liar. Then they fell asleep, Muck slept dream­lessly.


Al‐Mahdi didn’t mind ex­tend­ing the lunch break. He had ex­pe­ri­enced enough love af­fairs and knew how much time one had to take for them. He was sen­si­tive and didn’t ques­tion Muck any fur­ther. If he didn’t want to say the girl’s name yet, it was okay. “If I can con­trib­ute some­thing or you want to ask me some­thing, go ahead, I’m here and I’m your friend!” Muck’s tears welled up; the old man liked him, and not just be­cause he had a sexy young mother. So it was that Muck was able to spend ev­ery lunch break with Ran.


They didn’t talk about class any­more, that didn’t help. Ran was very cu­ri­ous about his sex­u­al­ity and was also very open about her sex­ual se­crets. She was still an un­touched vir­gin, as her fa­ther ex­pected of her. She had learned to mas­tur­bate at an early age and mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep. She had of­ten se­cretly spied when two ser­vants were fuck­ing each other, so she was ac­tu­ally fa­mil­iar with that.  One of her play­mates had been a les­bian since she was a child and wanted to make love to her, but she didn’t feel like a les­bian, so they only oc­ca­sion­ally played with each other’s clits, noth­ing more. 


He had lit­tle to say. As a hunch­backed dwarf, he was never in­cluded in the sex­ual games of his peers. All he could do was watch from afar. He saw the boys mas­tur­bate, he saw the girls mas­tur­bate, he saw the cou­ples fuck from afar. He slept at Umeya’s and had been fuck­ing her for about 3 years. Ev­ery af­ter­noon he had fucked a girl of his age in the shal­low river, he had fucked all of them sev­eral times be­cause they liked his big, hard cock. But it was just fuck­ing, he hadn’t had a love af­fair with any of them.


Muck con­sid­ered whether he should tell, then gave him­self a men­tal jerk. “Umeya is my mother and she fucks my mas­ter once a week to pay for my train­ing.”  So, now it was out, he took a deep breath. Ran looked at him with wide eyes. “You’re fuck­ing your mother, dear Muck!?” she said, turn­ing pale. “That’s for­bid­den, as you know!” He shrugged his shoul­ders. “It may be for­bid­den, but that’s the way it is. Look at me, what girl would fuck a crip­ple like that?” he said stub­bornly. Ran sud­denly smiled. “I see some­thing you don’t see!” she ex­claimed in good hu­mor. He fol­lowed her gaze, un­com­pre­hend­ing. Then they both laughed at the same time. His cock had be­come stiff and the tip of his cock was peek­ing out cheek­ily from un­der his shorts.


Ran laughed and briefly put her arm over his shoul­der, but im­me­di­ately let go of him, the guards! She looked into his eyes with a mis­chievous smile. “Show me yours, then I’ll show you mine!” He looked at her ques­tion­ingly. “Well, I’ve al­ready seen a part of it, now show me the whole thing,” she ex­plained cheek­ily.  He didn’t hes­i­tate and pulled his stiff cock out of his pants. She looked and stared and grabbed it briefly, pulling the fore­skin back as far as it would go. Af­ter a few min­utes she let go and he packed his cock back in the garage. Now he looked at her. She had turned blood red, but she pulled her dress up, over her knees, so far that her pussy was ex­posed. “It looks very child­like,” he whis­pered, “com­pletely hair­less!” She whis­pered that no woman of her blood­line had pu­bic hair. He looked at her invit­ingly. Ran parted her labia and showed him her small clit, which was well hid­den and also stiff. He touched the clit and pulled back the fore­skin. Ran had turned blood red, but she let him ex­plore the clit. When he nod­ded in sat­is­fac­tion, she ad­justed her skirt. “I just hope our guards are doz­ing,” she said, smil­ing, “or I’ll have a thun­der­storm tonight!” They laughed.  


They met ev­ery day. Af­ter 14 days he told her that he was in love with her. She read two more lines from Fir­dausi’s love story, then she breathed, “I love you too, my Muck, my unattain­able dar­ling!” Their fin­gers met as they had so of­ten met on the pages of the book. But this time they in­ter­twined their fin­gers and held each other tightly. No guard, no spy could see that. They spent the next half hour talk­ing about how much they would both like to fuck each other. They want to think about it, it would def­i­nitely be in­ap­pro­pri­ate. That was cer­tainly the case.


They met ev­ery day. Ran loved to hold his cock in her hand, she no longer thought about the guards. “I used to see the page­boys’ lit­tle boy cocks in the palace and touch them too. I first watched them mas­tur­bate and squirt, I even did it my­self a few times. When their cocks got soft again, they were small and cute,” said Ran. “But your cock is com­pletely dif­fer­ent. It is much big­ger than any I have ever seen be­fore. It is quite hard even when it is not erect. And when I push your fore­skin back and forth, it gets very hard, that im­presses me,” con­cluded Ran. Muck said there were two kinds of cocks, “the meat cocks like mine stay hard for half an hour or more, even af­ter squirt­ing. That is an ad­van­tage when fuck­ing, I can just keep fuck­ing un­til it gets soft again.” Ran asked if he would talk about fuck­ing, and he did so with­out hes­i­ta­tion.  Ran sighed, “I love you very much, my dear, and I would love to fuck you be­cause I can feel how much I be­long to you.” They talked like this for many days, and both felt sex­ual de­sire for each other. 


They had known each other for al­most three months when he led her to a hid­den spot in the small for­est on the other side of the river­side road. “We’ll be undis­turbed here,” he said, and they lay down on the for­est floor. Ran was very shy and re­served as they both un­dressed. They pressed them­selves in­no­cently against each other and gave each other long French kisses. Ran said she had learned to kiss from her les­bian play­mate. From then on they went to this spot ev­ery day, pressed their naked bod­ies against each other and kissed. Muck didn’t let him­self get car­ried away; wait­ing was the wis­est thing to do. They al­ways talked about fuck­ing, los­ing the vir­gin­ity, and the con­se­quences, since she was promised to some­one else.  


Ran took the first step af­ter a few days. “I have to break fa­ther’s com­mand,” she said, “he wants to keep my vir­gin­ity so that I can give it to an old drunk­ard I’ve never seen. I love you, not him, I want to give you my vir­gin­ity be­cause my heart tells me to.” She de­fi­antly wiped the tears from her cheek. “I don’t re­ally care what my fi­ancé will say about it. Come on, dear Muck, let’s fuck each other!” He thought for a long time, then nod­ded. “Even if it costs me my head!” Ran looked deep into his eyes. “Even if it costs me my head!”


He lay down next to her and stim­u­lated her clit un­til she was very hot and urged him with hot French kisses. He lay down be­tween her thighs, she grabbed his cock and in­serted it into her vagi­nal en­trance. She was hope­lessly ex­cited, but she looked firmly into his eyes and nod­ded.  He pen­e­trated very care­fully, she had a very small, tight pussy hole and he wanted to be gen­tle. Her hy­men stretched and tore. He could see that her eye­lids blinked a lit­tle, but she didn’t seem to feel much pain. He slowly pen­e­trated fur­ther un­til he met re­sis­tance. She closed her eyes and smiled as he slowly be­gan to thrust. 


He fucked her for a very long time, more than half an hour. She was used to or­gasms from mas­tur­bat­ing at night and it turned out that she was very easy or­gas­ming. She had three or­gasms while fuck­ing, she smiled horny and sat­is­fied as he just kept fuck­ing. He squirted in great ex­cite­ment, he squirted his full load into her hole, then he sank breath­lessly onto the for­est floor next to Ran. They were both ex­hausted and gasp­ing for air. “We have to be care­ful, I’ll ask my mas­ter about con­tra­cep­tion.” Ran agreed, an un­planned preg­nancy would be fa­tal.  They heard from afar how one or two guards were loudly and in­con­sid­er­ately com­ing through the small for­est. They avoided the nag­ging women, there were ac­tu­ally two of them, and sat down again on the grass by the river­side, dis­cussing Fir­dausi’s book. In re­al­ity they were talk­ing about fuck­ing, cer­tainly not about Fir­dausi. 


The two guards, big fat old women, burst out of the for­est, pant­ing and gasp­ing. They dis­cussed it briefly, then stood in front of the princess. “Where have you been?” one of them hissed. Ran looked at her with a smile, the pic­ture of calm. “I went into the for­est, the boy knows his way around well and showed me lots of in­ter­est­ing things. I’m still al­lowed to do that, I guess?” The guard winced. “Of course, princess! We were just wor­ried.” She glanced briefly at Muck, who she thought was a child. Ran im­me­di­ately took ad­van­tage of this. “I’ll let the lit­tle boy lead me through the for­est ev­ery day, whether you like it or not. He won’t do any­thing to me, the boy!” The guards nod­ded, no, the child wouldn’t do any­thing to her. 


So that’s how it was. They went into the for­est ev­ery day to fuck, the old mas­ter had taught him how to cal­cu­late the dan­ger­ous days.  On these days they only fucked briefly un­til Ran had her first or­gasm, then she took his cock in her mouth, mas­tur­bated him skill­fully and made him squirt in her mouth. Grin­ning, she swal­lowed his juice. It was a beau­ti­ful, won­der­ful time for the two of them.


Ran only told him at the last mo­ment that she had pulled out all the stops to bring Muck into the palace, of­fi­cially. She had man­aged to smug­gle him in as an as­tronomer, he just had to prove his knowl­edge of as­tron­omy, which at the time was al­most only con­sid­ered as­trol­ogy in the mod­ern sense. The As­tro­nom­i­cal Acad­emy would send a mes­sen­ger to Sir Al‐Mahdi for him. Muck was speech­less, but he knew im­me­di­ately what she was plan­ning. He smiled and said, “good girl, I won’t dis­ap­point you!” 


In fact, the mes­sen­ger came to the mas­ter and told him day and time when the As­tro­nom­i­cal Acad­emy was ex­pect­ing Muck. They had three weeks.  The mas­ter or­dered a tai­lor to make Muck a beau­ti­ful dress. Then mas­ter Al‐Mahdi dug out all his as­tron­omy and as­trol­ogy books and Muck stud­ied day and night, only meet­ing Ran at mid­day for sex.


Muck went into the palace with a trem­bling heart. Ev­ery­thing now de­pended on him, his and Ran’s fu­ture. The as­tronomers kept him wait­ing for hours, his ex­cite­ment grad­u­ally dis­ap­peared. He was sure, be­cause he had stud­ied the sub­ject thor­oughly, they could ask him what­ever they wanted. Then came the test, six old men sat in a cir­cle and he had to sit in the mid­dle. They were pre­pared for his short stature, but they wanted to know his age. 22, soon 23, he an­swered. This was fol­lowed by ques­tions about his fa­ther, his mother, his teacher. He was able to an­swer the first two ques­tions quickly, but when he named his mas­ter, the men looked at each other mean­ing­fully. Yes, he had been his stu­dent for 12 years, and the men nod­ded. He heard them whis­per­ing among them­selves. Wasn’t that the for­mer Grand Vizier of the Per­sian Em­peror?  Who came into ex­ile here af­ter his mur­der, whose son was Caliph of Bagh­dad for 6 years, who had in­tro­duced so many tech­ni­cal in­no­va­tions and had fallen in bat­tle against the Sa­heed­dins? The gen­tle­men now di­rected their ques­tions to him, mainly about his knowl­edge of the moon. He was on solid ground, he could have talked about the moon for hours. Af­ter three hours they let him go and with­drew to con­sult. A mes­sen­ger would turn up at his mas­ter’s within 10 days and tell him ev­ery­thing else.


Muck went home very thought­ful. On the whole he was sure, but there were a few places where he had made mis­takes. Had the gen­tle­men even no­ticed? He re­ported the test to Umeya, the mas­ter and Ran. The mas­ter lis­tened care­fully to his mis­takes. “These are small things, my son,” he said, “you an­swered the other ques­tions bril­liantly, that’s all that counts. They will take you.”  The mas­ter nod­ded in agree­ment, “They will take you, and we will have to fin­ish your train­ing when you are em­ployed in the palace.” Muck was very sad about this, but he lis­tened care­fully to the old man, who knew many peo­ple in the palace, he even knew the Caliph per­son­ally. He knew who the good and who the bad were. Muck lis­tened care­fully and re­mem­bered ev­ery­thing, it was vi­tal in­for­ma­tion that he re­ceived first hand. 


Muck was as­ton­ished to hear that the Caliph had over 30 chil­dren. Al‐Mahdi had taught the two el­dest sons for sev­eral years, they were splen­did and clever young men, but per­haps they were too im­petu­ous in their de­sire to go into mil­i­tary ser­vice, and there was noth­ing that could be done about that. The Caliph him­self was a clever and wise man, a team player by na­ture. He re­lied on blood ties, put un­cles, cousins and neph­ews in charge, and of course his sons too.  But, true to the man of his time, his wives and daugh­ters be­longed in the harem, not in pol­i­tics. The mas­ter thought highly of the caliph, he was a shrewd politi­cian and a vic­to­ri­ous gen­eral, al­though Al‐Mahdi him­self did not think much of wag­ing war. In the end, they laid down their weapons and started ne­go­ti­at­ing, that was al­ways the way it was. Wars were ba­si­cally point­less, said the old man, ne­go­ti­a­tions and diplo­macy were the real thing. Un­for­tu­nately, the mas­ter did not know any­one in the As­tro­nom­i­cal Acad­emy, as he thought as­trol­ogy was com­plete non­sense and that clearly held sway over as­tron­omy in the palace. In any case, he would al­ways give Muck good ad­vice, said the old man and hugged Muck. 


The mes­sen­ger came with good news, Muck would be ac­cepted and would work as an as­tronomer for the acad­emy. He said good­bye to Umeya, Al‐Mahdi and Ran and be­gan his ser­vice.  He re­ceived the for­mal cloth­ing of the as­tronomers, a very nice room with ser­vants and a salary that seemed as­tro­nom­i­cal to him, as he re­ported to his mas­ter. Since his train­ing was over, Umeya’s obli­ga­tion to fuck the mas­ter was also no longer valid. Umeya smiled shyly and told Daud Al‐Mahdi that she wanted to con­tinue the re­la­tion­ship, vol­un­tar­ily and for free. Muck was very happy about this, be­cause Daud was a fixed point and a guide for his mother, who con­tin­ued to run her lu­cra­tive whor­ing busi­ness, but had a re­li­able sup­port in Daud.


Al‐Mahdi was ap­proach­ing 80 and was en­joy­ing the youth­ful body of Umeya, who was only 36 and had re­tained her youth­ful beauty and sex ap­peal as well as her love of fuck­ing. Daud loved it when she danced naked in his room when mu­sic could be heard from the street and then rode him, he was an old man, the good man! Muck had of­ten spo­ken to his mother about Lord Daud and she had of­ten told him that she was very happy to fuck Daud once a week. He was the most sen­si­tive and best man she had ever fucked. The walk‐in cus­tomers? Umeya made a dis­mis­sive ges­ture. “No one worth men­tion­ing!” she ex­claimed, “they bring me a gold piece, but no sex­ual plea­sure!”


Ran had thought ev­ery­thing through and ar­ranged it well. She wanted to have her lover around her, she wanted to have him of­fi­cially in the palace, she wanted to give him a re­spectable ca­reer and a good in­come.  So it was noth­ing un­usual for a princess to walk in the gar­den with an of­fi­cial and have a con­ver­sa­tion. Any un­chastity was im­pos­si­ble in the gar­den, even the small­est kiss that did not reach her fin­ger­tips would be no­ticed and seen. Muck could not go to the women’s house, of course, only the Caliph and the eu­nuchs were ever al­lowed in. But it was not at all dif­fi­cult for Ran to visit Muck in his room. Af­ter fuck­ing, she said de­ject­edly that she still mas­tur­bated be­fore go­ing to sleep, as if she were ad­dicted. Muck kissed her on the mouth. “It is your plea­sure in your body, not an ad­dic­tion and cer­tainly noth­ing bad! I think of you ev­ery night be­fore I go to sleep and from now on es­pe­cially of your sweet lit­tle clit!” They laughed and hugged each other. She came ev­ery day to fuck, they went for a walk in the gar­den ev­ery day to talk about ev­ery­thing.  Work­ing at the acad­emy left him a lot of free time.


Af­ter a few months he knew ev­ery­one at the acad­emy, he got along with ev­ery­one ex­cept Has­san el Badi, who had been work­ing un­suc­cess­fully for decades to be­come the boss. Af­ter all, he was the grand­son of a caliph, so he de­served first place. Apart from him, no one be­lieved it, es­pe­cially since he had a dark, black char­ac­ter. His ex­pert opin­ions and horo­scopes were all dark, black and threat­en­ing. He loved to re­cite them out loud, but in his opin­ion ev­ery­thing would end in chaos, mur­der and man­slaugh­ter, the mildest of which was a fa­tal ill­ness, which he pre­dicted for a new­born. There was hardly any­one who took el Badi se­ri­ously. Muck wrote his horo­scopes un­wa­ver­ingly, he stuck to pre­dictable facts and it was clear in ev­ery doc­u­ment, that he loved peo­ple, at­trib­uted good qual­i­ties to them and did not pre­dict a shame­ful fate for any child.  Like his mas­ter Daud, he thought as­trol­ogy was pure non­sense, but he tried to do the cal­cu­la­tions cor­rectly and to be cheer­ful, con­fi­dent and pos­i­tive in his com­men­tary. No baby had any in­flu­ence on the time of his birth, and whether he be­came a saint or a mur­derer had noth­ing to do with his birth or the stars. He stuck to that. 


About half a year had passed when Ran sig­naled to him to come quickly into the gar­den. He im­me­di­ately dropped the quill and ran down into the gar­den. Ran’s cheeks were fever­ishly red. Muck looked at her wor­riedly. “I’ve just had a con­ver­sa­tion with my fa­ther, the Caliph. He said he had sad news to give,” said Ran cheer­fully. Muck waited in si­lence. “My fa­ther was very sad, my fi­ancé in Per­sia had died. Per­haps my fa­ther no­ticed that my heart leapt for joy, but I be­came se­ri­ous again so as not to let my joy show. He looked at me re­proach­fully, so I quickly asked how my beloved fi­ancé had died, in bat­tle per­haps? That was too much even for my stern fa­ther. He strug­gled to hold back a laugh. “Him, in bat­tle!? No, in the womb of a whore from Samarkand, as my am­bas­sador an­nounced in his let­ter.  Of­fi­cially it was just a heart at­tack, the brothel was never men­tioned.” Muck couldn’t sup­press his grin. “Not a nice way to be­come a widow,” he said, grin­ning. Ran con­tin­ued. My fa­ther was very wor­ried, I had no fi­ancé and we had to find a new one, which was very dif­fi­cult be­cause of my shame­fully large nose.” Muck asked in sur­prise, “What nose!?” 


Ran was still happy.  “I told my fa­ther not to waste his time, I had enough time to find a fi­ancé my­self, there are plenty of good and hand­some men in the palace, I’ll find one there. My fa­ther re­mained skep­ti­cal. The no­bles in the palace are all mar­ried, so only civil ser­vants re­main. I should im­me­di­ately put a  sub­or­di­nate ser­vant or sta­ble boy out of my mind! I low­ered my eyes, just as you com­mand, oh Caliph! In ex­actly one year I will in­tro­duce you to my fi­ancé, dear fa­ther! He mut­tered to him­self that the whole thing was im­proper and not in ac­cor­dance with cus­tom, for a princess her fa­ther was look­ing for a bride­groom, from whom he also ex­pected an ad­di­tional gain for rea­sons of state. I teased him that he could try to let the prince choose be­tween his king­dom and my pretty hooked nose! He growled that it was all im­proper and that he had no time for it now. My fa­ther pulled him­self to­gether and said, “OK, in one year from to­day!  And no sub­or­di­nate ser­vant or sta­ble boy!” I kissed him on the cheek and ran off. I wanted to tell you that right away!”


Muck had had time to think in the mean­time. The class dif­fer­ence was sur­mount­able, so he took a deep breath. He looked at Ran, beam­ing. “So you can look around in the civil ser­vice, have I un­der­stood that cor­rectly?” She laughed at him, beam­ing. “Ex­actly, my love! My fa­ther wants to get me mar­ried, I’m al­ready over 19 and peo­ple would won­der why he didn’t man­age it? Very well, I’ll look around in the civil ser­vice to see if there isn’t a re­ally nice lit­tle man there!” He took her hand and kissed her fin­ger­tips, be­cause he wasn’t al­lowed to kiss her, and they both laughed with shin­ing eyes. “I’m not al­lowed to kiss you here in the gar­dens, my love!” he said.


Sev­eral months passed when, af­ter a long meet­ing, one of the Caliph’s ser­vants grabbed Muck by his sleeve. “The Caliph wishes to see you, hon­or­able As­tronomer, im­me­di­ately!” He led him up the stairs and stopped in front of a door. He knocked on the door and let Muck in. He threw him­self on the floor and greeted the ruler ap­pro­pri­ately. He had never seen the Caliph Harun so close up. Now he looked much younger, Muck knew that he was 51. He told him to sit down and shook his head, he spoke Per­sian be­cause he had been born in Per­sia. “I can only see the top of your head!” he com­plained. Muck knelt on the seat so that they were eye to eye. “You called for me, o Caliph?” asked Muck in flu­ent Per­sian. The Caliph clapped his hands and called to the ser­vant, two cups of wine!, then he looked more closely at Muck.  “Be­fore I ask my ques­tions, tell me your name and your age, young man!” He was sur­pris­ingly friendly, not the can­ni­bal as the peo­ple said. “My name is Muck­i­nan­dras, o Caliph, but ev­ery­one calls me Muck, my friends may call me lit­tle Muck. I am 25 years old and work for you as an as­tronomer.” He bowed deeply again.


“Wel­come, lit­tle Muck, my dear friend! I was just a lit­tle ir­ri­tated be­cause you are hardly big­ger than a boy. So, enough of the su­per­fi­cial­i­ties, I want to talk to you about the lec­ture by the as­tronomer el Badi re­gard­ing my up­com­ing cam­paign against the Sa­heed­dins. You did not seem to agree with his ex­pla­na­tions?” Lit­tle Muck was speech­less.  “O Caliph, my friend­ship with Sie el Badi is well known, you will have heard of it, and I make no se­cret of my dis­like. If it were up to el Badi, it would be eter­nal night out there, peo­ple would fight over ev­ery bite of bread, fight over ev­ery woman and mur­der each other, there would be com­plete chaos. That is not my world, O Caliph! I see the sun ev­ery day and the moon ev­ery night, peo­ple are born, they work, get mar­ried and have chil­dren, then we bury them. The sun shines, O Caliph, that is a fact, the flow­ers bloom beau­ti­fully, which is also a fact, and the birds chirp hap­pily. That is my world!”  Muck bowed again.


“Don’t bow to me like that, lit­tle Muck, I speak to you like a friend and not like a stiff, wooden Caliph. The re­spected el Badi pre­dicted a ter­ri­ble war against the Sa­heed­dins, that’s true. But he also hinted that I could win the bat­tle. What don’t you like about that?” Muck didn’t bow any­more. “I’m not a pes­simist, o Caliph! I can very well imag­ine that you will in­spire your troops with a fiery speech and that you will de­feat the Sa­heed­dins. That’s how I would speak to my ruler, pos­i­tively and con­fi­dently. If the ruler were my friend, I would ask him what the point of mak­ing war is? So far, ev­ery war that did not wipe out the en­emy down to the last man, ended in the hands of diplo­mats and in ne­go­ti­a­tions. It was com­pletely ir­rel­e­vant who killed more peo­ple. I know that, I have ea­gerly read all the wars of the last cen­turies.” Muck fell silent and looked at the ta­ble.  


Harun, the Caliph, smiled. “Who, did you say, was your teacher?” and Muck an­swered, “the hon­or­able Lord Daud Al‐Mahdi, for­mer Grand Vizier of the Per­sian Em­pire.” Harun nod­ded. “I knew good old Daud be­fore, a re­ally ca­pa­ble mind. He would have de­served to rule Per­sia and the em­pire would be bet­ter off than it is to­day. He taught my two el­dest sons af­ter his ex­ile and they learned a lot from him. Ex­cept sword‐swing­ing, good Daud al­ways re­lied on diplo­macy. I un­der­stand why you think the way you think.” Caliph Harun drummed his fin­gers im­pa­tiently on the table­top.  “Un­for­tu­nately, I be­came ruler in the clamp be­tween two press claws. On the one hand, war, on the other hand, diplo­macy, which ac­tu­ally has the last word. If Daud had told me that ear­lier, I would not have be­come a caliph, but a stone­ma­son or gold­smith. But I am the caliph now, I have to de­cide now, here and to­day. What do you think, lit­tle Muck?” 


Muck was briefly flat­tered. “If I were the gen­eral in this dilemma, I would have my troops de­ployed and show up, and at the same time send the best diplo­mats to the Sa­heed­dins, with clever sug­ges­tions and sweetly tempt­ing of­fers, so that per­haps the bat­tle can be avoided.” Caliph Harun smiled broadly. “I sent my diplo­mats two days ago, my friend. Now I’ll let them see the troops. But thank you for your open­ness!” The Caliph stood up and walked up and down be­hind his chair. “There is some­thing else I want to ask you, my dear Muck!” 


The Caliph stood still when he spoke, oth­er­wise he paced rest­lessly up and down. “Do you know my chil­dren, lit­tle Muck?” Muck froze in­side; it was clear where they were go­ing.  “I do not know your chil­dren, al­though I see them now and then. I only know one of your daugh­ters, o Caliph, the splen­did Princess Ranawarasara. We go for a walk in the gar­den some days at noon, we get on well with each other and can talk to each other about ev­ery­thing.” The Caliph nod­ded, of course he al­ready knew. “How did you meet her?” asked the Caliph. Muck swal­lowed. “I saw her read­ing a work by the Per­sian poet Fir­dausi on the river­bank, o Caliph, and we started talk­ing about this work. I think she was pleased when I showed her how Fir­dausi crit­i­cized his ruler be­tween the lines. He was a clever man, he hid the crit­i­cism in a ro­mance novel. He was clever enough not to let his op­po­nent be­head him.” 


The Caliph laughed qui­etly. “If you ever write a ro­mance novel, lit­tle Muck, I would read it very care­fully to see what you crit­i­cize about me!” Muck an­swered im­me­di­ately.  “What I have to crit­i­cize, O Caliph, I was able to tell you a minute ago. I am not some­one who un­der­stands or even loves war. I make no se­cret of that.” He looked the Caliph straight in the eyes for a long time un­til the lat­ter looked away, ir­ri­tated. “So Ran prob­a­bly told you that her fi­ancé died a few months ago?” asked Ran’s fa­ther. “She men­tioned it in pass­ing, yes, O Caliph,” Muck an­swered im­me­di­ately. “And how did she say he died?” asked her fa­ther sternly. “Sta­tis­ti­cally, young men are most likely to die in bat­tle, O Caliph,” Muck an­swered, whose dis­com­fort the Caliph could see. “If I give my word to an hon­or­able per­son, I keep my prom­ise, even if an­other hon­or­able per­son threat­ens me with pun­ish­ment,” he con­tin­ued. It was clear to Muck that he had an­swered the Caliph’s ques­tion with­out break­ing his prom­ise.  The Caliph nod­ded thought­fully.


“Ran didn’t need to pre­tend to be sad about this man, nei­ther of our char­ac­ters is that low. But I am her fa­ther and I am heart­bro­ken to find a groom for her. With that hor­ri­ble hooked nose that the poor girl has, I find it very dif­fi­cult to find a groom!” Muck was silent un­til the Caliph asked what he meant? 


“I have a pretty big nose on my face my­self, oh Caliph, and I can only make up for it with my mag­nif­i­cent stature when I go one day look­ing for a bride!” said Muck, laugh­ing. The Caliph grinned, but be­came se­ri­ous again.  “Your sit­u­a­tion is clear to me, O Caliph. I my­self have got used to her nose, which was not dif­fi­cult, be­cause be­hind that nose there is a mag­nif­i­cent char­ac­ter, which will cer­tainly make you, as a fa­ther, happy and proud. And on the other hand, you are the ruler, and he must ex­pand his king­dom with a cal­cu­lated mar­riage pol­icy. That is what the court, and per­haps even your peo­ple, ex­pect from you. I must not and do not want to of­fend any princes abroad, but find­ing an hon­est, good hus­band for your daugh­ter among them will cer­tainly not be easy!” Muck bowed his head, such a long speech to his ruler?


The Caliph stopped. “It re­lieves me a lit­tle that you see my prob­lem so clearly. The court would drive me out of Bagh­dad in dis­grace and shame if it knew how soft my fa­ther’s heart is in this mat­ter, but I do not want to talk about that now. The palace has eyes and ears, as you well know.” He paused briefly and thought.  “You are one of her friends, per­haps she will speak about it some­time. That is what I wanted to say. If you call your­self her friend, I hope that you will only give her good and hon­or­able ad­vice. You are the older one, prob­a­bly more ex­pe­ri­enced in mat­ters of love than my daugh­ter, and she will lis­ten to you. I de­mand, yes, I com­mand you to sup­port her in these mat­ters with all your strength. I want her to make a good choice and not a fool­ish one. She would not be the first princess to fall in love with a sta­ble boy or a stone­ma­son.” 


Muck low­ered his eyes to the ground, Harun should not see the light in his soul. “Just as you com­mand, oh Caliph, I am your loyal ser­vant and the most loyal friend of your splen­did daugh­ter!” He al­most said lovely in­stead of splen­did. The Caliph stopped. “I of­ten sit there when my Ran is in the tub and the maids wash her. She is mag­nif­i­cently built, my girl, a per­fect wom­anly beauty! Like her sis­ters, her cunt is hair­less, which makes her pussy look child­like and de­sir­able! At that time I was fuck­ing her old­est sis­ter Tam­ina, but ev­ery time I watched the wash­ing and the im­pu­dent maids wash­ing Ran’s pussy and clit un­til the poor girl’s legs were shak­ing, I got so horny that I wanted to fuck her right then and there. Only the thought of Tam­ina stopped me.” The Caliph threw his arms heav­en­ward. “Oh, I wish a magic spell or a magic po­tion would make Ran’s nose more beau­ti­ful!” Muck could not help him­self. “I do not be­lieve in magic, oh Caliph! It only ex­ists to de­ceive prim­i­tive peo­ple.”  He re­al­ized that the Caliph might feel in­sulted and im­me­di­ately added, “I am sure that you, my Caliph, do not be­lieve in such non­sense.” The Caliph looked at him firmly. As a child of his time, he be­lieved in magic and jinns like ev­ery­one else in Bagh­dad at that time. “Be care­ful, Mr. As­tronomer! Your horo­scopes could also be con­sid­ered non­sense.” Muck an­swered im­me­di­ately. “And they are, my sov­er­eign, and they are! The horo­scope is never drawn up for the child, but for the happy par­ents or rel­a­tives. My horo­scopes are al­ways writ­ten in such a way that the par­ents feel en­cour­aged to raise their child with lots of love and at­ten­tion to be the jewel that I present to them.” He low­ered his head, it was his opin­ion, but it might have been per­ceived neg­a­tively. The Caliph thought for a long time.  “I will think about your words, dear Muck. Time is run­ning out for me, I have to or­ga­nize the war against the Sa­heed­dins. But I have made up my mind to have a long talk with you about the sub­ject of non­sense af­ter the war. But now farewell, my friend!” Muck bowed sev­eral times be­fore he backed out.


Ran dis­cussed this con­ver­sa­tion with his fa­ther for a long time with Muck. He was a good fa­ther, but as a ruler he had to move along the tracks. Ran hugged him lov­ingly when they were in his room and gasp­ing for air. “Just a few more months and then the year will be over and I will in­tro­duce you to my fa­ther as a bride­groom.” He nod­ded grimly. “Just a few more months and then my poor head will roll off the ex­e­cu­tioner’s block!” Ran re­acted vi­o­lently. “He won’t dare! Maybe he’ll re­ject you, maybe he’ll bab­ble again about the princesses who fell in love with their sta­ble boys, but he can’t kill you!”  She was re­ally out­raged. “If he re­jects you, we’ll just re­main se­cret lovers!” Muck did not ob­ject, it was point­less. If the Caliph re­jected him, he would have to leave the prov­ince, re­gard­less of whether the Caliph or­dered it. Then he would have to go to Per­sia, a de­clin­ing em­pire that gen­er­a­tions ago was one of the most bril­liant in the world.


The war against the Sa­heed­dins was over af­ter four days. There were only a few in­signif­i­cant skir­mishes, hardly any deaths and a lot of in­juries. But the diplo­mats had put in the ef­fort and ne­go­ti­ated like hell. Caliph Harun had not even had to go into bat­tle yet, al­though of course he would have led his troops as al­ways. The Sa­heed­dins got ev­ery­thing and a lit­tle more, in re­turn they pledged peace and a small trib­ute. The Caliph rode into the cap­i­tal of the Sa­heed­dins to cries of joy, who felt vic­to­ri­ous.  He only had his body­guards with him and 20 of the most beau­ti­ful maid­ens as a gift, who were mar­ried to Sa­heed­dins. The Sa­heed­dins gave a mag­nif­i­cent ban­quet for the Caliph and put the most beau­ti­ful girls in bed for their de­feated guest of hon­our, so that he fell asleep in the sad­dle on his ride home the next day. 


Ran en­tered the Caliph’s cham­bers beam­ing with joy. “The year is over to­day, dear fa­ther, to the day!” Harun looked up from his desk. “What year, my child?” he asked heav­ily, hav­ing of course lost sight of it. “I should in­tro­duce you to my fi­ancé in a year!” Ran re­minded him, and Harun’s face soft­ened. “Yes, I know, I re­mem­ber. So?” Ran ran out of the room and came back with Muck by the hand. “My fi­ancé, dear fa­ther, Mr. Muck­i­nan­dras, and you know him of course!” 


The Caliph could not hide his sur­prise, but he pursed his lips and pulled two chairs up to the desk. “Sit down, chil­dren, sit down!” De­spite the sur­prise, he knew im­me­di­ately that she had made a good choice.  “Come here, dear daugh­ter, give me a kiss on my cheek be­cause I want to be a good fa­ther to you! And you, my friend, you may bow once, but only once, I hate this bow­ing like the plague, then look me in the eyes and tell me what you want from me!” Ran gave him the kiss, Muck bowed once and knelt with one knee. “I ask that I take your daugh­ter as my  wife, oh my Caliph!” Harun told them both to sit down.


The Caliph smiled and be­gan to think out aloud.  “Is he a hand­some fel­low? Yes, he is clearly just her taste and they are a good match in terms of age. Above all, their noses match per­fectly, so I don’t have to worry about that any­more. Is he a prince, a no­ble­man, a mil­i­tary leader? No, no and no again. A royal of­fi­cial with­out re­proach, that must suf­fice, she wouldn’t be the first princess to marry an of­fi­cial. Well, at least not a sta­ble boy. Is he rich, does he bring a for­tune with him, will he be able to sup­port my daugh­ter? No, he is nei­ther rich nor wealthy and he will not in­herit much from his mother, who can be had for a gold piece. But as an of­fi­cial he has a good salary and will not let my daugh­ter starve. He is not a war­rior, which I would re­gret if I did not know how he feels about war­fare. Will the court ob­ject? Of course, but they al­ways do that when they can­not sell a princess for a profit. Shop­keep­ers! But I will take care of that. So, what else?” he asked rhetor­i­cally and stroked his beard thought­fully.


“Oh yes, there are only two ques­tions left. Do they love each other with all their hearts and does the guy fuck well? You should be the best per­son to an­swer that, my dear daugh­ter!” He looked at Ran chal­leng­ingly. She replied, “Fa­ther, Muck and I love each other with all our hearts, and yes! he can fuck like a young god, dear fa­ther!” “Oh,” said Harun with a smile, “are you sure about that?” he asked provoca­tively and Ran fell into the lit­tle trap, Muck noted with a grin. “He fucks like a young god, fa­ther, bet­ter than any­one else!” She blushed all over, be­cause Muck was the only one she had ever fucked. The Caliph was silent, he had not known that his daugh­ter had al­ready fucked so many men that she could judge that. In any case, he would have a se­ri­ous word with her guards. The Caliph smiled. “And now you, my dear friend, do you love her?” Muck looked him straight in the eyes. “I love your daugh­ter with all my heart and swear to love, re­spect and pro­tect her like no other woman has ever been loved be­fore! And as for fuck­ing, oh Caliph, your daugh­ter is highly gifted in that re­gard and we will prac­tice tire­lessly so that she be­comes a world cham­pion!  I’ve had women be­fore her, but your daugh­ter is very spe­cial and great to fuck, if I may put it that way!” All three of them laughed be­cause he said it in such a funny and jok­ingly pompous way. 


The Caliph stood up and hugged his daugh­ter to his chest. “I give you my bless­ing, chil­dren! If nec­es­sary, I will ar­gue with the court, but let that be my con­cern. I will in­struct my mar­shal to­day to pre­pare the wed­ding ban­quet and send out the in­vi­ta­tions. Dear Muck, I want your mother and your mas­ter to be there, can you ar­range that your­self?” Muck wanted to bow, but then he just nod­ded, of course he did! The two walked hand in hand, as if on clouds.


Harun sat thought­fully, chew­ing his be­tel nut as he looked out over the gar­dens. The two liked each other, no doubt, and his daugh­ter had made a good choice. Some­one who sim­ply ig­nored her un­for­tu­nate hooked nose be­cause he him­self had a long nose and it meant noth­ing to him. They fucked for love, not to pro­duce an heir to the throne.  Al­though he had re­peat­edly post­poned a longer con­ver­sa­tion with Muck, he had long known that the boy was made of good stuff. They might have dif­fer­ent opin­ions on some things, but he was a bril­liant, ed­u­cated and clever man. Harun had not asked about this, but he had the clear feel­ing that Muck did not want a slave or a piece of fur­ni­ture as his wife, but a com­plete per­son with rough edges. 


There is not much to re­port about the ban­quet. Ran and Muck were cer­e­mo­ni­ously de­clared hus­band and wife and ev­ery­one, ab­so­lutely ev­ery­one, con­grat­u­lated the cou­ple, who looked so dif­fer­ent, and thou­sands of con­grat­u­la­tions ac­com­pa­nied them on their mar­riage. The Caliph had a long and friendly con­ver­sa­tion with Daud Al‐Mahdi, whom he had not seen for years. He was very happy to be able to speak in his mother tongue with a clever and bril­liant man who was very well in­formed about the present and pol­i­tics.  Daud was not some­one who wanted to push him off the throne, and he wasn’t so sure about some of the court flunkies. But at the end of the ban­quet, they ate sweets and thick, sweet red wine, and he had Muck’s mother sit next to him on the sofa. It was Daud who had her so­phis­ti­cated and se­duc­tive dress made; he knew the Caliph well!


The woman was a stun­ner! Harun put it down to the heavy red wine that he was flirt­ing with the pretty young woman to the lim­its of pro­pri­ety. He sent a mes­sen­ger to the women’s house to say that he had changed his mind and that the con­cu­bine should not come tonight af­ter all. Ev­ery­one left and Harun asked Umeya to fol­low him into the bed­room. She was not only hon­ored to be ly­ing with a real caliph, no, he wanted and could fuck damn well. They fucked with few breaks un­til dawn, he gave her a gold coin with a smile and asked her if she would visit him once a week for 5 gold coins? She smiled and joked a lit­tle, ask­ing if she could put the 5 gold pieces to good use? Or should she ask for more?  But she laughed out loud and said, “Dear Lord Harun, I’m look­ing for­ward to lie with you as of­ten as you like. It’s not only an honor, but also a plea­sure and a good way to earn money!” He let her go with a smile.


The Caliph vis­ited Daud Al‐Mahdi oc­ca­sion­ally, as he now placed great value on the old politi­cian’s opin­ion. Umeya vis­ited him for sev­eral years and earned her 5 gold coins with great plea­sure each time. She could af­ford a larger house, a lit­tle lux­ury and a slave maid; she had hon­estly earned it.


It be­came a rit­ual that the Caliph drank a few cups of wine with Muck on the roof ter­race of the palace on some evenings of the week. Muck was a kind and in­tel­li­gent con­ver­sa­tion­al­ist and be­came an un­of­fi­cial ad­vi­sor to the Caliph. The Caliph lis­tened well and liked to de­bate, but many of Muck’s views found their way into his rul­ing.  The caliph thus be­came the most pop­u­lar caliph in Bagh­dad and his sub­jects spoke highly of Harun Al‐Rashid for cen­turies to come.


When the stars were al­ready high and they had emp­tied cup af­ter cup, the caliph loved to talk about sex­ual ad­ven­tures. Al­most ev­ery day he would talk about the bride of the pre­vi­ous night, only very rarely about his two wives, with whom he had long since had his fill. The no­bles and the sub­jects would put their daugh­ters in his bed, as it was well known how much the caliph liked to de­flower vir­gins. And he in turn loved to tell his son‐in‐law all this in great de­tail and with great en­thu­si­asm. Muck also told him about pre­vi­ous love af­fairs, but the caliph had much more to tell. 


At the mo­ment the caliph was tempted to fuck one of his daugh­ters, be­cause his fa­vorite daugh­ter Tam­ina, with whom he had been hap­pily fuck­ing for years, had been mar­ried off to Abyssinia.  The Caliph was a fol­lower of Mithras and not a or­tho­dox be­liever, he felt no guilt in de­flow­er­ing his own daugh­ters and fuck­ing them to his heart’s con­tent. Muck nod­ded in agree­ment, he didn’t care about the blood re­la­tion­ship, it was more im­por­tant to take the girls gen­tly and lov­ingly and not to spoil or frighten them. The Caliph was happy about his agree­ment. So it came about that over the years he fucked all his daugh­ters, one by one.


They of­ten de­bated about horo­scopes and non­sense. One evening Muck asked for the ex­act day, hour and place of the Caliph’s birth and drew up a horo­scope, which he read out to the Caliph and gave to him. He had learned the cur­rent data from Ran over the years, so it was no prob­lem to put the Caliph’s youth and de­vel­op­ment into eu­pho­nious words. That he would grow up at the court of the Bar­makid king and be made a man by the queen at the age of 12, that he would fuck all his sis­ters, like his broth­ers did. That he would be­come caliph at the age of 18 af­ter the mur­der of his fa­ther. That he would have three women in his harem and would have 37 chil­dren with them and other lovers and would be a good fa­ther. That he would be an un­de­feated gen­eral in 5 bat­tles and a very pop­u­lar ruler. That he would die in the arms of a close rel­a­tive, at the age of 71. Here Muck had lied, Harun would die ten years ear­lier, in the arms of his youngest niece Fa­tima, but he had to lie in the horo­scope. He wanted to see Harun ac­tively rul­ing un­til his end and not wait­ing trem­bling for the end. One of his sons would be his suc­ces­sor and the last of the Ab­basid caliphs. 


Harun de­voured the horo­scope. Ev­ery­thing seemed to be as it re­ally was. But he was par­tic­u­larly con­cerned about his death. 71 was OK, he still had many years left. That he would die in Per­sia was also OK, he had been born there. But what he was most con­cerned about was the close rel­a­tive in whose arms he would die. He would rather die in a  bat­tle, said Harun, that would be the hon­or­able crown­ing of his life. But no mat­ter how much he searched his mem­ory, he couldn’t find a young rel­a­tive he would fuck. He had fucked his sis­ters reg­u­larly in his youth, that was true, but they were all old now, not young at all. It re­mained an un­solved mys­tery, and Muck kept his mouth shut about it be­ing his 22‐year‐old niece Fa­tima, as he died hap­pily af­ter his last squirt­ing.


Muck smiled at his friend and fa­ther‐in‐law.  “It’s all rub­bish, dear Lord Harun. Ran told me about your early youth over the years, and that’s the only way I knew that you had fucked your fos­ter mother and your sis­ters, which is noth­ing un­usual in bet­ter cir­cles. The other things were gen­er­ally known facts, not mys­ti­cal things writ­ten in the stars. Just be­cause I put ev­ery­thing into pleas­ant, smooth sen­tences doesn’t de­ceive me into think­ing that it’s just rub­bish. I was able to cal­cu­late the time of your death us­ing pure math­e­mat­ics, which isn’t clair­voy­ance, but the art of arith­metic. Dif­fi­cult, but not im­pos­si­ble for a good math­e­ma­ti­cian. I stick to it, dear Caliph, that all of this is just pleas­ant rub­bish. I wouldn’t base my ac­tions on the horo­scope.”


Ran and Muck loved each other all their lives, no flir­ta­tion on her or his part, no mat­ter how tempt­ing, went too far. They were faith­ful to each other with­out hav­ing ever sworn a for­mal vow of fi­delity. Dur­ing her preg­nan­cies and other ail­ments, Ran called in a maid so that her beloved Muck would have a girl to fuck. She was im­mensely proud of her Muck and his mag­nif­i­cent cock when he plunged it into the sigh­ing girl’s pussy. The girls loved be­ing fucked by their mas­ter very much be­cause he had a mag­nif­i­cent cock and could fuck like no other. Ran loved him, she loved him very much.


Ran and Muck re­mained to­gether all their lives, stay­ing in the palace at the Caliph’s re­quest and rais­ing their four daugh­ters there like lit­tle princesses, whom the old Caliph Harun Al‐Rashid prof­itably mar­ried off to hon­or­able princes and gen­er­als. They both lived to a ripe old age, and when Ran died, Muck fol­lowed her just a month later. They couldn’t live with­out each other. Pe­riod.


Of course there is the other fairy tale of Lit­tle Muck with the Magic Slip­pers, but I like my story bet­ter.  



● ● ●







Hack­er­life


by Jack Faber © 2024




In late 2023, the Houthi‐rebels in Yemen be­gan threat­en­ing ship­ping in the south­ern Red Sea, at­tack­ing, hi­jack­ing or fir­ing on ships in Bab Al Man­deb. In­ter­na­tional ship­ping was in trou­ble, so the US, UK and oth­ers tar­geted the Houthi with bombs and mis­siles in Jan­u­ary 2024. That’s just by way of in­tro­duc­tion, be­cause it should help you un­der­stand what I’m go­ing to say be­low. But now to the main char­ac­ter of the whole thing. 


I’m a sim­ple mer­chant in Cairo, noth­ing big, just me and my wife Jana. I mar­ried her 4 years ago, al­though she’s a good 25 years older, but she brought a 10 square me­ter place in the Grand Bazaar with her, so that’s some­thing. She’s not yet 50, but her looks, the elas­tic­ity of her skin and the rest of her are al­ready get­ting close to old‐timers. She still awaits me ev­ery night with open arms and there’s no rea­son not to fuck her old, wrin­kled hole. I’m not 30 yet, I just need a hole to squirt my seed into ev­ery night. That’s not go­ing so badly in it­self. In the first two months, I com­pletely turned the place up­side down. I got rid of all the Chi­nese junk that hardly in­ter­ested any tourists. I only of­fered first‐class Egyp­tian hand­i­craft prod­ucts, cop­per, leather and glass. And I only took things that I had seen in Eu­ro­pean mag­a­zines. It didn’t take long for the store to do ex­tremely well.
 

I bought a maid for around 350 Amer­i­can dol­lars, be­cause Jana was grate­ful for the help around the house. Nima, a good 21‐year‐old Ethiopian, slim, jet‐black and with a small chest, spoke our Egyp­tian Ara­bic suf­fi­ciently and gave Jana a hand from day one; she couldn’t com­plain. I had heated de­bates with Jana for three days be­cause Nima had to sleep on a few dirty blan­kets in the store­room. I pre­vailed and Nima now sleeps be­tween Jana and me in the dou­ble bed.
 Of course, you had to be care­ful not to be taken in by any­one on the il­le­gal slave mar­ket. The slave trader re­al­ized im­me­di­ately that I wasn’t go­ing to be cheated. “There are only two for you,” he said with a con­nois­seur’s look. The first one wasn’t. She was in her early 20s, from Su­dan, friendly and with a cer­tifi­cate from a house­keep­ing and cook­ing school. She spoke a ter­ri­ble di­alect and she would love to cook, for sure. She def­i­nitely didn’t want to go to a brothel and that made me won­der. I took off her dress and saw the mess. She had been gen­i­tally mu­ti­lated, the labia ma­jora had been cut away, leav­ing two ugly scars. The vis­i­ble part of her cli­toris had also been cut away. She rarely mas­tur­bated be­cause it hurt like hell. I pressed a five‐pound‐note into her hand and shook my head, no, that wasn’t it. 


With a flash in his eyes, the slaver said I could test‐fuck the other one for 15 pounds, but I de­clined, of course. The other one, he said, was worth ev­ery penny, so she cost 500 Amer­i­can. It was Nima, was slim and looked very good. “I don’t want a mu­ti­lated one,” I re­minded him. He took her cloth off, she wasn’t mu­ti­lated and I looked at it very closely. I had to hag­gle for a while, but I got Nima for 350. On the way home I went to a friend in the bazaar and bought 4 shirts and two gal­abiyas, the friend burned the slave trader’s rags. Nima told me her story: she was an or­phan and had been a sex ob­ject for the lo­cals from a young age, and now the head of the vil­lage had sold her to the slave trader. 


Nima was very quiet and didn’t dis­turb us while we were fuck­ing, but Jana couldn’t get used to it yet. She was very sur­prised that Nima mas­tur­bated openly and un­in­hib­it­edly be­fore fall­ing asleep. Jana had grown up as a Mus­lim and had learned to only mas­tur­bate in se­cret. Nima was Cop­tic, i.e. Chris­tian, and we didn’t know what the at­ti­tude was in far­away Ethiopia. I stroked Nima’s young, vel­vety skin while she mas­tur­bated. She didn’t mind at all, but Jana was quite ven­omous the other day. We even got into a very emo­tional dis­cus­sion be­cause I sus­pected that Nima could fuck much more pas­sion­ately than she did, the old bitch. I wouldn’t have been so provoca­tive if my thoughts hadn’t been con­stantly re­volv­ing around fuck­ing Nima. I hadn’t spo­ken a word to Nima about it or done more than just ca­ress her soft, won­der­ful skin.
 The ar­gu­ment got deep un­der Jana’s skin and she seemed to want to refuse to fuck for the first time. Be­cause of what. I didn’t say a word, I put my hand halt­ingly on Nima’s mas­tur­bat­ing hand and lay gen­tly on top of her. Her eyes smiled, she grabbed my cock and force­fully in­serted it into her pussy hole. I was sur­prised at how tight and firm her pussy was in­side, I only knew Jana’s pussy, she was my first wife. We fucked for quite a long time, I could feel her ex­cite­ment ris­ing and she felt for her clit. I nod­ded in agree­ment, “go ahead, Nima, it’s okay for me.”  I felt mas­tur­bat­ing “from the in­side” for the first time, it felt ex­cit­ing. Jana told me once that she of course mas­tur­bated, but she never did it in my pres­ence. I was fuck­ing to my fi­nal spurt when I felt Nima’s race to or­gasm. I fucked her hard in her or­gasm and squirted af­ter­wards. I lay next to her gasp­ing for breath, we were pant­ing af­ter the ex­er­tion and grad­u­ally calm­ing down. Jana demon­stra­tively turned her back to both of us and switched off the light. She didn’t talk about it and nei­ther did I. I fucked Nima ev­ery night and once a week I fucked Jana be­fore fuck­ing Nima when she took the ini­tia­tive. The two women quickly be­came close, ca­ress­ing and kiss­ing each other. I didn’t know that about Jana ei­ther, how strong her les­bian ten­den­cies were. I was trig­gered by their wild kiss­ing and clitrub­bing, it was a good ar­range­ment for the three of us. That’s all said, let’s move on to the main topic. 


As a good Mus­lim, I didn’t drink wine, be­cause that’s what it says in the Ko­ran. I asked the Imam what the Ko­ran says about co­gnac? He knew the scrip­ture by heart and replied, not a sin­gle word about co­gnac. I didn’t ask any fur­ther, I had my an­swer. Af­ter 3 co­gnacs my tongue loos­ened and I told anec­dotes and purrs, af­ter an­other 3 co­gnacs I even told gov­ern­ment se­crets, which of course our bar­ber knew. Af­ter an­other 3 co­gnacs, I even tell how my mother sac­ri­fi­cially threw her­self in front of my lit­tle sis­ter Ayla be­cause I was threat­en­ing to fuck the scream­ing 9‐year‐old.
 

Of course, my fa­ther knew that I was fuck­ing his wife, be­cause, of course, she had told him straight away, but he just shook his head when she pulled me by the sleeve into the mar­riage bed and fucked me in front of him  — that didn’t hap­pen in his days. Even the scrip­tures didn’t help him, they of­ten talked about hus­band and wife, what they were al­lowed to do and what not. But mother and son? Not a sin­gle word. I didn’t know that back then as a boy, I en­joyed fuck­ing with great sat­is­fac­tion and grat­i­tude. My lit­tle sis­ter sat sulk­ing next to me, yel­low with envy and tear­ing at her clit be­cause her big brother was al­ready al­lowed to fuck and she wasn’t yet. But to be hon­est, she was never a de­sir­able fuck­ing ob­ject. I al­ways watched her with lust when she mas­tur­bated and she watched me and some­times she was al­lowed to rub my cock while I squirted. She tasted my se­men once with the tip of her tongue, “mhh, that tastes good!” and from then on she mas­tur­bated me right in front of her lips and squirted my se­men into her mouth. The big­ger she got, the big­ger her grin was when she swal­lowed my se­men. The lit­tle one mas­tur­bated dili­gently when we big ones fucked, but she turned demon­stra­tively to the wall and turned her back to us when she gave her­self the rest.


I had clev­erly ar­ranged it, clever as 13‐year‐olds are. I in­structed my lit­tle sis­ter very pre­cisely, I stuck my cock deep into the 9‐year‐old’s pussy­hole, who then hadn’t been a vir­gin since a long time and she grinned be­cause it didn’t hurt and it tick­led so much when I squirted in­side with­out any fuck­ing, which the lit­tle girl loved very much. Ayla had put my cock in­side her hole and mas­tur­bated wildly, and when she had her or­gasm, it trig­gered my squirt­ing im­me­di­ately with­out fuck­ing. We had been do­ing this squirt­ing with­out fuck­ing for quite a while be­cause we both en­joyed it. But now I had a plan, but Ayla, my sis­ter, was quite sure that my stupid plan wouldn’t work with our mother. But Ayla went along with it and screamed like a spit, grin­ning. She called for help and my mother rushed into the nurs­ery in alarm and pulled my cock out of the lit­tle girl. She shooed the lit­tle one away, threw her­self on the bed and spread her legs. “Come on, you wildling!” she shouted with a wild grin and I was al­lowed to fuck her straight away and squirt un­til I had emp­tied my seed. She said that was okay for her, but I wasn’t al­lowed to fuck the sis­ter, ever! I nod­ded, my plan was work­ing bet­ter than I had hoped. I was al­lowed to fuck her ev­ery day, she no longer had a pe­riod and could no longer have a baby. And it was just train­ing, she in­sisted, we were only fuck­ing so that I was pre­pared for mar­riage, un­der­stand? I nod­ded and the ar­range­ment lasted 12 years un­til my fa­ther was able to set me up with Jana. 


I grad­u­ated from British school with hon­ors, fa­ther had in­vested well in me. I just couldn’t find a job, dad threw the cor­re­spon­dence in the bin. “I didn’t send you to the best school in the coun­try to get you a job as an el­e­va­tor boy!” he shouted at the wastepa­per bas­ket. I stayed at home, read thou­sands of books and usu­ally I fucked her hard three times ev­ery af­ter­noon. Dad only looked up from his pa­pers for a mo­ment. He could have watched the fuck­ing, but he got bored of it in the long run. 


She fucked in a way all her own. She placed her fin­gers on her labia, both thumbs press­ing on her cli­toris from the side, rub­bing hard up and down. Her body trem­bled and shook, she swal­lowed the or­gasm in pass­ing and only her thumbs held still for a mo­ment be­fore she con­tin­ued. “I’m ready, you can go!” she whis­pered softly. Be­fore I squirted in­side, she pulled her labia com­pletely apart and opened her hole wide with her in­dex fin­gers. She ex­plained to me that this was the only way she could phys­i­cally en­joy the squirt­ing jets. Of course, I al­ways re­al­ized that all the talk about train­ing was just chat­ter.


 She just loved fuck­ing and her hus­band agreed, “she doesn’t fuck ev­ery­one in town like a whore, does she?” the fa­ther smiled, “that’s quite all right, you can have my wife now, no prob­lem. I fuck her in the evening when my old bone is itch­ing and I don’t think you’ll mind, I’m happy to share her with you, son. She’s a damn good teacher and you can learn a lot from her. And at night, when we’re both asleep, she mas­tur­bates greed­ily like a 14‐year‐old, you and I don’t even re­al­ize that. But you won’t get my for­tune un­til I’m dead and buried.” I thanked him with a smile be­cause the deal was very ad­van­ta­geous for both of us, prob­a­bly all three of us. I could see how much she liked com­ing to train­ing and how closely she paid at­ten­tion to whether I was ready to dance again, even if it was the fifth dance of the af­ter­noon. Wank­ing was for losers. 


Af­ter fuck­ing on the mar­riage bed in the hot af­ter­noon, I usu­ally sat down next to my fa­ther on the small wooden bench be­hind his lit­tle ta­ble and we both watched her mas­tur­bate when she wasn’t fin­ished yet or when she was al­ready fin­ished and doz­ing with her legs open. He al­most al­ways ended the si­lence with the same words when she was fin­ished and doz­ing a lit­tle, “Isn’t she a beau­ti­ful woman, my son?” and I nod­ded in agree­ment, but I didn’t say a word, be­cause he usu­ally took off his glasses, put an arm around my shoul­der and talked about the old days.


“I was born in my par­ents’ mar­i­tal bed and re­mained there,” my fa­ther be­gan his tale, “my fa­ther had al­ready stopped fuck­ing my mother dur­ing her preg­nancy. He was a real sheikh and al­ready an old man when he fa­thered me. My mother was a very God‐fear­ing, faith­ful and chaste girl in those days and I never saw her do any­thing other than mas­tur­bate my fa­ther with her hand and let him squirt in her mouth. I thought it was “nor­mal mar­ried life” back then, when I was young. She crawled over me to my fa­ther, did him quickly and crawled back over me. As long as I couldn’t squirt, she stopped above me, pressed her pussy on my stiff cock and wig­gled a lit­tle back and forth. By the time I could squirt, she was con­fused ev­ery time I squirted and she stopped mak­ing me squirt like that af­ter some weeks. When she was sure that fa­ther and I were asleep, she would mas­tur­bate qui­etly, furtively and hastily ev­ery night, be­cause that was yuck! Even as a 5‐year‐old I knew ex­actly how she mas­tur­bated at night, but I didn’t say a word. Some­times my dick would get hard and she would stroke my chest and face un­til the stiff­ness was gone. She crawled to my fa­ther less and less of­ten, he was get­ting older and older. Me too, I wanted to mas­tur­bate, but she wres­tled with me vig­or­ously. Some­times I was stronger, she would stare at my mas­tur­bat­ing right in front of her face, then she would take over and made me squirt on my belly. She scolded very qui­etly so as not to wake the fa­ther, then she licked my se­men off my stom­ach and licked my cock clean. If it was still stiff, she rubbed it like my fa­ther’s and let the se­men squirt di­rectly into her mouth. The big­ger and stronger I got, the more of­ten she wanted to rub my cock and make me squirt in her mouth.
 

She must have talked it out with fa­ther at some point, be­cause one night when we had gone to bed, he said with the grav­i­tas of the sheikh, that he had heard that I was go­ing around with a gang of raga­muffins and fuck­ing young women in packs. I had to con­fess ev­ery­thing to him, the young women were wid­ows who lured us into the house with glow­ing, greedy eyes and let the whole pack fuck them, one af­ter the other, un­til we could take no more. Some­times we forced young girls to let the whole pack fuck her and we didn’t care that she cried be­cause we had dis­hon­ored her. We only fucked her and didn’t dis­honor her, I as­sured my fa­ther. He looked rather cross and said his son would never be a raga­muf­fin, we were a de­cent and re­spectable fam­ily! So he had de­cided that I should never go to the raga­muffins again and that if I got an urge or if there was any seed pres­sure, which was quite nor­mal at my age, then I should let my mother teach me how to fuck and train me un­til I got mar­ried. He turned to the wall and fell asleep. He was al­ready in his late 70s at the time and my mother was much younger, maybe 35.


She had not fucked any­one but my fa­ther since she had re­ceived me, never, but I sus­pected she missed it very much, be­cause I saw her ev­ery night mas­tur­bate se­cretly. She stroked my stiff cock and whis­pered, “I’ll show you how to fuck and we’ll prac­tice daily un­til you get mar­ried, that’s what the sheikh has de­cided. And it goes like this. I make your cock re­ally hard with my lips and tongue. Then you in­sert it slowly and gen­tly into my fuck­hole, but you only fuck gen­tly and with­out vi­o­lent thrust­ing. I do it to my­self with both thumbs and when I’m done, you can fuck me hard and pow­er­fully. When I re­al­ize that you like to squirt, I spread my labia com­pletely apart and make my hole big, so you can squirt into it and I can feel the hot jets squirt­ing in­side. Okay?” My fa­ther, the sheikh, put his glasses and book aside. “Oh, you’re start­ing now, that’s good!” He turned to the wall, he wasn’t a voyeur. 


I nod­ded, be­cause I’d been quite adept at fuck­ing since I was a raga­muf­fin, so I did it right from the first time. I could feel how finely she licked and sucked me with her lips and tongue. It was the first time I had ex­pe­ri­enced this and it was won­der­ful. I fucked very slowly and lightly, watch­ing her thumbs rub­bing up and down the side of her clit. Lightly at first, then faster and then harder. Her breath­ing be­came shal­low and she held her breath as the or­gasm flashed across her face like light­ning. She ex­pelled the air and breathed, “I’m done, you can go now!” I fucked quickly and pow­er­fully, she smiled and en­joyed be­ing fucked. All at once she pulled her labia wide apart, her in­dex fin­gers hooked left and right into her fuck­hole and she widened her hole. It trig­gered my squirt­ing, I squirted jet af­ter jet with all my strength and a ra­di­ant smile spread across her face. “Wow, that was nice!” she breathed and put her in­dex fin­ger over her lips. “Please don’t look at me now, it re­ally turned me on and I have to do it right away!” I nod­ded and lay down so that I could see ev­ery­thing clearly. She re­ally loved be­ing fucked by me and I of­ten pulled her onto the bed to fuck dur­ing the day. The sheikh nod­ded very con­tent­edly when we fucked two or three times dur­ing the night. She put her in­dex fin­ger over her lips, when she wanted to mas­tur­bate af­ter fuck­ing, be­cause she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore fall­ing asleep. I mar­ried your mother when I was 28 and I con­tin­ued to fuck her daily with your mother’s con­sent for a good 10 years af­ter our wed­ding. That’s pretty much my story, my  son!”
 

It was a few weeks later he told me my mother’s story too. Her grand­fa­ther, my great‐grand­fa­ther, had taken her vir­gin­ity be­fore she was even 12, he couldn’t wait. She had to fuck him ev­ery night un­til his loins went limp. She was im­me­di­ately passed on to her fa­ther, my grand­fa­ther, and she had to fuck him ev­ery night too, as of­ten he could. It was nor­mal for her, she felt nei­ther shame nor re­morse, she just did what the wise, older men had taught her. I was al­lowed to marry her when she was 17, be­cause our fa­thers knew each other from the Grand Coun­cil of the Sheikhs. Just as I lay with my mother ev­ery day, she lay with her fa­ther un­til his man­hood waned and dried up. When you were old enough to ap­proach your lit­tle sis­ter in­de­cently, it was clear to both of us that she had to train you in fuck­ing and keep you off the streets. I wasn’t un­grate­ful, she’s 11 years younger than me and still needs it badly, even if my strength is fad­ing. I’m glad that you don’t fuck around like the dis­hon­or­able raga­muf­fin boys and that you give my wife great sex­ual plea­sure, she says that to me again and again. It was im­por­tant to me that you know the causes and the story of how it came about, be­cause you not only have ex­u­ber­ant loin power, but also an alert mind.” 


One day I asked my mother what she did about mas­tur­bat­ing? She looked at my fa­ther, who had fallen asleep over his books. “We have to be quiet, my son, he doesn’t know any­thing about it! Shortly af­ter the wed­ding I told him that my pussy was buzzing and hum­ming like a bee­hive af­ter I’d been fucked. He smiled and said, “you need an or­gasm, my lovely heart!” I didn’t know what an or­gasm was at the time. He ex­plained it to me. “When we fuck, you press a fin­ger re­ally hard on your clit and I fuck you re­ally hard. You’ll then feel the bum­ble­bees buzzing and when they make their way in an ex­plo­sion, press on the clit a few times and re­lease the bum­ble­bees!” I nod­ded and then we did it just like that. He’s a good fucker, your Dad, and he gave me an or­gasm or two ev­ery week. That’s how I learned what an or­gasm was.
 

My first les­bian ex­pe­ri­ence was with Leyla. I asked her what she was do­ing to me and she smiled, “I’m go­ing to mas­tur­bate you un­til you have an or­gasm!” I was al­most dy­ing of plea­sure, I can tell you that! Then she dived down, her tongue search­ing for my clit, and I asked what she was do­ing now? She laughed. “I’m go­ing to lick your clit un­til you or­gasm!” I’d never been licked be­fore and I died in a thou­sand plea­sures, I can tell you that! I learned it very quickly and licked her too. It was one of the hottest weeks of my life. 


We got talk­ing about mas­tur­bat­ing and she al­most couldn’t be­lieve that I couldn’t mas­tur­bate yet. Leyla said that she mas­tur­bated in two dif­fer­ent ways, while fuck­ing and when she did it alone at night. “I’ll show you,” she said and went out naked and brought in her 12‐year‐old son. Malek had a lit­tle boy cock, but he was al­ready al­lowed to fuck Leyla. She or­dered me to spread Malek’s legs apart and pay close at­ten­tion to how they were do­ing it. My heart was pound­ing be­cause I’d never seen any­one fuck be­fore. 


Malek’s cock thrust and thrust and I watched Leyla mas­tur­bate the side of her clit with both thumbs. It was fan­tas­tic. They did it three times in a row and Malek had to go. The next af­ter­noon I was sup­posed to try it. I told Malek not to fuck me prop­erly, just to pre­tend. I barely felt his cock and con­cen­trated on my thumbs, it worked! The or­gasm was only a very small and light one, but when it was fin­ished I no­ticed how lit­tle Malek was strain­ing. I felt him cum and pulled out his lit­tle cock. Keep rub­bing, Leyla or­dered, and I rubbed the lit­tle one un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. 


Leyla rep­ri­manded me, say­ing I shouldn’t rip his cock out so bru­tally, it would hurt him. I nod­ded and we prac­ticed three or four times ev­ery af­ter­noon. I soon be­came very adept at trig­ger­ing my light or­gasms with my thumbs and when Malek started to squirt, I pulled his cock out very care­fully. Pull out more slowly, Leyla com­manded. I pulled his cock out very slowly and let him squirt while I pulled his cock out very slowly, it didn’t mat­ter.”
 

I wasn’t quite sat­is­fied yet and tor­mented her, I re­ally wanted to know what the other mas­tur­ba­tion, the one at night, was like. I begged and tor­mented her a lot, she looked at my fa­ther, but he was asleep. She looked at me with cat eyes and nod­ded. “It’s my se­cret thing, son! First I have to wake the bum­ble­bees,” she said, “I’ll stroke the clit from un­der­neath, like I’m stroking the cats throat.” I watched and she said af­ter a while, “Now the bum­ble­bees are buzzing, so I’ll tease them un­til they al­most go crazy!” and she rubbed and tugged very hard on her clit for a long while. “And now, and now, now I’ll let them fly, the bum­ble­bees!” she breathed very softly, “now you mustn’t dis­turb me in any way!” Now she started, and how! I held my breath, she worked her clit like crazy and let the bum­ble­bees fly! 


I laughed freely and hugged her af­ter her or­gasm. She asked why I was laugh­ing and I replied, “be­cause you do it just like Ayla, only not as fast.” Now she sat up and I had to con­fess ev­ery­thing. How I had to push my cock into Ayla as far as it could go, how she mas­tur­bated fast, fu­ri­ously fast and her or­gasm started my  squirt­ing with­out fuck­ing her, be­cause her mother had strictly for­bid­den that! Yes, we did it for a few weeks, a few months per­haps.
 

The mother laughed up­roar­i­ously and put her hand over her mouth so as not to wake my fa­ther. “The lit­tle beast was no longer a vir­gin,” she said, “I caught her in the gar­den let­ting Faruk, who was about 12, fuck her. I pulled Faruk off her, I put him over my knees, pulled his pants all the way down and spanked his ass. I could feel his hard‐on hit­ting my pussy with ev­ery stroke, and in the end the stupid guy squirted all over my pussy! I was out­raged, but the two of them pro­voked me the very next day. I put the cheeky guy over my lap, pulled up my skirt and slapped him hard on the ass. He kept try­ing to push his cock into my hole with ev­ery stroke, and in the end he suc­ceeded and squirted cheek­ily in­side. So it went on day af­ter day, I pounded his ass and he cheek­ily stuck his cock in my hole to squirt in­side with a cheeky grin. Yes, I first let him pen­e­trate my hole deeply and he grinned cheek­ily and slyly, then I slapped his ass re­ally hard with my flat hand and felt how each stroke was trans­ferred from his cock to my hole. He started moan­ing when he cummed and then fin­ished cum­ming. Damn, we both en­joyed it!  I fin­ished as one day  Ayla danced around in cir­cles clap­ping her hands, “he squirted in­side, he squirted in­side!”
 

So, one more co­gnac and I’ll get to the main topic. Of course, you’ll have to think of some­thing new, be­cause the Suez Canal thing is al­ready over. 


1. The banks. The first step was to set up an ac­count with sev­eral banks, which for­warded each in­com­ing pay­ment to the next. From the Egyp­tian to the Swiss, to the Car­ib­bean and back to Egypt. I tested the process sev­eral times, with small amounts of around 100 Egyp­tian pounds. That worked. 


2. The donors. A Ger­man tourist had left a PM‐mag­a­zine in my store months ago. The spe­cial edi­tion was for trav­el­ers to Egypt and also con­tained in­for­ma­tion about the Suez Canal. From the ad­dresses given there, I scoured the In­ter­net un­til I had about 40 con­tacts. I now worked on them specif­i­cally, I was a well‐in­formed group of busi­ness peo­ple that I could name from my list who had good con­tacts in Yemen. It was pos­si­ble to bribe the Yeme­nis with a good hand­ful of dol­lars so that they would stop at­tack­ing ship­ping un­der pres­sure from the Amer­i­cans, and of course they would of­fi­cially con­tinue to spread the pro­pa­ganda. I re­searched on the in­ter­net how many nice dol­lars a sin­gle day of Suez Canal down­time cost when a Tai­wanese freighter was stuck in the canal for weeks. In com­par­i­son, it was a very cheap and quick so­lu­tion, I said em­phat­i­cally. There was no time to lose. I kept de­tailed logs of my con­ver­sa­tions in case there were any queries, but there were none. I re­lied on them phon­ing each other to find out that they and ev­ery­one else in the “group” had been asked for hefty do­na­tions. So ev­ery­one knew one, two and more who were con­sid­er­ing the do­na­tions. The whole thing was plau­si­ble and ex­actly how busi­ness is done in this coun­try. 


3. Push­ing. I called sev­eral medium‐sized ones, where is the money? The Yeme­nis and the Amer­i­cans had ex­changed more mis­sile strikes, so I was able to push through pres­sure and ur­gency. The big ones found out that some had al­ready do­nated. I saw the money ar­riv­ing and called the big guys. It’s ur­gent, the money won’t be enough, please top it up!


4. Fail­ures. I wrote off those small and medium‐sized com­pa­nies that didn’t do­nate. Be­cause there is def­i­nitely no third call. The sec­ond call is called “push­ing” in Ara­bic, the third “de­spair”. It showed me again the fine art of Arab traders, who al­ready knew this when their let­ters were still be­ing car­ried from town to town on camel­back. 


5. The in­ves­ti­ga­tion. The Egyp­tian au­thor­i­ties are, of course, equipped with the lat­est tech­nol­ogy, but they still have the civil ser­vants from be­fore, so they’re on their backs. Of course, they soon found out that I had been on the phone to the peo­ple con­cerned. How­ever, I had wisely in­vited a French cou­ple who were plan­ning to sail around the world to din­ner twice and pep­pered them with ques­tions about the Suez Canal that they would not for­get. I should per­haps have in­cluded it un­der point 1a, but you don’t give away all your tricks straight away. The in­ves­ti­ga­tors called the peo­ple on the ship, who an­chored at the Gamasa penin­sula north of Hurghada and waited to see how things de­vel­oped at Bab Al Man­deb. They were able to con­firm to the in­ves­ti­ga­tors, two din­ners and only Suez and the Suez Canal. They had re­ceived a lot of in­for­ma­tion from me, yes. The French wanted to know what it was all about, but that was an in­ves­tiga­tive se­cret. I was ex­cused, vin­di­cated and in­no­cent, I knew it! 


5a. The bank­ing se­crecy. I had quite rightly as­sumed that the Swiss banks did not dis­close bank­ing se­crecy. When the Amer­i­cans called, they did — but Egypt wasn’t any­where near the US. This is where the thread ended. Whether it was be­cause ev­ery se­nior ap­pa­ratchik in Egypt was stor­ing their black money in Switzer­land, I don’t know and I didn’t care, but some­one higher up didn’t want a war with the Swiss banks. The thread broke at the first break­ing point, the Car­ib­bean Bank was just an ad­di­tional break­ing point, just in case. Con­clu­sion: the money could be traced all the way to Switzer­land, but that was the end of it. The po­lice­man, whom I knew well from his wed­ding, let me buy him a few drinks at the Sher­a­ton and lamented to me how un­rea­son­able the Swiss were. 


5b. The hered­i­tary un­cle. I had al­ready thought about how I would an­swer when the crim­i­nol­o­gists asked me one fine day where I had got­ten the money? This was the shaki­est part of my plan, but it was bet­ter than noth­ing. I had a dis­tant un­cle in the south, in the town of So­hag. I had to phone him sev­eral times un­til the net was cast. He had a brother who had em­i­grated to Aus­tralia 30 years ago and who had been miss­ing ever since. He was sup­posed to have died by now and he had left me, his fa­vorite nephew, his for­tune. I gave the un­cle in So­hag 75,000 Amer­i­can dol­lars, which he used to buy three town­houses. And it was clear why he didn’t in­herit any­thing from his brother, they had fallen out over a girl. The girl let them both fuck her and took all the money out of their noses. I called him sev­eral times un­til I could be sure that he be­lieved the story him­self. He would tell ev­ery­one at the reg­u­lars’ ta­ble, that was also very good. And the fact that the po­lice might ques­tion him didn’t scare him in the slight­est.
 

6. The wa­ter­ing can. I had set up a dozen ac­counts at the banks in Cairo via ran­domly se­lected straw men, I was listed as the sole ben­e­fi­ciary, the straw man got his money and reg­is­tered as not be­ing au­tho­rized for any­thing. This was not an un­usual or spe­cial pro­ce­dure, ev­ery­one had such a mor­ga­natic ac­count, a left‐hand ac­count to hide their money from their wife or fam­ily. When the au­thor­i­ties made an in­quiry, the pro­grams searched for the owner only, so they were never dis­cov­ered. The loot was now well hid­den, just un­der 27 mil­lion dol­lars.


7. Thank your wife! We only had two ac­counts, Jana and me. I trans­ferred her 500,000 dol­lars, I kissed the top of her head and told her to in­vest it wisely, it was her in­sur­ance for her old age. I had made some very good deals, she knew that. She wasn’t sur­prised for a mo­ment at how much it was. But it was rather a com­mend­able act to give my wife some of the in­her­i­tance, be­cause she knew about the Aus­tralian in­her­i­tance too. 


Jana ac­tu­ally sug­gested one day that I should marry Nima as a sec­ond wife, which was not rec­og­nized by the law, but was rec­og­nized by so­ci­ety and the re­li­gious com­mu­nity. I waited six months un­til I was safely off the radar of the in­ves­ti­ga­tors. I mar­ried Nima and all three of us moved into a larger apart­ment, where Jana again had a do­mes­tic help, which she liked, I liked less. 


I had only been mar­ried to Jana for a few months when my sis­ter Ayla turned up at the bazaar one day. She had a huge prob­lem and only I could help her. She was now 21 and had been mar­ried to a very rich sheikh for two years. He was a good, kind and lov­ing hus­band‐grandpa in his late 70s. Ayla re­ally wanted a child, but it was no longer pos­si­ble to do more than mas­tur­bate the old, shriv­eled cock in front of her pussy­hole and let him squirt a very few drops of se­men from the out­side into her pussy by hand, be­cause the old man could no longer get a hard cock and had just a few drops, drain­ing at last, be­com­ing less and less. She had spo­ken to her hus­band for a long time, he was un­der­stand­ing and un­der­stood her de­sire to have chil­dren, but there was no way he was go­ing to let a com­plete stranger into her pussy. He feared for his all‐im­por­tant rep­u­ta­tion. So she came up with the idea. I fol­lowed Ayla into her bed­room. The snotty, ugly brat had turned into a pretty young woman. “Please make me a baby, please, dear brother!” I gave it my all, of course, and she re­warded me dur­ing the break by mas­tur­bat­ing in the same way she used to in our nurs­ery and let­ting me watch and get horny again. We fucked ev­ery af­ter­noon and I squirted my se­men into her hole twice a day for 8 weeks un­til she was fi­nally preg­nant. We had a beau­ti­ful, strong son and she was just as happy as the sheikh, who asked no dumb ques­tions. Ayla, who had a young, sex‐hun­gry body and she re­warded me much for fuck­ing my old‐timer Jana, let me fuck her hard ev­ery af­ter­noon. She went on to have 4 cute daugh­ters and I was a happy se­cret fa­ther.
 

Ayla, who had been hir­ing cute 16 or 17‐year‐old au pairs from Eu­rope ever since the first child, nat­u­rally no­ticed my greedy glances at the girls’ cleav­age and up their skirts. She knew ex­actly what she could do to keep me chained to her­self for years. She re­ceived me in her bed­room, the naked young girl ly­ing with her back on her naked mis­tress. She em­braced the girl from be­hind with both arms, gen­tly and ten­derly, and held her tightly when I came into view with a stiff cock. Nei­ther Ayla nor I cared about our vic­tim’s protests, cries and whim­pers, Ayla could feel a bit sadis­tic and I could feel like a preda­tor. She pressed the fright­ened girl’s legs apart with her heels. She mas­tur­bated the girls clit re­ally mas­ter­fully, the girl gaz­ing at my cock in front of her pussy like a hyp­no­tized rab­bit, the arousal com­ing quickly up, mak­ing her want­ing it, im­me­di­ately!  Ayla smiled at me to sig­nal the start. Sur­pris­ingly many of the Au‐Pair‐girls were purely phys­i­cally vir­gins, I de­flow­ered her with a quick jerk in midst of her or­gasm and fucked her as hard as I could. That tac­tic worked al­ways per­fectly. Later it was no longer nec­es­sary to hold the girl down, she was happy to let me fuck her. Most of them didn’t or­gasm dur­ing fuck­ing, but af­ter fuck­ing they were so aroused that they let Ayla lick their clit to a lib­er­at­ing or­gasm. Ayla never told me where she had learned les­bian love­mak­ing and clit lick­ing, but I could see how ea­ger she was for it. Of course, she made sure that I didn’t im­preg­nate the girl and she had a very good sense of when a girl was due for de­flow­er­ing or fuck­ing. Not a sin­gle one com­plained. 


Jana grad­u­ally lost in­ter­est in fuck­ing, which wasn’t en­tirely wrong for me. I fucked Nima ev­ery night and we usu­ally watched Jana mas­tur­bate, she al­ways made it very ex­cit­ing and ob­scenely hot. I taught Nima cor­rect Ara­bic lan­guage as well as read­ing and writ­ing. She had only had very few school lessons, we sat to­gether four days a week and stud­ied. Three days I was in the bazaar, three days Jana and on Fri­day we were closed. Busi­ness went well, both Jana and I were much more re­laxed, be­cause the wealth in the back­ground made us feel re­laxed. 


We didn’t think for a minute about sell­ing the store. It was in­cred­i­bly re­as­sur­ing to no longer have to look at the tak­ings and scrape to­gether the coins at the back and front. Nev­er­the­less, we re­mained the same mer­chants as be­fore. I ad­mired Jana, who had been much bet­ter taught about trad­ing at home. She knew a lot about in­vest­ing and shares and was now in­creas­ing her re­tire­ment sav­ings very skill­fully and con­sid­er­ably. “Money that sits in the bank gets rusty and rot­ten!” was one of her say­ings. I asked her for ad­vice on what to do with money, much more money. For her it was just a mind game, I learned and moved the money that nei­ther she nor Nima knew about. And should I step down early, they would get ev­ery­thing in equal shares.
 

For the first time in my life, I was va­ca­tion­ing like the tourists. I booked the pres­i­den­tial suite in a beach ho­tel in Hurghada for 4 weeks. Jana was happy to stay in the store, “go on, you young things! It’s your hon­ey­moon!” was her friendly com­ment. She didn’t need a va­ca­tion at the mo­ment, she liked do­ing busi­ness bet­ter than ly­ing on the beach and scratch­ing in the sand. I’m de­ter­mined to show Nima the good side of life. To­mor­row at the crack of dawn we’re fly­ing.
 One more co­gnac, then off to bed! 



● ● ●







The hostages


by Jack Faber © 2024




Ton jumped up. He had heard rough boots on the stairs. He looked at his mother, in whose mar­i­tal bed he was ly­ing. She had stuffed a dozen pil­lows into her back and was mas­tur­bat­ing with great con­cen­tra­tion, her head bent for­ward con­vul­sively. Her arm flew back and forth fran­ti­cally, she was about to climb to the top. The bed­room door was wrenched open, a lantern il­lu­mi­nat­ing the com­pletely ab­sent‐minded woman. The hand with the dag­ger jerked for­ward, the dag­ger stuck in the mother’s heart. Her last breath es­caped with a ghastly sound, her head sank to her chest with a look of dis­be­lief on her face, as did her arm, which re­mained rest­ing on her pussy. Even in dy­ing, her fin­gers twitched ir­ri­ta­bly on her clit. That was the last im­age Ton had of his mother, sit­ting dead in bed in an ob­scene po­si­tion.


An arm yanked him up bru­tally. “Put some clothes on, you son of a bitch!” a gruff voice com­manded him. He quickly slipped into his pants and shirt, the guy with the rough voice grunted. “You id­iot! With the mar­quise we’d have an even bet­ter pawn! The mar­quis will rip your head off, you can count on it! Id­iot! Id­iot! Id­iot!” Ton was com­pletely dazed, he let the raga­muffins ma­neu­ver him into a car­riage and off they went on a wild chase. 


The jour­ney was long, it took an hour over hill and dale. His guard, a dirty guy in rags, had his pis­tol pointed at Ton and was star­ing out of the win­dow. The car­riage stopped at some point and an oily voice asked: “Have you got her, both of them?”  The one with the raspy voice replied, no, just the boy, the An­thony d’Aubersville. The id­iot stabbed the mar­quise faster than I could shout stop! “Very well,” said the oily one, “bring him down!” Ton was dragged out, he didn’t know this cas­tle. In a brightly lit cell in the base­ment, the bars be­hind him slammed shut and were locked. He had to strip naked, his clothes dis­ap­peared. The outer door was also locked. It was mid­sum­mer, the cell was a lit­tle cooler than out­side, it was 2 me­ters square, or less. There was only a metal bed with a dirty mat­tress, or what you thought was a mat­tress, in the cell, no ta­ble, no chair, just the bed, which took up most of the room. The bars were two thumbs thick, a win­dow per­haps 8 to 10 cen­time­ters high, a good me­ter wide, opened onto the for­est. There were no bars, no one could get through. He sat down, there he was, just him and his beloved cock.


And the time. He didn’t want to see the last few sec­onds of his mother’s life, but the im­ages had burned them­selves into his brain. His mother mas­tur­bated sev­eral times ev­ery night when he got tired of fuck­ing and fell asleep. He had slept in his mother’s bed since he was born, and while he was still un­able to squirt, she sucked and licked his cock be­fore she be­gan to mas­tur­bate. She sucked and sucked his cock long af­ter he could squirt. She grinned, “it’s like manna, Ton!” she grinned again and again. His fa­ther was prac­ti­cally never around, he was fight­ing next coun­try in Pi­cardy and his mother had no lovers at all.
 

She was half de­cent and had no lover and she was half naughty be­cause she licked her youngest’s cock and drank his seed be­fore mas­tur­bat­ing for ages. At 9 Ton dis­tressed her greatly, sigh­ing godly she sur­ren­dered to the in­evitable and let Ton fuck her. He had to fuck her two or three times ev­ery night, in the day­time he fucked her as of­ten as he could get a stiff cock. In the breaks she mas­tur­bated a lit­tle and made him hard with her lips and tongue. She never went to church or con­fes­sion, oth­er­wise she would have had to ad­mit how much she en­joyed be­ing fucked by Ton, of­ten hav­ing a short lit­tle or­gasm while be­ing fucked. The con­fes­sor would have chased her out of the con­fes­sional.


She had licked his cock from an early age, sucked it back and forth in her mouth, licked and licked in a stac­cato un­til the lit­tle one ex­claimed that he could see the stars burst­ing and she felt the lit­tle cock pul­sat­ing and throb­bing in her mouth with the tip of her tongue. Then she was sat­is­fied, the lit­tle one had ex­pe­ri­enced the or­gasm en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and whis­pered about it again and again. She was im­mensely pleased when he grad­u­ally be­gan to squirt, he had such a sweet lit­tle boy’s cock like the put­tos in the small cas­tle chapel and was able to squirt into her mouth in thick, firm jets al­ready at a very young age. Old Agnes, who brought a tray with a carafe of wine and wa­ter and fruit to the bed ev­ery morn­ing, peeked furtively at the boy, who was stand­ing wide‐legged in front of his mother, who had opened her mouth wide and the boy pulled back his fore­skin very firmly with two fin­gers and squirted in broad jets into his mother’s mouth. Old Agnes went out and crossed her­self three times. She felt the devil be­tween her thighs, she groaned and moaned with lust and horni­ness as she went down. She had her se­cret place in the far cor­ner of the court­yard, she sat down on her lit­tle stone bench and flipped up her skirt. She had never un­der­stood why Fa­ther Bernard had al­ways scolded her like that in the past, since then she had sim­ply stopped go­ing to con­fes­sion, it was as sim­ple as that. 


Old Agnes mas­tur­bated on the stone bench ev­ery morn­ing when she had watched the lit­tle putto squirt­ing in his mother’s mouth or, later on, fuck­ing her fast. The lit­tle boys of the cas­tle knew her mas­tur­bate of course, they were all stick­ing their lit­tle cocks into Agnes’ fuck­hole when she mas­tur­bated and of course squirted into it. Of course she no­ticed when she wasn’t yet in the fi­nal spurt and grinned, the lit­tle boys fucked faster than rab­bits and squirted very quickly be­cause the next one was al­ready push­ing from be­hind. In the end, the old cas­tle dog Bello usu­ally came when the last boy had cum and licked their se­men from her pussy. She was so horny from his tongue lick­ing that she mas­tur­bated fu­ri­ously to the end.


The mother never al­lowed the lit­tle boy to look at her pussy, no mat­ter how hard he tried. The only thing he could ever see was her wig­gling fin­ger in her thick bush. She pulled him up, she let him lick and suck on her teat, she held him tight against her breast when she mas­tur­bated. Later she tol­er­ated him ex­plor­ing and dig­ging in her pussy with his hand and fin­gers only. He felt the moist slug, it was wet and warm. There was a firm, densely hairy mound to the left and right, with lots of soft puck­er­ing in be­tween. He found the en­trance to a deep cave and as deep as he dug in with his fin­gers, he found no end. A deep, deep hole! But he found a stiff, hard lit­tle bump that her fin­ger was work­ing so dili­gently. This must be the se­cret part she wanted to hide from him. It was elon­gated, like a piece of fin­ger and she only let her fin­ger ro­tate, dance and bounce on the top, on the head. And he could clearly feel how it pulsed and throbbed when she had fin­ished and re­laxed. He could clearly see that the strange fin­ger part was soft­en­ing and shrink­ing a lit­tle. He had no chance to see her moist pussy flesh, the deep hole and the lit­tle fin­ger piece, she was iron­clad be­hind it. She said that it was re­ally called the clit and it was the most holy and se­cret part of a girl’s body and of ev­ery woman’s body. That’s why she never ever would let him see it! When she was in her fi­nal spurt, she had told him, he had to keep his fin­ger com­pletely still on her clit un­til she was fin­ished. He pushed his stiff cock against her body, against her pussy. “Cum in your mouth,” he whis­pered, stand­ing up with his legs apart and putting his cock on her lips. She rubbed it gen­tly and let him squirt in­side. “I want to fuck!” the boy crowed, “I want to fuck like old Si­mon!” It was clear to her that he must have seen it. She didn’t give in for a few days, she had never thought about fuck­ing with Ton be­fore. But it was in­evitable, the lit­tle one whined and didn’t give in. She crossed her­self with a deep sigh and spread her knees. She pulled Ton’s fore­skin, which was un­usu­ally long, all the way back over the glans and stretched it very tight. Then she in­serted his putto cock into her fuck hole. Even be­fore he started fuck­ing like old Si­mon, the lit­tle boy squirted. This hap­pened ev­ery time he went in for the first time in the first few weeks, but it stopped. She ex­plained to him how to fuck and let him fuck and cum five or ten times a day. He was beam­ing all over his face, fuck­ing was great! Much bet­ter than squirt­ing in her mouth! It took him months to get re­ally good at fuck­ing and he was mighty proud of it. 


The mother got up ev­ery morn­ing and went down to her herb gar­den. She only wore a knee‐length short shirt to work, noth­ing else. Of course, she no­ticed the gar­dener Si­mon, who was a very friendly and tac­i­turn man, per­haps not quite at the top of his game men­tally. One day she de­cided to se­duce the sim­ple­ton, she al­ways saw him mas­tur­bat­ing his big cock twice or three times a day among the flow­ers. But he al­ways waited un­til she leaned for­ward and the shirt will­ingly showed her ass, her slit and her lit­tle hole in its en­tirety. She grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, show­ing him her open pussy and her greedy pussy­hole. That was the mo­ment when Si­mon pulled out his cock, mas­tur­bated and squirted on the flow­ers. The mis­tress later stood di­rectly in front of Si­mon and bent down low, he mas­tur­bated just half a step be­hind her and squirted on her ass­cheeks and over her pussy­hole. Later on he placed his cock half an inch be­hind her pussy­hole and squirted, as hard as he could. She smiled and played this game for a few weeks. 


How­ever, the woman’s greed did not stop at her. “Don’t you want to stick it in?” she asked Si­mon. He scratched the back of his head and asked, “Like Agnes Sun­day night?” She had no idea what he was do­ing with Agnes. He an­swered her ques­tion, “I have to fuck Agnes three times, only the sec­ond and third time her ass twitches vi­o­lently and she screams, Si­mon, it’s com­ing. I al­ways nod, even though I don’t know what she means!” Si­mon took a deep breath, he had never said such a long sen­tence be­fore. The mis­tress nod­ded, “yes, just like that, Si­mon. If I bend low, then.” Si­mon scratched his head in­de­ci­sively. “Which one, mis­tress, the top or the bot­tom hole?” She was puz­zled, then she laughed. “One is for shit­ting, the other is for fuck­ing!”  Si­mon knew which one, “the one for piss­ing, then!”  


The next day, the mis­tress bent over very low, Si­mon thrust his cock into her hole and didn’t move. “What is it?” the mis­tress called from be­low and Si­mon said, “It’s about to squirt now, high lady!” and sure enough, he squirted at that mo­ment. He pulled out his cock and took care of it. She straight­ened up and asked, “is that how you do it with Agnes?” He shook his head, he was al­lowed to hold Agnes by the ass cheeks and the hips and Agnes had told him how he had to fuck her, thrust­ing hard un­til he cum. Three times. She un­der­stood, she had to tell him ex­actly how she wanted it. “You have to hold on to my ass cheeks and fuck me re­ally hard, like Agnes,” she said, nod­ding in con­fir­ma­tion. “And also cum in­side like with Agnes?” he wanted to know. “Yes,” she con­firmed, “squirt ev­ery­thing in­side un­til it stops squirt­ing.” He nod­ded thought­fully, “Into the hole that’s there for piss­ing?” he asked and she nod­ded, “Of course, clear!” He said it wasn’t al­ways that clear, be­cause he had to fuck lit­tle Bern­hard in the night in the other hole, the hole for shit­ting. She asked him, quite as­ton­ished, be­cause she didn’t know any Bern­hard. 


They of­ten sat down on the bench and he told her in sim­ple words what he ex­pe­ri­enced when fuck­ing. He said Bern­hard worked in the horse sta­bles and asked to be fucked in the ass ev­ery night be­cause he didn’t want to do it by hand. “I fuck him in the ass­hole and his cock slowly stands up, then he comes and it squirts out of his cock like in a foun­tain, it looks re­ally funny and I can stop with­out squirt­ing.” Bern­hard works in the sta­bles, he has to let the stal­lions’ se­men squirt out so that they stay in shape when they don’t have a mare to mate. Bern­hard had once taken him with him and shown him how he did it by hand to the stal­lions and have them squirt­ing in the straw. Bern­hard and the sta­ble groom some­times had to help an old no­ble lady when she was mat­ing with the stal­lion. Si­mon had seen it him­self and it looked re­ally very funny. They strapped the old girl belly down on the wooden buck and Bern­hard had to fuck the old woman first to get her pussy wet. Then they brought the stal­lion over, he sniffed a rag with the mare’s pussy juice and im­me­di­ately got hard. He had been stand­ing right next to the stal­lion, he squirted on the old woman’s pussy­hole from time to time and it was very ex­cit­ing, be­cause the mis­tress got hornier each time and screamed out that she was cum­ming, but she kept go­ing. So one stal­lion af­ter the other was brought in, they smelled the juice of the other stal­lion and fucked her all the more wildly, the stal­lions only fucked for a short time, not even 5 min­utes. The old lady screamed with lust and horni­ness at the third stal­lion, un­til she screamed out that it was enough! She whim­pered and gasped when the groom fi­nally fucked her re­ally hard on the tres­tle and Si­mon was al­lowed to fuck her hard right af­ter him, and the old lady was to­tally ex­hausted af­ter so much fuck­ing. —  But Bern­hard is a big fool, the sta­ble groom had told him, he’ll never be a stud. Si­mon took a deep breath, he hadn’t talked that much all year. 


Klothilde, the fat old woman from the kitchen, sneaks into the sta­bles ev­ery day to get fucked by lit­tle Bern­hard, she was in love with the 10‐year‐old, even though she was al­most 65. But he doesn’t re­ally want to, he fucks the fat old woman in the right fuck­hole and squirts into it, but then he im­me­di­ately jumps up and runs away. Klothilde cried ev­ery time and des­per­ately called the groom ev­ery evening. “I don’t want to do it my­self, it’s not very nice,” cried Klothilde, “be so good, dear Sta­ble Mas­ter, and fuck me old mare, please!”  The groom made her beg and plead for a long time, des­per­ately tug­ging and tear­ing at her clit, be­cause he re­ally liked it when she cried, begged and pleaded and tore her clit to or­gasm. So the sta­ble groom has to fin­ish fuck­ing fat old Klothilde un­til she screams out, that she has come. Si­mon had to press his cock very hard on the groom’s cock and fuck along with his friend, be­cause the groom liked it very much, when his friend fucked his cock! As soon as she screamed and the groom had squirted, Si­mon was al­lowed to con­tinue fuck­ing the old woman im­me­di­ately and fin­ish fuck­ing the scream­ing old woman. — The sta­ble groom shook his head, say­ing that it was mean of Bern­hard to only half‐fuck poor Klothilde, to run away and not fin­ish fuck­ing her. He, Si­mon, didn’t un­der­stand ev­ery­thing ex­actly, but the sta­ble groom was a clever man and must have known. So be it. From now on Si­mon did a good job fuck­ing the mis­tress from be­hind. He held on to his mis­tress’s ass cheeks, he fucked her in the right hole just like Agnes and squirted ev­ery­thing in­side. She was very sat­is­fied with the fine morn­ing fuck and they had been do­ing this ev­ery day for ten years now. 


And now Mom was sit­ting dead in her bed, a dag­ger in her chest. She had beau­ti­ful breasts, Ton thought, re­ally beau­ti­ful! She was sit­ting dead in bed, just sec­onds from or­gasm, in her typ­i­cal mas­tur­bat­ing po­si­tion, her life­less arm and cold hand on her tightly wooded pussy. She had never al­lowed Ton to take a good look at her “down there”, she pulled the fore­skin all the way back over the glans and guided his cock into the bushy thicket. She al­ways hit, she never strayed when she stuck his cock into her bushy hole. Even when she was dead, he couldn’t catch a glimpse of her ex­posed pussy.
 

How much time had passed, he won­dered, as the keys cracked open first the iron and then the barred door. Ton stood against the wall of large nat­u­ral stones, they would have to drag him out by force! But none of that. A girl was pushed into the cell, a croak­ing voice or­dered her to un­dress. A hand with a clink­ing bunch of keys hit her in the face. “Will it be soon?” the voice rum­bled and the hand hit her twice more in the face. She be­gan to cry and un­dressed shame­fully. She only had her shirt as her last item of cloth­ing and the bunch of keys hit her in the face again. She took off the shirt, threw it through the door and turned her ass to the door. A girl who wasn’t used to be­ing naked. The bars and iron door were closed nois­ily. Only now did the girl look to the side and catch sight of him. “Ton!?” she called, and he called, “Cat!?”  His sis­ter Cather­ine em­braced him and pressed her body against him.
 

“The Mar­quis de Val­lons had me kid­napped from Aunt Em­i­lie’s, they raped her in front of me, all four of them, and the last one slit her throat,” Cat cried against his neck. Ton held her very tightly, he hadn’t seen her for half a year be­cause she went to school in a women’s con­vent. And he had never seen her naked be­fore. He let her cry, she was 3 or 4 years older, 16 or 17, but she just wanted to cry and sob­bingly tell his neck all the grue­some de­tails of the 4 rapes. Aunt Em­i­lie was in her mid‐thir­ties and still a chaste, holy and pure saint vir­gin, her lovers only fucked in her mouth and her ass­hole, what she pre­ferred very much. Cat sat tied up on the floor and she had to look di­rectly into her naked aunt’s pussy­hole, who had lifted her feet high in the air ex­pect­ing to be fucked in her ass­hole as she was ac­cus­tomed. Cat couldn’t take her eyes off her pussy­hole. Some blood had spurted out of her tight lit­tle fuck­hole when the first one took her vir­gin­ity. He had punched her with his fist so hard when she screamed, that she was half and then re­ally un­con­scious and he had fucked her mer­ci­lessly. The un­con­scious girl had a huge or­gasm, then it was the next one’s turn. He also fucked her mer­ci­lessly and the men roared when she had an­other or­gasm. The third one squirted far too early and he left im­me­di­ately. The last one held the knife to her neck be­cause she had wo­ken up and was scream­ing and scream­ing. His fist hit her on the mouth and she fell silent im­me­di­ately. Her eyes al­most popped out in sur­prise as she or­gasmed, but the guy with the huge cock just kept fuck­ing her. She be­gan to scream mute and silently, her mouth wide open in hor­ror, as she now had an in­sane or­gasm. He squirted in the mid­dle of her or­gasm and slit her throat. Blood spurted from her throat and her pussy hole pulsed and con­tracted in rhythm with her big­gest or­gasm for what seemed like an eter­nity. Then she col­lapsed life­less. “I won­der what she felt last, the or­gasm or the death?”


Ton let her fin­ish cry­ing and sat down on the mat­tress with her. She calmed down quickly. “What will the par­ents say, that the Mar­quis de Val­lons had kid­napped us!” Cat ex­claimed. “The fa­ther will soon find out and he’ll cut off the Val­lons’ head!” said Ton and con­tin­ued qui­etly, “the poor mother won’t find out, thank God, she’s dead!” Cat cried out, she wanted to un­der­stand. He told her halt­ingly and slowly how she had died and he had been kid­napped. Cat clutched him and sobbed bit­terly. “You used to sleep with her,” she said, af­ter the ini­tial pain had faded, “did she, did you ….?” Ton nod­ded. “Cat, I’m al­ready over 13 and no longer a baby! She loved me like I loved her. She let me cum in her mouth from a young age on a thou­sand times and I’ve fucked her two or three times ev­ery night for four years. It’s only nat­u­ral when your fa­ther is al­ways at war and An­gelique is warm­ing his bed, the ugly whore!” Cat knew what he was talk­ing about, of course, but she still didn’t think it was very Catholic to fuck her own son. “Pah, Catholic! That wasn’t a term for Mom, ever!” Ton cursed from the bot­tom of his heart. 


“An­gelique may be a whore,” Cat mused, “but she’s not ugly at all! I got to visit Dad in his tent once and saw them both fuck­ing naked. Daddy has a re­ally huge cock and she was whoop­ing and hol­ler­ing as they fucked, let me tell you!” Mar­quis Ro­muald d’Aubersville, her fa­ther, was to­tally sur­prised when one day An­gelique ap­peared be­fore him dressed as a man and as a war­rior and asked to join the band. No, she had no quar­rel with the peo­ple of Pi­cardy, she was only fight­ing for money. Okay, he said with a shrug, she could stay. Yes, she wanted to wear men’s cloth­ing, it suited bet­ter for fight­ing. He looked at her Span­ish sword for a long time. It was a ra­zor‐sharp Dam­as­cus blade from Toledo, she said and showed it to him, the best weapon she had ever had. Yes, she had learned to fence from her hus­band, he was a mas­ter fenc­ing teacher. He asked, is it true that you stabbed him to death? She looked him straight in the eyes. “Yes, be­cause I would never ac­cept that he would throw me away for some­one much younger!”  Ro­muald looked at her sharply. “He pre­ferred very young girls, 13 or 14, like I was once. But at 22, I was too old for him. And then he called me mean names, mean things. He didn’t even no­tice how quickly his head rolled across the mar­ble floor of the palace. I left proudly, I didn’t run away. The viceroy could have eas­ily caught me, but he didn’t. There were too many eye and ear wit­nesses to how he in­sulted me, how he spoke to me as no man should ever speak to his wife!” Ro­muald nod­ded, that was enough for him. If she proved her­self in bat­tle, she would be al­lowed to stay. 


His men’s eyes bugged out of their heads when the new­comer stepped naked into the river in the morn­ing and bathed. A woman, a woman! She put on her men’s clothes and was barely dis­tin­guish­able from other young men. She fought her first fight, and in the evening the men talked of noth­ing else. The next morn­ing she dragged a war­rior to the river, washed his cock con­sci­en­tiously and let him fuck her on the river­bank in front of them all. Ev­ery few days she let this one and that one fuck her in the morn­ing, just for fun, she didn’t play along with love games. She wielded the Span­ish blade mas­ter­fully, ev­ery­one was im­pressed by her pranc­ing fenc­ing style and some let her train them. 


Af­ter six weeks, Ro­muald sent for her. She was good, very good in fact, some said. She could stay with the band, he could pay her a higher salary. She was quiet and said it was all right with her. She’d like to stay un­til the end of the year, then we’d talk more. The deal was closed. It was months be­fore she moved into his tent on the con­di­tion that she was al­lowed to fuck any­one, be­cause she never wanted to “be­long” to a man again. It was very dif­fi­cult for Ro­muald at first, be­cause over time she fucked ev­ery war­rior ex­cept the one‐legged cook. She didn’t care at all that he was mar­ried. It was up to his wife to cut his throat or shut up, An­gelique had told him just that. But now she was shar­ing the bed with him, that was the way it was and there wasn’t much to talk about. The war­riors un­der­stood the ar­range­ment and any of the 50 war­riors would have risked their lives for her. Ro­muald re­al­ized how her trick worked. 


Cat and Ton sat for a long time and he stroked her beau­ti­ful body. “You’ve grown so beau­ti­ful, sis,” he said and she grinned. “I didn’t re­al­ize you had such a big cock al­ready, bro!” They laughed and she reached for his cock. “May I?” she asked and he nod­ded gra­ciously. She pulled back the fore­skin very care­fully, fur­ther and fur­ther, and she looked on in awe. “Thierry’s isn’t even half as big and it’s as thin as a pen­cil.” “Thierry? Who the heck is Thierry, please?” She swal­lowed hard. “I used to have a crush on him. We met se­cretly on the river­bank and we kissed and made out. I al­lowed him to kneel be­tween my thighs, then he rubbed his pen­cil and squirted on my in­ner thighs. Of course I didn’t fuck him, I’m still a vir­gin. He wanted to put his pen­cil through the hole in my hy­men, it was very easy and I al­ways let him fuck me for months be­cause he didn’t dam­age my hy­men. But we’re no longer to­gether and that’s been my whole sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence so far, apart from mas­tur­bat­ing of course.” Cat kept pulling his fore­skin up and down, “that’s how Thierry did it,” she breathed, “should I?” Ton didn’t say any­thing, some­how it was nice how she rubbed his cock. She rubbed it very slowly, pulling his long fore­skin far back and for­ward again. “I’m see­ing the hole in the glans for the first time,” she whis­pered and he was about to warn her, but she rubbed his cock right in front of her face an inch away and looked di­rectly into the hole of his glans. His se­men squirted straight into her face and then across her chest. “The rea­son I don’t like hav­ing it done by hand is, firstly, be­cause it squirts in your eye and, sec­ondly, be­cause you stop abruptly and far too soon.” Cat had wiped the se­men off and smiled, she had done it her­self for the first time.
 

The sun had set and he stretched him­self on the bed. “Come lie with me, we need to keep each other warm!” Cat re­al­ized im­me­di­ately that it had to be this way, she didn’t want to sleep sit­ting up. “But you can’t fuck me,” she said, “I’m still a real vir­gin!” Ton nod­ded, that was clear! She lay down next to him and he em­braced her tightly and warmly. They lay like that for a long time, he turned and lay on her chest with his up­per body. His hard‐on ac­ci­den­tally landed in her hand. He be­gan to fuck her hand, she gripped his cock and he fucked un­til he squirted into her hand. She smiled finely, but they didn’t speak a word. “I mas­tur­bate ev­ery night, once or twice,” she whis­pered softly. He nod­ded and stayed on top of her. She be­gan to mas­tur­bate very slowly and grad­u­ally in­creased. He hugged her tightly as her or­gasm came and he held her gen­tly un­til she calmed down com­pletely. They lay still for what seemed like an eter­nity, each lost in thoughts. She was so shy and full of shame that she didn’t dare say it for a long time, that her clit was used to be­ing mas­tur­bated twice and that there was now a fierce bat­tle be­tween lust and shame in her clit. “I need it again,” she breathed fi­nally shyly and he, “Yes, me too!” She started very slowly again, he lay across un­der her and his cock sought out her hole. “No, please don’t,” she said plain­tively and he as­sured her he wouldn’t hurt her, for sure he wouldn’t take her vir­gin­ity. Only when she re­al­ized that his glans was only fuck­ing in her vagi­nal vestibule and her hy­men was not in any dan­ger did she con­tinue to mas­tur­bate. She even found it kind of nice how his glans fucked in her vagi­nal vestibule. They or­gasmed nearly at the same time, her labia clutch­ing his glans as he squirted. They held each other still for a very long time un­til they fell asleep.


They told each other ev­ery­thing about them­selves, they fucked ten or twenty times dur­ing the day be­cause they got horny at dif­fer­ent times. Cat en­joyed his fuck­ing im­mensely, when she mas­tur­bated and she hadn’t mas­tur­bated that of­ten be­fore, she whis­pered. How­ever, she some­times got so horny while mas­tur­bat­ing that she al­most took her own vir­gin­ity. She pressed his glans firmly against the hole in her hy­men as he squirted and let it squirt greed­ily through the hole. He took good care that she didn’t de­flower her­self ei­ther. And fuck­ing in her vagi­nal vestibule was much more ex­cit­ing than fuck­ing in her hand. They were only in­ter­rupted when they were given wa­ter, a hor­ri­ble stew and the piss bucket was emp­tied. Ton nat­u­rally asked how much longer they were be­ing held, but he got no an­swer. Apart from this in­ter­rup­tion, they were undis­turbed, Cat liked to show him what she looked like “down be­low”. She didn’t have any pu­bic hair yet, just a del­i­cate thin blonde fuzz, she didn’t have a pe­riod ei­ther, even though she was al­most 17. Labia, cli­toris, the al­most com­pletely closed hole. No, his cock was def­i­nitely too big. He touched her cli­toris. “You girls mas­tur­bate with that?” he asked doubt­fully. She told him to look closely, the clit could get big and stiff like a cock. She touched her clit and rubbed very lightly and gen­tly. Sure enough, it grew a few mil­lime­tres big­ger, be­came dark red and re­ally hard. “Aren’t you go­ing to con­tinue?” he asked, but she shook her head no, not now. 


They told each other all about them­selves, some­times Cat started to mas­tur­bate, she turned her head shyly away to the side and closed her eyes in shame. He parted her thighs and pushed her knees apart, she opened her­self all the way and smiled shyly, but she let him watch up close. She rubbed gen­tly and let her clit grow, red and stiff. Now things were go­ing up­hill, she rubbed in­tently, con­tort­ing that beau­ti­ful face as the or­gasm came closer and closer. She rubbed the clit faster and faster, in the end she held her breath and mas­tur­bated the clit wildly and fu­ri­ously. She let out a squeeze of air when the or­gasm flashed across her face like a brief light­ning bolt and she had to press her fin­ger firmly on her clit to stop it ex­plod­ing. She smiled at him shyly and with a strange sad­ness that al­most im­me­di­ately turned into a sweet, im­per­cep­ti­ble tri­umph. That was the mo­ment when he spon­ta­neously and lov­ingly pressed her to his chest and hugged her. “That was sooo beau­ti­ful!” he breathed.
 

They talked for days, the days flowed slug­gishly, they got a bucket of clean wa­ter in the morn­ing and were able to wash them­selves with a piece of cloth. It was per­haps the 25th or 26th day when the keys rat­tled at an un­usual time. They both knew the man who came in, the Mar­quis de Val­lons. 


He bick­ered and rum­bled, the lit­tle wretch. Their fa­ther had promised him death be­cause his hench­men had killed his wife. It went back and forth, the d’Aubersville and the Val­lons hadn’t owed each other any­thing for decades. In any case, Val­lons said pompously, he had de­manded an un­heard‐of ran­som. Spears and swords had been bran­dished threat­en­ingly across the ravine and death and dev­ils had been shouted at each other. Now he was here, the Mar­quis de Val­lons, and he had heard from her fa­ther that she was still an un­touched vir­gin. And to­day, yes, to­day he was in the mood for vir­gin flesh! He took off his weapon belt and handed it out. Ton moved to the far end of the mat­tress and Cat hud­dled at the other end. The Mar­quis pulled down his pants and grabbed Cat’s legs, pulling her to­wards him. Cat screamed at the top of her lungs that she was still a vir­gin and that he must not dis­honor her. The mar­quis roared that he would slit her throat if she didn’t shut up im­me­di­ately! Cat fell silent in­stantly, she had Aunt Em­i­lie in mind. 


The mar­quis calmly placed her in the fuck­ing po­si­tion, Ton could see right into her trem­bling slit. The mar­quis’ stiff cock ap­proached her slit and his fin­gers parted her labia wide apart. With a quick jerk he pierced her hy­men, Cat gave a short cry and cov­ered her mouth with her hand, she didn’t want a slit throat. The mar­quis fucked as best he could, but Ton could see her face, she was not aroused at all, she looked at him con­temp­tu­ously as he squirted in­side. He stood up with dif­fi­culty and beck­oned to the next man. Ton saw her blood‐smeared hole from which the se­men was ooz­ing. The next guy had a de­cent cock, Cat quickly be­came aroused and had a won­der­ful or­gasm. The guy kept fuck­ing un­til he squirted, jet af­ter jet, he beck­oned to the next guy, who had an even big­ger cock, im­me­di­ately af­ter the other he fucked Cat hard and she shook in a vi­o­lent, jerk­ing or­gasm, but the guy kept fuck­ing and fuck­ing and Cat had an­other jerk­ing, rag­ing or­gasm. The last one was a four‐headed guy with a big, thick cock. Cat was still shak­ing in the last or­gasm and drew in her breath sharply as the mon­ster en­tered her hole im­me­di­ately. Ton held his breath, that had to be painful! Cat’s or­gasm had not yet sub­sided, she was im­me­di­ately thrown back up into the air and within sec­onds the or­gasm flashed across her face. She could no longer feel it, she had fainted. He fucked and fucked, Cat’s body was rocked from or­gasm to or­gasm. Ton wanted to in­ter­vene, the guy was fuck­ing his sis­ter to death! But fi­nally the guy squirted, Cat’s pussy was rocked by one last or­gasm and he trolled off. The door was locked again, he im­me­di­ately hugged his un­con­scious sis­ter, thank God she was still breath­ing. He held her in his arms un­til she grad­u­ally woke up. 


He had to tell her ev­ery­thing in de­tail, she wanted to know ev­ery­thing ex­actly. He was a lit­tle ashamed be­cause he had watched ev­ery­thing very closely like a voyeur. She snug­gled into his arms and asked about ev­ery­thing. He wanted to know how she felt. It still hurt a lit­tle, but not much. She was, on the other hand, some­how free of a pres­sure, she had be­come a woman and could now fuck when­ever she wanted. “Maybe not to­day,” she said with a sad smile, “but soon!” She asked if she should do him by hand? He swayed his head back and forth, he would rather squirt in her mouth, his mother al­ways liked to do that, she never wanted to do it to him by hand, she found that very vul­gar. He had never had it done by hand. 


Cat nod­ded, she would be happy to do it, but she had never done it be­fore. Oh, that’s no prob­lem, Ton said, it’s easy! He ex­plained it to her. Rub­bing his cock in front of her lips like Thierry rub­bing his pen­cil. The tongue licks the glans, back and forth and in cir­cles. Be­fore squirt­ing, open your mouth wide and let it squirt in, or even bet­ter, take the glans in your mouth or, if you could open your mouth wide enough like his mother, take the cock deep in your mouth and let it squirt deep down your throat. The mother let him fuck and cum deep down her throat, she just had to hold her breath for a short while, but she liked it best that way too. “But we should re­ally take it slow and go step by step if we want to,” he said. 


Cat re­ally did have a knack for it. They prac­ticed day and night, he must have squirted in her mouth a dozen times. Af­ter a few days, Cat could do her mother’s trick, she held her breath and let him fuck deep down her throat. “Mom was right, it’s not just manna, it’s heav­enly manna!” she crowed ex­u­ber­antly. Af­ter a few days she wanted to fuck with Ton, re­ally fuck. They laughed like chil­dren when she said, “We’ll make it Catholic!” in mem­ory of Mom. They fucked as of­ten as he could, at least twenty times a day. The Mar­quis and his hench­men never came back. They fucked for a week, ten weeks, half a year, locked up with only one bed. They never got bored, they kept chang­ing po­si­tions. They never found out, that the watch­guards made their tee of spe­cial herbs, which made them horny as ape shit. The Guards never dared to fuck Cat, the Mar­quis would chop their heads off. But they watched the fuck­ing and throat‐squirt­ing through a hid­den spy hole to be­come horny.


Cat told him her big­gest se­cret. In the ladies’ school, the girls licked each other’s clit to or­gasm, she en­joyed it a lot and she liked do­ing it too. Now, af­ter she had let him fuck and cum in her throat, she wanted to have her clit licked. He tried it im­me­di­ately and was soon able to do it, she writhed in or­gasm like a horny snake. The clit lick­ing was now the per­fect in­ter­mis­sion filler.
 

They had been in their dun­geon for 10 months when they heard the noise of bat­tle in the cas­tle for the first time. For two weeks they heard the noise of bat­tle, it came closer and closer, their guards fought doggedly. But one day, the keys rat­tled at an un­usual time. The door opened.
 

It was the fa­ther, cov­ered in blood. He grinned broadly and em­braced his chil­dren. 
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Ria was head over heels in love with Sam. Ria’s real name was Maria and Sam’s was Saman­tha, but they were called that. Ria went to Sam’s ev­ery lunchtime, they had the whole place to them­selves. They had been ly­ing on Sam’s bed in just their panties for a long time, hug­ging like real lovers, cud­dling and rolling around and kiss­ing hard. Sam was the older one, Ria had only re­cently learned from her how to kiss with her tongue. Ria was not yet 13, small and chubby, with a snub nose and a mouse face, and when she took off her bra for the first time, she was ter­ri­bly ashamed be­cause she al­ready had full, ma­ture breasts that only looked good and firm in a bra. Sam teased her breasts lov­ingly and told her, how nice and sweet they were.


Sam, on the other hand, was tall, a year older than Ria and had a beau­ti­ful, even model‐face and small, half‐round ap­ple­breasts with large teats that she let Ria suck and nib­ble on. They kissed for ages and Sam threw her head back. “Kiss­ing makes me ter­ri­bly fuzzy and horny!” she ex­claimed and Ria nod­ded, al­though she didn’t know ex­actly what horny ac­tu­ally meant.
 

Sam’s fin­gers played with the hem of Ria’s panties, some­times slip­ping un­der­neath un­in­ten­tion­ally and jerk­ing back. They weren’t that far yet, Ria stead­fastly re­fused to take her panties off too. Sam wanted to go fur­ther, her fin­gers play­ing with the hem of her own panties. “I’d re­ally like to mas­tur­bate now,” she said lightly, Ria shook her head in hor­ror. She had only learned what mas­tur­bat­ing meant from Sam, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night un­til she fell asleep, but mas­tur­bated never to or­gasm. Sam mas­tur­bated to or­gasm ev­ery night, some­times twice, she gig­gled. Ria was still a vir­gin and had no sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence, or al­most none. Sam was no longer a vir­gin, and she had told Ria the sad story be­fore. 


Her step­mother, only a few years older than her­self, had burst in on her mas­tur­bat­ing ses­sion one evening and dragged the naked Sam be­hind her into the par­ents’ bed­room. She threw the lit­tle girl onto the mar­i­tal bed to her drunken fa­ther. “There, you can fuck her, you drunk pig, but not me, I don’t fuck drunk peo­ple!” The fa­ther looked puz­zled. He wasn’t sure if his young sec­ond wife was re­ally se­ri­ous. He put Sam in the fuck­ing po­si­tion and waited with his cock in front of Sam’s pussy. But the step­mother was fu­ri­ous, the guy was drink­ing up all her money. She grabbed his cock and pushed it into Sam’s hole. “It was ac­tu­ally my step­mother,” Sam whis­pered with tears in her eyes, “it was ac­tu­ally her who took my vir­gin­ity!” Ria lis­tened in hor­ror, re­mind­ing her of her only sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence. Sam had only cried out briefly, she barely felt the de­flow­er­ing. But her fa­ther was now com­pletely out of it.
 His wife had to watch with very mixed feel­ings as the drunken douchebag fucked his own daugh­ter wildly. Af­ter what seemed like an eter­nity, he looked his wife in the eye and, with a stupid sheep’s gaze, let his seed squirt into Sam’s hole. From then on he fucked Sam ev­ery night, the step­mother slept on the couch and filed for di­vorce. Sam went to her room af­ter her fa­ther had fucked her and fallen asleep, she didn’t want to mas­tur­bate next to the bas­tard. 


Ria re­mem­bered her ex­pe­ri­ence, her only one. Her fa­ther never drank, but now he came home from the com­pany party com­pletely drunk. So many fe­male col­leagues had cud­dled with him and wanted a quickie, but he thought of his wife and re­fused more than a lit­tle fin­ger­ing and squirt­ing. He came home, full of lust and cheap booze, but his wife was fast asleep. As usual, she had se­cretly mas­tur­bated and taken a sleep­ing pill be­fore go­ing to sleep. He rum­bled into the chil­dren’s room, where Ria was mas­tur­bat­ing for the fifth or sev­enth time with­out or­gas­ming, and dragged the naked Ria be­hind him into the mar­i­tal bed. “Come on, let me fuck, please!” he stam­mered, “please just fuck you once!”  Ria fi­nally nod­ded, her pussy was hot from the hours­long mas­tur­bat­ing and she had seen the fuck­ing on the in­ter­net. Yes, she wanted to fuck her fa­ther, she was still half asleep and wasn’t think­ing about de­flow­er­ing or lit­er­ally cheat­ing be­hind her mother’s back. “Yes, daddy, come fuck me!” she mum­bled sleep­ily, “I know how to do it!” She spread her legs wide, her fa­ther’s cock au­to­mat­i­cally pen­e­trated her vagi­nal vestibule, no fur­ther. He looked at her with a blurred gaze and made a few fuck­ing move­ments with­out pen­e­trat­ing. His se­men shot hot and rhyth­mi­cally into her vagi­nal vestibule. He lay there for a while, then did the same thing again. Ria was now wide awake. She knew very well that he had not pen­e­trated. She reached down to his cock, she wanted to put it right and stuff it in prop­erly. But — wasn’t he al­ready in­side her? But the mo­ment her fin­gers gripped his cock, he im­me­di­ately squirted. Not as much as the first time, but she could feel the throb­bing and puls­ing in his cock with her fin­gers and in­side her pussy. He fell to the side and fell asleep as soon as he fell over. Ria looked at her mother. She had strug­gled free in her dream, her pussy was wide open, her fin­gers twitch­ing oc­ca­sion­ally on her hard, stiff clit. Ria had never seen her mother naked be­fore, now she sat in the mar­i­tal bed and watched as Mom’s fin­gers, small, au­ton­o­mous spi­der fin­gers, ca­ressed her cli­toris from time to time. Mom dreamed of mas­tur­bat­ing and mas­tur­bated the whole night, as al­ways. Ria watched her for a long time, ob­serv­ing her slight trem­bling and her spi­der fin­gers, which now stopped and then started rub­bing her clit again. Ria must have watched her for a long while, be­cause now she could feel the ice‐cold wet­ness in her pussy. She cov­ered up her fa­ther and mother and went to sleep in her room. Fa­ther had no mem­ory of this night. It was never an is­sue again. 


Sam res­o­lutely took off her panties af­ter the min­utes‐long French kiss. “I need it now, right now!” she said with a grin, “come lie down here, I like it when you watch me do­ing it, dar­ling!” Ria looked at Sam’s naked, hair­less pussy for the first time, rec­og­niz­ing the deep, dark hole. Sam ad­justed her­self, Ria’s eyes just inches from her pussy­hole. Sam mas­tur­bated slowly at first, then faster. 


Ria had only been do­ing it for six months when one af­ter­noon she briefly peeked into her par­ents’ bed­room and saw her mother spread out mas­tur­bat­ing for maybe 35 min­utes. Ria looked di­rectly into her mother’s fuck­hole, from time to time dip­ping her fin­ger in again and again to make it wet. Ria felt down, she found her own clit im­me­di­ately, it was stiff and hard like in the night when she woke up in a sweat and with a rac­ing heart and touched the hot clit, which was pul­sat­ing and throb­bing wildly. Grad­u­ally she made the con­nec­tion when she saw her mother rub­bing her clit with a bliss­ful smile on her lips. Her mother’s whole body trem­bled and shiv­ered, but she kept go­ing, her fin­ger rub­bing her clit more and more vig­or­ously. She flinched, her whole lower body heaved, trem­bled and twitched, then all of a sud­den it was over. Since then, Ria did it ev­ery night mul­ti­ple times, but when it got too hot, she stopped im­me­di­ately and con­tin­ued again, af­ter she had re­laxed. She had never had an or­gasm then. Since then, Ria al­ways goes to the bed­room and peeks through the door slit. The mother can’t see her, even though she is stand­ing naked in the door­way. Her mother is com­pletely out of it, star­ing at her for 40 min­utes and ac­tu­ally through her in the Nir­wana. She is in­vis­i­ble to her mother, as is ev­ery­thing around her. Ria no­ticed that the mother was mas­tur­bat­ing in long waves, la­bo­ri­ously up the wave, a quick stac­cato at the top and then a lit­tle slower down again. She quickly rammed her fin­ger many a times firmly into her fuck­hole un­til it was re­ally wet, and then forcibly back up the wave. When she fin­ished, it was al­ways high up on top of the last wave. Mostly she rammed her fin­ger fran­ti­cally into her fuck­hole dur­ing the whole long or­gasm. Ria watched the or­gasm with amaze­ment and fas­ci­na­tion, she stopped to rub her own clit not dar­ing to mas­tur­bate to or­gasm her­self. It was time to slip away qui­etly, to keep her mother’s se­cret.


Sam was al­ready rub­bing very quickly. Ria wanted to sit up, be­cause this was ex­actly the mo­ment, in which she al­ways had to stop. But Sam kept go­ing, her face grad­u­ally con­tort­ing into an ugly fierce  gri­mace. She straight­ened her head, stared into Ria’s eyes and far away through them. She opened her mouth in a silent scream, her lower body twitched and un­du­lated for a few sec­onds, then she lay back and re­laxed, gasp­ing for breath. She smiled at Ria. 


“And now your turn, my dar­ling!” she said com­mand­ingly. Ria shook her head as Sam force­fully pulled down her panties. She felt strange, so com­pletely naked. Sam pushed her knees apart. “Oh, you’ve got a sweet dark fuzz al­ready!” ex­claimed Sam. “Come on, do it, I’ve just done it, don’t be ashamed!” But in vain, Ria shook her head, no way! Sam kissed her, stroked her and kissed her again and again. She kept touch­ing Ria’s pussy, whis­per­ing words of love in her ear and con­quer­ing the ter­rain mil­lime­ter by mil­lime­ter. Ria’s de­fenses broke down and she hid her hot face in Sam’s armpits. Her knees parted slowly, hes­i­tantly, and she was filled with shame as Sam’s fin­gers mas­tur­bated her clit with pur­pose. She kissed Sam’s breast, she sucked on her teat as the fa­mil­iar fire burned in her pussy. Sam should stop now, but Sam didn’t stop, she rubbed faster and faster. Ria’s mouth slowly opened into a sound­less scream, sparks flew be­hind her eye­lids and lit­tle stars ex­ploded and her lower body un­du­lated and twitched in­vol­un­tar­ily. It was over as quickly as it had come. She gave Sam a long, deep French kiss. She ex­haled, she was re­laxed. 


“Your first?” Sam asked in sur­prise and Ria nod­ded ea­gerly. “It’s about time to know an or­gasm, my dar­ling!” Sam al­ways mas­tur­bated her­self for the next few weeks, Ria let her­self mas­tur­bate by Sam for a long time and prac­ticed at home at night. Af­ter weeks, they both mas­tur­bated them­selves and each other. Sam loved it very much and she was now alone with her fa­ther, her step­mother was gone. Sam had stolen one of the two big rub­ber penises from her and Ria had to fuck her with it again and again while Sam  was mas­tur­bat­ing. It was an amaz­ing pe­nis, only semi‐firm, but Sam swore it was bet­ter than her fa­ther’s real one. He was re­ally booz­ing again and his cock was soft and very hard to get hard. Sam rarely men­tioned him, he was just a bloody bas­tard.
 

Months had passed, the new school year brought new friends. Sam was de­ter­mined to bring a boy to their love ses­sions. It gave at first Ria a stab in the heart, but she agreed and was cu­ri­ous, cu­ri­ous and agreed. Sam had ex­am­ined her pussy hole very care­fully once and said that her hy­men was only a nar­row cres­cent and that a cock would al­ready go in. She had care­fully in­serted the rub­ber pe­nis in Ria’s hole and pushed it in fully deep. She fucked Ria slowly, but then re­ally hard an let her or­gasm. Tri­umphantly, she said, “You’re al­ready 95% de­flow­ered, my girl!” Ria was very un­sure. Had her fa­ther al­ready taken her vir­gin­ity af­ter all?


Sam brought Luis with her. The boy was younger than both of them and not par­tic­u­larly clever, stupid and im­ma­ture, so to speak. But he un­dressed at the same time as the girls. Sam cud­dled with him, fiercely and de­mand­ing. Ria stared at his cock, which stiff­ened in slow mo­tion. Sam slowly pulled his fore­skin over the glans, again and again. She asked Ria if she wanted to do it, but the cow­ard shook her head. Sam con­tin­ued to rub him very slowly and sud­denly his se­men shot out  rhyth­mi­cally in jets. Ria im­me­di­ately un­der­stood how such a cock worked. She let Luis have a good look at her pussy, but he couldn’t do any­thing with it. Sam mas­tur­bated him a sec­ond time and made him squirt. Then she sent him away. She and Ria talked about Luis and his cock for a while longer. Sam now brought in a new boy al­most ev­ery day and mas­tur­bated him. Ria only touched the cocks very care­fully, grad­u­ally she learned to mas­tur­bate the guys, it was very ex­cit­ing! 


More and more of­ten the boys wanted to fuck. Ria shook her head, she didn’t want to. Sam told her to kneel be­hind him and put his cock into her hole. She grabbed the cock and shoved it deep into Sam’s hole, re­peat­edly for min­utes un­til he squirted in­side, then she let him go. She stayed on her knees and watched the fuck­ing from be­hind. It was very ex­cit­ing, she was much more ex­cited than Sam. Af­ter his exit, no one re­ally got her go­ing the way Ria got her go­ing with the rub­ber pe­nis.
 

Sam let ev­ery­one fuck her, a few of them even a sec­ond time. Ria kept won­der­ing if she was ready yet. Sam said she def­i­nitely was, but it took Ria a few more weeks be­fore she ac­tu­ally did it. Jorge, a lit­tle guest stu­dent from Spain, did it. Sam knelt be­hind him, Ria’s heart was pound­ing in her throat and Sam in­serted Jorge’s small cock into Ria’s hole. She felt no sting, no de­flow­er­ing, no noth­ing. Jorge fucked for a few min­utes, pulling his cock out as he squirted. Sam later ex­am­ined the hy­men, but it had dis­ap­peared with­out a trace. 


Ria breathed a sigh of re­lief. Now she was one of the big ones too. From now on it was easy, Sam and she took it in turns to fuck the boys, only a cou­ple of times two boys came, but they still changed rid­ers on the sec­ond ride. 


Ria knew that her par­ents fucked ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing, dur­ing the week too, of course, but on Sun­days just more, more of­ten and with more plea­sure. One Sun­day she crawled to her fa­ther at the crack of dawn, her mother was still deeply asleep. Ria got his cock hard so he woke up. He was ter­ri­bly con­fused when she whis­pered that he had taken her vir­gin­ity a year ago. She lay down un­der him and he had to fuck her, she in­sisted. Once, twice. Her mother woke up and was not par­tic­u­larly sur­prised. She watched and turned around to mas­tur­bate se­cretly. He had to fuck Ria a third and fourth time and he did it with gri­mac­ing ef­fort and now the mother no longer turned away, now she didn’t care if they watched her mas­tur­bate or not. She fin­ished and asked Ria, “Why?” and Ria told her all about how he had taken her vir­gin­ity as a drunk. Ria got up and left, turn­ing around again in the door­way. 


“Now we’re even, Dad!”



● ● ●







Raids in the Monastery
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Sis­ter Amy’s fin­ger slid gen­tly over her clit. Pit slept with his mouth open next to her. She let her imag­i­na­tion run wild, re­mem­ber­ing ev­ery­thing with great pre­ci­sion. 


Eight‐year‐old Amy crawled into bed with Dad. He, the Duke of d’Alem­bert, was play­ing with his cock a lit­tle bit and Amy grabbed it as usual. She had al­ready learned to rub his cock well and let him squirt into her child’s mouth at the end. He loved it very much when the lit­tle girl took care of his morn­ing wood so de­vot­edly, she in turn knew how much praise and ap­pre­ci­a­tion she read in his eyes. His wife, a fat, young peas­ant girl, lay next to him with her legs stretched out. She was chew­ing ad­dict­edly on her mouth­ful pop­py­seed, as usual, com­pletely out of her mind and mas­tur­bat­ing very slowly and de­voutly. She was no longer aware of what was go­ing on around her. Daddy said, “come on, lit­tle lady, I want to fuck Mommy!” Amy knew this girl wasn’t the real Mommy, she was in heaven. 


Amy lay down be­tween her Mommy’s thighs, so she had a di­rect view into the farm girl’s fuck­hole. She had seen it many times be­fore, Daddy came with his cock and slowly pushed it into her fuck­hole. Amy saw the cock thrust­ing in and out of the cun­t­hole. Daddy laughed as he did this, the farm girl just kept mas­tur­bat­ing, she didn’t seem to re­al­ize that she was be­ing fucked. Amy whis­pered, “Daddy, are you about to squirt?” but he grum­bled, “Not yet, my lit­tle devil girl, not yet!” Amy con­tin­ued to stare at the thrust­ing, and at the hole that widened as he thrust in and con­tracted as he with­drew. The farmer’s maid, whose large preg­nant belly trem­bled slightly as he thrust in and out, now  in­vol­un­tar­ily be­gan to trem­ble and shake vi­o­lently all over her body. Daddy whis­pered, “now, Amy, now I have to squirt!” She al­ready knew this, he was thrust­ing hard in­side. She could see it in his cock as he tensed up again and again and shot his juice into the girl’s shiv­er­ing cun­t­hole. He had to do it a dozen times be­fore he was fin­ished and lay down. Now it was Amy’s turn, she lay back on his chest and spread her legs in front of his eyes, so he could see ev­ery­thing up close. She mas­tur­bated much faster than the preg­nant farmer’s daugh­ter next to her, she fin­ished much quicker than her and wrapped her feet around Daddy’s neck. Then came the big shak­ing and twitch­ing, she trem­bled and schook her small body, and then she was done. Daddy gave her a smack­ing kiss on the wet pussy and Amy grinned all over her face, she was much faster than the other one, who mas­tur­bated for more than an hour un­til she was done too. 


The farm girl had died in child­birth, as had the baby. Amy was just a lit­tle sad be­cause Daddy was so sad too. In the morn­ing she slipped back into bed with him, he was so sad be­cause he didn’t have a wife to fuck and be­cause his cock was far too swollen as he hadn’t fucked for  days. Poor Daddy, Amy wrapped her arms around his neck to com­fort him. She whis­pered in his ear that as long as he didn’t have a new woman to fuck, he could fuck her! She wasn’t a real woman yet, she whis­pered, but she had seen how to be fucked a thou­sand times. And she didn’t want him to be so sad! Dad thought for a long time. “It hurts a bit the first time, but only the first time!” he ob­jected. “Like a dog bite or a bee sting?” asked the lit­tle girl, who only knew that. “Like a bee sting,” he said, “or not even.” Amy lay down in fuck po­si­tion, “then fuck me Daddy, I am not afraid of the bee sting!” she whis­pered ex­cit­edly with her eyes wide open. “It didn’t even hurt like a bee sting,” she said as he started to fuck­ing her. “It tick­les so fine when you squirt in­side, Daddy!” she smiled. “It didn’t hurt much,” she said again, and he fucked her ev­ery morn­ing un­til she was 18. 


She turned 18, she had many lovers who she let cum in her mouth, be­cause that was the cus­tom here if you were a pure, holy and un­touched vir­gin like Amy. Some of the lovers were al­lowed to fuck her in the ass­hole, she held her hand pro­tec­tively in front of her pussy­hole. Then the Gas­cons came, they raided the cas­tle be­cause the duke was away. The Mar­quis de Val­lons was not sat­is­fied with ass fuck­ing alone, he fucked Amy like Daddy deeply in her cun­t­hole. So it hap­pened that Amy was preg­nant when Papa re­turned home. He cursed the Gas­cons, but he had to put Amy in the con­vent, he gave her a hefty dowry so she and the baby would have a nice big cell and a good meal ev­ery day. He paid a nice lit­tle sum ev­ery year so that his daugh­ter and grand­son were well off.


The fact that the Gas­cons raided the con­vent ev­ery year and fucked all the sis­ters seemed to be a work pleas­ing to God. Lit­tle boy Pit, as Sis­ter Amy’s lit­tle son was called, charged at the Gas­con clank­ing weapons, but was flung into Sis­ter Amy’s arms. “He won’t hurt me, lit­tle one,” she whis­pered, stroking his head, “he just wants to fuck me, and that won’t hurt me!” Lit­tle Pit nod­ded and re­mained sit­ting next to her on the bed as she took off her robe and the Gascogner fucked her hard. Two more came af­ter him, Pit watched cu­ri­ously, as the fuck­ing seemed to please the Gascogn­ers and his Mom too.


When they were alone that night and he had waited du­ti­fully un­til she had mas­tur­bated of­ten enough, ex­claim­ing “oh my Je­sus!” or “oh my God!” softly over and over again, he asked her about fuck­ing her like the Gascogn­ers. But Mom smiled and said, “Only when you’re as old as the Gascogn­ers, only then will you be al­lowed to fuck. Un­til then, you can con­tinue to squirt in my mouth, as al­ways, and that’s fine, isn’t it?” Nev­er­the­less, he had in­her­ited his stub­born head from the Duke, his bi­o­log­i­cal fa­ther, and he begged un­til Sis­ter Amy al­lowed him to stick his cock in her pussy­hole. He was thrilled, but she stopped him af­ter a few min­utes and he stood in front of her with his legs apart and squirted into her mouth. He was al­lowed to do this from the be­gin­ning, she rubbed his cock on her lips and fi­nally let him squirt into her mouth, lick­ing and suck­ing his cock in her mouth un­til the squirt­ing was over. When she mas­tur­bated gen­tly and with great con­cen­tra­tion, he reg­u­larly fucked her with his lit­tle boy’s cock and squirted in­side, usu­ally the lit­tle one could fuck her three or four times and squirt in­side un­til she cried out loudly for Je­sus and fin­ished with a trem­bling “Oh, my God!”. She said it wasn’t right for him to fuck her and squirt while she was mas­tur­bat­ing, but he con­tin­ued to do it for years un­til she fi­nally for­bade him to do it.
 

Ev­ery year he was de­lighted when the Gas­cons de­scended on the monastery like starv­ing lo­custs. Pit walked ex­cit­edly from cell to cell, bend­ing over to get a good look at the fuck­ing. The Gas­cons didn’t care whether it was the 15‐year‐old novice or the 80‐year‐old Mother Su­pe­rior, they sim­ply fucked them all be­fore rid­ing off roar­ing and jeer­ing. They only took wine and food with them, ev­ery­thing else they had al­ready robbed ear­lier. 


Pit stayed with the mother un­til the three or four Gascogn­ers had fin­ished fuck­ing her, then he roamed from cell to cell, dar­ing to fuck the sis­ters as they lay on their bed, com­pletely spent and re­cov­er­ing from the fuck­ing. Pit soon found out that af­ter three or four squirts he couldn’t squirt any more, but he could keep on fuck­ing. Un­for­tu­nately, that was the only day of the year when the Gascogn­ers came and Pit was al­lowed to fuck so of­ten. Only when Mom went to Dad for a night or two to let him fuck her prop­erly again, he slept with other sis­ters. They acted very shame­ful and called out for Je­sus, Christ and the dear Lord, but they were only pre­tend­ing and let the boy fuck them with­out any prob­lems, that was a mat­ter of honor!


Pit was ly­ing next to Amy, at 30 years old she was a beau­ti­ful woman com­pared to the other sis­ters. She was sim­ply the most beau­ti­ful of them all. His fin­gers rested on her pussy as they al­ways did when she mas­tur­bated at night. She talked qui­etly about fuck­ing her fa­ther, he was her first and most im­por­tant man. She rarely spoke of the Gascogn­ers, they were ob­vi­ously a nec­es­sary evil in her life, they came to fuck her once a year, they wanted noth­ing else from her. She felt the fuck­ing for a few more days pound­ing in her pussy, but it had no mean­ing for her af­ter a few days. 


Pit talked for days af­ter the Gas­con raid about the novices and sis­ters he had fucked. Amy smiled in­dul­gently when he said cock­ily that he had fucked all the sis­ters ex­cept the Mother Su­pe­rior, who gave him a pierc­ing look that made him flinch. But the novices, they cried when they were fucked, but they held him shyly and ten­derly when he fucked the young girls and they pressed him against their pussies so that he could squirt deep in­side. They smiled shyly and re­servedly when he went on. They were ob­vi­ously happy that they weren’t just be­ing fucked by the old war­riors, but also by a boy much younger than them­selves.
 

For weeks Pit had been beg­ging to fuck Amy, to fuck her the same way like the Gas­cons. But she wouldn’t let him for a long time. Yes, he had been al­lowed to fuck her a few times as a lit­tle boy, back in the days. But she hadn’t wanted to let him squirt in­side, she had some­times taken his cock in her mouth, licked and sucked it and let him squirt in her mouth. Did he not like squirt­ing in her mouth any­more? Pit thought about it for a long time. He al­ways went to the novices first, be­cause in the be­gin­ning he could still squirt in­side, and squirt­ing in a novice’s hole was much more ex­cit­ing and nicer than squirt­ing in an old sis­ter’s pussy­hole. He thought to him­self that squirt­ing in Amy’s cun­t­hole could be just as nice as it was with the novices. Still, it was weeks be­fore she fi­nally gave in.


Amy fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing, then pulled him on top of her. “Come on, fuck me, big guy!” she breathed. He pen­e­trated care­fully, “You’re even tighter than the novices!” he re­al­ized in amaze­ment. “Yes, fa­ther says that ev­ery time. He was afraid that his big cock would ex­pand my pussy a lot when he fucked me at the be­gin­ning. I was only 9, but my pussy wasn’t di­lated, it got re­ally tight again af­ter the fuck­ing. I think he likes it a lot, but I haven’t asked him yet.” Pit was fuck­ing way too fast, she said, “slow down a bit, then I’ll get some­thing out of it too!” What did she mean by get­ting more out of it? “Fa­ther fucks me slowly and de­lib­er­ately, he gives me time to reach or­gasm and only squirted af­ter­wards. He’s not only my first, but also my best man!” Pit was de­ter­mined to fuck her just as well as fa­ther. 


He asked for the hun­dredth time if Dad was her fa­ther too, not just his? “Yes,” Amy sighed, “that’s ex­actly how it is. It’s very strange, you’re not just my son, you’re also my brother. I’ve thought about it a lot, and the good Lord, if he ex­ists, must have had some­thing in mind!” Pit didn’t say any­thing, be­cause he no longer be­lieved that God re­ally ex­isted. He had al­ready read the whole li­brary, all the hand­writ­ten manuscripts and all the new printed books. There were books in which clever peo­ple pon­dered whether there was a God, and many doubted it. He had also found some “smutty” books where there were lots of imag­i­na­tive pic­tures about fuck­ing or very dirty sto­ries of men and women cheat­ing on their spouses with oth­ers. Pit had never left the monastery be­fore, but he al­ready knew quite a lot about the mess that was out there.


Pit would some­times sneak up to a novice or an­other to fuck her at night. It was al­ways an ad­ven­ture to get to one un­seen. He had to use all his pow­ers of per­sua­sion, be­cause only the novices who were here in­vol­un­tar­ily went for it. The oth­ers, who wanted to be­come Holy Brides, only let them­selves be fucked dur­ing a Gas­con raid, and even then only very re­luc­tantly. They couldn’t refuse, it was a vi­o­lent raid af­ter all.
 

Amy of course no­ticed how hard he was try­ing to fuck her rightly. More and more of­ten she breathed “my God, yes! Yes! Yes!” or “Je­sus Christ!”, but also “yes, just like that, my dar­ling!” She loved mak­ing such ex­cla­ma­tions while fuck­ing, less for Pit than for her­self. Af­ter six months, Pit man­aged the feat of giv­ing her a nice, soft or­gasm be­fore he squirted in­side. They now of­ten lay close to­gether af­ter fuck­ing and she told him about ev­ery fuck she had had in her life. She re­ally loved talk­ing about her fuck­ing and ad­dic­tive mas­tur­bat­ing, she played softly with her clit as she talked and only fell silent briefly when her trem­bling body ex­ploded gen­tly and qui­etly.


Pit felt her clit with  his fin­ger­tips when she mas­tur­bated, be­cause that was how he had learned it from her, by feel­ing alone. He told her that he could di­vide the novices into two groups. The in­vol­un­tary ones who liked to be fucked be­cause they wanted to get preg­nant, then they were sent home and es­caped the unloved con­vent life. Amy gave him a lit­tle head­butt, be­cause that was not at all okay! From then on, she gave the preg­nant girls a few gold coins. He said the sec­ond group was also very in­ter­est­ing, the Brides of Christ. They flatly re­fused to fuck at first. But most of them be­came cu­ri­ous be­cause he claimed he could mas­tur­bate them to the best or­gasm of their lives! More than one in two wanted to know it. He mas­tur­bated the girls to or­gasm, he had learned it from Amy, he grinned. And they all let them­selves be fucked at the mo­ment of or­gasm, all with­out ex­cep­tion. He just had to catch the ex­act mo­ment when she was rac­ing to­wards or­gasm. Now he could mount her, she greed­ily stuffed his cock into her pussy­hole and, with a guilty con­science but grin­ning broadly, let her­self be fucked prop­erly.


The older nuns were also easy prey, he said, it was a wel­come change from the joy­less con­vent life, a change from the nightly lonely mas­tur­ba­tion. Only the young sis­ters were not avail­able, they had only re­cently taken their vows and that weighed heav­ily. Even those who mas­tur­bated like ad­dicts wouldn’t let them­selves be fucked even in the most vi­o­lent or­gasm, but they would let him mas­tur­bate her, which meant a small vic­tory ev­ery time. Amy asked her 15‐year‐old, which sis­ter he had never fucked. He thought long and hard, Mother Su­pe­rior and three other an­cient old ladies, he said. She stroked her boy’s mop of hair. “You’re a very, very naughty se­ducer!”
 

By the time of the next Gas­con raid, word had spread about how great Sis­ter Amy was to fuck. They came in droves! Amy had to give up af­ter the 12th, she’d had dozens of or­gasms and her fuck­hole was blood­ied. The wild guys un­der­stood that. Amy couldn’t fuck for a week, she only mas­tur­bated af­ter days. She didn’t worry about Pit, he wan­dered naked from novice to novice at night and fucked for as long as he felt like it.
 

He read more books, se­ri­ous and dirty ones. There were leaflets, pam­phlets and some­thing like po­lit­i­cal news­pa­pers. It broad­ened his hori­zons and Amy was truly amazed at how well he rec­og­nized and saw through the cogs of so­ci­ety and the pow­er­ful. She knew a lot be­cause she vis­ited her fa­ther, the Duke, ev­ery month and learned a lot there. She was happy to talk to her son about the out­side world. She thought about it for a long time and de­cided to re­turn to her fa­ther. Pit needed com­pe­tent teach­ers, and there were none at the monastery. Pit was very ex­cited, you can imag­ine. 


The three of them slept in the duke’s bed. The duke was al­ready ap­proach­ing 60 and his man­hood was grad­u­ally wan­ing. Fuck­ing twice a week was more than enough for him. He thought it was kind of funny that his grand­son was ap­proach­ing his man­hood peak at 16, he used to be like that, then. Pit fucked Amy 4 or 5 times ev­ery night. It was a very good ar­range­ment, for all the three of them. Pit got the best teach­ers the Duke could muster. He learned like a sponge, soak­ing up the knowl­edge like wa­ter.
 

Ev­ery morn­ing, old Agnes brought a tray with wine, wa­ter and fruit into the bed­room. She walked very slowly, slower than she had to. But she watched when Amy pol­ished her mas­ter’s morn­ing wood with the tip of her tongue or when the young, hand­some boy fucked the duchess. She could hardly tear her­self away from the sight, the old Agnes. She closed the door and sat down un­der the stairs, where no one could see her. One hand un­der her skirt, she leaned her head on the un­der­side of the stairs. She or­gasmed one af­ter the other un­til the im­ages faded. 


A few weeks later, Agnes had found some­thing bet­ter. She went to the sta­ble and let the sta­ble boy fuck her. Old Agnes hadn’t had a young, strong cock for a long time in her cun­t­hole. The sta­ble boy let her lean on the stal­lion and al­ter­nately fucked her in the ass­hole or her pussy. The stal­lion nat­u­rally un­der­stood that the lit­tle hu­mans were mat­ing and let his hose grow out. Old Agnes pointed to the huge cock with her hand and the sta­ble boy laughed ma­li­ciously. He made her bend for­ward and hold on to the stal­lion’s cock with both hands, then he con­tin­ued fuck­ing the old woman. “I’m afraid to grab him,” Agnes said tear­fully, for she was afraid of big an­i­mals. “Grab him like a man and then do him like a man!” said the sta­ble boy, “you have to grab him re­ally hard with both hands and rub him along his whole length, like a man’s!” He squeezed Agnes’ ass cheeks apart and fucked her with glit­ter­ing eyes in her cun­t­hole. She over­came her fear, she rubbed the cock with both hands and she had to work very hard, a long time, un­til the gi­ant cock fi­nally twitched and   squirted at Agnes’ feet. She im­me­di­ately re­al­ized what the sta­ble boy wanted from her, she rubbed the next day the big cock with both hands and let him squirt into the straw. The sta­ble boy ful­filled his part of the bar­gain and fucked Agnes un­til she screamed “Jes­sas, Jes­sas Maria!” and fell to her knees, winc­ing and trem­bling. Agnes crossed her­self three times and walked out of the sta­ble, with her eyes down­cast. 


Two years went by in a flash, Amy was some­times fucked by her fa­ther in the morn­ing and three or four times in the night by her 19‐year‐old, who has be­come a great fucker and al­ways waited to squirt un­til she had or­gasmed and calmed down again. As if stung by a taran­tula, Pit wheeled around as the mur­der­ous dag­ger bounced off his shoul­der blade and lodged deep in Amy’s shoul­der. His first thought was that she would not die from this stab, how­ever deep it went! The hated Mar­quis de Val­lons let go of the dag­ger and drove his sword hard into the Duke’s heart. Pit saw two wounded palace guards fall through the door, two of the Mar­quis’ as­sas­sins fight­ing des­per­ately with the pur­su­ing palace guards. Pit stared into the tri­umphant face of the mur­derer, it burned it­self into his mem­ory. Pit au­to­mat­i­cally reached for his shirt and pants be­fore tak­ing the only es­cape route and jump­ing out through the shat­ter­ing win­dow, deep down into the fresh snow.
 He would chase the mur­derer, hunt him down and kill him!



● ● ●







Lit­tle War­rior


by Jack Faber © 2024




Aya was speech­less for a mo­ment. She was Pan’s wet nurse, she had nursed him since he was born and he had been sleep­ing in her bed ever since. It wasn’t a bed in the mod­ern sense, of course, but a place to sleep in her hut, which was piled up waist‐high with earth and had a re­ally good, thick roof of twigs and large leaves. It was a hot spring night, she had mas­tur­bated for per­haps an hour as she had ev­ery night since her child­hood and was tired, she just wanted to sleep. Pan had been sit­ting at her feet as usual, watch­ing her mas­tur­bate at­ten­tively and be­ing very quiet, be­cause the lit­tle boy knew that he was not al­lowed to dis­turb Aya while she was mas­tur­bat­ing. Now she was fin­ished, he cud­dled up to her naked body, hugged her and con­tin­ued to suck on her teat un­til her breath­ing had calmed down, be­cause she re­ally liked teat suck­ing, even dur­ing her or­gasm. 


Aya was speech­less, be­cause the lit­tle boy had al­ready told her sev­eral times that his friends were fuck­ing their wet nurses, fuck­ing them prop­erly like grown women let grown men fuck them. He wanted it now too, her lit­tle pro­tégé de­manded. No, he no longer wanted her to suck his cock as be­fore and then rub it to squirt. She sug­gested that she re­ally and truly wanted him to squirt in her mouth and he went along with the deal, he squirted as hard as he could down her throat and she licked and sucked his cock un­til it soft­ened a lit­tle. His cock never shrank, it al­ways re­mained at least half stiff. He liked that throat­squirt­ing for a few months, three or four times a day, maybe for half a year. Then he brought up the fuck­ing again. He would be big enough by now to fuck his wet nurse like the other boys! Aya hadn’t fucked since she was a teenager and even then she’d only been in­cred­i­bly lucky to catch an old man tak­ing her vir­gin­ity and then fuck­ing her a lit­tle bit. 


He was al­ready very old and only fucked with great dif­fi­culty, he could only get a semi‐hard‐on. He took her vir­gin­ity with one fin­ger, but Aya felt al­most noth­ing. Fi­nally, he steered his half‐hard cock to her hole and stuffed it in with dif­fi­culty. He re­mained seated and fucked slowly and de­voutly, he too an out­cast who was only al­lowed to fuck a woman once in a while. It took him a long time and he asked Amy if she didn’t want to mas­tur­bate? She had only ever mas­tur­bated with the other girls in the girls’ house, she was very un­sure whether she was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate in front of the old man. 


But she had been very turned on by the way the old man took off his rags, licked his lips with his tongue and pushed back his fore­skin sev­eral times. “Do you like me to fuck you, lit­tle woman?” he asked greed­ily, “then you have to say so, that’s the rule!” Oh my God, Amy had no idea about the rules, she had only seen the fuck­ing from a dis­tance, a few times, se­cretly. She pulled her­self to­gether. “Well then, fuck me now, old fa­ther, please!” she whis­pered and he nod­ded. “You’ve never done it be­fore, have you?” he asked, an­swer­ing it him­self. “I’m al­most blind and I can only see you very blurry,” he ex­plained, “they only let me live be­cause I used to be a great war­rior.” 


Aya lay down very close to him, brushed off her raf­fia skirt and placed his hand on her hip. “Please fuck me, big war­rior!” she whis­pered, know­ing that girls like her had never been fucked once in their lives. So it hap­pened, she mas­tur­bated all bash­ful and hid­den and he had to bob back and forth on the balls of his feet for a very long time, his con­sid­er­able semi‐rigid cock driv­ing in and out of her pussy hole. This made her very horny and she mas­tur­bated for the third and fourth time. She had long since fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing when he was still fuck­ing her with his semi‐hard cock. He stopped bob­bing, his cock twitched a few times and he squirted in­side. The whole thing had taken less than three hours.
 

She had left im­me­di­ately and hadn’t turned back to him, and he was her first and only. She was from the low­est caste of the fe­male king­dom, she would have been the typ­i­cal field worker if she hadn’t got­ten re­ally big breasts that also gave milk, af­ter that one strange fuck. One of the Wise Women dis­cov­ered her and im­me­di­ately made the 16‐year‐old a wet nurse. She was in­cred­i­bly lucky, wet nurses were highly re­spected and she was given her own hut, just for her and her baby. Breast­feed­ing was her only task. 


The huts of the lac­tat­ing wet nurses stood close to­gether and 5 or 6 wet nurses met daily to mas­tur­bate to­gether. It usu­ally took 2 or 3 hours be­fore ev­ery­one was sat­is­fied. Aya had spent her child­hood and youth in the girls’ house and had quickly learned how to mas­tur­bate and lick the other girls to or­gasm. Of course, she con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate ev­ery night un­til her eyes closed. Now, in the cir­cle of wet nurses, it was a great ad­van­tage to know all the tech­niques and tricks of mas­tur­ba­tion and clit lick­ing. She en­joyed these beau­ti­ful rounds of mas­tur­ba­tion and clit lick­ing im­mensely as of­ten as she could find the time. 


She had a new baby to nurse ev­ery few months, al­most all of them girls. Only one brought her a baby boy. He was the fa­ther, said the proud war­rior who was the First War­rior, and that was un­usual, for usu­ally nei­ther the fa­ther nor the mother was known, it was so in the fe­male king­dom. They squat­ted op­po­site each other and she im­me­di­ately placed lit­tle Pan on her breast, where he drank greed­ily. The First War­rior was very pleased that the baby ac­cepted her breast and her milk. Then he had told her to nurse him and he would be back. Then he left.


The First War­rior came ev­ery few months to check on his son. Some­times she would rest on her bed mas­tur­bat­ing for one ot two hours and the Lord would wait pa­tiently for her to fin­ish. He asked if she mas­tur­bated of­ten. She nod­ded, ev­ery day, at least once, at least one hour or longer. He seemed to know her well and once asked if she had ever fucked, a per­fectly le­git­i­mate ques­tion at the time. She pulled her labia apart with her fin­gers and showed him her open cun­t­hole. She told him ex­actly how the blind old man had fucked her. The First War­rior lis­tened at­ten­tively and asked her to keep Pan longer, per­haps un­til he was al­lowed to be­come a war­rior ap­pren­tice at 12. Aya nod­ded, a lit­tle in­tim­i­dated. “Gladly, my Lord!” Af­ter all, she knew how to talk to im­por­tant peo­ple. “Shall I send you a man to fuck?” he asked in pass­ing, but she shook her head. There wasn’t enough room in the hut, she said, al­though she would love to have a man to fuck. He was com­pletely deaf in that ear, Aya re­al­ized dis­ap­point­edly.
 

And now Aya was speech­less. Why was he no longer sat­is­fied with suck­ing and rub­bing and throat­squirt­ing? She hadn’t done any­thing wrong. Now she pulled him to her and asked him what he knew about fuck­ing. Of course, he knew lit­tle or noth­ing. She ex­plained to him how to fuck prop­erly. He nod­ded, yes, that’s ex­actly what he wanted. She got ready and put him on top of her. “I’ll show you ev­ery­thing, don’t be afraid,” she said and in­serted the lit­tle boy’s cock into her hole. He squirted im­me­di­ately. “But I haven’t fucked yet,” Pan said tear­fully. “We’ll leave him in­side and you fuck when he’s all hard again, okay?” Pan nod­ded.
 

Min­utes later he started fuck­ing again, he could do it from the start. She was sleepy, but she let him fuck. He straight­ened up a lit­tle, then he squirted in rich jets. He left his cock in her hole. Again, a few min­utes later, he fucked again and squirted again, a lit­tle less. He re­peated it a few more times, but he couldn’t squirt any more. Aya took him in her arms. “Let’s sleep, dar­ling, we’ll con­tinue to­mor­row.”
 

She was breast­feed­ing when Pan woke up. He wasn’t fully awake yet, but he wanted to fuck Aya im­me­di­ately. She didn’t stop him, of course, his face right in front of the drink­ing in­fant’s ass­cheeks. “That’s a girl, isn’t it?” asked Pan, “she just looks a lit­tle dif­fer­ent from you down there!” Aya nod­ded, “Yes, of course, she’s still a baby and I’m a grown woman of 24.” He nod­ded, a lit­tle con­fused. “Can I fuck the baby too?” he asked se­ri­ously and Aya smiled, “No, girls can’t fuck un­til they’ve turned 12 and the Wise Old Ones have de­flow­ered them at the bon­fire.” She spread the baby’s labia. “Look, she’s still a vir­gin, the hy­men closes her lit­tle hole. The Wise Old Ones pierce the hy­men with their cock, then they be­come women and can ask a man to fuck them. Don’t you re­mem­ber, we saw that at the last camp­fire!” But Pan shook his head, he didn’t re­mem­ber that.
 

Aya let Pan fuck him as of­ten as he wanted and for as long as he could squirt, then he had to stop un­til the next day. Aya asked one of the of­fi­cers if she was do­ing it right. The fe­male of­fi­cer was very haughty and ar­ro­gant. “Let him prac­tice, it can’t be wrong. Maybe he’ll be­come a good and de­sir­able stud stal­lion!” Aya went again and asked a girl what a stud stal­lion was. “The stal­lion that mounts and fucks the mare and makes her a foal.” Aya must have looked stupid, be­cause the girl called af­ter her that a foal is a mare’s baby. That com­pleted the pic­ture. Aya let Pan fuck her very of­ten, even when he woke her up at night. But he was def­i­nitely go­ing to be a good stud stal­lion. 


His fa­ther, the First War­rior, came to visit his son. He had brought a bas­ket of fruit and good cuts of meat. They squat­ted op­po­site each other again, Aya spread­ing her knees to show him her pussy and her fuck­hole. She told him that Pan was al­ready fuck­ing her very well and a lot, she hoped he would make a good stud stal­lion. The First War­rior said she had a very nice pussy hole and it would be good if Pan learned to fuck well. But he would be trained as a war­rior when he was 12, soon, he and Pan’s mother had de­cided. Aya didn’t say any­thing, she just found it amaz­ing that Pan not only had a fa­ther, but also a mother. It wasn’t ac­cord­ing to the rules, but she kept her mouth shut. It seemed wiser than ask­ing stupid ques­tions. “You have a very nice, hun­gry‐look­ing pussy­hole,” he said with a broad friendly smile, “when I come back, you can ask me to fuck you!” Aya’s heart pounded in her throat, then she nod­ded. 


Pan knew no mother but her. He was very sad, in a few months his  war­riors train­ing would start and he would have to leave her. He hugged her more than usual, he clung to her tightly as they fucked and some­times he cried af­ter cum­ming. The First War­rior had come and she had anx­iously begged him to fuck her. He fucked much more bru­tally and pow­er­fully than Pan, she got a very very strong or­gasm and be­came very quiet as the strong man con­tin­ued to fuck her and squirted. She sensed that she had been fucked prop­erly for the first time. He came again ev­ery few weeks, Pan kept very quiet as the adults fucked. Aya told him later that he was his fa­ther, the chief of the war­riors of the fe­male king­dom. Pan’s eyes widened, but he didn’t say any­thing. 


Pan had been picked up by two armed war­riors for train­ing. Aya went to the big square ev­ery other night, she learned a lot about her peo­ple there and she was hit on by the older men ev­ery time. She went to fuck them be­hind a hut be­cause they all wanted to fuck the young woman with the huge breasts. She al­ways went be­hind the huts, she didn’t want to be fucked in front of ev­ery­one, at least not yet. 99% of the peo­ple were women and girls, there were no young men, only young or teenage boys, but she didn’t fuck them, at least not yet. And only old or older men who fucked her. But she didn’t come here to fuck, at least not yet. She came to see the young war­riors fuck­ing around the camp­fire, Pan’s fa­ther was al­ways among them. There were three dozen war­riors fuck­ing one woman or girl af­ter an­other, as well as a few men in iron chains. Af­ter the pub­lic fuck­ing, a sto­ry­teller would per­form a tale, a dif­fer­ent one ev­ery night. Aya learned so much about her peo­ple. 


Their peo­ple, the women’s king­dom, con­sisted of this small town and a few set­tle­ments. There were al­most 2,500 women and girls and per­haps 200 boys and old men. There was also the war­rior caste, which con­sisted of around 50 war­riors and a few dozen pris­on­ers, both groups serv­ing only for in­sem­i­na­tion the girls and women. Only the war­riors and the pris­on­ers were al­lowed to fuck and only in pub­lic around the camp­fire, that was the rule. She knew that some did not ad­here strictly to this rule, be­cause Pan’s fa­ther had fucked her sev­eral dozen times in her hut and the only pub­lic pres­ence was Pan, who watched the fuck­ing in si­lence.


If a war­rior or pris­oner be­came loin‐lame, a troop of Ama­zons would lead him out­side the city, be­head him and leave his body for the ravens. There were only a few ex­cep­tions when the queen par­doned some­one, and those were the old men who fucked Aya be­hind the huts. If she didn’t want to miss out on what was go­ing on around the camp­fire, she would sit on the man’s lap and let him fuck her from un­der be­hind. A sur­pris­ing num­ber of peo­ple did this, sit­ting around the camp­fire and watch­ing the war­riors fuck. Many girls and some women sim­ply pushed aside their rags and mas­tur­bated among the peo­ple when the war­riors’ fuck­ing aroused them. The camp­fire was al­ways a sex­ual feast and the women re­laxed freely. Many of them fucked the boys and the half­grown‐boys com­pletely un­in­hib­it­edly, and none of them minded. On the con­trary, those do­ing the fuck­ing were cheered on, whoop­ing and hol­ler­ing.
 

Once a year there was a spe­cial fes­ti­val, some called it the fes­ti­val of vir­gins. Ev­ery year, 100 or more girls turned 12 years old. They would gather naked around the bon­fire and the wise old men, who were of­ten not that old, would come into their midst and de­flower the girls, one by one. But the wise men only fucked them with a few thrusts, then they went on to the next girl, be­cause each had to de­flower 20 or more girls. They only fucked the last one prop­erly, then the war­riors and the pris­on­ers came and fucked the young women prop­erly. It was re­ally great to watch, the girls were al­lowed to fuck prop­erly for the first time and each one tried to fuck as many as pos­si­ble. Un­til they were 12 they were only al­lowed to be fucked in the ass­hole or in the mouth, be­cause they were pun­ished mer­ci­lessly if they took their vir­gin­ity be­fore the time was up. They had to live alone in the for­est for 5 years and that was life-threat­en­ing and hard. 


The Ama­zons and the war­riors went out once a year to rob other peo­ples, the most sought-af­ter were their war­riors and men in their prime, they were cap­tured and served as fuck­ers un­til their death. This is how the women’s king­dom took care of the preg­nan­cies. It was a clever idea, be­cause nei­ther their own nor the cap­tured war­riors were sick or in­firm, only they could en­sure healthy off­spring. The Ama­zon Queen was only seen dur­ing these wars, dur­ing the year she lived in­con­spic­u­ously among the peo­ple. Aya had learned from the First War­rior that the pre­vi­ous Ama­zon Queen was Pan’s mother. He vis­ited Aya about once a month and fucked her all night long, some­how the two had found each other. He, the chief of the war­riors and she, the girl from the low­est caste of the field work­ers. But it was sim­ply beau­ti­ful for them both.
 Four years later, Aya saw Pan again for the first time; he was 19 and a tall, mus­cu­lar war­rior who fucked the girls around the camp­fire night af­ter night. Aya couldn’t take her eyes off him at first, her clit burned and throbbed when she saw him fuck. Now she un­der­stood the girls who got aroused watch­ing him and mas­tur­bated in pub­lic. She soon joined them.
 But she took heart and went down to the camp­fire to the women sur­round­ing Pan. His eyes fell on her and they fucked for the first time in 4 years. She now came ev­ery evening and fucked Pan. She didn’t mind be­ing fucked by a hand­ful or two of war­riors af­ter­wards. It was nice to have so many or­gasms in the evening and she didn’t care how many fucked her. She went to her hut in a daze ev­ery evening and slept won­der­fully un­til sun­rise. That was all that mat­tered, fuck­ing Pan and his fa­ther.
 The traders brought the first bronze swords, bronze dag­gers and bronze spear­heads to the re­mote val­ley. Soon all Ama­zons and war­riors had such weapons, they were far su­pe­rior to stone axes and hard­wood spears. 


The Bronze Age had dawned.



● ● ●







In the Dun­geon
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Anne woke up with a split­ting headache. She was in a dimly lit base­ment room, sur­rounded by old brick walls and in a barred com­part­ment. The bars were solid and she was ly­ing on a metal bed on a dirty mat­tress. She saw that a naked woman was ly­ing in the next but one com­part­ment. Anne called out hello, hello, but the woman didn’t move. It seemed to her that there was a red stripe around her neck. The woman stared at her with empty eyes. Hor­ror crept up in­side Anne, the woman was ob­vi­ously dead! Anne shiv­ered a lit­tle, now she re­al­ized that she was only wear­ing her panties, she was naked. She felt in her pussy that she had re­cently been fucked. The hor­ror over­whelmed her with a force that took her breath away. She couldn’t re­mem­ber how she had got­ten here. There was a strange sweet taste in her mouth. Chlo­ro­form, she thought and dozed off, chlo­ro­form! She lost con­scious­ness. 


Days, hours or maybe just min­utes had passed. She opened her eyes a crack. In her mouth, still the sweet taste. Chlo­ro­form. A man dressed com­pletely in black with a white porce­lain mask over his face sat mo­tion­less in front of her bars. He had his arms crossed in front of his chest and looked at her mo­tion­lessly. The only thing she could see were his big chil­dren’s eyes. The next com­part­ment and the one af­ter that were empty. Anne sat up and the stab­bing headache twitched once more and passed al­most in­stantly. “The woman,” she said in a croaky voice, “the woman … ” Her voice trailed off. 


His voice was not un­pleas­ant, only slightly muf­fled by the mask. “She didn’t play by the rules,” he said slowly, “she would rather die than play by the rules. A very dumb woman she was, yes!” Anne rec­og­nized no emo­tion in his voice. She thought for a long time. She had been kid­napped and raped, that much was clear. No one would miss her, she lived alone, all her rel­a­tives lived hun­dreds of miles away. She had only been work­ing as a cashier at the su­per­mar­ket for a few weeks and her col­leagues would re­mem­ber how much she dis­liked work­ing there. They would for­get her af­ter half an hour. 


“I don’t have any money, no­body would pay a ran­som for me.” It was an ob­ser­va­tion, he just nod­ded briefly. “I know ev­ery­thing, I’ve done my home­work. I know your name, your ad­dress, where you work. I even know your bank bal­ance. I know you pretty well and I’m not af­ter your few dol­lars. I chose you be­cause I like you, be­cause no one will miss you and be­cause it had now sur­pris­ingly be­come nec­es­sary.”
 

Anne was re­ally awake now, and could think clearly, al­though she — be­tween you and me, — was not a very clever woman, she was, on the con­trary, very stupid and prim­i­tive. “Can you tell me about the rules?” she asked, “and since you know my name, what is your name?” She could hear the smile in his ar­ro­gant voice. “Call me Jim, that’s not my real name of course.” Anne sud­denly felt very naked. She had re­al­ized that he hadn’t kid­napped her for a ran­som. Jim spoke softly. “I want you to be my sex slave.” A cold shiver ran down her spine. “I don’t know what a sex slave is, Jim,” she said fear­fully. He seemed to laugh softly. “A sex slave does what­ever her owner com­mands. Anne does ev­ery­thing Jim wants her to do, ev­ery­thing. If Jim wants to fuck you, you let him fuck, Anne! When he or­ders you to do it your­self, you mas­tur­bate pas­sion­ately and for real, no act­ing! If I or­der you to tell me about your sex life, then you tell me ev­ery­thing. You are wel­come to ex­ag­ger­ate a lit­tle or make some­thing up if it makes your story hot­ter. And if you fol­low these three sim­ple rules, I’ll take care of you as best I can. Oth­er­wise…” Jim looked at the empty cell, “oth­er­wise you’ll be like poor Ju­lia. She only let her­self be raped by force for months and didn’t fol­low any rules. She cut her own throat, she’d rather die than be raped. What a stupid cow,” he sud­denly scolded, “whether she fucks her hus­band or me, that’s no big dif­fer­ence, she should be able to un­der­stand that!” The con­ver­sa­tion fal­tered, ev­ery­one was lost in thought. 


“I know from you that your fa­ther with­drew the charges against Un­cle Karl when he raped you when you were 10. You dropped out of school at 16 and mar­ried old Jenk­ins, di­vorced him a year later. You lost your last job a month ago be­cause you were caught fuck­ing a 13‐year‐old. I think you can tell me a lot more about that. Rule 3.” Jim was silent, then stood up. “Think about it all, I’ll be back in the morn­ing, and if you fol­low one of the rules, you’ll get a good break­fast.” He left silently, Anne heard him lock two doors. 


She couldn’t fall asleep for a long time and pon­dered the rules. He could fuck her as of­ten as he wanted, she had got her­self a tubal lig­a­tion when she mis­car­ried Jenk­ins’ child, she didn’t want any child, she hadn’t wanted old Jenk­ins’ child ei­ther. She had fucked with­out hes­i­ta­tion with any­one who wanted to fuck the ugly duck­ling that had be­come of the child‐beauty swan, any­one who wanted to fuck the ugly girl. She had no girl­friend and no boyfriend at school, the boys were only friendly to her be­cause they were horny and chas­ing for a fuck. She had al­ways known that, with ev­ery hand­job, ev­ery blowjob, ev­ery fuck in the shower, be­cause she didn’t care that the naked boys were stand­ing all around her. She was a star for a short time be­cause she let ev­ery­one fuck her in the shower, no mat­ter how many there were. The star­dom quickly faded when the Al­pha‐girls also let them­selves be fucked by many in a row. She im­me­di­ately be­came the ugly duck­ling again.
 

What could she even tell Jim to avoid end­ing up like the other poor girl? She’d fucked some truck driv­ers in his truck a few times af­ter the di­vorce, out there at the gas sta­tion. But the pro­fes­sion­als had chased her away. She had de­vel­oped a pref­er­ence for young boys, they didn’t yet know how pretty or ugly a woman was al­lowed to be. They had no sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence yet, they stood next to her bed and stared at her ex­posed pussy. They in­no­cently un­wrapped their softly shaped lit­tle boy dicks and mas­tur­bated com­pletely un­self­con­sciously. She taught each of them how to fuck, let­ting them fuck and squirt again and again un­til they had com­pletely emp­tied them­selves. She didn’t ex­pect any­one to bring her to or­gasm. 


She got her or­gasms while mas­tur­bat­ing, when she was lonely she of­ten mas­tur­bated for hours un­til she trig­gered the big or­gasm be­fore fall­ing asleep. She had learned how to mas­tur­bate from her mother as a young child. She also watched her mother fuck­ing her Un­cle Karl, who came across the road twice a week and fucked her mother in the af­ter­noon. She was ac­tu­ally Un­cle Karl’s youngest sis­ter and when she once asked her mother whether a brother and a sis­ter were al­lowed to marry and to fuck, she had thrown up her hands and an­swered ly­ing hyp­o­crit­i­cally.
 

Un­cle Karl’s wife had blown up their kitchen with gas and com­mit­ted sui­cide, but she had dis­in­her­ited Un­cle Karl be­fore­hand and he was ar­gu­ing about money in court. He had stayed with them for three months, in the sec­ond nurs­ery, al­though she had not had a brother. He had caught her mas­tur­bat­ing, she had put her legs up on her lit­tle ta­ble and was mas­tur­bat­ing. He only made him­self known when she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and she wanted to die of shame, but he smiled sweetly and watched her mas­tur­bate ev­ery day since then. He also showed her his cock and showed her how she had to rub it to squirt. She was only 9, not quite 10, when he showed her how to fuck. She felt no pain when he took her vir­gin­ity and he fucked her ev­ery day un­til his house was fin­ished. The fa­ther first re­ported him to the po­lice and then with­drew it be­cause of the mother.


Anne looked at her cheap dig­i­tal watch, it was time to go to sleep. She mas­tur­bated for an­other half hour and won­dered if she should tell Jim about Un­cle Karl to­mor­row so she could get break­fast. Af­ter her or­gasm, she put her panties back on and slept dream­lessly.
 

Jim ar­rived with cof­fee, toast with fried ham and two choco­late‐crois­sants. He put the tray down and sat down. “Rule three,” Anne said, “and I’m hun­gry.” He let her tell him first and pushed the tray half­way through the grid. She told him, in all the de­tail she could re­mem­ber, how she had way­laid her mother when she dis­ap­peared into the bed­room af­ter lunch. Jim pulled his chair right up to the bars and un­wrapped his cock as he lis­tened in­tently. The lit­tle girl had seen her mother com­pletely naked for the first time and Anne de­scribed to Jim with ex­act pre­ci­sion what her mother’s pussy looked like, how she mas­tur­bated her clit and fucked her pussy­hole re­ally hard with her in­dex and mid­dle fin­ger when she or­gasmed. She had found the per­fect hid­ing place when she was 5 or 6, the used laun­dry box. It was big enough and if she put a pen­cil be­tween the lid and the edge, the slit was good for spy­ing. She spied daily un­til she left at 16 with­out her mother ever find­ing out. Her mother’s pussy was al­ways shaved as smooth as a baby’s bot­tom. At first it was very ex­cit­ing to look di­rectly into her big pussy while she was mas­tur­bat­ing or fuck­ing Un­cle Karl. She had a huge fuck hole and when she rammed two fin­gers into her hole dur­ing or­gasm or Un­cle Karl pulled out his cock, the hole was even big­ger and ter­ri­fy­ing wide. Her mother usu­ally mas­tur­bated for a whole hour, Un­cle Karl rarely fucked her for longer than 10 min­utes. She never fucked her fa­ther, he had to fuck the old ac­coun­tant girl at work, he had once shouted that in an ar­gu­ment.
 

Some­times, be­fore mas­tur­bat­ing, her mother would watch dirty videos on her cell phone while gen­tly rub­bing her clit and turn­ing up the vol­ume to hear the girls call out to God, Je­sus or Mary and then groan, moan and make dy­ing sounds. Anne didn’t have a cell phone back then, she just watched dirty movies with her school­mates while they se­cretly rubbed their clits un­der the school desk dur­ing class hours. Her mother would put the cell phone away, when her lit­tle clit got hard and stiff. Now she mas­tur­bated her clit very pur­pose­fully, wet­ting her fin­ger with saliva ev­ery now and then and con­tin­u­ing to mas­tur­bate hard and harder. Anne could clearly see when she con­torted her face into a gri­mace and her fin­ger raced to or­gasm. She tore her labia open fur­ther and thrust her in­dex and mid­dle fin­gers firmly and fu­ri­ously into her large cun­t­hole, pro­long­ing her or­gasm. She opened her mouth in a silent scream and fucked her­self fu­ri­ously with her fin­gers un­til the or­gasm was over. Anne tried it at night too, of course, but it hurt a lot when she rammed a fin­ger into the lit­tle hole in her cunt’s hy­men. It was only af­ter many months that she dared to ram two fin­gers into the hy­men’s hole, but it hurt a lot at first, only grad­u­ally did the hole be­come big enough to ram both fin­gers in. But she had to learn to mas­tur­bate like her mother and to do it and learn to or­gasm like her, even if it was dif­fi­cult and quite painful at first.


Anne had grabbed Jim’s lit­tle boy’s cock through the bars. It looked ex­actly like the lit­tle boy’s cute cocks, but of course his was big­ger. Anne couldn’t read his re­ac­tions, his face re­mained hid­den be­hind the neu­tral mask. It took quite a long time for Jim to squirt. He wiped his pants, took the tray and left. Again she heard him lock the two doors. “Thank you, Anne, thank you!” she grum­bled. She re­mem­bered the fairy tale of 1001 Nights, she had to de­lay the sto­ries like that princess. In the late af­ter­noon, Jim came and brought a hot frozen meal. He left im­me­di­ately, he was ob­vi­ously in a hurry. 


The next few days were the same, she mas­tur­bated him through the bars af­ter break­fast and con­tin­ued to talk about her mother’s many mas­tur­ba­tions. She brought up how of­ten she tried to mas­tur­bate her­self as a child and only got her first or­gasm weeks later. She re­al­ized that Jim wanted to hear more and brought up her mother’s fuck­ing with Un­cle Karl. But she didn’t tell Jim that they were sib­lings, per­haps later. Anne de­scribed in great de­tail that her mother first had to suck and lick Un­cle Karl’s cock un­til it was re­ally hard, then he fucked her for maybe 10 min­utes and squirted it all in, she could see it ex­actly on his ass cheeks be­cause her un­cle squeezed them rhyth­mi­cally and tightly as he squirted. He usu­ally only came to fuck her twice a week.
 

That morn­ing Jim brought break­fast and asked if he could fuck her?  She agreed straight away and to re­as­sure him said that she couldn’t have any more chil­dren, he could squirt in­side with­out hes­i­ta­tion. He came in the cell, she had to kneel on all fours on the mat­tress and he pen­e­trated her from be­hind. He fucked very per­sis­tently, but she knew from the be­gin­ning that she would never have an or­gasm with his way of fuck­ing. He fucked her for 6 weeks be­fore break­fast, he had a lit­tle time and stayed seated un­til she had fin­ished break­fast.
 

One morn­ing she re­al­ized that Jim was not Jim, al­though dressed the same and wear­ing the same mask. This one did ev­ery­thing ex­actly the same as the first Jim, but she saw im­me­di­ately that he had a com­pletely dif­fer­ent cock, a big meat cock like the old Jenk­ins. She or­gasmed vi­o­lently, think­ing about Jenk­ins the whole time. Jim 2 grunted and kept fuck­ing un­til he cum. He came for a week, then the first Jim came again. She asked him, of course, but he gave no an­swer as to who or why. 


Jim wanted to mas­tur­bate to­gether with Anne be­fore break­fast. He out­side, she in­side. She didn’t re­ally care, he wasn’t the first to want to watch her mas­tur­bate. She timed it so that she fin­ished at about the same time as him. Af­ter break­fast he came to her and fucked her from be­hind, he fucked for ages and only squirted briefly. They did this for the next few weeks and she only or­gasmed be­fore go­ing to sleep. He brought her a new pair of panties, she had left the old one out days ago be­cause it was dirty and smelly.
 

Anne told Jim how Un­cle Karl let the 9‐year‐old mas­tur­bate him and her­self, de­flow­ered her pain­lessly and fucked her daily for the next 3 months. Lit­tle Anne re­ally en­joyed be­ing fucked, she al­most al­ways got an or­gasm and she would have wanted to go on like that for­ever, it was just great for her and noth­ing bad. But once her fa­ther burst into the nurs­ery, there was a proper fight and the fa­ther im­me­di­ately went to the po­lice, the lit­tle girl in tow. She was taken to the pub­lic health of­fi­cer, who ex­am­ined her and ques­tioned the girl. But the mother beat up the fa­ther that evening, he went to the po­lice with his tail be­tween his legs and with­drew the com­plaint.


For the next 6 years, Anne fucked ev­ery­one at school. In the evenings she lay down with her fa­ther and fucked him. He was very an­gry with her mother be­cause she was still fuck­ing her brother. Lit­tle Anne en­joyed fuck­ing her fa­ther very much, they had a very in­ti­mate re­la­tion­ship and fuck­ing him was very pre­cious to her. She let her fa­ther fuck her as of­ten as he wanted ev­ery night for six years. Af­ter ev­ery or­gasm, she would grin tri­umphantly at her mother, who was very an­noyed and se­cretly mas­tur­bated un­der the sheets. The par­ents hated each other deeply, the fa­ther prov­ing his su­pe­ri­or­ity by fuck­ing his own daugh­ter in front of her mother. The mother hated him all the more as she was made horny ev­ery time they fucked and had to mas­tur­bate un­der the sheet al­most against her will.
 

Then her mother started a real war against her fa­ther. She di­vorced him, got sole cus­tody of Anne and the fa­ther was the bad man. He had to leave the town and the dis­trict in dis­grace and she never saw him again. She had to es­cape this evil dragon, so old Jenk­ins came into the play, she was able to free her­self from the mother and Jenk­ins was also quite good at fuck­ing. She had a mis­car­riage, got a tubal lig­a­tion and di­vorced Jenk­ins. 


From then on, she lived alone, worked as a cashier in var­i­ous su­per­mar­kets and be­gan to mas­tur­bate heav­ily again. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery evening, of­ten late into the night, which was great and yet some­how bland. She went af­ter the young boys and found one ev­ery day when she had lit­er­ally sucked the pre­vi­ous one dry. She had to change ter­ri­tory sev­eral times, but she was only caught once. 


So that was pretty much it. 


A few weeks passed, then Jim 2 came again. As be­fore, he was silent and didn’t an­swer any ques­tions. The next day an­other one came, Jim 3. He was a lit­tle smaller than the other two, he was just as mute as Jim 2, and his meaty cock was a lit­tle shorter but much thicker than Jim 2’s. He fucked the best of them all, Anne had or­gasm af­ter or­gasm, she lost count. Jim 2 and 3 al­ter­nated daily, Jim 1 only came again af­ter 6 weeks. Anne had mem­o­rized the men’s tat­toos. Jim 1 had no tat­toos, Jim 2 had demons and skulls tat­tooed on his fore­arm down to his knuck­les and Jim 3 had a huge snake that snaked from his wrist to above his el­bows, but she couldn’t see the whole snake. The three Jims took turns ev­ery day, she was fucked ev­ery morn­ing be­fore break­fast. Jim 1 never brought her to or­gasm, Jim 2 only once or not at all, but Jim 3 re­li­ably brought her to sev­eral or­gasms like old Jenk­ins did. 


Not even a year had passed when things started to stut­ter. Even Jim 1, who en­joyed talk­ing to her, didn’t give any in­for­ma­tion as to why there was some­times a day when she didn’t get fed or fucked. Anne com­plained that she was starv­ing and thirsty. Jim 1 kept bring­ing her cook­ies and bot­tled wa­ter so that she wouldn’t go hun­gry. Jim 1 was now the only one, the other two no longer came. Jim was al­ways rushed now, it seemed to her.
 

One af­ter­noon, he was stand­ing next to the gate with a gun in his hand. He un­locked the gate, but stood out­side and lis­tened. Some­one could be heard, some­one was shoot­ing open the outer door locks. A uni­formed po­lice­man crept in, crouch­ing. Jim shot at the po­lice­man, he was hit, but he shot back and Jim’s gun fell to the ground. He lunged at the po­lice­man with a loud roar and they scuf­fled for the ser­vice weapon. Anne picked up Jim’s gun from the ground. Jim had wres­tled the gun out of the po­lice­man’s hand and had al­ready shot him in the chest. 


Anne pointed the gun at Jim’s back. She hes­i­tated to shoot the man she had been fuck­ing for a year. Jim pointed the gun in the cop’s face, he had no body ar­mor there. Anne fired, once, twice, five times. Then the gun clicked empty.
 

Now many po­lice­men came through the door, one took the pis­tol out of naked Anne’s hand. Some­one cov­ered her with a blan­ket. “I want to see his face,” she kept say­ing, kneel­ing down next to Jim. She pulled the mask off his face. Two long ugly scars criss­crossed the sur­pris­ingly young face. She had never seen him be­fore. They led her away, to an am­bu­lance. A para­medic gave her an in­jec­tion. A de­tec­tive ques­tioned her. She had been locked up for a year. There were three of them, she said, two hadn’t been seen for weeks. She had been fucked by all three of them. “Against your will?” he asked un­nec­es­sar­ily. Anne had to laugh. She laughed ma­ni­a­cally. “I let my­self be kid­napped and locked up, for al­most a whole year. And if I hadn’t let them fuck me with­out re­sist­ing, I’d be as dead as a door­nail like poor Ju­lia!” The crim­i­nal­ist lis­tened. “Search the whole area for a fe­male corpse!” he barked into his ra­dio. “And ca­daver snif­fer dogs!” he barked. The para­medic grew im­pa­tient. 


The in­spec­tor went with her to the hos­pi­tal. He or­dered a sketch artist there. The pro­file that Anne gave was poor. One was slim, 1.80 me­ters tall and the other per­haps 1.70 to 1.75 me­ters tall, broad and four‐legged. “So only 18 mil­lion men,” joked the com­mis­sioner’s as­sis­tant. But the artist was able to draw the tat­toos very ac­cu­rately, Anne was sat­is­fied. “Just like that, both on the left fore­arm,” she added. The artist ran his art­work through a data­base and found both guys within 5 min­utes. Anne had never seen their faces, but she looked closely at the pho­tos of the tat­toos. “Yes, that’s them, one hun­dred per­cent!” The in­spec­tor nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion and set off on the man­hunt. The doc­tor ar­rived. Anne was only a lit­tle mal­nour­ished or un­der­nour­ished, but oth­er­wise healthy, no toxic or drug‐re­lated find­ings. No ex­ter­nal in­juries, no sex­u­ally trans­mit­ted dis­eases. She is per­fectly okay, the doc­tor said, but psy­cho­log­i­cal workup for her cap­tiv­ity is strongly rec­om­mended. 


The in­spec­tor came in from a phone call in the cor­ri­dor. He was whis­per­ing to his as­sis­tant, but Anne could un­der­stand ev­ery word. 11 bod­ies had been dis­cov­ered so far and the search was con­tin­u­ing. Anne was about to ask if Ju­lia was among them, but she kept her mouth shut, it was a com­pletely silly ques­tion. The corpses would be iden­ti­fied by foren­sics, she knew that from the tele­vi­sion. 


Anne re­ceived a tran­si­tional pen­sion and was able to stay in her apart­ment again, but with per­sonal se­cu­rity. She re­fused to let her mother, “Oh, you poor baby!”, visit her. She didn’t want to see the fuck­ing old woman again, but the mother still gave in­ter­views and whined into the cam­eras. The po­lice­men at her door were re­moved af­ter six months. The po­lice­man who had been hit twice in his pro­tec­tive vest re­ceived a medal from the po­lice chief. She went to a psy­chol­o­gist all year and that helped her a lot. She had to iden­tify the two men in court by their tat­toos, and then the cir­cus was over at some point. 


She would write a book with a jour­nal­ist about 341 days in cap­tiv­ity, which meant he wrote and she nod­ded ev­ery­thing off. To his re­gret, he had to shorten the many sex scenes in a to­tally dis­fig­ur­ing way, there were only juicy hints. Anne didn’t care, she pock­eted all the money and signed up to play the lead role in a porn movie about her cap­tiv­ity. The pro­ducer was happy with the footage of her dozen test­fuck­ing with sev­eral guys. The fact that she was play­ing her­self and do­ing ev­ery­thing her­self promised a huge suc­cess, which jus­ti­fied the two‐digit mil­lion fee. 


Anne got into her new car and drove off, to her fa­ther’s house. 
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Hostage Drama


by Jack Faber © 2024




Jim Car­pen­ter drove into his garage, he pressed the re­mote, the door came from above and closed. He took his brief­case from the pas­sen­ger seat and got out. That’s when he first saw the man with the gun.
 

It was ac­tu­ally a boy, 25 at most, Jim guessed. But he was stand­ing mo­tion­less in the door­way to the house, point­ing the gun at him. He knew from one of the last sem­i­nars that he only had a chance if he re­mained calm and cold‐blooded. He walked slowly to­wards the boy, who made way and waved the bar­rel of his gun, into the house! He went into the house, put the brief­case on the shoe­box and stopped. The boy with the gun pressed the bar­rel into his back and pushed him into the liv­ing room. 


With a glance, he grasped the sit­u­a­tion. Two gun­men stood against the walls to the left and right. His wife Lynn and his daugh­ter Cary were crouched in the cor­ner, hud­dled close to­gether. Both had teary eyes and smeared make‐up. They were naked ex­cept for their slips. The old­est of the three gang­sters grinned broadly. “Ahhh, Daddy’s fi­nally here! And he’s bring­ing us the safe‐com­bi­na­tion! Just like Santa Claus! Come on in to the par­lor, Mr. Carter! And strip right down to your boxer shorts, we don’t want any sur­prises!” he barked and gig­gled dis­gust­ingly. 


Jim slowly re­moved his suit and shirt, all but his boxer shorts. He had re­al­ized right away that Lynn hadn’t given away the com­bi­na­tion to the safe to buy time and to save her­self and Cary from be­ing mur­dered. Per­haps Lynn was also hop­ing that Jim could some­how save her. The sec­ond thug waved the bar­rel of his gun and Jim sat down with Lynn and Cary. “You okay?” he whis­pered. Lynn shook her head. “They took ev­ery­thing they could find. They raped Cary!” Jim looked into Cary’s eyes in hor­ror. She looked at him with a wounded ex­pres­sion, then low­ered her eyes. “They raped both of us, Mom and me.” Cary be­gan to cry softly. “Dad, I’m not a vir­gin any­more!” 


Lynn didn’t look at Jim. “I of­fered my­self to them when they grabbed Cary. They raped the kid any­way, both of them.” Al­though she whis­pered very qui­etly, he heard her anger. “Jack?” he asked silently. Lynn shook her head. “At­tic.”  That meant they hadn’t dis­cov­ered 8‐year‐old Jack yet, he was hid­ing in the at­tic. Jim took a breath, hope­fully Jack would stay qui­etly in his hid­ing place.


The gang­sters had spread out their loot on the couch ta­ble. A hand­ful of dol­lar bills, cell phones, credit cards, fe­male knick‐knacks from their purses. A pile of jew­elry, the real ones and the cheap ones, all in a heap. A pile of let­ters, tied to­gether with a blue rib­bon. Jim stared at the let­ters. The first gang­ster no­ticed his gaze and tugged the top let­ter out of the bun­dle. “Mrs. Lynn Carter,” he read aloud and took the let­ter from the en­ve­lope. “Dear­est Lynn,” he read out loud and pa­thet­i­cally, “you don’t know how I sat on the bed for an hour af­ter the last time, I just wanted to feel your smell, your body and your em­brace, and ….” he broke off, “pure love drivel, I guess.” The gang­ster grinned and read out the last line. “I can’t wait for Thurs­day to come and your yoga class, love, Larry.” He looked from one to the other, but his the­atrics got no ap­plause. 


Cary looked at her par­ents, Lynn had low­ered her eyes to the floor and Jim looked at her speech­less. He didn’t know any Larry, ex­cept the boy who cleaned the swim­ming pool ev­ery few weeks. He whis­pered tone­lessly, “Larry?” and Lynn didn’t look up. She just nod­ded and her gaze soft­ened and hard­ened again. “Oho, oho!” the gang­ster ex­claimed, “we’ve got a nice mess here! Lynn is go­ing to yoga and Larry is look­ing for­ward to show­ing her the hottest yoga po­si­tions! Oh shit, Mr. Carter, find­ing out about yoga like that must hurt!” He laughed rat­tlingly. Jim looked him in the eye and spat. The lad laughed even harder now. “Ac­tu­ally, I had in­tended to show your daugh­ter how  her par­ents do fuck. But now ev­ery­thing is chang­ing! He’s got a rage in his belly and she’s em­bar­rassed to death. We’ll do it dif­fer­ently.” Lynn took off her panties and moved to Jim to fuck with him, she wanted to pre­vent the other thing. But the guy fin­ished his thought. “Come on, Mr. Carter, the daugh­ter is yours!” He waved the gun bar­rel in front of Cary’s face and then at her panties. “Come on, take them off, ‘cause now you go fuck­ing!” Cary shyly took off her panties. Now the bar­rel of the gun was wav­ing in front of Jim’s face. “Strip, Mr. Carter, if you please!” Very re­luc­tantly, Jim obeyed. 


Cary ap­proached her fa­ther side­ways from be­hind, see­ing her mother’s wild look, of course, but over­rid­ing it. She gripped Jim’s cock with her fin­gers, which in­stantly hard­ened at the touch, and whis­pered in his ear. “I’ve al­ready been fucked by two strangers to­day. But I’m happy at the thought of let­ting you fuck me, Dad! Ev­ery night when I do it to my­self, I dream about it, I dream about you! It’s all right with me, Dad! Please, let’s do it!”  Jim sat stock‐still, not look­ing at Lynn. He looked into Cary’s eyes, into her face. He had never touched her be­fore, he had been very care­ful never to let it be­come to an em­bar­rass­ing sit­u­a­tion. Now he felt the bar­rel of the gun against his tem­ple and saw the de­ter­mi­na­tion in Cary’s eyes. He growled, “Put the gun away!” he said so firmly that the guy low­ered the gun im­me­di­ately. Jim leaned over and kissed Cary’s cheek. He leaned down to her ear and whis­pered, “For­give me, lit­tle one! We have to!” and she nod­ded, then pulled him to her­self on the floor. 


The three gang­sters grinned as Jim fucked his daugh­ter. They didn’t see the happy glow on Cary’s face, not Jim’s strained and dis­gusted face. He needed to squirt now and wanted to pull his cock out, but Cary held him firmly by his ass cheek. He felt Cary’s fin­gers lightly stroking her clit and felt her vagi­nal mus­cles con­tract­ing rhyth­mi­cally with his cock. Only in a hid­den cor­ner of his at­ten­tion did he no­tice her or­gasm. He lay on top of her for a very long time, then pulled on his boxer shorts and sat down next to Lynn, hang­ing his head sadly. 


“Hey, Shorty, you haven’t fucked any­one to­day!” the leader called out to the boy, “can you even or are you gay!?” Shorty turned red. “I’m not gay, you bas­tard, I haven’t had any yet.”  The leader fell silent in speech­less as­ton­ish­ment. “I thought only the daugh­ter was a vir­gin, but we’ve got an­other one here! It’s all right, Shorty, don’t stress. We have a won­der­ful yoga teacher here, she can teach you fuck!”  Lynn winced as she un­der­stood. Jim called out to the leader, ask­ing if he wanted to open the safe? A stab went through Lynn’s heart, her hus­band wanted to pro­tect her, to pre­vent her be­ing raped again.
 

But the leader was not to be flus­tered. “First yoga, then safe!” he said firmly. He didn’t need to say any more, Shorty strug­gled out of his clothes and knelt in front of the naked Lynn. “Mrs. Carter, I’m sorry, I’ve never done it be­fore!” Lynn felt her heart soften. It was a bizarre sit­u­a­tion, she was be­ing forced to fuck, but Shorty was hardly much older than 20 and he had a de­cent cock that had al­ready stiff­ened. “Come on, Shorty, let’s take it slow. I’ll show you how it’s done.” He was gruff. “I know how to do it!” he said dis­mis­sively. She po­si­tioned her­self, grabbed his cock and quickly in­serted it in her cun­t­hole. Shorty be­gan to fuck, his bud­dies grinned and Jim closed his eyes. He didn’t want to see it.
 Shorty eased his cock into Lynn’s pussy hole af­ter he had squirted the first time. “Not quite done yet, Mrs. Carter,” he said, and soon con­tin­ued fuck­ing. Lynn had to ad­mit that he was fuck­ing well and per­sis­tently. He squirted and im­me­di­ately con­tin­ued fuck­ing, giv­ing Lynn no time to let her sex­ual ex­cite­ment sub­side. Shorty grinned all over his sly face as Lynn briefly but clearly or­gasmed. She im­me­di­ately re­laxed and let Shorty fin­ish fuck­ing her im­pas­sively. She im­me­di­ately sat up and pulled on her panties. Her eyes met Jim’s and he just nod­ded kindly, there was noth­ing to say. 


The leader fol­lowed Jim, lead­ing the way in his box­ers. He stopped, how­ever, and grabbed Jim’s brief­case. “Let’s see what you’ve got in there,” he said, walk­ing back into the liv­ing room. He dumped ev­ery­thing out of the brief­case onto the floor, but then he paused. A jew­elry case with a greet­ing card hang­ing from it. He looked into the case and whis­tled through his teeth. “That’s cute!” he ex­claimed and showed ev­ery­one the beau­ti­ful neck­lace. It didn’t look cheap. “And what does it say on the card?” asked the sec­ond gang­ster, be­cause Shorty had gone back up­stairs. The leader read out, “Dear­est Amy, happy birth­day, Jim! P.S. Al­ready talked to Lynn, we’re get­ting a di­vorce!” The leader turned to Lynn. “I see, the di­vorce is im­mi­nent, and Mr. Carter al­ready has the suc­ces­sor at hand!” Lynn re­mained stub­bornly silent, she hadn’t had a clue, but she didn’t want to look into Jim’s eyes right now. 


Shorty came down the stairs, tug­ging Jack by the ear with him. “He was sit­ting in front of the in­ter­net watch­ing YouTube,” Shorty shouted tri­umphantly. The leader was briefly an­noyed, but Jack as­sured him that he had been watch­ing an an­i­mal doc­u­men­tary with his head­phones on and hadn’t no­ticed any­thing. When asked what he had been watch­ing, Jack said how the var­i­ous an­i­mals fucked and raised their young. “And how hu­mans fuck, do you know?” the gang­ster asked and Jack hes­i­tated very bash­fully, but then he nod­ded. “Damn, I want to see that,” the leader screeched hap­pily and or­dered Jack to un­dress, all of it!  He took the naked boy and placed him in front of Cary. “Now, let’s all see how it goes,” he shouted, throw­ing Jack at Cary. Jim tried to tackle the gang­ster, but he hit him in the face with the bar­rel of his gun. 


Cary put her arm around Jack’s shoul­ders. “Come on, it’s no prob­lem for me, you’ve al­ready seen it on the in­ter­net, haven’t you!?”  Jack nod­ded, but he was quite un­sure and looked very un­happy. Cary rubbed his cock a few times and in­serted it into her pussy­hole. Jack fucked care­fully and obe­di­ently. Cary whis­pered in his ear that he should just thrust in harder. He nod­ded and had to squirt af­ter a few min­utes. He left his cock in her pussy and con­tin­ued fuck­ing af­ter a while. He squirted again and whis­pered that they should keep fuck­ing. His cock was al­ready a lit­tle bit soft, but he tried to keep fuck­ing. Cary was re­ally sur­prised, when the boy squirted in­side again. He waited for the mo­ment when the gang­sters looked away and breathed into Cary’s ear, “Po­lice! com­ing soon!”  Cary looked at him doubt­fully, but he nod­ded with de­ter­mi­na­tion and slid his lit­tle cock in and out of her pussy hole. “Haven’t you ever thought about it, dar­ling?” asked Cary in com­plete sur­prise. “Yes, I do, ev­ery time I watch you do it,” Jack replied with sim­ple sim­plic­ity, “there’s a hole un­der the Lenin‐pic­ture.” Cary looked at him with wide eyes, “and you saw ev­ery­thing?” Jack nod­ded, “ev­ery sin­gle of your pu­bic hair, sis!” She reached down and held his cock straight, which was still busy thrust­ing in and out of her pussy­hole.
 

At that mo­ment, dozens of po­lice sirens sounded, for half a minute. Then a loud­speaker blared out: “Come out, with your hands up, now! You’re sur­rounded!” The three gang­sters shot out through the win­dows, but the po­lice­men didn’t shoot back. Jim had pounced on Lynn and the chil­dren, ready to pro­tect them with his body. Jack stuck still in Cary’s pussy­hole and he kept squirt­ing even though he wasn’t fuck­ing Cary any­more, he was squirt­ing through­out the whole shoot­ing and Cary just looked at him very sur­pris­edly.


Af­ter a short burst of gun­fire, the am­mu­ni­tion ran out and the leader yelled to run out and shoot more ac­cu­rately out­side. The two ran out the door and con­tin­ued shoot­ing, with Shorty com­ing up be­hind them with his hands up. The po­lice­men emp­tied their mag­a­zines, reloaded and fired away. “Stop!” shouted the loud­speaker, “Cease fire!” Then there was si­lence and the po­lice­men care­fully moved into the house to­wards the four res­cued peo­ple. 


Ev­ery­thing had changed. Lynn and Jim talked about Larry and Amy for hours, for days. The dust had set­tled. Larry and Amy had lost noth­ing in their lives any­more. 


Cary pasted a poster of Elvis Pres­ley over the Lenin. She was 13 and had got over the rev­o­lu­tion­ary phase, farewell Lenin! Ev­ery few weeks she would qui­etly sneak down to the mas­ter bed­room and ask Mom if she could fuck Jim? Mom smiled know­ingly and threw back the cov­ers invit­ingly, then she woke Jim up.


Cary let Jack in at night when he scratched at the door. He wanted to sit be­tween her thighs and watch her mas­tur­bate up close. Then, when she’d fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing, she’d hug him and let him fuck her un­til he was com­pletely drained.


They did it very dis­creetly, but if the par­ents knew, they never said any­thing.



● ● ●







The War­rior


by Jack Faber © 2024




Mark’s wound on his up­per arm was be­ing dressed by the healer as his fa­ther Reik en­tered the tent. The healer with­drew and Reik sat down on the stool. He could see that the wound was well dressed and did not ask how Mark felt. He nod­ded to his son and told him to tell him what had hap­pened. He had picked up a few de­tails, but he wanted to hear from his son what had re­ally hap­pened. 


Mark said he rushed over when he heard Aya, his half‐sis­ter, scream­ing. A boy he didn’t know was rap­ing the 11‐year‐old. He jumped on the boy’s back and pulled him off Aya. The guy grabbed his sword and Mark had run into the house, grabbed his grand­fa­ther’s bronze sword from the chest and ran out into the square. He had strug­gled with the guy, who in­jured him on the up­per arm, then he re­al­ized his chance. He punched the other guy in the back of the knee, knock­ing him to the ground and chop­ping off his head.
 

Reik nod­ded thought­fully. “You’ve prac­ticed it a hun­dred times, af­ter all, and good thing is that you were able to re­mem­ber the lessons. I will go to the Coun­cil of Sages and speak for you, you are my son and my pupil.” Reik stood up and turned to leave. “Do not for­get the first man, there will be many more to come, for you are a born war­rior. You are only 14, but keep my fa­ther’s sword, I know now it is in good hands.”
 

The coun­cil ac­cepted Reik’s ex­pla­na­tion. The dead boy was al­ready 17 and was re­spon­si­ble for his ac­tions. The coun­cil flatly re­jected his fam­ily’s de­mand for blood money; he had com­mit­ted a crime and de­filed an 11‐year‐old girl. The brother had beaten him to death in a fair fight, that was his right. The fam­ily walked away in a rage and very an­gry words were heard.


Mark was Reik’s only son, the other chil­dren were bas­tards who grew up with their moth­ers. Reik was the com­man­der and trainer of the 50‐strong war­rior caste. The peo­ple num­bered just un­der 400, most of the men had 4 or 5 wives. Reik strength­ened friend­ships and al­liances by oc­ca­sion­ally let­ting his friends spend the night with him and tak­ing turns fuck­ing one of his wives with his friend. That was the cus­tom, the way to strengthen friend­ships.
 

Mark re­mem­bered the first time he fucked a woman prop­erly. Reik and his friend lay snor­ing next to Reik’s wife and Mark lay at the other end of the tent, he had watched the men fuck­ing with great in­ter­est, he had got­ten a burst­ing stiff cock and lay be­hind Reik’s big, preg­nant and fat wives. So far he had only fucked his play­mates in the ass, girls were not yet al­lowed to fuck the young lads like him, they were strongly taboo. Mark ten­ta­tively stroked the round ass of a woman who was ly­ing on her side and turned her fat ass to­wards him. It was al­most pitch black, the woman touched his hand and guided it to her ass. Mark pushed her rags aside and ex­plored her ass with his fin­gers. She of­fered no re­sis­tance as he thrust his cock into the crease of her ass, then into her ass­hole. Gig­gling softly, she pulled out the lit­tle cock and felt it. It re­ally was a lit­tle boy’s cock, she whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly. “Do you like to do it?” she con­tin­ued to whis­per, not wait­ing for his an­swer. She lifted her leg and pressed his cock into her cun­t­hole. He im­me­di­ately be­gan to fuck like he had fucked his bud­dies. It was so fine, warm and tight in her fuck­hole, he held his breath. He was fuck­ing a real woman for the first time, she had been preg­nant for some time and Reik would soon be send­ing her home to her fam­ily. Mark squirted in­side and pulled his cock out. Af­ter a while she whis­pered if he wanted to fuck again, and of course he did. Af­ter the third fuck and squirt, he lay against her back and fell asleep tired. He woke up in the morn­ing sur­rounded by the fat women, who slept crowded to­gether like wal­ruses. Mark wouldn’t have been able to tell which of the women he had fucked. 


But it didn’t mat­ter ei­ther. He fucked one of the wal­ruses ev­ery night now, some­times he rec­og­nized her, some­times it was clearly a dif­fer­ent one. Reik had 6 wives, he fucked only one ev­ery night and fell asleep won­der­fully tired. Now came Mark’s hour. He stalked the near­est wal­rus, pushed her rags aside and then fucked the one ly­ing on her side from be­hind. Usu­ally he fucked twice, squirted twice, some­times he fucked her three times. It didn’t bother him that the wal­rus rubbed and chafed be­tween the frizzy hairs and came to the end trem­bling and twitch­ing, that was none of his busi­ness. He fucked one of Reik’s wives ev­ery night, but he never men­tioned it. Mark was 10, 12 and 14, he still fucked Reik’s wives and, of course, his bi­o­log­i­cal mother ev­ery time she came to visit and fucked Reik. She would lie be­tween the fat and preg­nant wal­ruses and Mark would crawl be­hind her and fuck her from be­hind, which was some­thing very spe­cial for him. She smiled when he had fucked her a few times and kissed him on the top of his head, which no one else did. He loved her a lit­tle bit, even though she no longer lived here in Reik’s harem. She had a spe­cial re­la­tion­ship with Reik and that was how Mark came to be his only rec­og­nized son and not a bas­tard like the oth­ers. But she was ac­tu­ally liv­ing in the house­hold of one of Reik’s friends. She had told Mark that Reik couldn’t stand it and didn’t want to let her fuck her­self. Aarn, her new hus­band, didn’t like it much ei­ther, but he wasn’t as strict about it as Reik. Mark, how­ever, wanted her to lie with him ev­ery week be­cause, he said, she was the only woman who was so beau­ti­fully slim and slen­der and not a wal­rus like Reik’s other wives and whose hole was so beau­ti­fully tight like a young girl’s. He re­ally liked it when she wig­gled her­self’s front while he was al­lowed to fuck her be­hind and he found it ex­cit­ing when she trem­bled and shook for a long time and then sud­denly pinched his cock. She smiled finely af­ter her shak­ing thing 
and came ev­ery week. 


Mark and his gang had great re­spect for the medicine man. He could heal the sick, and that made him spe­cial. But he was also the only one who could sum­mon the Great Spirit in the mist at the new moon. The medicine man lit a large fire and dis­ap­peared into the smoke. Now the Great Spirit came out of the smoke, look­ing very much like the medicine man, but speak­ing an in­com­pre­hen­si­ble lan­guage. Ev­ery­one knelt down with their faces to the ground. The spirit walked through the rows and felt the bod­ies of the young women and girls. He made his choice, he walked over the fiery coal and dis­ap­peared into the for­est with the girl. She came back at sun­rise, but she could not tell what had hap­pened to her with the ghost in the for­est. 


Mark and his bud­dies over­came their fear and crept af­ter the ghost. He had turned back into the medicine man and was fuck­ing the girl in a clear­ing. The girl lay there com­pletely mo­tion­less and let her­self be fucked again and again. The medicine man beck­oned the bud­dies over and they had to fuck the girl one af­ter the other un­til they could take no more. The girl was frozen and ob­vi­ously didn’t no­tice any­thing of the long fuck­ing. The medicine man chased the boys away and fucked the girl un­til sun­rise. The medicine man was un­touch­able, he roamed around be­tween the huts and grabbed one or an­other girl and fucked her in pub­lic. No one stopped him, no hus­band and no fi­ancé. It was his an­ces­tral right.
 

Mark didn’t want to be a medicine man like some of his bud­dies. He wanted to be a war­rior like his fa­ther and started his train­ing at the age of 12. He fucked a wal­rus ev­ery night and felt much more grown up than his friends be­cause of it. Reik had ac­cepted him for train­ing, he was smart, hard­work­ing and trained very hard. 


And now, barely older than 14, he had killed his first man.


Of course, Reik didn’t show how proud he was of his son. He had left Mark his fa­ther’s bronze sword, he had earned it. Mark’s grand­fa­ther had trav­eled far and wide in the world, he had even slain drag­ons on dis­tant shores, real ac­tual drag­ons! He had brought a dozen dragon teeth with him, they were 15 to 20 cen­time­tres long, curved and sharp. That earned him great re­spect.
 

Mark was quite sure that Reik knew that he fucked the wal­ruses and the mother at night, but Reik never men­tioned it, not a sin­gle word. Reik trained the troop thor­oughly, but he was no bully. He as­sumed that the war­rior him­self must know how im­por­tant the train­ing was. He trained the men for 6 hours a day and took a long break. He of­ten told the men about the other peo­ples dur­ing the breaks. 


The Do­gons lived three val­leys away in the sun­rise. They had large, wide fields where they grew grain. They were not war­riors, but hunters, gath­er­ers and farm­ers. They had trained os­triches to ride, but only to move quickly. The os­trich bird was good to train, but not suit­able for fight­ing like horses. And an os­trich egg was big enough to feed a whole fam­ily. Their wives were fat, ugly and very ar­ro­gant. Even the hus­band had to bribe her and beg her badly to let him fuck her. Years ago, Reik had led his rid­ers through the Do­gon coun­try, the men were friendly and en­ter­tained the war­riors. The women laughed haugh­tily and in­so­lently when the rid­ers wanted to fuck them. So the war­riors took them by force and there was a huge clamor and shout­ing, but the women were fucked by one af­ter the other un­til deep into the night, not be­cause they were par­tic­u­larly pretty, but be­cause they made such a fuss about fuck­ing.
 

In the north, five val­leys away, lived the Ama­zons. This was the king­dom of women, there were about 800 of them and they killed ev­ery new­born boy. They only kept a dozen male pris­on­ers of war, who were the studs. It wasn’t a very nice fate though, Reik said as his men grinned mean­ing­fully, they had to fuck one Ama­zon af­ter an­other day and night. The Ama­zons gripped their cocks rather roughly to find out if they were ready to fuck. The pris­on­ers only lasted a few years, then they were be­headed out­side the city and their bod­ies left to the ravens. There was war with the Ama­zons ev­ery few years be­cause they needed new stal­lions.
 

But it was al­most a year be­fore the Ama­zons at­tacked. There were per­haps 50 or 60 of them on horse­back, and they at­tacked the boys who were bathing in the river and play­ing with the girls. They took a dozen boys of the right age with them and set off again. Reik pur­sued them with 30 horse­men. The Ama­zons split up, a small group made off with the pris­on­ers, the oth­ers turned around and went to fight. The Ama­zons were very brave war­riors, but Reik had trained his rid­ers well. Af­ter 3 hours of hand‐to‐hand com­bat, all but 3 of the Ama­zons were dead. Reik took their horses and weapons, Mark had fought with one girl for half an hour and knocked her out with the pom­mel of his sword at the end. He tied her up con­sci­en­tiously and tied the un­con­scious girl to her horse.
 

Reik came along and told him to cut off her head, a cap­tured Ama­zon brings bad luck. But Mark wouldn’t lis­ten to his fa­ther any more like the other two vic­tors. “I want to take her to fuck,” Mark said in mono­syl­la­bles as they rode home. Many of Reik’s rid­ers were in­jured, but none had fallen. Reik was very proud of the boys and shrugged. “Have it your way,” he rum­bled, “but you have to fol­low the rules be­cause the Ama­zons fol­lowed them too. With­out the rules, they’d raid our city and burn it to the ground and we wouldn’t stand a chance. They have five times as many war­riors.” Mark, not want­ing to give up his pris­oner, asked Reik about the rules.


The Ama­zons kept the stal­lions for life. If one was un­able to fuck or couldn’t get preg­nant a sin­gle woman within six months, he was given food for five days and a long stick so that he could de­fend him­self against the snakes. He was al­lowed to leave. The Ama­zons lived in a snake re­gion, they wor­shipped a snake god­dess, in­serted a large snake into their pussy holes when mas­tur­bat­ing and wore wafer‐thin short skirts made of snake­skin. That, Reik laughed out loud, of­ten tied up the op­po­nent more than the tip of the Ama­zon’s lance! Mark pulled his head be­tween his shoul­ders, be­cause that was ex­actly how he stood with his mouth open in front of his first Ama­zon girl and al­most missed the fight. He was used to women and girls wear­ing knee‐length rags around their waists. The Ama­zons, how­ever, had painted their breasts, or at least their teats, with red paint, many had trimmed their pu­bic hair com­pletely and painted their pussies bright red. The thin snake­skin skirt cov­ered noth­ing at all. 


He, on the other hand, Reik con­tin­ued, turn­ing to Mark, had to fuck the pris­oner and im­preg­nate her. Then he had to re­lease her, with pro­vi­sions for 5 days and a staff to ward off the snakes, even if there were no snakes in their coun­try. If he couldn’t im­preg­nate her for six months, he still had to set her free. Mark thought about it. He wanted to have his own lit­tle woman to fuck, even if it was only for six months. He would have ex­am­ined her pussy­hole closely when he tied her up, she was of course no longer a vir­gin, she was about 17 or 18 years old and looked very good. Reik laughed loudly and boom­ingly. “Had enough of wal­ruses, eh!” Mark said noth­ing, it was the first time Reik had ever brought it up. Reik must have known all these years. They rode home in si­lence. 


Reik had as­signed him an aban­doned cabin right next to his. Mark tied the pris­oner to a thick wooden stake, fetched a bucket of clean wa­ter and stripped her naked. She woke from her un­con­scious­ness as he rubbed the red paint from her chest. She looked at him with com­pressed lips, but she said noth­ing and silently let him wash, feed and wa­ter her. He placed a piss­ing bucket next to her. He knew that the lan­guage of his peo­ple and that of the Ama­zons was al­most the same, she must un­der­stand him, al­though she re­mained silent and dumb­founded. His name was Mark, he was 20 years old and the son of Reik, the leader of the cav­alry. She had fought with him, she had fought very well and had scratched him sev­eral times with her sword. But he had de­feated and cap­tured her, she was now his and he would re­lease her af­ter half a year, he knew the rules. She looked at him hos­tilely as he un­tied one of her hands and tied the other just long enough for her to lie down. He turned her onto her stom­ach. 


He fucked her from be­hind, but she im­me­di­ately spun around, eyes flash­ing. “I want to see your face, I want to re­mem­ber your face, the face of the war­rior who makes me a child!” He was taken aback be­cause she had a very beau­ti­ful voice. He tried to strike up a con­ver­sa­tion with her, but she re­mained silent and looked at him ex­pec­tantly. He had only ever fucked one woman from the front, face to face, the woman who had born him, as she al­lowed him to watch her fin­ger mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing her. He fucked the Ama­zon girl from the front, she opened wide as he squirted in­side. “Make me a child, my war­rior!” she ex­claimed. He fucked her all evening and all night un­til sun­rise, dur­ing the breaks she snug­gled com­fort­ably in his arms. She said her name was Ayla, that she was 17 years old and a daugh­ter of the Ama­zon queen Perea. She said that if Perea found out she was in cap­tiv­ity, she would come and smash ev­ery­thing to bits. Ayla had gone to fight with­out her mother’s knowl­edge, Perea thought she was not yet fin­ished with her fight train­ing. She would do ev­ery­thing in her power to free her chick. In­deed, over the next few months, a small troop of Ama­zons ap­peared, pre­sum­ably to free Ayla. They did not steal boys or men, they rode aim­lessly through the town and were driven away. Mark cov­ered Ayla’s mouth so that she could not call for help, al­though Ayla had promised not to call for help. The Ama­zons stopped com­ing af­ter the third raid. 


Mark and Ayla fucked as of­ten as he could. He only tied her so loosely so that she could fuck him pas­sion­ately. He had to ad­mit to him­self that he had fallen in love with her. Reik un­der­stood it very well, but Mark had to prom­ise to tie Ayla tightly when­ever he left, and Mark promised his fa­ther. But Ayla also loved her Mark more and more ev­ery day. She sat quite sadly next to the two of them when Mark’s mother came to spend the night and fuck him. “Your wife?” Ayla asked when she came to fuck. Mark shook his head. “She gave birth to me!” he said and she asked in amaze­ment if in his peo­ple sons fucked their moth­ers? He shook his head, some did, but only a few, not all. Ayla watched them fuck jeal­ously, but she said noth­ing more on the sub­ject.
 

Ayla was 4 months preg­nant, but she didn’t want to leave yet. Mark fucked her ev­ery day, ev­ery night. But the six months was up, Reik said, look­ing at Ayla’s tummy, you have to send her home, son! he ad­mon­ished. One day Reik brought a well‐filled sack of pro­vi­sions and a man‐sized stick. “Take her out of the city!” he or­dered. Mark rode be­side her with his head hang­ing down, the town al­ready far be­hind them as they lay down on the grass. They both knew she had to go, but he didn’t want to let her go, not to­day, maybe to­mor­row. 


He mounted her be­hind him and rode 5 val­leys away, let­ting her slide to the ground within sight of her city. “Queen Perea is wait­ing for you, don’t keep your poor mother wait­ing sadly!” he said, turn­ing his horse. He rode with­out turn­ing and rode home at a sharp gal­lop. He sat silent in his hut for days and Reik had to or­der his mother to look af­ter him. He ate and drank list­lessly and re­mained silent, not want­ing to talk. But in the evening she se­duced him and he be­came him­self again as they fucked and she  mas­tur­bated pas­sion­ately. On the fourth day, he had over­come his heartache and went back to train­ing. Reik looked at him briefly and nod­ded, he knew what it felt like to cry over a girl. But Mark trained as be­fore. His mother spent the night in his hut six times a week, and af­ter a while he sneaked into Reik’s hut at night and fucked the odd wal­ruses. His heart wasn’t in it, he fucked the fat, ugly women half to death to get rid of his seed.
 

He rode into the town of the Do­gons un­der Reik’s lead­er­ship, they were well catered for and paid the men with tools they could put to good use. They fucked the out­raged scream­ing women all day long, spar­ing only the youngest girls un­der 14. The men ap­plauded en­thu­si­as­ti­cally when a war­rior squirted hard. It was an en­joy­able party!


Later Reik rode south with Mark and seven oth­ers, these dark woods were still lit­tle ex­plored. They roasted a deer or a care­less puma at mid­day. In the evening they stayed with the widely scat­tered set­tlers. Reik carved a map into the bark of a tree; he wanted to make as ac­cu­rate a map of the south as pos­si­ble back home. He took great pains to mark the rid­ing time be­tween two points with lines. They pre­sented the set­tlers with shiny bronze knives and spears, which they could put to good use. They fucked all the peas­ant women, daugh­ters and maids un­til they were ex­hausted. The women were happy to have strap­ping war­riors be­tween their thighs in­stead of tired, worn‐out farm­ers and sons. Reik turned back af­ter 4 weeks.
 

More than a year had passed and the deep wound in Mark’s heart was grad­u­ally heal­ing. He dulled a lit­tle, though his mother vis­ited him of­ten ev­ery week and the wal­ruses were as will­ing as ever. One day, when he re­turned to his hut from train­ing, Ayla was stand­ing out­side the hut wait­ing for him. He ran when he saw her. He held her in his arms for an eter­nity and cov­ered her face with a thou­sand kisses. He let her go and in­vited her into the hut. She had her short sword strapped over her short snake­skin skirt, she had a bat­tle spear in her hand and a bun­dle on her back. She leaned her spear and weapon belt against the wall and took her bun­dle off her back. Mark’s eyes widened; the bun­dle was a small, blond‐haired child. Ayla handed him the child. “Your son, war­rior Mark!” she said earnestly and a warm, com­fort­ing feel­ing flowed through his heart. “My son!” he ex­claimed sev­eral times. Then he ran over to Reik’s hut, grabbed a hand­ful of food and a goatskin of wine and shouted laugh­ingly to Reik to come with him! Reik fol­lowed him. 


The three of them sat around the eat­ing mat, Ayla was re­ally hun­gry, but she told them ev­ery­thing. She had given birth to her son and begged her mother, Queen Perea, not to have the boy killed. It was against the rules, but she begged for his life. The queen ban­ished her to the fur­thest cor­ner of the palace. But af­ter months, the voices of her op­po­nents grew louder and louder. She begged her mother, the queen, to let her go with her son; she no longer wanted the au­thor­ity of the Ama­zon queen to be ques­tioned. The mother cried heart­break­ingly, but the Ama­zon Queen ban­ished her so that peace would re­turn to the king­dom. She had been walk­ing for 8 days and she wanted to leave it to Mark to de­cide her fate. Mark looked briefly at Reik, then told her to stay with him as his wife. Ayla snug­gled into his arm. 


“And what is the lit­tle one’s name?” Reik asked cu­ri­ously and Ayla said he didn’t have a name yet. There were no male names in the Ama­zon lan­guage, the stal­lions were called “Hey, you!” or “You, there!”. She blushed, she couldn’t call her son Youthere! Reik laughed out loud. A ‘youthere’ was a large, wide di­lated pussy­hole into which a big, fat snake had been in­serted much too of­ten. Reik laughed at the top of his lungs, Ayla smiled bash­fully be­cause she had of­ten in­serted a snake and Mark smiled sourly. “Fa­ther Reik, may I call him af­ter Grand­fa­ther, your fa­ther?” Reik be­came se­ri­ous and nod­ded in agree­ment. That’s why the lit­tle boy was called Erik. 


Not ev­ery­one in the town was pleased that an Ama­zon was now liv­ing with them. They spat out con­temp­tu­ously when Mark said that she was a real princess, a daugh­ter of the Ama­zon Queen. Per­haps that made things worse. But they had no idea how stub­born Mark was. He dealt out a lot of slaps and punches, by God he didn’t skimp on that. He went into the woods and killed snakes so that Ayla could al­ways dress in the ob­scene lit­tle skirt of the Ama­zons, he stub­bornly in­sisted that she should proudly show off her pussy and her ass­cheeks! It took a whole year for Ayla to be ac­cepted by her sur­round­ings. Lit­tle Erik thrived. His mother’s sleep­overs be­came less fre­quent, al­though Ayla was no longer jeal­ous at all and in­sisted that his mother spend the night with them. She sensed ex­actly how deep and beau­ti­ful the bond be­tween her and Mark was. She knew how deeply rooted she was in Mark’s heart and didn’t need to be jeal­ous for a sin­gle mo­ment. 


Ayla hunted hares and deer with bow and ar­row at the edge of the for­est, she had to pro­vide a good meal for her Erik and Mark. The spear and her short sword still leaned against the wall. Erik grew into a mag­nif­i­cent man like Mark, he was 12, 13. When Ayla and Mark fucked at night, Erik tossed and turned rest­lessly. When he mas­tur­bated and squirted for the first time, Ayla was very fright­ened, she didn’t know that. She spoke to Mark for a long time. He said he was now at the age when a boy had to squirt. Do­ing it him­self was very un­healthy. But since boys weren’t al­lowed to fuck young girls un­til they were 16, they were usu­ally left to the old ugly ones or wid­ows. That would have been his fate too, if Reik hadn’t gen­er­ously over­looked the fact that he had fucked the woman who had given birth to him and the wal­ruses, one af­ter the other. 


Ayla said in a firm voice that she had given birth to Erik. They de­bated for a long time, but it was clear to her. Erik should no longer do the un­healthy thing, there was no way she was go­ing to leave the pearl of her eyes to the old women. Mark nod­ded thought­fully, that was quite okay with him. The next evening, af­ter he had fucked Ayla, she crawled over to Erik. He was very sur­prised, but also very happy. He was al­ready fuck­ing Ayla like a big man af­ter a short time, she let him fuck and squirt so many times in a row un­til he had emp­tied his se­men com­pletely. 


She let him fuck her un­til he was al­lowed to fuck the young girls at 16 and then for many more years to come. 



● ● ●







The Lit­tle Spy


by Jack Faber © 2024




Lit­tle Ben’s es­pi­onage ca­reer came to an end af­ter six months. Be­fore that, how­ever, he had been spy­ing on his mother for a few weeks. Un­til she caught him. 


He had hid­den in the box for the used laun­dry, peek­ing through the slit be­tween the lid and the edge and watch­ing her when she lay on the bed and read her ro­mance novel. She played with her clit while read­ing, some­times putting the novel aside and mas­tur­bat­ing. Of course, he was also on hand when Un­cle Charly turned up once a week to bring her the money from his brother. They hardly spoke a word, they didn’t un­dress com­pletely when he fucked her. He fucked fast and hard, he squirted in­side and left quickly. 


Mostly she would fall asleep and Ben would crawl out and fuck her very gen­tly with­out wak­ing her. She groaned or moaned in her sleep, that was her only re­ac­tion if any. When she had mas­tur­bated, af­ter­wards she al­ways fell asleep and the lit­tle boy fucked her like Un­cle Charly, but from be­hind. She bent one leg, now her slit and the moist and soft flesh of her pussy­hole were clearly vis­i­ble un­der her ass­cheeks and were ex­posed to the lit­tle boy’s cock. This made it pos­si­ble to fuck her in a sim­i­lar way to Un­cle Charly. But much, much slower. He let his lit­tle cock slide very care­fully into her moist, soft pussy hole from be­hind. This had to be done very care­fully and slowly. He usu­ally only let a small part pen­e­trate. He knew he wasn’t al­lowed to fuck as wildly as Un­cle Charly. Only tiny move­ments, only a few mil­lime­ters in and out, but in­fin­itely slowly. Thanks to his train­ing with Sara, he could squirt very eas­ily, she made slight noises when he squirted. Some­times he had to wait un­til she bent her up­per leg very tightly and fully ex­posed her pussy­hole un­der her ass­cheeks. That way he could care­fully slide his cock in deep, very deep and squirt in­side her hole. He then waited a few sec­onds un­til she was quiet again and then he con­tin­ued to squirt. It took him quite a while to fin­ish squirt­ing and he pulled his cock out slowly and care­fully. Some­times she would half wake up and mum­ble with her eyes closed, “What is it?” Ben whis­pered, “Just a lit­tle fuck­ing, Mom!” and she sighed, “Oooh, yeah!” and stuck her pussy hole out even more with­out wak­ing up and went back to sleep. This po­si­tion was now much bet­ter for pen­e­trat­ing her pussy from be­hind. She smiled in her dreams when he care­fully widened her pussy­hole with his fin­gers and pen­e­trated her with his cock. She smiled and moaned in plea­sure, but she never woke up when he fucked her care­fully and slowly from be­hind. “Just a lit­tle fuck, Mom!” he whis­pered and she slept deeply on. He only pen­e­trated deeply when he squirted in­side. He re­mained mo­tion­less, only his cock twitched a lit­tle bit as he squirted in­side. This he re­peated al­most ev­ery day, ex­cept when she kept mas­tur­bat­ing in­stead of fall­ing asleep. It was now im­por­tant to dis­ap­pear qui­etly like a ghost. Of course, there were al­ways sit­u­a­tions where he had to get to safety quickly be­cause he never wanted to get caught. She some­times slapped her butt with her hand, al­most to scare away an an­noy­ing fly, but she never found out. Then, one day, she mas­tur­bated sit­ting on the edge of the bed, propped her feet up on the laun­dry box and as she twitched in or­gasm, she moved the lid. That’s how Ben was caught. 


She pulled the brat out by the ears, she was blush­ing blood red with shame and anger. She put him over her knees and spanked his ass. “And — you saw it all, huh!?” she whis­pered hoarsely. Ben nod­ded, “Yes, Mom! All of it!” She spanked him and in­quired, “Like I did it to my­self?” Ben nod­ded, even though it would mean more beat­ings. “Yes, Mom, when you mas­tur­bated so softly and finely.” He pressed his hard‐on against her thigh and be­gan to fuck on her thigh. “And also when Un­cle Charly fucked you, the ras­cal,” he breathed and she swal­lowed hard. She stopped hit­ting him and just ca­ressed his but­tocks gen­tly, be­cause she saw that he had got­ten a very stiff cock. With each stroke his cock had twitched on her thigh, stroke af­ter stroke his cock twitched and straight­ened, he stiff­ened and now a bit se­men dripped a few elon­gated strings. He fucked her thigh, slid­ing higher and higher as he fucked her thigh, his cock ham­mer­ing against her pussy, slid­ing back and forth across her slit, try­ing to pen­e­trate thrust­ingly. She had read in a Three­penny Novel that you shouldn’t in­ter­rupt or dis­turb some­one while fuck­ing or mas­tur­bat­ing, oth­er­wise it could lead to men­tal prob­lems. Now she re­al­ized that he was about to squirt and he squirted a full jet across her slit. There was no way she was go­ing to let him pen­e­trate her. 


She lifted him up, his cock at eye level. “You need to stroke firmly up and down, only once,” he mur­mured. She looked at his cock, it was a straight and beau­ti­ful young boys cock, only the glans had pushed through the fore­skin and now stood pertly, ready to squirt. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it once firmly up and down. Af­ter a brief sec­ond, the glans straight­ened up and squirted in a sin­gle rich jet over her thighs, she looked stunned at the lit­tle boy’s cock that was squirt­ing, that was stop­ping squirt­ing. She grabbed his cock. He squirted again, be­cause he had learned to stop squirt­ing when he squirted into Sara’s pussy­hole and she wasn’t sup­posed to no­tice it, while mas­tur­bat­ing ex­cit­edly. “Please again, Mom!” he whis­pered. His mother held him up and rubbed his cock up and down once, and he squirted once. “Again!” the lit­tle one breathed, and she rubbed him again and he squirted a lit­tle. “Again!” breathed the lit­tle one and she rubbed him once, mak­ing him squirt again. “And — did you fuck me when I was asleep?” she asked and paused. “I’m sure you seized the op­por­tu­nity and fucked me, you lit­tle piglet!” she said plain­tively. “Again!” he breathed and she rubbed him, mak­ing him squirt again. “I’m sure you waited un­til I was asleep and then stuck it in,” she said tear­fully, “and then you fucked me!” She had made up her mind, she didn’t even want to hear his an­swer. Ben won­dered if he’d bet­ter lie. “A tiny lit­tle bit, Mom, just a very lit­tle bit.” Now it was out, there would surely be a thun­der­storm. Lynn took a deep breath. “Thank God it’s just a lit­tle bit,” she mum­bled, in­stantly for­get­ting what his an­swer ac­tu­ally meant. In her sim­ple‐mind­ed­ness, she im­me­di­ately sup­pressed Ben’s con­fes­sion and for­got it, she smiled and whis­pered how she had ex­pe­ri­enced it. “I used to dream that Dave was fuck­ing me from be­hind, it was a beau­ti­ful dream.” She lifted him to eye level and rubbed his cock once. She was com­pletely taken aback, he squirted well ev­ery time she rubbed him briefly. “You know, when I mas­tur­bated, Dad al­ways turned me onto my stom­ach and fucked me from be­hind, yes, he liked that a lot.” She couldn’t have said how long it took for Ben to fin­ish. “And do you al­ways squirt like that?” she asked and he said, “Only when Sara doesn’t feel like mas­tur­bat­ing.” Lynn had be­come cu­ri­ous and, as she made him squirt again, she ques­tioned him, he told her ev­ery­thing and she went wide‐eyed. “But — you don’t fuck her, do you!?” and Ben said, no, Sara was still a vir­gin. She looked at his cock, the glans had slipped back un­der the fore­skin and his cock was no longer so firm. She let him go, “get off al­ready, my lit­tle piglet!” she laughed af­ter him. She had never seen such a strange squirt­ing be­fore. Charly had squirted in a com­pletely dif­fer­ent way when she mas­tur­bated him back then. 


Only once, the next evening, did she re­turn to the sub­ject and called Ben into her bed­room. Her eyes were shin­ing, she had ac­tu­ally wanted to mas­tur­bate straight away, but called him first. She was ly­ing naked on the bed, the sleep­ing pill and the glass of wa­ter were ready. She told him to lie down next to her and she took off his py­ja­mas and play­fully grabbed his cock. He had to ex­plain to her ex­actly what was meant by “just a lit­tle bit”. He fum­bled at first, but she in­sisted. It took a while for him to ex­plain it in de­tail. “And you’re go­ing to squirt in­side at the end?” She didn’t let up and played with his cock, but with­out mas­tur­bat­ing him. Lynn had let his cock free and stroked her slit thought­fully dur­ing his con­fes­sion. He watched her pussy­play and then ad­mit­ted all of it. “Af­ter fuck­ing you very lit­tle and only mil­lime­ter­wise, I stick it in re­ally deep and let it all squirt in. But I’m al­ways so care­ful not to wake you up!” he said faith­fully. He had never lied to Lynn be­fore, usu­ally press­ing his lips to­gether so as not to lie.  “It’s good that you told me ev­ery­thing so hon­estly. Other boys your age would have lied to me about it. You’re a fine boy, so I don’t blame you at all for fuck­ing me in se­cret and squirt­ing in­side. And for not wak­ing me up.” She had be­come even hornier dur­ing his con­fes­sion and sent him back to the nurs­ery, to Sara. Lynn took the pill and im­me­di­ately be­gan to mas­tur­bate and let the pill take ef­fect. As soon as she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing, she would im­me­di­ately sleep like a rock. Ben knew that, of course. Some­how, he took his con­fes­sion and her smirk­ing re­ac­tion as per­mis­sion to con­tinue fuck­ing her as long as he was care­ful not to wake her up.
 

His sis­ter Sara had so far tol­er­ated him sit­ting up in bed and watch­ing her mas­tur­bate. She had only al­lowed him to sit next to her once, when he had stolen their fa­ther’s farewell let­ter. They read it to­gether with a very guilty con­science and mixed feel­ings. 


“Dear Lynn,” he be­gan,
 

“I’m leav­ing, even though I love you and the kids more than any­thing. I’ve hon­estly tried, for 10 years, to live a nor­mal fam­ily life, but I can’t. I be­long on the road, in my truck, I have gaso­line in my blood. You’re the first and only one I love. The hitch­hik­ers, the sluts I fuck are just to blow off steam, noth­ing se­ri­ous. But when I see Sara romp­ing around the house naked, I have bad thoughts that I’m very ashamed of. I don’t want her to be­come a slut like the ones on the side of the road. I am very ashamed to think these things, I run away be­cause I am afraid of do­ing some­thing bad to Sara. I will con­tinue to take care of you and the chil­dren.”
 

“Good­bye, your Dave.”


Ben and Sara read the let­ter a dozen times. Sara un­der­stood ex­actly what he meant. Ben didn’t un­der­stand it all, but he guessed what he meant about naked Sara. He had then not un­der­stood, when their fa­ther parted Sara’s legs and mas­tur­bated the sis­ter’s clit nor, when she was play­ing with the fa­ther’s fore­skin and made him squirt in a high arc. He saw mother some­times spy­ing on the two, but all of it didn’t make much sense to him. Since that day, when he stole the let­ter, he was al­lowed to sit on her thigh when Sara mas­tur­bated. He stretched his cock so far for­ward that it touched her mas­tur­bat­ing fin­gers. He re­ally en­joyed her fin­ger touch­ing his cock in the same mo­tion as she mas­tur­bated. That made him very, very horny. He had to squirt long be­fore she fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. Sara warned him not to squirt di­rectly in­side her hole, she was afraid of that. But he al­ways tried to squirt in her lit­tle hole. She tol­er­ated him watch­ing be­cause he told her ev­ery­thing he had seen in the laun­dry bas­ket. He re­ported ev­ery­thing truth­fully, be­cause Sara mas­tur­bated even more wildly when he told her about her mother mas­tur­bat­ing. She got re­ally wild when he told her about Un­cle Charly, who fucked her mother once a week. He had to tell her ev­ery­thing in de­tail about what his cock looked like, what it looked like when he was pound­ing hard in her hole and ex­actly what it looked like when he squirted in­side. Sara, of course, didn’t be­lieve a sin­gle word he said when he told her that he was able to fuck Lynn care­fully al­most ev­ery time. He swore by it, be­cause Lynn was the first one Ben had ever fucked.


But how sur­prised Sara was when Ben took her to fuck Lynn. “Charly will fuck her re­ally hard” said Ben, “and maybe Lynn will have an or­gasm, any­way she mas­tur­bates af­ter fuck­ing, she al­ways does that. She is then com­pletely ex­hausted and falls asleep ly­ing on her stom­ach, she sleeps very deeply. And then I can fuck her, you’ll see!” Charly had gone, Lynn mas­tur­bated very gen­tly and her or­gasm came as usual, just a slight twitch, noth­ing more was to be seen. The two waited a minute, Lynn lay down on her stom­ach, placed her clit on the hand un­der her stom­ach and ac­tu­ally fell asleep. They went in­side. He spread her labia with his fin­gers and pen­e­trated very care­fully. She mur­mured in her sleep and he soothed her in a whis­per. “Just a lit­tle bit of fuck­ing, just a lit­tle bit!” She fell silent and went back to sleep. Sara’s eyes widened as he squirted in­side. Silently, like fleet­ing ghosts, they dis­ap­peared.
 

Over the next few years, they snuck off to Lynn’s af­ter Charly’s weekly fuck­ing. Sara lost in­ter­est, he went to her alone, she half woke up when he whis­pered that he wanted to fuck her just a lit­tle bit. More and more of­ten she half woke up and mum­bled, “go ahead!” and then he didn’t have to be so care­ful, he fucked her re­ally hard and she trem­bled and mum­bled a lit­tle, her fin­ger rubbed her clit and he let his cock stick in her hole af­ter squirt­ing un­til she trem­bled slightly and was done. Af­ter Charly had mis­tak­enly taken Sara’s vir­gin­ity, Sara let Ben fuck her and he didn’t go back to Lynn. 


Lynn knew in her sub­con­scious that she was quite sim­ple‐minded, at least when it came to sex­ual mat­ters. She had ex­pe­ri­enced her first or­gasms com­pletely un­ex­pect­edly while fuck­ing Dave, her ab­domen twitch­ing and un­du­lat­ing as it used to some­times in ear­lier years, when she woke up in the night cov­ered in sweat. When Dave’s man­hood waned af­ter a few years, he taught her to mas­tur­bate. She liked very much to mas­tur­bate, softly and gen­tly, and these or­gasms were very gen­tle and beau­ti­ful, her ab­domen didn’t twitch as hard as when she or­gasmed in fuck­ing, it was like a gen­tle wave of the At­lantic leak­ing out slightly trem­bling. Later, when Dave al­lowed Charly to fuck her, she had the vi­o­lent, hard or­gasms in fuck­ing again, Charly was pretty good at that. Dave had left, Charly stayed and fucked her hard ev­ery day for a while. Af­ter a while he only came once a week and she dis­cov­ered Ben spy­ing. He got hard when she spanked him, he fucked her thigh and she had to keep rub­bing his cock to make him squirt, jet for jet. It was the only way she had found out that the lit­tle one could al­ready squirt. Ev­ery week, when Charly had left af­ter fuck­ing and she had gen­tly mas­tur­bated and fallen asleep, Ben came to her bed. She lay down so that he could eas­ily fuck her. She knew from the start that he was fuck­ing her gen­tly and she would pre­tend to be asleep so as not to scare him off and re­spond to his game of hide and seek. He came ev­ery week af­ter Charlys fuck­ing and she let Ben fuck her smil­ing. She knew from Dave and Charly that men had to fuck and squirt off. Ben had been her baby un­til now, but now he was a man, he had to fuck and squirt off, she sud­denly re­al­ized. And why shouldn’t he fuck her when she was so will­ing? He came for years, but he stayed away when Charly took Sara’s vir­gin­ity in a drunken stu­por! Lynn sus­pected that Ben was fuck­ing Sara now. But as long as Sara didn’t have a pe­riod, she didn’t need to in­ter­vene. Ben was 17 or 18 when she sep­a­rated them and Ben had to sleep with her. It took him a while, maybe a week, to fuck her face to face. He could fuck very skill­fully, she had to ac­knowl­edge that. So she didn’t mind as Charly didn’t come over to fuck any­more be­cause of his jeal­ous Negress wife.


Lynn had ab­so­lutely no idea about sex when Dave took her vir­gin­ity at 13. By 17, she had given birth to two chil­dren, Sara and Ben. Af­ter Ben’s dif­fi­cult birth, she was no longer able to have chil­dren. But they lived a peace­ful, friendly fam­ily life. Dave fucked Lynn night af­ter night, at first she al­ways had an or­gasm when he fucked her. But it be­came less and less fre­quent, Dave taught her how girls mas­tur­bated and she was soon round again. Af­ter fuck­ing, she mas­tur­bated and Dave watched her, tired as he was.
 

At some point he brought his brother Charly along, who had no girl­friend and no girl to fuck. She re­fused in­dig­nantly when Charly wanted to fuck her. Dave smiled sourly, but he ini­tially  didn’t re­ally want to share his wife ei­ther, brother or no brother. He found a mid­dle way and showed Lynn how to rub Charly’s cock to make him squirt. She was amazed ev­ery time the juice squirted out of Charly’s cock. She had never seen it be­fore and opened her eyes and mouth when she held Charly’s cock and he squirted in a high arc. She found it un­com­fort­able at first that Charly was fin­ger­ing her body, breasts and pussy as she mas­tur­bated him more and more skill­fully each time. Even when Dave agreed to Charly fuck­ing her in a drunken minute, she didn’t want it at all. 


Dave was her first and only, so she didn’t want to be fucked by Charly, not at all. She al­ways wanted to refuse and cried when Charly forcibly forced his way in. Dave leaned back tiredly af­ter the fuck­ing, he al­lowed his brother Charly to fuck his wife Lynn. Only very briefly did Lynn think that Dave had been be­tray­ing her for a long time. Charly came ev­ery night for a few years, greed­ily watch­ing them fuck and wait­ing im­pa­tiently for Dave to fi­nally squirt. He im­me­di­ately pounced on Lynn, she was a damn pretty woman with great sex ap­peal, so let’s go for it with a roar! 


Lynn didn’t have time to let the sex­ual ex­cite­ment sub­side af­ter Dave’s fuck­ing, Charly im­me­di­ately con­tin­ued fuck­ing her and brought her to or­gasm again in no time at all. She then leaned back, tired and some­how dis­ap­pointed, and let the boy con­tinue fuck­ing her. It wasn’t un­usual for Charly to con­tinue fuck­ing for so long that she climbed the lad­der up to or­gasm again. But it wasn’t enough for an­other or­gasm, he squirted far too early and Lynn im­me­di­ately con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing. It was now her or­gasm, she was do­ing it just fine, gen­tle and softly like she al­ways did when she mas­tur­bated alone. Charly got bet­ter and bet­ter at fuck­ing, he soon man­aged to fuck her for long enough un­til she also got the sec­ond or­gasm while fuck­ing. Dave was the part­ner of her heart who could no longer bring her to or­gasm, but Charly was the one who ben­e­fited from Dave’s prepara­tory work and brought her to or­gasm twice. This fuck­ing with both broth­ers only stopped af­ter years when Charly mar­ried a rich old widow. 


Now Lynn had her hus­band to her­self again, but he went into the nurs­ery ev­ery night and lay with lit­tle Sara. Lynn some­times spied on them, but mostly the two of them cud­dled naked to­gether. Of course, she saw Dave mas­tur­bat­ing Sara and teach­ing her, but she thought that was okay. She also didn’t com­plain when lit­tle Sara played with Dave’s cock. She talked to Dave a lot about his sex with Sara and she said it wasn’t a bad thing if he wanted to fuck the girl. She had un­ob­tru­sively eaves­dropped on the lit­tle girl and Sara wanted noth­ing more than to be fucked by Daddy. But for Dave that was out of the ques­tion, he was afraid of it and it would be the worst thing he could do to his golden dar­ling, his in­no­cent an­gel. Lynn had read his farewell note and un­der­stood ex­actly and in­tu­itively why Dave had run away. 
 

Dave was go­ing through a se­ri­ous in­ner con­flict. When 9 and 10 year old Sara was run­ning around in the house naked, he had thoughts and feel­ings that a fa­ther shouldn’t have. Af­ter fuck­ing Lynn, he snuck into the chil­dren’s room and lay with Sara. At first they just cud­dled nakedly, but he mas­tur­bated Sara ev­ery night, lay­ing the foun­da­tion for the ob­ses­sive, ad­dic­tive mas­tur­bat­ing she did for the rest of her life. It wasn’t long be­fore Sara started play­ing and ex­per­i­ment­ing with his cock too. She quickly learned to rub his fore­skin so skill­fully that he would in­evitably squirt in a high arc. He knew ex­actly where this was go­ing and de­cided to leave the fam­ily be­fore he did the un­think­able. 


Many months ago, Ben had wit­nessed Un­cle Charly com­ing home drunk from a party and tak­ing a wrong turn. He was fuck­ing the ter­ri­fied mute Sara, but he sud­denly sobered up, didn’t squirt and jumped up to rush to the mother’s bed­room and fuck her. Since that day Sara was no longer a vir­gin and Ben squirted in her lit­tle hole when she wasn’t aware. She was no longer a vir­gin, Sara whis­pered sadly, and so Ben was al­lowed to stick his cock in her pussy hole, when she mas­tur­bated and squirt slowly in­side with­out him fuck­ing her. He just let it run in­side when she mas­tur­bated and her fin­ger made his cock squirt with the clitrub­bing, for a long time she let him squirt in­side and grinned crookedly.


The months slipped by peace­fully. Ben squirted in Sara’s pussy and never had to mas­tur­bate him­self. Sara found it very horny to let him watch her mas­tur­bat­ing and see him squirt with­out rub­bing. Just rub­bing her clit aroused him and she felt an un­ex­pected power to make him squirt just by rub­bing her clit. And then, one evening, his palms be­gan to tin­gle and burn like crazy. He leaned against the wall and the wall gave in. He could sud­denly walk through the wall and was in­vis­i­ble. He won­dered for a mo­ment only, but there were su­per­heroes, su­per­pow­ers. Su­per­man, Iron­man, Cap­tain Amer­ica. Yes, re­ally, he had seen it on TV. 


He went to Ruth first. He was in love with the 12‐year‐old, she thought it was all just a game. Daddy had told her that as he fucked her from time to time and squirted in­side. It was just a game! She let Ben stick his cock in, fuck and cum while they played, it was just a game af­ter all. Ben made him­self in­vis­i­ble and stepped up to Ruth’s bed. He watched her for a long time, she rolled and tossed in bed, she was in­sanely horny, but she only tore at her labia. Ben re­al­ized that Ruth didn’t know how to mas­tur­bate. He touched her clit. She couldn’t see him, so she lay frozen. Ben mas­tur­bated her clit and she twitched and quiv­ered in or­gasm, but she grinned. That’s how Ruth learned to mas­tur­bate and she did it ev­ery night from then on. 


Of course, Sara didn’t be­lieve what he was say­ing. “You have a vivid imag­i­na­tion and watch too many movies!” was her smil­ing com­ment, but she let him tell her about his ad­ven­tures while she mas­tur­bated. He had slipped into the girls’ bed­rooms and moved on im­me­di­ately if there was no sex. A lot of girls and women didn’t do sex, there were a lot who just went to sleep and he had to move on, he went through the walls to find an­other one. He stayed when they mas­tur­bated or fucked, he de­scribed their pussies and clits when Sara mas­tur­bated. He got up close to the girls, mem­o­riz­ing the look of their pussies and the way they mas­tur­bated. He de­scribed the men to Sara, their cocks and how they pounded and squirted in their hole. Sara knew a few girls per­son­ally and now un­der­stood that they were se­cretly fucked by their fa­thers or broth­ers.
 

It only lasted half a year, maybe a few months longer. One day he be­came vis­i­ble in the mid­dle of it. He knelt in front of the naked woman and looked di­rectly into her pussy hole while she mas­tur­bated. She screamed out, how had he got in, she had locked the door!? She jumped on him, she pulled his hair and wouldn’t let him go. He had to fuck the ugly woman for over an hour and she only let him go when he had thrown all his juice into her hole. He ran to the door, un­locked it and raced away. From now on he couldn’t make him­self in­vis­i­ble and go­ing through the walls, he could rub his palms all he wanted, it wasn’t go­ing to work. Never again. 


Ben talked to Sara about it, she re­al­ized of course that he was re­ally sad and shaken. But she didn’t be­lieve his sto­ries any­way and couldn’t give him any real com­fort. Be­sides, the next dis­ap­point­ment was wait­ing for him. His mother had spo­ken to Sara, she and Ben were too old to sleep in the nurs­ery. Ben now had to sleep with Mom and no longer with his sis­ter. Ben howled and clung to Sara cry­ing, he had slept with her all his life. 


Ben was an op­por­tunist. Whether he fucked Sara or Mom, he didn’t re­ally care. He felt Mom’s ass, she had os­ten­ta­tiously turned her back to him. Ben was 17 and needed to squirt, he couldn’t fall asleep with­out it. He slipped her neg­ligee up, he hadn’t seen her beau­ti­ful ass in years. She played dead, she let him touch and feel her ass, her cunt and her cun­t­hole. She had her eyes wide and fear­ful opened, fear­fully wait­ing for the mo­ment when he would thrust his cock force­fully in her cun­t­hole from be­hind, she was a very sim­ple woman, maybe a bit stupid ac­tu­ally. 


She knew that when a man groped a woman like that, it al­ways amounted to fuck­ing, it was the same with Dave, it was the same with his brother Charly. Charly brought her the money from Dave, who drove all over the coun­try, earned good money in his job and fucked a hitch­hiker or a slut ev­ery day. He had cho­sen this life and Charly, whose wife was now com­pletely de­mented, came to fuck her once a week. Lynn had only fucked Dave in the past, he was her first and only man, she had never fucked any­one else. It had been a long time since she had fucked Charly. But now Dave was gone and Charly swore by all the saints that Dave had given him ex­plicit per­mis­sion to fuck Lynn. She hadn’t be­lieved it at first, but Charly swore and swore un­til she fi­nally gave in. He wanted to fuck a live, real woman, she could un­der­stand that quite well and that’s why she agreed to it. She felt as if she was a vir­gin again, she had gen­tly em­braced Charly and in­serted his cock her­self. The first few times she got a heart­felt or­gasm while fuck­ing, but it sub­sided af­ter a short time, just like Dave’s. Charly only fucked quickly and briefly to let off steam, he was just like Dave. 


The broth­ers had no sense of ro­mance, which she only knew from her ro­mance nov­els. And she made her own or­gasms, Charly wasn’t there for that. He had fucked Sara by mis­take years ago and she had re­sented him for a few days. But he had never fucked Sara again, Sara had told her that her­self. And Sara had never con­firmed her sus­pi­cion that Ben was fuck­ing Sara, but she hadn’t de­nied it ei­ther. For weeks she would sneak into the nurs­ery at night and see Ben fuck­ing Sara. It looked very hot and she was some­how so proud of the two of them fuck­ing so in­ti­mately and pas­sion­ately that they didn’t even no­tice Lynn un­der the door­way. Of course, she didn’t know at the time that Sara was al­ready on the pill. But she couldn’t al­low Sara to get preg­nant, so she had taken Ben in. She didn’t want to fuck him in the first place, of course, but if he had to, he’d bet­ter fuck her than Sara, Lynn’s small brain said.
 

Ben’s fin­gers ran up and down her ass cheeks, Lynn’s eyes opened wide in shock as the boy parted her ass cheeks and felt her pussy, her pussy hole from be­hind. She was pre­pared for him to fuck her right away from be­hind, her eyes wide and fear­fully wide open she waited in fear that he thrust his cock in from be­hind. But he didn’t. She only twitched briefly as his cock moved up and down in the crease of her ass, glid­ing along her slit. She felt him squirt for an in­cred­i­bly long time up on her slit. Then he snug­gled up to her ass and fell asleep. Now she could mas­tur­bate, his head lay­ing upon her ass­cheek, be­cause  his fuck­ing had re­ally ex­cited her sex­u­ally. She re­mained ly­ing on her side as Ben’s head rested on her ass­cheek while she mas­tur­bated. Ben only fell asleep when she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing. 


This was re­peated night af­ter night. Lynn left the neg­ligee off, it wasn’t nec­es­sary. Ben had been fuck­ing in her ass crease along her slit for days, he fucked her again in her ass crease af­ter she had mas­tur­bated, squirt­ing a ton of sperm upon her slit. She re­al­ized, of course, that he wanted some­thing else. She turned to him and asked him di­rectly. He silently took her hand and placed it on his cock. A very plea­sur­able time fol­lowed, she mas­tur­bated him with her hand ev­ery night un­til he had enough. 


At some point, he wanted more. But she had never done it with her mouth be­fore. Not with Dave, not with Charly and not with Ben now. She would let him squirt on her breasts, she said, be­cause she was proud of her breasts. He shook his head. She should keep do­ing it to him by hand, but let him squirt in­side in the end. Into the pussy hole. She nod­ded, that was okay, she said. The men all wanted to squirt in­side, that was quite nor­mal. Ben shook his head when she asked if he wanted to fuck her be­fore cum­ming. Maybe later, he mum­bled, maybe later. She nod­ded a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed, yes, maybe later. She did it to him with her hand and in­serted his cock into her pussy hole to squirt. She had to rub his cock in her hole for a while un­til he cummed. Once, twice, rarely three times a night. It was so fine, Ben said each time, squirt­ing it all in.
 

It must have been a week be­fore he was ready. He first had to over­come an in­ner in­hi­bi­tion, be­cause he had never fucked her face to face be­fore, but then he fucked Lynn with aban­don and great pas­sion. Sara had taught him a long time ago that he had to wait un­til she had had her or­gasm be­fore squirt­ing, af­ter that it was okay. Ben fucked Lynn with aban­don and waited to squirt un­til Lynn had an or­gasm. Charly came ev­ery Tues­day af­ter­noon when both chil­dren were at school and let off steam. Lynn just let it hap­pen, Charly had a cer­tain right be­cause Dave had given him per­mis­sion. She en­joyed fuck­ing Ben at night, it was very ex­cit­ing to work her­self up to or­gasm. Fuck­ing Charly wasn’t re­ally ex­cit­ing any­more, but she reeled off the pro­gram, she owed it to Dave. 


He had been her first man, he was still her hus­band and it was af­ter all his de­mand.


Charly had buried his wife and rel­a­tively soon mar­ried a small, very horny Afro woman. She was ter­ri­bly jeal­ous and very quickly turned off the fact that he fucked Lynn once a week. Lynn didn’t re­ally care, she had long since stopped want­ing to be fucked by Charly just so he could blow off steam and squirt all his juice into her. She now much pre­ferred to fuck Ben, who had re­fined his fuck­ing a lot. 


Dave came home. He had caused a bad traf­fic ac­ci­dent, lost a leg and killed a young woman and her two chil­dren. He suf­fered from ter­ri­ble de­pres­sions, right up un­til the end. Lynn took him in lov­ingly, but the one‐legged Dave couldn’t fuck like he used to. She tried again and again, but he just couldn’t do it any­more. Lynn was ter­ri­bly an­gry with Charly, he had lied to her for years. Dave had never al­lowed him to fuck Lynn. Charly had made it all up, he had fucked Lynn with­out Dave’s per­mis­sion and sworn, but it had been a lie all those years.  She never spoke an­other word to Charly, the bas­tard. 


Sara took Dave in, she loved her Dad more than any­thing and she fell for the feel­ings she had when she was 10. He let Sara take care of him and make love to him, she played with his cock and prob­a­bly made him squirt 10 times a day. “I’m so glad, Daddy, that you mas­tur­bated me back then and taught me how to mas­tur­bate. I’ve done it ev­ery night since then and thought of you of­ten, when I mas­tur­bated. I re­ally wanted to fuck you back then, but you didn’t play along. It was so beau­ti­ful and won­der­ful when, af­ter a long time, you al­lowed me to slide my pussy up and down your cock un­til you squirted. It was al­most like real fuck­ing for me. I only re­al­ized much later that you didn’t want to take my vir­gin­ity back then. I al­ways let Ben watch me mas­tur­bate and he loved it from the be­gin­ning. Charly, that dirt­bag, took my vir­gin­ity with­out mean­ing to and then only half‐heart­edly. He never came to me again, so I let Ben fuck me, we both liked that very much! Mom was afraid that I would get preg­nant and took him to bed with her. They didn’t fuck for weeks, Ben had to get used to it first.” Dave was pretty an­gry with Charly, he re­sented the fact that he had lied to Lynn for years so that he could fuck her eas­ily. 


Dave told Sara how things had gone with Charly. Dave was pretty dev­as­tated that Lynn couldn’t have any more chil­dren, his man­hood was suf­fer­ing. Charly was very clumsy with women, he had never fucked one back then. Dave ac­tu­ally wanted to give Lynn more phys­i­cal plea­sure, so he brought Charly into the mar­riage bed. Lynn was re­luc­tant and ini­tially only gave Charly hand­jobs. She had never done it be­fore and was vis­i­bly fas­ci­nated by the juice squirt­ing out of Charly’s cock in a high arc. Only af­ter weeks did she let Charly fuck her. He had told Charly that he had to con­tinue fuck­ing Lynn im­me­di­ately af­ter his squirt­ing, and so Lynn still had an or­gasm. Charly did his job right and fucked Lynn to an or­gasm and con­tin­ued un­til squirt­ing. She con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate softly and gen­tly un­til she fell asleep. Lynn be­came men­tally rounded again, she loved the or­gasms while be­ing fucked by the two broth­ers and the gen­tle mas­tur­ba­tion af­ter fuck­ing. This went well for all the years and be­fore he left the fam­ily, he ex­plic­itly told Charly that the fine fuck­ing was over. How dis­ap­pointed he was now when he found out the truth. 


He com­plained that he could no longer fuck Lynn with one leg. The nurse had rid­den him a few times dur­ing his con­va­les­cence, but Lynn didn’t like that rid­ing at all. Sara, un­like Lynn, had no prob­lem at all with rid­ing Dave. She had never done it be­fore, but she did it to please Dave. She rode Dave with great pas­sion and en­thu­si­asm, be­cause be­ing fucked so beau­ti­fully by her brought him great plea­sure. For a while it looked as if Dave was re­cov­er­ing from the pas­sion­ate rid­ing. But it was only a brief flare‐up. 


One morn­ing he didn’t wake up, his dark spir­its had stolen his soul, his will and his life dur­ing the night.



● ● ●







Ko­rean In­ter­mezzo 


by Jack Faber © 2024




Sian lay down, feel­ing the horni­ness ris­ing in her loins. As al­ways, Kim placed one thigh on her thigh and snug­gled up to his mas­tur­bat­ing mother, who was let­ting her thoughts run free. Kim had been used to cud­dling up close to his heav­ily mas­tur­bat­ing mother from an early age on. She smiled when he was rocked a lit­tle while she was mas­tur­bat­ing. It was as if the boy liked it, this kind of rock­ing.


Sian came from a poorer sub­urb of Seoul, from an early age she mas­tur­bated greed­ily and ad­dic­tively, dream­ing of fuck­ing. She mas­tur­bated at night un­til she fell asleep from tired­ness. It was her very pri­vate se­cret, she didn’t mas­tur­bate with friends or girl­friends. She had com­pleted a course in cre­ative writ­ing af­ter school and got a few com­mis­sions.  It took a year for her writ­ing tal­ent to be no­ticed. This is how she met Dae­won, her fu­ture hus­band. He was a very suc­cess­ful film­maker and his films, op­u­lent op­eras set in the an­cient king­doms of Ko­rea, sold well. He walked a fine line to avoid hav­ing his films la­beled as pornog­ra­phy. He usu­ally edited the fi­nal ver­sion and put the porno­graphic parts to­gether into hard­core films and sold them to the porn in­dus­try. He had started with a hand­ful of coins in his pocket and now had a well‐filled bank ac­count. He was told it was time to get mar­ried. 


They were in Dae­won’s one‐bed­room apart­ment in the mid­dle of the City of Seoul. It had a glass roof and couldn’t be seen from the out­side. They were ly­ing naked on the sofa, she was hold­ing his cock in her fist and Dae­won was mas­tur­bat­ing Sian very skill­fully, but she stopped his hand be­fore her or­gasm. That she clutched his cock the whole time, while he mas­tur­bated her, had been his idea, and she found that rather ex­cit­ing and horny. She wasn’t ac­tu­ally ready to mas­tur­bate prop­erly yet to or­gasm. She found it all the more dis­con­cert­ing that he con­tin­ued to press her back against his chest and grabbed his cock be­tween her wide spread legs. She had never seen a cock be­fore, nor had she ever seen a man mas­tur­bate. He rubbed his cock very quickly, pressed the glans onto her slit and squirted upon the slit. It was ac­tu­ally un­com­fort­able for her be­cause how to avoid her own or­gasm was sim­ple, she just stopped his mas­tur­bat­ing fin­ger.  But she didn’t want to see his cock­rub­bing again, bury­ing her face in the pil­lows, but find­ing no way to some­how avoid him squirt­ing and ooz­ing out. When he got ready to rub his cock, she buried her face in the pil­lows, not want­ing to see it again ei­ther. When he fin­ished, he took her hand, gripped her fist around  his cock and rubbed the fore­skin up and down. She felt the juice shoot out and he pushed the fore­skin back and forth firmly with her fist. Weeks later she told him that she didn’t want to mas­tur­bate his cock with her fist, no! Dae­won agreed, she should just pull his fore­skin back firmly with her fist when the juice gushed out. She nod­ded, that was okay. Just pull back the fore­skin when it oozed out, that was the deal. He didn’t stick to the deal for a day. Now she looked up from the pil­lows, his juice was ooz­ing out, vis­cous and slow. She had to pull the fore­skin back firmly, he said. She nod­ded, but she buried her face in the pil­lows when he rubbed his cock. Only when he mur­mured that he was cum­ming did she sigh and grab his cock with her fist and pull back the fore­skin firmly, and the juice squirted out, ooz­ing from her fist in a thick, vis­cous stream of lava. “I’m cum­ming,” he said each time and she pulled back the fore­skin very force­fully, that’s what he wanted. She stared at his glans, from which the juice was now ooz­ing out in a thick, vis­cous stream of lava. He grabbed her hand and she pressed her face even deeper into the pil­lows, she had to clutch his cock with her fist and he rubbed her fist up and down firmly. The next time he gasped, she had to con­tinue on her own. She glanced at her fist out of the cor­ner of her eye and rubbed it as jerk­ily as he had done. The next time, in­stead of bury­ing her face in the pil­lows, she looked in­tently at the cock, rubbed it jerk­ily and let it cum high. The next time, in­stead of bury­ing her face in the pil­lows, she looked in­tently at his cock, rub­bing it jerk­ily and mak­ing him cum high. She watched his cock­rub­bing from the cor­ner of her eye un­til he gasped, “Now!”, then she grabbed his cock with her fist and pulled his fore­skin back very firmly for min­utes, long min­utes. Jerky, as he liked it. He closed his eyes in plea­sure and opened his mouth. Then she had done it, he squirted in a high arc and she con­tin­ued to tear at his cock be­cause he liked her to keep go­ing un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. She did this to him for sev­eral weeks, be­cause she was in love with the guy and it wasn’t re­ally that bad. He showed her some­thing new, “plan­ing his wood”, which she im­me­di­ately liked.
 

It al­ways started with ly­ing on top of him, kiss­ing and cud­dling un­til his cock was as hard as a board. Dae­won had shown her how to “plane his cock” once. She had to pinch his cock with her labia and rub hard, back and forth with her pussy­hole. If she wanted to, she could press her clit onto the cock, which she found be­ing very fine. Her eyes lit up, “it’s al­most like real fuck­ing,” she breathed, “I can re­ally feel your cock with my pussy!” He said, it came from the Mus­lim world where great em­pha­sis was placed on the hy­men, it was called ‘vir­gin fuck­ing’ and mil­lions of girls did it. She planed his cock with sweep­ing hard move­ments and it usu­ally took 10 min­utes for him to squirt. She usu­ally had an or­gasm long be­fore he did, she trem­bled for min­utes and stopped plan­ing, she only touched her cli­toris 3 or 4 times and trig­gered the or­gasm. She let it fade and started plan­ing again, on to the sec­ond or­gasm! She rested her head on his stom­ach and arched her back round to place her wide open mouth as close as she could to his cock. She watched his cock and labia as she planed him, un­til he squirted. Some­times it splashed on her face on his stom­ach, but she didn’t mind, she wiped it off with a fin­ger and licked it broadly grin­ning off her fin­ger. She of­ten let her­self be squirted in the face or di­rectly in the mouth, it  was a great fun for her to catch his squirt­ing with her mouth, which, to her cha­grin, didn’t al­ways work. Some­how she felt very wicked and de­praved when she let him squirt on her face or in her mouth. He usu­ally just squirted on her face, she grinned wryly and licked it off her fin­ger. She re­ally loved the plan­ing, her labia gripped his cock, she slid her pussy back and forth on his cock and pressed her clit onto his cock. She only stopped when he had squirted. He liked it very much when she was plan­ing his cock. If her clit was al­most or­gas­mic when he squirted, she would con­tinue to slide un­til she or­gasmed. But she al­ways had a guilty con­science af­ter­wards, she mis­took it for the nor­mal post‐coital drea­ri­ness. She orig­i­nally never re­ally wanted to or­gasm dur­ing these love games, but now it just hap­pened.  “I still have to” she would whis­per if she hadn’t had an or­gasm or a sec­ond one yet and would con­tinue un­til her thighs trem­bled and she had an or­gasm min­utes later. They did the plan­ing of his wood for many weeks, they both liked it best. 


He said that his mother had licked his cock when he was a lit­tle boy and he was ⁹al­lowed to squirt in her mouth un­til she gave him hand­jobs when he was 11. At 13 she taught him to fuck and he fucked her to this day. He was now al­most 40 and she was over 60, it was get­ting harder and harder, her pussy was shrink­ing fast and it was now only pos­si­ble with lube. He vis­ited her ev­ery few months, even at 90 she wanted to be fucked thor­oughly and mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing as al­ways, al­though in her old age she had to fight for an hour with her old, wrin­kled flesh to reach or­gasm. 


Sian lay on his chest af­ter plan­ing his wood, pen­sively play­ing with his cock and lis­ten­ing to him tell her his life piece by piece. He was given his first cam­era when he was 7. The first thing he filmed was how his mother had to open her mouth wide and how he squirted into it in full jets. He filmed his par­ents at fuck­ing, he filmed his mother mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter fuck­ing. Sian watched hun­dreds of clips on his lap­top. Hun­dreds, maybe thou­sands. 


He loved his fa­ther very much and didn’t un­der­stand how much the pow­er­ful de­pres­sion was de­stroy­ing  his fa­ther. Af­ter fuck­ing, which his mother said he was re­ally good at, his fa­ther would crouch at his wife’s feet cry­ing in post‐coital melan­choly as she mas­tur­bated with lust im­me­di­ately af­ter fuck­ing him. The only pic­tures he still had of his fa­ther showed him fuck­ing or cry­ing with Dae­won’s arm around his shoul­ders. Dae­won was 12 or 13 when his fa­ther went into the woods to cry, where he was found six months later. Dae­won was now alone with his mother, fuck­ing her to his ex­haus­tion ev­ery night and film­ing her mas­tur­bat­ing. 


At 18, he went to one of the most fa­mous old film­mak­ers, who quickly re­al­ized that he was not a good cam­era­man, but a very tal­ented film ed­i­tor. He learned film edit­ing very quickly and made the mas­ter even more fa­mous. The old man fucked all the ac­tresses be­fore the shoot. “They have to know who’s the boss here,” said the old man, who had to grit his teeth with ef­fort while fuck­ing, “and sec­ondly, the girls act much more pas­sion­ately when they’ve been fucked.” Equipped with such ques­tion­able teach­ings, young Dae­won fol­lowed him and fucked all the fa­mous and less fa­mous ac­tresses on the set. In those 4 years, Dae­won fucked all the ac­tresses in town at least once. The old mas­ter be­came in­creas­ingly strange and bizarre, mak­ing porn films in which un­der­age girls were fucked mer­ci­lessly. He was sent to prison for this and hanged him­self af­ter 14 days. 


Dae­won used the mas­ter’s con­nec­tions to the porn in­dus­try and sold hun­dreds of clips he had shot from his mother’s fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing. He got the money to­gether to make his first movie. It was an op­u­lent cos­tume film, it scraped past the cen­sors be­cause it showed a lot of nu­dity and he only cut when the ac­tresses were ac­tu­ally be­ing fucked for real, sev­eral times dur­ing the plot. He sold what he had to cut to the porn in­dus­try and be­came wealthy, he be­came rich. He fucked all the ac­tresses, even the ex­tras, and en­joyed money and fuck­ing in equal mea­sure. He met Sian, her nat­u­ral shy be­hav­ior fas­ci­nated him from the very first sec­ond. He wanted to marry Sian as soon as pos­si­ble, but she wouldn’t let him fuck her yet. 


Sian didn’t have that much to tell him. She too had grown up in a tiny apart­ment, she too slept with her par­ents on the sleep­ing mat. She could re­mem­ber her par­ents fuck­ing ev­ery night and if it wasn’t com­pletely dark, she could see the fuck­ing in de­tail. Her fa­ther was her hero at the time, she lay on her mother’s belly but­ton and watched ex­cit­edly as her hero rubbed his big cock stiffly and in­serted it into her cun­t­hole. It was fas­ci­nat­ing to see how he pounded in the hole for 10 min­utes and pumped ev­ery­thing in at the end. The lit­tle girl found the fuck­ing in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing and tugged and pulled at her pussy. The fuck­ing was in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing. But when she was about 10, her fa­ther slept out very of­ten and her mother was very of­fended be­cause she was pow­er­less against the ob­scenely young things. She only be­gan to mas­tur­bate at this time and pressed her lit­tle daugh­ter against her trem­bling body. So Sian also learned to mas­tur­bate and it was no se­cret be­tween her and her mother. She had a very strict up­bring­ing and had never ex­per­i­mented sex­u­ally with her friends or girl­friends. That was the rea­son why she was still a vir­gin. 


“I’m still a vir­gin, Mr. Dae­won,” she said, “I want to wait to fuck un­til I’m mar­ried!” And Mr. Dae­won was im­pressed. So they got mar­ried first, then she gave her­self to him. She barely felt the de­flow­er­ing, she didn’t have an or­gasm the first time they fucked. Only when he turned her onto her stom­ach late at night and fucked her from be­hind did she have a ju­bi­lant or­gasm. This re­mained the same through­out the years, she had an or­gasm when he fucked her from be­hind. He was her first and only man and she liked hav­ing or­gasms half asleep. She al­ways waited to mas­tur­bate un­til Dae­won had fallen asleep again, be­cause she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night for the rest of her life.
 

Sian de­vel­oped into an ex­cel­lent scriptwriter, she had read up on the his­tory of the early king­doms of Goryeo. Dae­won showed her the un­cut rough ver­sions of the footage. How­ever, he con­tin­ued film­ing in the places where he had to cut later. The pro­tag­o­nists fucked in front of the cam­era, usu­ally the ac­tress was fucked mul­ti­ple times in the plot by the hero or the vil­lains, by three or four vil­lains in a row. He only took ac­tresses who ac­cepted be­ing fucked dur­ing film­ing. Only rarely could one of them af­ford to turn down the role, but he would rather do with­out the ac­tress than not let her get fucked her­self. He didn’t hide it from any of the girls, a bad rep­u­ta­tion was bet­ter than no rep­u­ta­tion. Sian watched the footage with him, she held her hand over her mouth be­cause she had been brought up very con­ven­tion­ally and she was now watch­ing beau­ti­ful women be­ing fucked a hun­dred times. 


She wrote ex­cel­lent scripts for Dae­won. She had quickly re­al­ized that he needed two scripts. One that would get through the cen­sors and one that was des­tined for the porn in­dus­try. She was sex­u­ally in­ex­pe­ri­enced, Dae­won was her first and only man. But she had a vivid imag­i­na­tion, watched all of his porn movies and com­posed very in­tense scenes that the ac­tors only had to re‐en­act. Dae­won was thrilled be­cause she de­liv­ered re­ally un­usual and horny stuff. The num­ber of fe­male view­ers sky­rock­eted be­cause the au­di­ence re­al­ized that her scripts must have been writ­ten by a sen­si­tive woman. She and Dae­won were happy about the ris­ing num­bers and the many dol­lars.
 

Her son Kim was a quiet, sweet child. He ac­cepted from an early age that he had to wait for hours in an af­ter‐school care cen­ter or with a nanny un­til his par­ents came home from work. Dae­won had asked Sian, when Kim was a young kid, why she didn’t take the lit­tle one’s cock in her mouth and lick it, it was com­mon prac­tice and sup­pos­edly good for the lit­tle one’s cock. She had heard about it for a long time, her girl­friends had taken the lit­tle cocks in their mouths and of course let them squirt in  un­til they were big enough for a hand­job. She opened her eyes wide, but all the ones who had a son did it. So she took the lit­tle boy’s cock in her mouth and licked it for a while. Kim had en­joyed stick­ing his cock in her mouth from an early age. When he was able to squirt and ran to take a piss in the morn­ing, he checked to see if she was still asleep. He rubbed his morn­ing wood and squirted into the toi­let. She hugged him and asked if he would like to squirt in her mouth? He was very un­sure and asked if he could, and she nod­ded in agree­ment. “Of course you can squirt in my mouth, lit­tle dar­ling, that’s quite all right and I’m sure it’s re­ally nice for you too!”  He now said that sev­eral of his class­mates had been al­lowed to squirt in their mother’s mouth and he had imag­ined squirt­ing in Sian’s mouth a hun­dred times, but he had never dared to men­tion it to her. He had al­ways watched video clips of his class­mates squirt­ing into their moth­ers’ mouths, but he was usu­ally more in­ter­ested in see­ing the naked moth­ers, who were usu­ally only dimly vis­i­ble. Sian smiled good‐na­turedly as her son spoke so openly and trust­ingly about it. They talked about how she wanted him to squirt into her mouth. Her fa­vorite thing, Sian said, was to take his glans be­tween her lips and let him squirt in­side. She mas­tur­bated him, then she took his glans be­tween her lips and let him squirt into her mouth. They did this for many months. They had also tried hav­ing him mas­tur­bate by hand and only at the end put his cock deep in her mouth to squirt, but he didn’t like that at all. She mas­tur­bated him and let him squirt in at the end. But they both liked it best, when he put his cock all the way into her mouth from the be­gin­ning and she sucked and licked it un­til he squirted. She con­tin­ued to suck him and sucked him dry.
 

He nod­ded with shin­ing eyes, he was al­lowed to squirt into her mouth and she swal­lowed the juice well. He re­ally en­joyed her suck­ing and lick­ing and his face lit up when he came close to squirt­ing. His cock twitched on her tongue, he squirted rhyth­mi­cally and made an ef­fort to squirt ev­ery­thing into her mouth and she licked, sucked and sucked his cock very pas­sion­ately com­pletely empty. She had licked him for a good four years and let him squirt in her mouth for over two years and now, as he turned 10, they switched to hand­jobs. 


Dae­won was Sian’s first and only hus­band, and she was com­pletely in­ex­pe­ri­enced sex­u­ally. But she had let Dae­won per­suade her to stand in as a body dou­ble. These were close‐ups of fuck­ing, she of­ten had to be fucked by 8 or 10 men in a row! She was re­ally scared at first, be­cause Dae­won was her hus­band, her only one, and she couldn’t just let her­self be fucked by strange men, even if they were pro­fes­sion­als! But Dae­won waved her off, that was work and not ex­tra­mar­i­tal cheat­ing. He was al­ways there and her ini­tial dis­gust wore off. Also be­cause she of­ten or­gasmed with these pro­fes­sional fuck­ers. It was some­how ex­cit­ing, be­cause the men were well‐hung pro­fes­sion­als who knew ex­actly how to fuck Sian to or­gasm. She had to learn to spread her labia and her cun­t­hole very wide with her fin­gers af­ter her or­gasm so that the cam­era­man could film as deep as pos­si­ble in her pussy­hole, so that the squirt­ing and the juice could be clearly seen and filmed. She al­ways watched the footage very care­fully and pon­dered for a long time how ex­actly she could im­prove it. It didn’t work very of­ten and only when the man pulled his cock out a lit­tle while he was squirt­ing in­side. Dae­won re­as­sured her that he would use all the shots, even those that didn’t show the squirt­ing so well. The squirt­ing could al­ways be seen be­cause the cocks pumped and pressed vis­i­bly. She had ar­ranged it with the pro­fes­sion­als so, that she pulled his cock out a lit­tle with her fin­gers while he was squirt­ing, so that the cam­era­man could get a good shot of the jets squirt­ing in­side. She was now hav­ing an in­sane amount of sex with­out feel­ing like a whore and she let her­self be fucked for hours, en­joy­ing ev­ery sec­ond of it. Dae­won, she now re­al­ized, was not a good fucker. Only when he woke her up again late at night and fucked her from be­hind did she have an or­gasm. 


She cov­ered lit­tle Kim’s eyes with her hand at night so that he could sleep on and not see their fuck­ing. But the lit­tle boy told her that Daddy al­ways fucked the neigh­bor very quickly when he picked up the lit­tle boy. Mrs. Naka­mura was a bar­maid who al­ways walked around the apart­ment in a slop­pily closed yukata, which opened fully when Daddy fucked her. He al­ways had to do it very quickly, but lit­tle Kim saw ev­ery­thing and al­ways told Sian. She was an­noyed, but not be­cause of the fuck­ing, but be­cause Dae­won let the lit­tle one watch with­out a care in the world.
 

By now she was well prac­ticed at hav­ing an or­gasm while be­ing fucked from be­hind by Dae­won. Af­ter many hun­dreds of men had fuck­ing her as a body dou­ble, she had less and less de­sire to be fucked by them. Her strictly con­ven­tional up­bring­ing and her heart­felt sex­ual re­la­tion­ship with Kim be­came more and more prom­i­nent. Dae­won was sen­si­tive enough to let her stop grad­u­ally. She was con­tent to fuck Dae­won, it was her mar­i­tal duty. It was all the more sur­pris­ing for her that he di­vorced her. He had so many af­fairs with very young ac­tresses that he no longer wanted to put her through it. She stayed in the one‐room apart­ment and he came ev­ery few weeks to fuck her and spend the night with her. 


She was used to hav­ing lots of or­gasms while mak­ing movies. Now that she had re­tired from movie fuck­ing, she was mas­tur­bat­ing again as ad­dic­tively as she had when she was a young girl. One or­gasm a night was not enough for her, she some­times in­ter­rupted her work on the lap­top to mas­tur­bate. She just had to be con­sid­er­ate of Kim. 
 

When Dae­won came to fuck, she took Kim to neigh­bors and picked him up right af­ter the fuck. At night, how­ever, when Dae­won fucked her to or­gasm from be­hind, it was of­ten im­pos­si­ble to pre­vent Kim from wak­ing up and se­cretly watch­ing their fuck­ing. It was in­cred­i­bly em­bar­rass­ing, but she couldn’t avoid it. 


Kim was get­ting to the age where he was be­gin­ning to take an in­ter­est in the fem­i­nine. She turned on the lit­tle light and showed him her pussy, ex­plain­ing ev­ery­thing in de­tail and also show­ing him how girls and women mas­tur­bate. He was very in­ter­ested and at­ten­tive, he had bent down very low to watch her mas­tur­bate up close. She had ex­plained the process to him in de­tail and now he pulled and tugged on his lit­tle cock the whole time while she mas­tur­bated in front of him, her thighs be­gan to trem­ble and she had a lovely or­gasm. He wanted to know, how it was at the end, her or­gasm. She told him, men could have an or­gasm too, when they mas­tur­bated by hand. She asked him, “Shall I do it to you? Make you squirt re­ally nice with my fist?” Kim nod­ded ea­gerly, he had never squirted by hand be­fore, only in Sian’s mouth for years, and now he asked cu­ri­ously, “can you re­ally do it?” be­cause he thought the very idea was magic. She took his boy’s cock in her hand, it was a small, beau­ti­ful boy’s cock. She pulled back the fore­skin as she had done it to Dae­won, she only knew it from the early days. The lit­tle glans came out com­pletely and she started to rub it. Kim said “ooh!” when it started to squirt and Sian kept rub­bing un­til it stopped squirt­ing. He was very en­thu­si­as­tic about squirt­ing and she was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate and make him squirt once or twice ev­ery night. She al­ways waited un­til he fell asleep ex­hausted and only then mas­tur­bated her­self. 


Kim woke up ev­ery time Dae­won fucked Sian from be­hind at night. Some­times he would sneak his cock into her hand and she would gen­tly make him squirt while she was be­ing fucked from be­hind. Dae­won no­ticed it, of course, but he didn’t care be­cause it was pretty nor­mal and com­mon for a mother to mas­tur­bate her son. His mother had let him squirt into her mouth from an early age on and later mas­tur­bated him by hand. His mother didn’t let him fuck her un­til he was 13. Just as his fa­ther had been mas­tur­bated by Kims grand­mother and he fucked her ev­ery day from 14 un­til he mar­ried at 30. Sian now gave Kim two or three hand­jobs ev­ery night un­til he was ex­hausted and fell asleep. But one day it wasn’t enough for him. 


Kim turned the as­ton­ished Sian onto her stom­ach. He knelt be­tween her thighs, spread­ing them apart with his hands. “I like to fuck, Ma!” he whis­pered hoarsely. “You know how to do it?” she asked over her shoul­der and he nod­ded ea­gerly. “I’ve seen Pa fuck you lots of times!” She opened her eyes wide, very star­tled and com­pletely be­wil­dered as she felt his cock seek­ing its way be­tween her ass cheeks. “I like to fuck, Ma!” it sounded more like a cry for help. “Yes, go ahead, that’s okay!” she con­firmed. She low­ered her face onto her hands in shame, he was ready now and he would fuck her and she would let him fuck her like some of her girl­friends let their sons fuck them. She had heard from some girl­friends that their sons fucked them ev­ery night un­til they broke away from their moth­ers in their mid or late 20s and got mar­ried. Sian had stopped think­ing about these se­cretly whis­pered re­ports be­cause she was giv­ing Kim hand­jobs ev­ery night and thought that was the end of it. Now she was one of them. He spread her ass cheeks with both hands and waited in­de­ci­sively. She reached down, grabbed his cock and pulled back the fore­skin firmly. Then she in­serted his cock into her pussy, thrust­ing it deep in­side. Kim had pen­e­trated care­fully, it was the first time he had ever put his cock in Sian’s fuck hole, in a fuck hole at all. It felt in­sanely hot. “So, are you all the way in?” she asked softly. “No, not all the way in.” “Then push your cock as deep as you can!” she or­dered. He pushed all the way in. “That’s as far as it goes, Ma!” he whis­pered. “When you had put it in my mouth, I licked it un­til it squirted and then I swal­lowed it.” He nod­ded, “Yes, that’s how it was,” he con­firmed. “Now it’s dif­fer­ent. You put it in re­ally deep, is it fine there?” He con­firmed again, “Yes, Ma, it’s much more ex­cit­ing than in your mouth!” he ex­claimed softly. “You need to thrust in and out now, like Pa.”  He nod­ded and hes­i­tated, “In a minute, Ma, in a minute!” But then he pulled his cock out again, lay down next to Sian and breathed piteously, “I can’t, Ma, I can’t!”
 

She hugged him com­fort­ingly.  She sat down in front of him with her legs spread and pulled him to­wards her­self. “We’ll just put him in and do noth­ing else,” she said firmly. He nod­ded, snif­fling, and she put his cock in her pussy hole. “Push it in re­ally deep,” and hugged him. They sat close to­gether for fif­teen min­utes and she felt his cock start to throb and squirt. “It squirted,” he whis­pered and she nod­ded. “That’s okay, lit­tle dar­ling!” she whis­pered, “you may squirt in­side!”  Night af­ter night they sat like that, close to­gether, and she rocked him back and forth a lit­tle bit un­til he squirted in­side. Sian sensed that he was no longer afraid and said, they should try it again. She told him she wanted to be fucked from be­hind, that was her fa­vorite po­si­tion. He nod­ded, “Yes, Ma!”


Kim had watched Dae­won fuck Sian from be­hind of­ten enough. He just had to do it the same way, and he did. “Ma, my cock is al­ready throb­bing wildly and I think it’s about to squirt!” he cried des­per­ately, barely hav­ing thrust in fif­teen or twenty times. “Hold it back, you have to thrust much longer be­fore you squirt,” she breathed, but she could al­ready feel the first jet shoot­ing in. He had to squirt too quickly, and it was far too soon, he knew that him­self. Ashamed, he lay down next to his mother. She stroked his face. “Was it good?” she whis­pered, but he shook his head. “It hap­pened far too quickly,” he said plain­tively, “far too quickly, far too soon!” She stroked him re­as­sur­ingly. “Next time,” she com­forted him, “the first time is al­ways far too quick.” The next few days she sat op­po­site him again with her legs wide spread, started with her fist and in­serted his cock to let him squirt in­side, then they tried it again. She had done it to him by hand be­fore fuck­ing him so that he had al­ready squirted a good por­tion of his juice and now they tried it again. He was now fuck­ing as he should and squirt­ing quite late. Sian said that was about right. 


She now prac­ticed ev­ery night to fuck from be­hind with Kim, who soon learned to hold back the squirt­ing for longer. But it was still a few weeks be­fore she had her first or­gasm. She guided and di­rected Kim, she told him ex­actly which parts of her pussy­hole he should hit and thrust onto. It was quite clear that she would only let her­self be fucked from be­hind. Only in this po­si­tion could she have an or­gasm with Dae­won or Kim. The or­gasms she had with the pro­fes­sion­als were the ex­cep­tion, but they were pro­fes­sion­als, nei­ther Dae­won nor Kim were. Kim had now un­der­stood what was im­por­tant. She let Kim fuck her ev­ery night and let him watch her mas­tur­bate if he wanted to, she had no sex­ual reser­va­tions to­wards him like she did with Dae­won.
 

One night they were am­bushed, the Jo‐Pok, the Ko­rean mafia, kid­napped them both and ex­torted a small ran­som from Dae­won. They were locked up in a dark dun­geon for 10 days. Ev­ery few hours a gang­ster or some­one else came and fucked Sian so badly that she nearly lost her con­scious­ness. Kim sat down in the cor­ner and hid. He could see right into Sian’s cun­t­hole and the cock pound­ing and squirt­ing in her pussy­hole. He was ready to jump in to save her if any­one tried to hurt her, but it never hap­pened. Some­times only one or two came, some­times 5. Kim stared at his mother be­ing fucked by the men one af­ter the other and he was ashamed be­cause some­times it looked re­ally hot. He saw that Sian’s thighs were still trem­bling from her or­gasm and her fin­gers were des­per­ately feel­ing her clit. He pulled back his fore­skin again and again, star­ing at her pussy­hole and clit un­til he squirted. He wiped his hand, hugged her af­ter each rape and com­forted her like a 14‐year‐old could. They hugged each other tightly for 10 days and there were prob­a­bly about 50 guys or more who raped her. The de­liv­ery of the ran­som money went wrong three times and only suc­ceeded the fourth time. They were blind­folded and dropped off at a pier on the Han River, where Dae­won was able to pick them up. Dae­won im­me­di­ately had a thick steel door in­stalled. 


Sian couldn’t fuck for a while, not with Dae­won, not with Kim and not even mas­tur­bate. The rapes couldn’t just be shaken off. Sian went to a good ther­a­pist ev­ery day who was able to free her from all the dirt. She had lain in Kims arms ev­ery night, cud­dled up to him and whis­pered that she couldn’t yet fuck. Kim held her tight, he was now the strong one she could lean on. She took her time, mas­tur­bated again for the first time in weeks and let Kim fuck her one night. 


She tried to write a script again af­ter months. She watched the un­cut rough ver­sions of her own Body Dou­ble fuck­ing, time and time again, to re­live a bit of the ear­lier feel­ings. When Kim looked over her shoul­der, it was a lot more ex­cit­ing. She called Dae­won, she wanted to work as a Body Dou­ble again. Of course he agreed and she went back to fuck­ing 10 to 12 men in the af­ter­noon in front of the cam­era. She felt it was her call­ing. Dae­won thought she should not only fuck as a Body Dou­ble in close‐ups, she should ap­pear in small clips as a porn ac­tress. She ac­tu­ally had only lit­tle tal­ent for it and she did shoot a real porn movie ev­ery now and then. But most of the time she re­mained a Body Dou­ble, and to be hon­est, that’s what she liked best, be­cause she could get fucked prop­erly by a dozen men and very of­ten had an or­gasm with these pro­fes­sion­als. 


Kim was de­vel­op­ing splen­didly, he was now 15, learn­ing ex­cel­lently at school and at night Sian was al­ready ly­ing on her stom­ach, sleep­ily wait­ing for him.
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 Sarah only be­came in­ter­ested in sex­u­al­ity shortly be­fore her 14th birth­day.  Adele was a year older, re­peated the class and was in­cred­i­bly cool.  Adele let guys fuck her, that was su­per cool.  But she was still a vir­gin, and that was mega cool.  Vir­gin­ity was sim­ply a must in their strict Jew­ish com­mu­nity, there was no way around it.  Adele laughed, no way?  Re­ally?


 Adele had her storm‐free place, her fam­ily stuck to it.  Adele had in­vited Sarah to fuck.  Her pulse was pound­ing as she stripped naked like Adele and Jonas.  Sarah looked closely at the cock.  It was the first one she could now look at in peace.  


 Adele lay on her back, lifted her legs to the sky and reached around her legs with her arms.  She low­ered her knees to the level of her face, her round ass of­fer­ing fuck­hole and ass­hole alike.  She spread her ass cheeks with her hands and pressed her thumbs upon her pussy.  Jonas ap­plied a lu­bri­cant to her ass­hole.  Sarah watched closely as Jonas pen­e­trated her tall friend’s ass­hole and fucked her.  She looked at Adele’s thumbs and be­gan to re­al­ize that Adele’s thumbs were what had brought her clit to or­gasm.  Af­ter squirt­ing, Jonas pulled out his cock and sat down.  Adele laughed.  “So much for fuck­ing a vir­gin!”  and she laughed end­lessly and shrilly.  

 
This is how Sarah learned vir­gin ass fuck­ing.  Adele was her big girl­friend who taught her all this.  Sarah’s par­ents lived as if they were sep­a­rated.  The fa­ther, ap­proach­ing 70, was the best tai­lor in the city, he worked day and night un­til early morn­ing.  He used ear­lier to feel like fuck­ing his wife early in the morn­ing, but he was get­ting old quickly.  Sarah’s mother, who was called Mame in the fam­ily be­cause they spoke Yid­dish and Ger­man, had sev­eral ad­mir­ers with whom she dis­ap­peared into the bed­room in the af­ter­noons. Mame was a per­vert in a sense, she es­pe­cially loved young boys, those be­tween 12 and 15. She usu­ally lured two or three into her bed­room and let them fuck her one af­ter the other un­til the poor boys couldn’t bring up an erec­tion any­more.


 Sarah didn’t un­der­stand it un­til she grew up.  Mame made no big se­cret of it; she was 20 years younger than her hus­band, who climbed her with dif­fi­culty at most once a week.  Sarah watched the old man fuck­ing and didn’t find it ex­cit­ing at all.  His cock was very wrin­kled and half soft, and he could only stuff it into Mame’s pussy­hole with great dif­fi­culty.  Sarah didn’t find it very ex­cit­ing when he thrust in and out, es­pe­cially she thought he took so long with­out Mame be­com­ing par­tic­u­larly aroused.  She knew how ex­cited she was from fuck­ing in her ass­hole and how she only had to rub her clit a lit­tle bit with a thumb to trig­ger her or­gasm.  Mame never brought her­self to or­gasm while fuck­ing her fa­ther, but to the as­ton­ish­ment of lit­tle spy­ing Sarah, she only mas­tur­bated af­ter he had fallen asleep.  Mame looked in­dif­fer­ent and let him squirt into her hole with com­plete in­dif­fer­ence in her face.  The older he got, the more of­ten he had to pull out his cock, squat­ting on top of Mame like a hunch­backed mon­key and rub­bing his wrin­kled cock with his bony fist for a long time un­til his seed gushed out la­bo­ri­ously.  He let his seed drip onto Mame’s pussy and crawled crest­fallen un­der the blan­ket.  Mame wiped her­self off, then it was over and she let her lovers fuck her dur­ing the day.  Sarah rarely spied, but she re­al­ized im­me­di­ately how much Mame ac­tu­ally en­joyed fuck­ing.  


 She was 18 when her par­ents found the per­fect match for her.  Ari was a kind, good man, at 27 al­most 10 years older than her.  He worked in his par­ents’ busi­ness; his fa­ther had set up a large ship­ping com­pany with over 100 trucks and three load­ing yards; the work con­tin­ued un­til early in the morn­ing.  She fell in love with Ari, the son of a rich fam­ily, and let him fuck her in the ass with amorous en­thu­si­asm.  They agreed to con­form to the wishes of their two Jew­ish fam­i­lies and marry Sarah as an un­touched vir­gin.  

 
Ari had told Sarah that he had been with his mother since he was 13 and that he was still fuck­ing her ev­ery day un­til his wed­ding night.  She was the only woman he had fucked so far, he had learned ev­ery­thing from her.  When he was a lit­tle boy, she mas­tur­bated twice a day, in the morn­ing and in the af­ter­noon.  The lit­tle one was al­lowed to lie be­tween her thighs and see her mas­tur­bat­ing up close.  Af­ter the 10th year of mar­riage she lost all in­ter­est in fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing, she just let it hap­pen in­dif­fer­ently.  Ari fucked her daily and she had to mas­tur­bate af­ter fuck­ing be­cause Ari liked it that way.  


The par­ents had sep­a­rate bed­rooms be­cause of the fa­ther’s work­ing hours. He came ev­ery morn­ing to fuck his wife and Ari had to pre­tend to be asleep. The fa­ther was al­ways em­bar­rassed to fuck his wife in front of his son, but that was the way it was. They saw the boy’s erect cock pul­sat­ing af­ter their fuck­ing. She would al­ways point with her chin, ““Look how his cock throbs and pul­sates!  Poor boy, he must be dream­ing about fuck­ing!  Should I?” and the fa­ther shrugged his shoul­ders.  He be­lieved that his wife, ca­ress­ing and stroking the boy’s cock un­til he squirted in his sleep, was a com­pletely in­no­cent ges­ture. He praised how lucky he was to have such a hot wife. He never found out that the son fucked his wife ev­ery day. Ari, her hus­band and her own fa­ther, who had fucked her for a decade daily, were the only ones she had fucked in her en­tire life. When she was a child, it was com­pletely nat­u­ral and eas­ily arous­ing for her, that her fa­ther fucked her ev­ery night.  Ari said the mother had told him the story  a hun­dred times. The mother, who had never let him fuck her since the first and only time, placed the ugly 13 year old girl on the loins of her fa­ther, grin­ning ma­li­ciously, be­cause he was sim­ply tired of her mother’s fist jobs and re­ally wanted to fuck a pussy.  She had al­ways watched, said the lit­tle girl, when her mother rubbed him with her fist and let him squirt.  “And I’ve seen the fuck­ing many times,” the lit­tle girl con­tin­ued, “when you fucked the Ninni!”  The mother grinned cheek­ily, “That’s ex­actly what I don’t want, that you fuck the Ninni or any other women! The lit­tle one is al­ready old enough, you can fuck her as of­ten as you want for all I care!”  The fa­ther didn’t dare to do it right away, but the mother made him fuck his daugh­ter, pe­riod!  The fa­ther ap­proached care­fully and asked prob­a­bly a hun­dred times if the lit­tle one wanted it her­self?  She nod­ded with bright eyes, her Dad was her big hero and she had dreamed of him fuck­ing her a thou­sand times while mas­tur­bat­ing.  He trem­bled with ex­cite­ment, en­tered fear­fully and care­fully and gen­tly de­flow­ered her.  From then on he fucked her ev­ery night.  She never had an or­gasm, but mas­tur­bated like her mother did af­ter fuck­ing.  She fucked Daddy ev­ery night un­til she got preg­nant and mar­ried in a hurry at 26.

 
Sarah had lis­tened to Ari very care­fully.  While he was talk­ing, she had been play­ing with his big cock and stroking it gen­tly, but the cock wasn’t get­ting stiff any­more, they had just fucked in her ass­hole.  She had al­ready had many cir­cum­cised cocks in her hand, but he had the most beau­ti­ful one.  Or did she wear rose‐col­ored glasses be­cause she was in love?  “Should I make you squirt with my fist?”  She asked qui­etly, but he shook his head.  “Could you tell me, how ex­actly it started with your mother?”  She asked be­cause she had de­scribed the de­tails of how Adele’s ass­fuck­ing had started to him in de­tail be­cause he wanted to know it. He nod­ded and be­gan to talk.


 “I was 13 and mas­tur­bated at ev­ery op­por­tu­nity. One evening I couldn’t stand the temp­ta­tion any­more. I re­ally wanted my mother to mas­tur­bate me be­cause some of my school friends were cheek­ily boast­ing about it. I over­came my in­ner re­sis­tance and went naked into the bed­room of my mother. She was sleep­ing in her neg­ligee, I slipped into bed next to her and snug­gled up. My cock pricked her side and she woke up be­cause I was mas­tur­bat­ing vig­or­ously. She turned to me and asked what I was do­ing? I an­swered not ex­actly, I was al­ready hope­lessly far. “Please, please!  Do it for me!” I shouted quite des­per­ately, be­cause I was sure she would throw me out straight away. 


 To my ut­ter amaze­ment she didn’t, she word­lessly grabbed my cock and did it to me, she aimed my cock at her thighs to squirt.  She took off her neg­ligee and put my head on her breasts af­ter me look­ing at her pussy for a long time.  We spoke in whis­pers and I felt very com­fort­able in her em­brace.  She asked me ex­actly what I was do­ing sex­u­ally with my class­mates? I told her ev­ery­thing truth­fully and she laughed out loud be­cause some girls let us boys watch them mas­tur­bate.  “That’s what you guys are like, you al­ways want to see this se­cret!”  I said she did it too, I saw it my­self long ago!  

 
She be­came se­ri­ous again.  “Oh, my lit­tle Ari, I haven’t done it for a long time!”  I was con­fused, why not!?  She said, one day she lost all de­sire for sex, just like that.  It was no one’s fault, she didn’t feel like it any­more.  She hadn’t mas­tur­bated in 10 years and she didn’t feel like fuck­ing ei­ther.  Dad came to her bed­room ev­ery morn­ing af­ter work to fuck, he fucked her only to squirt off.  He said years ago, that he felt sorry for her los­ing Sex, but he still comes ev­ery morn­ing.  I asked her a ques­tion, I wanted to know ev­ery­thing about fuck­ing.  She told me ev­ery­thing and my ears were red, I can tell you that!  Then she came up with a plan.


 I should stay with her, pre­tend to be asleep in the morn­ing and se­cretly watch the fuck­ing.  I would see for my­self that she wasn’t en­joy­ing it.  I nod­ded ea­gerly, this is go­ing to be ex­cit­ing!  “And if you get a hard‐on I’ll do it for you, but you have to pre­tend you’re asleep when I do it, okay?”  And so it hap­pened, Dad came in the morn­ing and woke Mom up.  I had barely slept be­cause of my ex­cite­ment and was wide awake, but of course I pre­tended to sleep. At first Dad was pissed and up­set be­cause I was ly­ing there sleep­ing, but she said the boy was still sleep­ing soundly and he shouldn’t get up­set, just squirt off, that’s what he came for!? From the cor­ner of my eye I saw all the fuck­ing.  She se­cretly winked at me as Daddy came to squirt.  “Yes, come on, just squirt in­side prop­erly!”  she called out to him softly and hugged him as he squirted, be­cause they re­ally loved each other!


 Dad lay down next to Mom, ex­hausted, and she said to him, “look, the poor boy must be dream­ing about fuck­ing, just look at how his hard‐on throbs and pul­sates!”  He didn’t open his eyes and just mum­bled, “Hmmm!”  Mom whis­pered, “The poor boy, I have to help him!” He again just mum­bled a tired “Hmmm!” and Mom mas­tur­bated my cock very se­cretly and in­con­spic­u­ously with her fist, but now he opened his eyes as she pulled her fist hard two or three times over my cock and made me squirt high up. 

 
She cleaned her fin­gers and Daddy said won­der­ing, “he’s re­ally still sleep­ing!”  Mom nod­ded smugly and nod­ded, “of course! It’s not the first time I’ve done it to him!”  Now she had to tell him a fic­tional story rub­bing my cock to let me squirt when I was asleep, but he be­lieved ev­ery word and dozed off.  He went to his bed­room af­ter 20 min­utes. Af­ter fuck­ing he watched her ev­ery morn­ing as she mas­tur­bated with her fist her sleep­ing boy. So I watched her fuck­ing for years un­til Daddy grad­u­ally came less of­ten. 


 I whis­pered to her for a long time and I de­manded, I in­sisted  that I wanted to fuck her like Daddy had.  She was com­pletely neg­a­tive and re­jected it at first, but I didn’t give up.  “Well then, in God’s fuck­ing name!”  she cursed and now I fucked her for the first time. Wow! How fine that was in­side her cun­t­hole! I told her and she smiled. “Now, fuck me hard and wild and squirt all in­side, be­cause I don’t want to fuck af­ter­wards for a sec­ond time!”  She was in the be­gin­ning only a bit ex­cited and let me work hard be­cause I had al­ready squirted shortly be­fore and needed a very long time to fuck her. But it was heav­enly good and ex­cit­ing! I kept my cock stuck in her pussy­hole and af­ter a short break, I fucked her again and again un­til I couldn’t take it any­more.  She be­came very aroused and was breath­ing heav­ily, her fin­ger vi­brat­ing on her clit. She stared into my eyes and I was sure, she was hav­ing or­gasm af­ter or­gasm with the vi­brat­ing fin­ger, but her face  and  eyes didn’t show a damn thing, not a damn bit! She stared into my eyes but said noth­ing as I squirted in­side again and again.  She be­came very highly aroused and breathed hard, her fin­ger rest­lessly vi­brat­ing on her clit.  She stared into my eyes but didn’t say any­thing when I fi­nally squirted in­side. She only re­moved the vi­brat­ing fin­ger when I pulled my cock out.  I took a long breath and when I could breathe calmly again, I de­manded that she do it to her­self like she did 10 years ago, I would sit be­tween her thighs to watch her mas­tur­bate.  


 I had to work on it for a long time, but then she fi­nally gave in, be­cause she had got­ten sur­pris­ingly horny and hot from my  fuck­ing.  I love watch­ing her mas­tur­bate, I do!  She mas­tur­bates quite quickly and ef­fec­tively, but I es­pe­cially love it when she or­gasms, it’s al­ways very strong and jerks her around, but it’s also over very quickly.  Since then we have been fuck­ing ev­ery day and I don’t have to force her any­more, she gets well aroused from fuck­ing and mas­tur­bates vol­un­tar­ily af­ter fuck­ing be­cause she also knows how much I en­joy watch­ing her or­gas­ming.  We’ve been do­ing this for 14 years. Some­times she had a friend over for cof­fee and les­bian love­mak­ing, ugly old les­bian hags. I lay next to them and got in­cred­i­bly horny, I fucked all of the hags with­out ex­cep­tion and the mother just watched me grumpily, but I fucked each one, al­ways with dis­gust for their old, wrin­kled and drip­ping wet pussies, but al­ways with cu­rios­ity and mostly with plea­sure.  Most of them hes­i­tated for a long time, and I had to fuck some of them with force, against their will.” Ari was fin­ished and Sarah cud­dled up to him. “That was in­cred­i­bly in­ter­est­ing,” she said and kissed him with a deep French kiss. Ari looked into her eyes.  “Is it still valid you do it to me with your fist?”
  

Ari had bought the apart­ment op­po­site her par­ents’ apart­ment, Sarah was given a fine pi­ano as a morn­ing gift and was al­lowed to fur­nish the 200 square me­ter apart­ment taste­fully and com­fort­ably.  


Be­fore the wed­ding, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, the mother of the bride had to make sure that the groom was firstly cir­cum­cised and sec­ondly had strong loins.  The first was done at a glance, the sec­ond re­quired more ef­fort.  Most moth­ers of the bride did a hand­job, rub­bing the grooms cock fiercely with a fist, which seemed to be the eas­i­est way to re­as­sure the com­mu­nity that a weak groom wasn’t cor­rupt­ing the com­mu­nity’s strength.  A few were too bash­ful to give a hand­job.  And then there were those who seized the op­por­tu­nity to fuck a young man.  Mame was one of these, she con­tra­dicted Sarah, who ve­he­mently ad­vo­cated for a hand­job.  She was jeal­ous, noth­ing else.  So she in­sisted on be­ing present at this re­hearsal.


Mame told what it was like for her­self, then.  Back then, all moth­ers of the bride fucked the groom, and do­ing hand­jobs was con­sid­ered cow­ardly.  Mame’s mother was long dead, so Mame forced her groom to bring his own mother with him.  He was ter­ri­bly ex­cited and shak­ing with fear be­cause he had never fucked her be­fore.  The 70 year old groaned and moaned ter­ri­bly be­cause she hadn’t been fucked for 20 years and now the son was fuck­ing her for hours and hours with­out a break, he couldn’t stop un­til he couldn’t fuck any­more.  The next day she sent her youngest sis­ter, who had a lot of fun with her as­sign­ment.  She didn’t care a shit that he was shak­ing and trem­bling like a leaf be­cause he had never fucked his aunt be­fore ei­ther.  But he over­came his fears and fucked his aunt again and again un­til he was com­pletely ex­hausted.  Mame laughed softly, “if I had lis­tened to my in­ner voice back then when I watched him cow­ardly, fear­fully fuck, then you wouldn’t be here, dear­est Sarah dar­ling!”


 Mame had trimmed her pu­bic hair, bathed and care­fully per­fumed her­self.  Sarah had never seen Mame naked be­fore, now she looked at Mame’s naked body.  The most no­tice­able thing was her breasts.  They used to be big and full, but now they hung left and right like thick fried eggs down.  Sarah stared at Mame’s big, open pussy­hole and clit, stiff­ened in an­tic­i­pa­tion.  Men might over­look him, Sarah was an­noyed by Mame’s ob­vi­ous happy an­tic­i­pa­tion.


 “So, come on!”  said Mame to Ari, “or are you afraid of fuck­ing a 50 year old!?”  Ari smiled del­i­cately.  “I’ve fucked older women all my life, they were all great to fuck! No, I’m not at all afraid!”  Sarah sat on the edge of the bed and was very an­gry and jeal­ous.  Mame spread her arms.


 Ari pen­e­trated Mame’s pussy firmly and de­ci­sively.  She took a deep breath be­cause Ari’s cock was big­ger than she thought.  He fucked her pretty roughly, Mame went up like a rocket and quickly or­gasmed.  She clung at him like a tiger to his prey, her pussy thrust­ing vi­o­lently at his cock.  As quickly as he had come, the or­gasm sub­sided.  But Ari kept fuck­ing on and Mame got hot again.  Ari had to squirt, he squirted rhyth­mi­cally and for a very long time, then he fell ex­hausted into Sarah’s arms.  Mame, hot from fuck­ing, im­me­di­ately started to mas­tur­bate, but it didn’t work.  Sarah and Ari watched, nei­ther of them hav­ing ever seen Mame mas­tur­bate.  “Does she al­ways take this long?”  Ari whis­pered in Sarah’s ear, but she shook her head.  “I don’t know,” Sarah breathed, “I’ve never seen her mas­tur­bate be­fore!”  Mame fought doggedly, her eyes bulging and her face con­tort­ing as the or­gasm came af­ter 20 min­utes.  Mame’s body twitched and wrig­gled in in­vol­un­tary con­vul­sions, then sud­denly it was over.  Ari and Sarah walked qui­etly out and let Mame doze.


 It was a big Jew­ish wed­ding.  The court­yard was crowded, both fam­i­lies had many, many mem­bers.  Peo­ple ate and drank like roy­alty and a band played klezmer mu­sic.  The bride and groom re­treated into the rit­ual wed­ding night, into the rit­ual bed­ding, and the guests made noise to drown out the bed­ding noise.  Ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, Mame sat in the bed­room to wit­ness the in­ci­dent.  Her eyes glit­tered as she looked at the naked Ari.  

 
 Mame sat in her chair and her eyes glit­tered as she saw Ari’s erect cock as he laid down next to Sarah.  He only knew the way he fucked his mother and pierced Sarah’s hy­men rather roughly.  She screamed af­ter he pen­e­trated deeply and pulled away from him cry­ing.  Mame stood up and picked up the bloody cloth from the bed.  She opened the win­dow and pre­sented the proof of Sarah’s vir­gin­ity to the hoot­ing and ap­plaud­ing guests.  She went to Sarah, who was cry­ing, and com­forted her.  “Ari, leave my lit­tle one alone now, it hurt her,” she said, un­but­ton­ing her dress and let­ting it fall.  Sarah  stared at her naked mother in shock and hugged her knees with her arms cry­ing.  


 Mame lay on her back.  “Come on Ari, come fuck me!”  she called qui­etly.  Sarah held her breath be­cause Ari lay down on top of Mame with­out say­ing a word.  He pen­e­trated roughly and fucked the ju­bi­lant and lustily trem­bling Mame.  He fin­ished quickly and Mame touched her clit, rub­bing it quickly.  She trig­gered her or­gasm at the same time as he squirted, she was very prac­ticed at this.  Sarah hugged Ari’s sweat‐drenched body and hugged her hero, kiss­ing him.  

 
Mame was sat­is­fied that Ari’s cock was still stiff and pulled him again on top of her.  He fucked her for a long time with re­leased grunts, she trig­gered her or­gasm like be­fore.  Ari sank tiredly into Sarah’s arms.  She stroked his mas­sive cock, which was still semi‐hard.  Sarah was very proud when she stiff­ened his cock  again.  He was goaded and put Mame back on her back.  He fucked the 50 year old for the third time and squirted way too quickly.  He lay down next to Sarah, gasp­ing for air, and they watched Mame mas­tur­bate.  She mas­tur­bated for at least 15 min­utes and achieved the third and fi­nal or­gasm with strong ef­fort only.  


 Mame quickly dressed and went down­stairs to the guests.  She had heard the two of them whis­per­ing, Ari whis­per­ing how cool and bril­liant Mame could fuck.  The two of them also got dressed again and went down­stairs to the guests.  


 The first few years of mar­riage they loved each other very much. Ari usu­ally came home at the most un­likely times, but Sarah loved let­ting him fuck her.  They had three chil­dren, Ben like Ben­jamin, Lily like Lilith and Miri like Miriam.  Sarah dis­cov­ered that Ari went to Mame’s bed­room to fuck her once or twice a week.  There were tears, ac­cu­sa­tions and bad words, but Ari fi­nally con­vinced Sarah.  Did she want Mame to go out on the streets like a cheap whore for a quickie, at her age!?  And he re­ally missed the lov­ing fuck­ing with his old mother, he ad­mit­ted with his head bowed. She had got­ten him into the habit of fuck­ing old women with plea­sure, and fuck­ing the old hag was damn good for him, he mur­mured. Sarah couldn’t be mad at him, the big, stupid boy.  Mame wasn’t a threat, she wouldn’t take Ari away from her.  She gave Ari a light pat and kissed him.  Ev­ery­thing is fine, she whis­pered, choked with tears.


 She stopped dead in her tracks, as if struck by light­ning, as she walked into the girls’ room one af­ter­noon.  13 year old Ben, 11 year old Lily and 10 year old Miri were all three naked.  Lily sat with her legs spread and her pussy cov­ered in se­men in front of Ben, who was mas­tur­bat­ing.  Miri sat next to the two of them and mas­tur­bated with shiny, glassy eyes.  Sarah was par­a­lyzed.  Ben just looked up briefly, “I didn’t pierce her hy­men through, no!”  and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing ex­cit­edly.  Sarah was par­a­lyzed with hor­ror be­cause the chil­dren con­tin­ued un­de­terred.  Lily looked cheeky.  “Ben al­ways has to squirt in three times!”  she said in a con­spir­a­to­rial tone, spread­ing her pussy lips with her fin­gers.  Ben’s cock was get­ting closer and closer, he stuck his cock be­tween her pussy lips and squirted in­side.  Miriam had had her or­gasm qui­etly and in­con­spic­u­ously and hid un­der her blan­ket.  

 
Sarah straight­ened her back and woke up from the tor­por.  She scolded loudly and shouted that they should never do that again!  And she would mon­i­tor Ben per­son­ally, he had to sleep with her from now on!  She slammed the door shut and stalked into the kitchen.  


 Ben stripped naked and obe­di­ently lay down next to Sarah, who was sleep­ing in a silk neg­ligee.  He sighed af­ter two silent min­utes and be­gan to mas­tur­bate.  Sarah, who had her back to him, reached back and rubbed his cock along with his fist. He squirted on her ass cheeks and re­mained ly­ing with the stiff cock on her ass cheek.  She thought fever­ishly.  Then she made up her mind.  


 She guided his cock be­tween her ass cheeks, clenched it there and mum­bled that he could fuck there now.  She didn’t have to ex­plain fuck­ing to him.  He fucked be­tween her clenched ass cheeks and cummed in the crease of her ass.  He let his stiff cock stick there and wig­gled a bit.  Sarah sighed deeply and pi­ously, she re­laxed and put his cock now into her ass­hole.  “Come on, fuck again!”  she breathed au­di­bly and Ben fucked in her ass­hole for the first time.  Af­ter cum­ming he laid on his side and fell asleep.  


 The next evening she left the neg­ligee out; it was an ex­pen­sive piece and too good to be sprayed on.  She turned her back to him again, Ben felt her butt, her ass cheeks and dis­cov­ered his fas­ci­na­tion with her pussy­crack, ex­plor­ing her cun­t­hole with trem­bling fin­gers.  He ig­nored her ass­hole, his cock slid along her pu­bic fold. Sarah sighed deeply and held her breath as his cock nat­u­rally en­tered her pussy, deep into her cun­t­hole.  For a split sec­ond she thought of Ari, who had also started fuck­ing his weak and in­dif­fer­ent mother at the age of 13.  Ben fucked quickly and hastily, he squirted in with a long moan and just let his stiff cock stick in her pussy­hole.  She turned around and lay down on her back with de­ter­mi­na­tion.  She silently took him be­tween her thighs and stuffed his cock into her cun­t­hole.  Ben fucked her ev­ery night from then on and she was amazed at how well he could arouse her.


 So it hap­pened that Sarah had told Ari, but he had just shrugged his shoul­ders, “I’ve had it the same way,” was his only re­mark.  Dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, Sarah ca­su­ally learned that Ari not only fucked Mame once or twice a week, but oc­ca­sion­ally also fucked his 70‐year‐old mother.  She was even less in­ter­ested in fuck­ing than be­fore, but since her hus­band’s death she wanted to see her son more of­ten.  She would have been con­tent with drink­ing cof­fee and chat­ting, but Ari would al­ways drag her into the bed­room first and fuck her roughly as al­ways.  She had be­come very shy and ashamed of her old, wrin­kled body.  She mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing just for his sake, she had given up on it years ago and only mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing Ari be­cause the good boy had al­ways loved watch­ing her or­gasm.  She had ac­cepted it from the start and it had some­how been part of it ever since.  


 Sarah didn’t tell Ari ev­ery­thing ei­ther.  She had got­ten in touch with old friends who used to fuck her in the ass and dis­ap­peared into her bed­room with them for an hour or two.  They both had se­crets from each other, Ari and her, but their stormy love had calmed down and the se­crets didn’t in­ter­fere with the love.  It had taken a while for her to mas­ter Mame’s tech­nique of trig­ger­ing her or­gasm with a few strokes on her clit just be­fore Ben squirted, so that Ben squirted in the mid­dle of her or­gasm.


 Lily was al­ready go­ing out with boys, Ari and she were look­ing for a good groom.  Sarah was de­ter­mined to do as Mame did and let her new hus­band fuck her re­ally hard on Lilith’s wed­ding night.  


 Sarah was de­ter­mined to do so.  


 
● ● ●
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 Flo, as Flo­rence was called, pre­pared for her ap­pear­ance.  She demon­strated dar­ing lin­gerie and sexy un­der­wear with some girls.  It was a well‐at­tended porn the­ater where there were live‐show‐fuck­ing, girls mas­tur­bat­ing and porn movies dis­played.  Dur­ing the breaks there were the un­der­wear demon­stra­tions, Flo shaved her pussy ev­ery day be­cause at least the guests sit­ting in the front wanted to see ev­ery­thing, ev­ery­thing.  She some­times found it very hot to show off her pussy to the drool­ing men.  Af­ter the shows ended, she went up­stairs to where she had set up her nice lit­tle apart­ment.  She never felt like a whore, she de­scribed her­self as a show dancer, even though some of the guests usu­ally came up to fuck and left a few notes on the night­stand.  She never did it for free.  


 Her brother Ben showed her how to mas­tur­bate when she was a very lit­tle girl, but she loved the or­gasms more than any­thing.  Of course the kid tried to mas­tur­bate Ben, but her wrists were far too weak.  They spied to­gether when their par­ents fucked.  Flo was about 12 when Ben de­flow­ered her and they fucked all evening and then some.  When she was 13, her fa­ther caught both of them fuck­ing.  He was an­noyed and scolded Ben qui­etly, then took Flo with him to the mar­riage bed.  


The mother watched the two of them jeal­ously like a hawk and scolded her be­cause Flo stopped wear­ing pa­ja­mas and cud­dled up naked to her Dad. Flo’s mother was ad­dicted to mas­tur­bat­ing, which meant that she started mas­tur­bat­ing in the evenings and at some point sank deep into her­self, she no longer saw or heard any­thing, there was only rub­bing her cli­toris and the or­gasms, time af­ter time, un­til she fell asleep from tired­ness.  She had rarely let her hus­band fuck her for years and she usu­ally only did it to him with her fist when he wanted to squirt.  Now his daugh­ter was ly­ing naked next to him and they ap­par­ently be­lieved that she did not no­tice their shame­less be­hav­ior.  Of course she no­ticed ev­ery­thing, she tore away the pro­tec­tive blan­ket and scolded like a crazy spar­row, be­cause the two of them just car­ried on.


 The fa­ther was very clumsy and didn’t rub Flo’s clit as he should. The mother, as she wasn’t yet im­mersed to deep in her mas­tur­ba­tion, would tear away the pro­tec­tive blan­ket and scold him, “You dirty bas­tard, you’re play­ing with the lit­tle one’s clit!” Flo snug­gled up close to him and mas­tur­bated se­cretly and furtively be­tween their bod­ies.  He held her head and stroked her hair so that she re­mained calm dur­ing her or­gasm and didn’t give her mother a rea­son to scold. Nev­er­the­less, the mother tore away the pro­tec­tive blan­ket, “and you calmly let her rub and mas­tur­bate her­self upon your naked body, your own child!?” But she watched Flo’s mas­tur­ba­tion cu­ri­ously and only cov­ered her again af­ter the girl’s or­gasm.

 
Flo se­cretly played with his cock, it was huge! She found that Daddy had the most fun when she pulled his fore­skin all the way back over the glans and pulled it for­ward again; that was his fa­vorite game. And when she played with him for a long time, he squirted re­ally well! The mother screamed when he squirted, “and you calmly let your own daugh­ter do it to you!?”  The fa­ther looked at her, “Shut up, frigid woman!” 


His sec­ond fa­vorite game was when Flo dived down, licked his glans first and then pulled his fore­skin all the way back over the glans and pulled it for­ward again as fast as she could, un­til he squirted into her mouth. The mother had been watch­ing the whole time, “how dis­gust­ing and per­verse to cum in the poor lit­tle one’s mouth!”  Of course she let her­self squirt in her mouth when she did it to him with her fist, but do­ing that with a child was re­ally per­verse! 


Daddy now turned Flo around so that her ass was fac­ing him and  Flo pulled her ass cheeks wide apart with her hands so Daddy could eas­ily stick his cock in and  se­cretly pen­e­trate her cun­t­hole. Daddy fucked her very slow, very se­cretly. They moved very cau­tiously, but some­times the mother no­ticed his squirt­ing and com­plained and scolded them, “and now the bas­tard is squirt­ing in­side! Yeah, you fool, just make her a child!” But the mother rarely no­ticed any­thing be­cause she was ad­dicted to mas­tur­ba­tion and would mas­tur­bate all evening un­til she fell asleep, ex­hausted.  The two waited to fuck un­til the mother was deep into mas­tur­bat­ing. When Flo turned 14, Daddy stopped hid­ing it of his wife and shrugged his shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently when her mother scolded see­ing them fuck­ing. “And now you’re go­ing to fuck the poor lit­tle girl like she’s old enough for it!?”  The fa­ther looked at her sharply, “Shut up, you stupid cow!” 


It was no longer a se­cret that he was fuck­ing Flo and squirt­ing in­side. The mother was qui­etly watch­ing their fuck­ing and at the lat­est now she started to mas­tur­bate. The mother didn’t do any­thing about it, she was ev­ery night busy with her own mas­tur­bat­ing and stared at their fuck­ing with a guilty grin. Flo also found fuck­ing much nicer this way, it was done quite openly and un­in­hib­it­edly. She didn’t get an or­gasm but she mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing just like the mother, she liked to lean her­self against her mas­tur­bat­ing moth­ers body. Fa­ther loved these mo­ments when the two of them mas­tur­bated peace­fully next to each other. 


 Flo in­creas­ingly dis­cov­ered that fuck­ing could serve as cur­rency. The log­i­cal con­se­quence was that she first took small gifts and later took hard cash to fuck her class­mates.  Of course, she se­duced all the teach­ers ex­cept the gay re­li­gion teacher and grad­u­ated from school with top grades.  She fucked her fa­ther ev­ery night un­til her mother stuck her head in the oven and turned on the gas.  Flo be­gan study­ing and fi­nanced it by mod­el­ing.  She had her­self pho­tographed naked and fucked in front of the cam­era for good money. Af­ter ev­ery shoot­ing there was a lot of par­ty­ing and hard fuck­ing, and even those pho­tog­ra­phers, who were con­sid­ered gay, fucked along nicely.  One thing led to an­other, she came to the porn the­ater and ini­tially let her­self be fucked or mas­tur­bated pas­sion­ately in front of hun­dreds of spec­ta­tors. The au­di­ence was par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested in her or­gasm as she con­torted her beau­ti­ful face into an ugly gri­mace. But that wasn’t the right thing, she pre­sented sexy lin­gerie and took pay­ing guests into her bed­room.  That was bet­ter than work­ing for a pimp, which was the worst thing.  


 Schorsch was a rude, un­pleas­ant reg­u­lar, es­pe­cially when he was drunk.  He was ob­sessed with Flo, but she never took him up to fuck.  Only one day did he catch Flo in the cor­ri­dor, he stag­gered drunk­enly to­wards her and pushed her face against the wall.  She knew that any re­sis­tance would in­fu­ri­ate him and he might mis­treat her.  So she let ev­ery­thing hap­pen, he pushed her neg­ligee aside and pen­e­trated from be­hind.  She mar­veled at how big his cock was.  He pen­e­trated deeply and had to cum im­me­di­ately,  he didn’t get ever to fuck his beloved.  She walked away lightly, curs­ing blas­phe­mously be­cause this hap­pened ev­ery few weeks.  He al­ways squirted in right away, but he didn’t man­age to prop­erly fuck Flo very of­ten.  Only if he con­tin­ued fuck­ing her af­ter cum­ming first, could he con­tinue fuck­ing her and cum in­side her at the end.  The fact that peo­ple some­times pushed past them while star­ing stupidly at his fuck­ing never both­ered the drunk­yard.


 Busi­ness was good, she had some­one to fuck ev­ery day and she mas­tur­bated in the shower af­ter­wards.  Some days a sec­ond and a third came along to fuck her in a row.  By the sec­ond or the third at the lat­est she had a nice or­gasm and the money was wel­come too.  Then one day came Hiro, a Eurasian with a con­sid­er­ably large cock.  She im­me­di­ately fell in love with the hand­some guy, she first fucked the guests, then took a shower and waited for Hiro.  

 
Flo hadn’t been in love since mid­dle school, and now the feel­ing hit her with a vengeance.  Af­ter he left, she would mas­tur­bate at night un­til her wrist be­came stiff.  Hiro never at­tended the shows, he came daily and en­joyed be­ing the young, fresh whore’s pre­ferred lover.  She gave him ev­ery­thing, he was al­lowed to try ev­ery­thing.  Money wasn’t a fac­tor, he never paid and he didn’t take any money from her.    


 Hiro taught her the chok­ing game.  She put a thin rope around her neck, he fucked her and slowly tight­ened the noose.  She couldn’t breathe, and just be­fore she lost con­scious­ness, she had an or­gasm like never be­fore.  He con­tin­ued to fuck the un­con­scious girl and squirted in­side.  This now be­came her daily, won­der­ful rit­ual. They were the best months of Flo’s life. 


 Then the catas­tro­phe.  Schorsch was stand­ing at her bed­side and he screamed that she be­longed only to him and he beat Hiro to death with his base­ball bat. Flo screamed like she was out of her mind and hit Schorsch over the head with the heavy bed­side lamp sev­eral times un­til he lay mo­tion­less on the floor.  She cried heart­break­ingly and called 911.  Dozens of po­lice of­fi­cers swarmed her apart­ment, hand­cuffed Schorsch and took him to the hos­pi­tal.  


 Hiro was iden­ti­fied by fin­ger­prints.  He was a wanted se­rial killer.  He had stran­gled at least 14 young women and girls with a noose. He was caught but es­caped from po­lice be­fore he could be con­victed.  Flo shook her head, that can’t be, “he choked me hun­dreds of times but didn’t kill me!”  She de­scribed ev­ery­thing to the fe­male in­spec­tor in de­tail and her faith was only grad­u­ally shaken when the in­spec­tor showed her all the ev­i­dence of his pre­vi­ous mur­ders to her and ex­plained that in great de­tail.  Flo was des­per­ate and fell com­pletely silent for al­most three months.


 Ben, who she hadn’t seen for a long time, came three months later to her, he com­forted her very lov­ingly and they now fucked as adults.  She clung to Ben and they cud­dled and fucked for weeks un­til she found solid ground again.  She re­sumed her work, demon­strat­ing sexy lin­gerie and tak­ing a dozen pay­ing guests to her room ev­ery day.  She let her­self be fucked one af­ter the other and had an or­gasm on the sec­ond or third at the lat­est, and so many or­gasms af­ter that, so that she stopped mas­tur­bat­ing at night af­ter hav­ing fucked Ben. Ben was fuck­ing all the women and girls of the porn the­ater with Flo’s con­sent and it was a truly ad­ven­tur­ous time for him. Ben had lost his job and now they were both liv­ing off what she earned from fuck­ing. She fucked more than ever be­fore and now she was hav­ing tons of or­gasms. And Ben loved her with all his heart.


 She never found any­one else who fucked her as well as Hiro.  


 
● ● ●



 

 
 
Mother Did It Fi­nally
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 Ray’s mother had al­ways show­ered him twice a week.  Since she had been shav­ing her pu­bic hair for a few weeks, he had been look­ing at her child­like cleft while show­er­ing.  The lit­tle sausage‐shaped thing that was at the top be­tween her in­ner labia was her clit.  A class­mate had shown him how to mas­tur­bate, which he of course al­ready knew, she had shown him her clit and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him.  The ac­tual clit is hid­den un­der the fore­skin, she said.


 Ev­ery morn­ing af­ter Daddy left for work, Mom went to bed to mas­tur­bate at ex­actly 7:30 a.m., ev­ery day ex­cept Sun­day, when the par­ents fucked the whole morn­ing un­til noon.  Ray had al­ways watched her mas­tur­bate, af­ter a few min­utes the mother sank into deep ab­sent ec­stasy and rubbed her clit au­to­mat­i­cally. Her eyes be­came glassy and rigid, they gazed ec­stat­i­cally into dis­tant worlds. That was the mo­ment when Ray could safely open the door to watch her. He watched her un­til she heaved and trem­bled in or­gasm, then he had to with­draw.  


 She show­ered him lov­ingly, but she al­ways ig­nored his stiff cock.  He had made his de­ci­sion, laid naked next to her and waited un­til she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing.  She opened her eyes for an in­stant, “Not yet, not yet!”  she breathed, clos­ing her eyes again and he knew that she still had to carry on as usual.  For long min­utes her fin­ger stroked her clit hard a few more times vig­or­ously and she flinched briefly each time, but she con­tin­ued.  Af­ter long min­utes she stopped.  She looked up and didn’t seem to be sur­prised.  “Were you watch­ing me?”  she asked, more friendly than up­set.  He nod­ded silently as she closed her legs.  Now she was done.  She stared for a long time at his stiff cock, which he was grip­ping in his fist.  


 “Why are you here?”  she asked.  


 “I need it ur­gently, now!”  He said, clutch­ing his cock, “Will you do it to me, please?”

 
She shook her head.  “Do it your­self or leave it alone!”  De­spite the re­jec­tion, she sounded very friendly and very, very cu­ri­ous. “I’ve never seen it up close,” she said, and it sounded like a re­quest. 


 He was des­per­ate and long past the point of shame.  He mas­tur­bated quickly and skill­fully, she held her hand in front of his cock and let him squirt upon it while heav­ily pant­ing.


 When he was breath­ing nor­mally again, he said that many moth­ers did this to their sons, his class­mates.  She shook her head, that were fairy tales, she didn’t be­lieve a sin­gle word of it.


 He called their names.  She looked at him strangely and picked up the phone.  Ray ad­mired her skill in ques­tion­ing the moth­ers.  It took a while for ev­ery­one to more or less ad­mit it.  Only one re­sisted her siren song. Some mas­tur­bated their boys while bathing or show­er­ing them, while oth­ers mas­tur­bated him in his nurs­ery. A sin­gle one cud­dled, kissed and smooched with him naked in the mar­riage bed un­til he was hope­lessly stiff, then she did it.   One said she wouldn’t do it to him any­more, he could al­ready fuck.  Yes, fuck­ing her of course, as she was un­for­tu­nately di­vorced. 


 Mom shook her head, so it was true, but she still didn’t do it.  Day af­ter day he lay next to her in the morn­ing, pa­tiently wait­ing un­til she fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and the he was beg­ging. He mas­tur­bated ev­ery morn­ing and she watched him do­ing it cu­ri­ously, ap­par­ently find­ing it in­ter­est­ing and ex­cit­ing be­cause he did it a sec­ond and a third time in a row. She had a ter­ri­bly bad con­science to­wards him be­cause she had let him strug­gle like that.  She took his cock in her mouth, let him mas­tur­bate there and squirt into her mouth, then she swal­lowed the se­men, she had al­ways done that.  But Ray didn’t give up and begged, be­cause he felt her grad­u­ally giv­ing up her re­sis­tance.


 One day she touched his cock with em­pa­thy as he squirted while mas­tur­bat­ing.  She was amazed her­self when she did it to him with her fist for the first time.  From then on it was nor­mal, she fin­ished her mas­tur­bat­ing and with­out a word she grabbed his cock and made him squirt with her fist, two or three times, squirt­ing in her mouth.  


 One morn­ing Dad came back; he had to get doc­u­ments from home.  He poked his head into Mom’s bed­room and im­me­di­ately un­der­stood the sit­u­a­tion.  Mom knelt naked next to Ray and ran her fist hard up and down on his cock, it was the third time that morn­ing.  She paused when she no­ticed Dad.  


 “Oh yes,” said Dad, “Aunt Gabi did it for me back then!”  he said grin­ning.  He was in a hurry and gave Mom a quick wink be­fore driv­ing off again.  Mom shrugged her shoul­ders be­cause he had never told her about Gabi be­fore, then she con­tin­ued again start­ing anew, be­cause Ray wanted to squirt three times ev­ery morn­ing.  Ray was very sat­is­fied and happy with the sit­u­a­tion.  He lay next to her ev­ery morn­ing, he waited pa­tiently un­til she fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and then she grinned mis­chie­vously and let him squirt three times in her mouth with her fist­ing. 

 
“There’s news from school,” Ray said a year later.  “Some boys were al­lowed to fuck their Moms, re­ally fuck her like you fuck Dad on Sun­day morn­ing,” Ray said.  An ice cold fist clutched her heart as she asked, “Who?”  She called the moth­ers, one by one they ad­mit­ted it and some gig­gled, “So what!?”


 Mom hung up the phone re­signedly.  “No, never, ab­so­lutely not!”  she said to Ray.  “I’ve never cheated on Dad, we had  promised each other that!”  She stuck with it, do­ing it to Ray with her fist, let him squirt­ing in her mouth was ac­com­mo­dat­ing enough!  No mat­ter how much he begged.  She stayed tight for many weeks, only when he tried to squirt upon her pussy or in her pussy­hole, did she strug­gle with her­self.  “Squirt in my pussy­hole!?”  No, she had never done that be­fore!  But let­ting him squirt upon her pussy af­ter rub­bing with her fist, “yeah, okay, if you ab­so­lutely have to!”  


 For many weeks she con­tin­ued to do it to him with her fist, then she guided his cock in front of her cunt and let him squirt upon it.  His cock got closer and closer ev­ery time, and one day his cock touched her cunt while he was squirt­ing.  


 Dad stuck his head in the door, but he just said “Aha!” be­fore leav­ing, as Ray bent over and squirted upon Mom’s cunt.


 For Ray, that “Aha!”  was a key ex­pe­ri­ence.  He stuck his glans now into the cunt and squirted in­side.  Mom only protested weakly, things were slip­ping away from her.  Ray stuck his cock deeper and deeper into Mom’s cunt, her protests be­came qui­eter and qui­eter.  She rubbed his cock with her fist and when he was ready to squirt, she in­serted the cock into her pussy­hole, sigh­ing in guilt, sigh­ing des­per­ately and sigh­ing in sur­ren­der.  Af­ter weeks he stuck his cock deep into her pussy­hole and squirted in­side.  Dad had poked his head in just as Ray squirted in­side, but again he just said “Aha!”  and drove off again.


 “No, please don’t!”  gasped the mother.  She stopped him.  “No, please don’t fuck!”  But it was too late.  Ray fucked her for the first time very briefly af­ter she had fisted him.  But it was her own fault, he thought, be­cause she had put his cock in her pussy­hole way too soon.  He just had to fuck her for a few sec­onds to squirt.  Mom turned her head to the side and cried.  “That’s a re­ally bad thing you did!”  she said, cry­ing softly.


 Ray knew it wasn’t right, but she kept putting his cock in her pussy­hole sooner and sooner so he had to fuck her longer and longer to squirt.  Dad poked his head in and just said “Aha!”  and left again.  For Ray, it was like his con­sent.  Mom had stopped cry­ing a long time ago.  


 She stopped fist­ing him.  She put his cock in her pussy right af­ter she fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing, she turned her head shame­fully to the side and cov­ered her face with her arm, blush­ing.  She let her­self be fucked, two or three times in a row, de­pend­ing on how much he had to squirt.  She had ac­cepted Ray fuck­ing her ev­ery morn­ing.  Dad looked in.  “Aha! I was also al­lowed to fuck Aunt Gabi back then, that was great!”  His com­ment faded away.

 
Right af­ter the first time Ray fucked her, she talked to Dad that evening.  She put two shot glasses on the ta­ble af­ter din­ner and a bot­tle with them.  That’s how he knew she had some­thing to talk about.  He looked at her ex­pec­tantly.  She needed a shot or two be­fore she got to the point.  


 “I was con­vinced at the time that some moth­ers in Ray’s class were do­ing it to the boys with their hands. I didn’t be­lieve him at first and re­fused to do it for weeks. I felt over­whelmed. But then I did it, poor Ray re­ally needed it!”


 Dad nod­ded, “I saw it back then and it was okay with me. I as­sumed you let him cum in your mouth.”  


 “But no, never!” she lied, “I only did it to you then be­cause I didn’t want to get preg­nant again.”  She took a short break and drank a glass of booze.  “I did it to him for a whole year, but it wasn’t enough for him any­more. A few of his bud­dies were fuck­ing their moth­ers and he wanted to do that too. Even though I found out it was true, I didn’t want it. I  was al­ways loyal to you, there was never any­one else! We agreed that I would con­tinue to do it to him with my hand, but at the end I let him squirt upon my cunt, and he liked that a lot, our lit­tle ras­cal.”


 “I saw that a few times too, it was quite harm­less, don’t you think?”  Dad looked at her but she con­tin­ued.  


 “From then on things pro­gressed rapidly. He started stick­ing his cock in my cunt to squirt and each time he went deeper and deeper. And that was okay for weeks, but this morn­ing he fucked me, he re­ally fucked me. I just wanted to tell you that.  ”  Mom looked at him ex­pec­tantly.  


 “Just like with Gabi,” he said and now she wanted to know who Gabi was and what he had to tell, he had never told it be­fore.  He scratched his head like he al­ways did when he had some­thing un­pleas­ant to say.


 “So the thing with Gabi was noth­ing spe­cial. My par­ents were of­ten in the cap­i­tal for weeks and I stayed with Gabi, my fa­ther’s youngest sis­ter. She was the fa­vorite sis­ter be­cause they had fucked each other when they were young kids and she lived with us.  In any case, I was al­lowed to sleep with her in the big mar­i­tal bed. She dis­cov­ered one day that I could squirt and for years she rubbed my cock and let me squirt upon her big, huge breasts. I thought it was re­ally great and one day she asked if I wanted to fuck her? She showed me how to fuck and we fucked un­til I mar­ried you. That’s all, noth­ing re­ally earth‐shat­ter­ing.”


 She asked a few more things about Gabi and he told her ev­ery­thing he knew. When his mother went to the cap­i­tal alone and his fa­ther stayed home alone with Gabi and him, the two of them fucked con­stantly, with­out pay­ing at­ten­tion to the lit­tle boy next to them on the bed; he was still far too young to un­der­stand it.  Back then he was al­ways amazed that his fa­ther’s thick cock could fit into Gabi’s tiny lit­tle hole.  He didn’t un­der­stand why fa­ther fucked Gabi much more of­ten and for longer than he did with Mom.  At the time he sus­pected it was be­cause Mom had a much big­ger hole than Gabi. He was al­ways present, when the par­ents fucked and he was amazed by his mother’s big cun­t­hole. Daddy’s thick cock went eas­ily in her pussy­hole, no doubt.  Don’t ask me, I have no idea if they still fucked af­ter that then.  When I was old enough, Gabi al­ways let me fuck her from be­hind first and from the front the sec­ond time.  She al­ways mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing and had an or­gasm ev­ery time be­cause she did it her­self.  He knew that she some­times mas­tur­bated at night, but he didn’t re­call any more de­tails.


Mom had al­ready had a lot of drinks and asked what she should do next with Ray.  

 
“Oh, dar­ling, don’t worry about it. He likes it and so do you, right? So, just go ahead and show him ev­ery­thing he needs to know. I think there are some, maybe even a lot of guys who had learned to fuck from a sis­ter, an aunt or his mother. That’s fine in my opin­ion, be­cause when our grand­fa­thers were sent to the brothel, it was re­ally a stupid shit. Do you un­der­stand what I’m try­ing to say?”  Mom nod­ded, “You want me to keep do­ing it and make sure Ray is taught it lov­ingly.”  Dad nod­ded, “Yes, ex­actly that!”


“Does Ray know that you mas­tur­bate ev­ery morn­ing?”  She had told Daddy from the be­gin­ning that she mas­tur­bates ev­ery morn­ing since she was a child.  He had en­joyed watch­ing her at first, but it soon be­came bor­ing.


 She nod­ded.  “He lies next to me ev­ery morn­ing since two years,  when I mas­tur­bate. He never dis­turbs me and is pa­tient un­til it’s his turn.”  The con­ver­sa­tion con­tin­ued a lit­tle while.


 So it hap­pened that from that day on she let Ray fuck her.  She didn’t need to teach him any­thing.


But she had changed a lot her­self.  


Ray no­ticed that she was get­ting stu­pider ev­ery day.  She had lost some­thing, per­haps it was her chastity and her shy shame.


 She had only fucked Dad, never any­one else.  But now Ray was fuck­ing her and Daddy had no ob­jec­tions, it was part of Rays pu­berty, he said.  She had al­ways known,  that she also had a slight les­bian ten­dency, but now she was liv­ing it out.  Ev­ery day, women with the same in­cli­na­tion would come over for a cof­fee and then dis­ap­pear into the bed­room.  Ray came be­hind and lay down naked with the women.  


 They cud­dled, kissed and teased each other.  He saw them mas­tur­bat­ing them­selves, mas­tur­bat­ing the other and rub­bing their naked bod­ies to­gether like they were fuck­ing.  This made him in­cred­i­bly horny and he fucked all and each of these women.  They protested only half‐heart­edly be­cause none of them were whores, but hardly any of them pushed him back re­ally.  Ray ex­plored the pussies and clits cu­ri­ously, no two were alike.  And they all fucked the same way and com­pletely dif­fer­ent.  Mom sat next to them and watched them fuck­ing, she was al­ready tired from the les­bian love­mak­ing and never let Ray fuck her in front of the other women.


 One day one of the women showed Mom how to fuck clit‐on‐clit.  Mom was im­me­di­ately into it, it be­came her fa­vorite love game.  Ray had laid him­self be­tween the en­twined thighs the first time and watched the two clits, as one fucked the other like crazy, to mad­ness.  He im­me­di­ately un­der­stood why Mom liked it so much, she could ac­tively fuck some­one else and bring her girl­friend to or­gasm for the first time.  


 Mom helped Ray when needed.  She helped con­vince in­se­cure women to fuck.  She held the stub­born one down so Ray could fuck her vi­o­lently.  She said “Shh, shh!” when he un­ex­pect­edly fucked some­one from be­hind, the one who was in the mid­dle of lick­ing his Mom’s clit to or­gasm.  That’s what he did most of­ten, fuck­ing the licker from be­hind, it was fun.  


 Mom’s vic­tims were get­ting younger and younger, she fucked the in­ex­pe­ri­enced girls to or­gasm with her clit and Ray im­me­di­ately pounced on the or­gasm’s end and seam­lessly fucked her to the next or­gasm.  Once it was a young vir­gin.  Ray looked un­cer­tainly at Mom, she nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly, he had to thrust much harder and not let the hy­men stop him.  For the first time he de­flow­ered a girl, the mother hugged the cry­ing girl and Ray fucked her sev­eral times in a row, it made him so horny.  

 
Ray fucked his mother’s les­bian girl­friends as many times in a row as he could.  He never thought about con­tra­cep­tion and squirted into the pussy­holes as much as he could.  His mother called him an id­iot when some of them be­came preg­nant.  
 
 
Ray had some­thing on his mind.  He was al­ready in his last high school year and his best friend Robert was still a vir­gin and had never fucked be­fore.  Mom hid her hor­ror, she wasn’t a whore!  But Ray didn’t stop prod­ding un­til she re­luc­tantly agreed.  Robert skipped school and came.  All three of them were un­sure and ex­cited.  Robert only thawed out af­ter Ray fucked her first.  She smiled kindly and now Robert lay on top of her.  She guided his lit­tle cock into her cun­t­hole and en­cour­aged him to fuck.  The first time he only suc­ceeded half­way; he had to come back the next day, and again the next.  On the third day she said that it had al­ready worked very well and that he was no longer al­lowed to come.


 Mom hid the mat­ter with Robert as well as the les­bian love games from Dad.  She felt ter­ri­bly guilty about it, but she had learned to lie.  She grad­u­ally gave up les­bian­ism af­ter Ray moved out.  She now oc­ca­sion­ally had a loin­strong lover in the af­ter­noon be­cause she was very sad.  


 Ray had moved to the cap­i­tal to study.  


 
● ● ●



 

 
      
Gabi’s New World
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 Gabi was 31 years old and was hired as a house­keeper by Ray’s par­ents. The cou­ple were uni­ver­sity lec­tur­ers, the apart­ment was spa­cious and taste­fully dec­o­rated and they had a son, Ray. They were sex­u­ally rel­a­tively faith­ful to each other com­pared to their up­tight en­vi­ron­ment, al­though they both had lit­tle sex­ual es­capades.


 Gabi grad­u­ally took over some of his mother’s tasks.  The two women went into the bath­room naked and the mother showed Gabi on sev­eral evenings how she gave Ray a foam­ing shower ev­ery evening with liq­uid soap.  Gabi nod­ded, she un­der­stood that.  When the mother showed him her naked body, her pussy and the en­trance to her pussy hole, laugh­ing and smil­ing pulling her labia with her fin­gers wide apart so that he could see her clit and in her deep hole and he stared some time in it, he got a very strong erec­tion. Fi­nally she grabbed his cock, “poor thing, you need it so badly now!”  and then rubbed his cock lov­ingly and nat­u­rally, un­til he squirted.  Gabi didn’t say any­thing, she un­der­stood but didn’t un­der­stand it re­ally.  Af­ter­wards, Gabi show­ered lit­tle Ray, she showed him her pussy hole like his mother had done and he was al­lowed to touch it with his fin­ger­tips, but his stiff cock didn’t trig­ger any sex­ual re­ac­tion from her.  She obeyed obe­di­ently when Ray asked her to con­tinue wash­ing and rub­bing the cock vig­or­ously af­ter the shower.  “Do you re­ally want me to rub it?”  she asked in all in­no­cence, “I’ve seen it a hun­dred times, but never done it my­self!”  Ray nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly at her, “please rub it, Gabi!”  and so she gripped his cock tighter and rubbed him hard un­til he squirted.  


 Gabi was of a very sim­ple mind and had a weak, child­like spirit.  In her last year of school, which she barely passed, she watched some of her class­mate girls mas­tur­bat­ing in the shower af­ter gym class; that was con­sid­ered as  cool.  Of course she tried it her­self that night, but it just didn’t work and didn’t work, so she left it alone.  Like the other girls, she proudly went with boys and let them fuck her, but she didn’t en­joy it, it didn’t arouse her sex­u­ally  nor did the child­ish fuck­ing bring her an or­gasm.  The in­fat­u­a­tion with  the boy al­ways faded af­ter a while.  Of course, she also took part in the group fuck­ing, even though she didn’t feel any­thing sex­u­ally arous­ing about it her­self.  But at least she wasn’t an out­sider.  On the con­trary, she some­times found it funny when one af­ter the other fucked her.  The boys thought she was su­per cool, be­cause she was the only one ly­ing there like a life­less doll and al­low­ing her­self to be fucked as if with­out any own will.  Hardly any­one no­ticed and not a sin­gle boy was both­ered by the fact that Gabi didn’t feel any­thing when she was fucked, she was never sex­u­ally aroused when she was fucked and she let her­self be fucked one af­ter the other with con­sis­tent friend­li­ness.  Gabi wasn’t at­trac­tive, she ranked very low on this scale.  Maybe she had a mild form of autism, Ray later thought.  


 She worked in a pub­lic kitchen for around 15 years, she was hard­work­ing, obe­di­ent and when the chef wanted to fuck her, she shrugged her shoul­ders in com­plete in­dif­fer­ence. She fol­lowed him with­out a word into the pantry, lay down on the sacks and pulled up her skirt, with­out the slight­est sex­ual ex­cite­ment. She tol­er­ated be­ing fucked by the chef, even though she never felt any­thing sex­u­ally about it.  Then she got this job as a house­keeper and here too the fa­ther of the fam­ily fucked her oc­ca­sion­ally.  Gabi re­ally didn’t care.  She felt noth­ing sex­u­ally at it.  

 
The par­ents went to the cap­i­tal for weeks to teach and Gabi was left alone with Ray.  She bathed or show­ered him ev­ery evening, she al­ways looked at him ques­tion­ingly and he nod­ded.  She al­ways foamed his cock with soap, then mas­tur­bated him with her fist.  


 Ray was at a crit­i­cal age.  He was in­ter­ested in girls like never be­fore.  He fig­ured out how to climb through a hatch into the shower room with­out be­ing seen when the girls were show­er­ing af­ter gym class.  He took off his clothes and min­gled with the girls.  They were only sur­prised at first, but they liked it when the boy soaped them up and groped their bod­ies.  Some girls sat on the floor and mas­tur­bated un­der the warm stream of wa­ter.  They closed their eyes when Ray watched them.  One or two girls dared to grab his stiff cock and mas­tur­bate him.  It al­ways ended with ex­u­ber­ant scream­ing when some­one made him squirt.  He wouldn’t have been able to tell later, which of the girls fucked him for the first time in the warm shower. The oth­ers stood around the two of them in amaze­ment and cu­rios­ity, which sex­u­ally ex­cited and stim­u­lated him even more. They were all girls who had been de­flow­ered by their brother or fa­ther and had al­ready fucked a lot. He later in­ter­viewed the girls and had them tell him how their fa­ther came to de­flower her.  No, it hadn’t hurt and most of the moth­ers took an ac­tive part in the de­flo­ration, en­cour­ag­ing the girls to fuck their fa­ther reg­u­larly.  Ap­par­ently they wanted to give their beloved man a great plea­sure, per­haps some were also tired of be­ing fucked in the same monotony ev­ery day.  None of the girls felt raped or abused; they were rather proud of be­ing con­sid­ered real women.


 Ray soon be­came tired of Gabi mas­tur­bat­ing him night af­ter night.  The fact that she mas­tur­bated him with such in­dif­fer­ence and showed no signs of her own sex­ual ex­cite­ment like his mother un­set­tled him.  He had de­cided to fuck Gabi, but her in­dif­fer­ence ir­ri­tated him.  The par­ents came home for 4 days and Gabi went to rel­a­tives.


 It was now his mother who show­ered and mas­tur­bated him night af­ter night.  She laughed and gig­gled mis­chie­vously when she mas­tur­bated him and was so ex­cited when he nearly squirted; she had ap­par­ently had one too many drinks.  Fol­low­ing a sud­den in­spi­ra­tion, he claimed that he was al­ways al­lowed to fuck Gabi af­ter show­er­ing. The mother swal­lowed the bait greed­ily and wanted to know ex­actly all of it.  He said, Gabi stood next to the bath­tub with her back to him, bowed for­ward, sup­ported her­self with both arms on the low box and pushed her ass out de­mand­ingly.  


 The mother im­me­di­ately put it into ac­tion and asked with a grin, “So, some­thing like that?”  Ray cor­rected her and she stood as he said, gig­gling and stick­ing her ass out.  “I’ll grab Gabis pussy then,” Ray said, and she gig­gled lewdly as he touched her pussy.  She didn’t stop gig­gling as Ray searched for her clit.  She held her breath when he found it.  “I then mas­tur­bate her a lit­tle bit,” he com­mented, rub­bing her clit vig­or­ously.  It seemed to be big­ger than Gabi’s.  She fell silent be­cause Ray ap­par­ently knew ex­actly how to mas­tur­bate a girl.  “And you’re go­ing to make her or­gasm?”  she whis­pered al­most in­audi­bly.  “Yes, some­times” said Ray, “and then I pen­e­trate from be­hind and fuck Gabi!”  She nod­ded, that was clear.  How­ever, she jumped vi­o­lently as Ray pen­e­trated her pussy hole from be­hind, his heart pound­ing.  Of course she wanted to protest im­me­di­ately, but now his cock was all the way in and that was now a fact.  A thought slipped through the thin fog in her mind. He was about to fuck her, re­ally fuck her!  He had never fucked her be­fore, nor had he ever put his cock in her.  “Oh no, in Gods name, no!” she said to her­self, “but he’s al­ready in there, I can’t stop it any­more!”  She knew ex­actly what had to hap­pen next. 


 She hung her head sadly and sighed deeply, be­cause Ray had never done that be­fore. She was a lit­tle afraid of this par­tic­u­lar fuck­ing, even though she had fucked many a few be­fore. The most dar­ing thing he had ever dared to do was to touch her clit cu­ri­ously and care­fully for a split sec­ond, that he did ev­ery­time be­fore the shower.  He heard her sigh and saw her bow her head.  He had al­ready come fur­ther than ever be­fore and sim­ply had to keep go­ing.  He was fuck­ing her for the first time. She didn’t re­sist in any way as he pushed in, pushed in and pushed in, hard and deep. She reached for her clit and had her or­gasm just in the same in­stant as he squirted in­side.  They never talked about it, she stopped mas­tur­bat­ing him and let him fuck her al­ways when she was home, and usu­ally a sec­ond time when he was still able to fuck.  

 
The mother felt her way through a con­ver­sa­tion with the fa­ther and breathed a sigh of re­lief.  The fa­ther be­lieved that it was okay for a son —  but of course not Ray!  —  learned to fuck from his mother.  He didn’t ad­mit it ex­plic­itly, but she had the im­pres­sion that he had learned it him­self.  She didn’t ask him un­til much later be­cause she didn’t tell him now, that she let Ray fuck her all those years.


 Dad found it quite dif­fi­cult to talk about it, but Mom pressed him hard.  As a lit­tle boy, he used to spy on his mother when she mas­tur­bated naked on the mar­riage bed.  She spot­ted the lit­tle voyeur once and let him lie down next to her, grin­ning broadly. “Come on, my dar­ling, just watch me do­ing it, I’m hav­ing a great time! And you can play with your lit­tle cock if you like and squirt upon my pussy too!” From now on the boy was al­lowed to watch her mas­tur­bate, which of course ex­cited him very much.  He knelt in front of her pussy, mas­tur­bated quickly and squirted on the pussy. He mas­tur­bated for a long time and squirted usu­ally three times over her pussy un­til she reached her shak­ing or­gasm.   Af­ter some weeks she asked if he wouldn’t rather fuck her than mas­tur­bate?  Then she taught him how to fuck, he learned very quickly and he fucked her for years ev­ery day.  Ev­ery few weeks one or an­other of her girl­friends would come to visit and the women would lie naked on the mar­riage bed.  He watched them make love and al­ways got a hard‐on.  He fucked all these women, most of them wanted to do it them­selves or were per­suaded by mother and son.  So he got to know a bunch of dif­fer­ent twats, clits and pussy holes and many of them fucked dif­fer­ently than the oth­ers.  He con­tin­ued to fuck his mother reg­u­larly un­til Ray was about 6 or 7 and she, his wife, was ready to fuck­ing him again.  Mom re­mem­bered that she had com­pletely aban­doned him sex­u­ally at the time.


 But Ray didn’t dare to fuck Gabi straight away.  At first he just made her stand in­versely like his mother and cu­ri­ously touched her pussy.  He in­serted his in­dex fin­ger into her pussy hole and learned that the 31 year old was no longer a vir­gin.  He would ques­tion her later, he thought, ex­plor­ing her pussy and cun­t­hole ex­ten­sively with his in­dex fin­ger.  Gabi’s clit was tiny and hid­den, barely big­ger than a pea.  No, she an­swered when he asked if she rubbed her clit to or­gasm.  And she didn’t know what an or­gasm was, she said.


 Ray rubbed her clit gen­tly and heard Gabi sigh.  She pushed her ass fur­ther and fur­ther to­wards him, “it feels so nice!”  Gabi called qui­etly.  He felt the lit­tle clit stiffen and con­tin­ued, he had seen it a hun­dred times be­fore.  Gabi kept sigh­ing, “Oh, how nice!”  Her legs and ass cheeks were shak­ing more and more and Ray knew that she was now in the fi­nal sprint.  She shud­dered, shak­ing hard and pressed her ass cheeks to­gether rhyth­mi­cally.  She pulled away from his fin­ger.  “That was the or­gasm,” he com­mented.


 They talked for a long time about mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gas­ming.  She told him that she had seen it sev­eral times among her class­mates when she was at school.  That she had tried it her­self sev­eral times, but had al­ways stopped be­cause the in­creas­ing ex­cite­ment was dis­turb­ing her.  He asked and asked, then she told him that she still woke up at night once or twice a month cov­ered in sweat, her heart was pound­ing like crazy, and so was her clit.  She was then able to soothe the clit with a light stroking and was able to con­tinue sleep­ing.  Her eyes widened in sur­prise as Ray said that’s what you call a wet dream and it was the or­gasm that woke her up.  She hadn’t known that.  


 Ray knew that now was the right time to ask her about fuck­ing.  Gabi had no prob­lem telling him ev­ery­thing openly and truth­fully.  She had only started fuck­ing in her last year of school, when she was 15 and 16. She had to wait a long time be­cause she was the ugli­est one of them all.  She couldn’t even re­mem­ber the de­flow­er­ing it­self; it hap­pened very sim­ply and un­spec­tac­u­larly.  She ini­tially had quite ro­man­tic re­la­tion­ships with the boys, al­though she didn’t re­ally feel ro­man­tic.  Fuck­ing was just part of it, so she did it be­cause she didn’t want to be seen as kinky.  To­wards the end of the school year, group fuck­ing be­came fash­ion­able, and she also took part in that ea­gerly.  She didn’t feel any dif­fer­ence whether she fucked just one or 10 in a row, it just took a lot longer, Gabi gig­gled.


 When she worked in the kitchen, she didn’t have a boyfriend or quick­ies.  Only the chef, who took turns fuck­ing one of the young kitchen maids ev­ery day, fucked her ev­ery now and then and she just let it hap­pen, she re­ally didn’t care.  “And here now,” said Gabi with a shy side­ways glance, “here is where your Daddy some­times fucks me. He re­ally needs it when your Mom isn’t there, and I don’t care, so I’m mak­ing him happy.”  Ray nod­ded silently, he had sus­pected it for a long time.  

 
On one oc­ca­sion, Dad came into the bath­room at the wrong time while Ray was fuck­ing his mother.  “Aha!”  he ex­claimed and said with pres­ence of mind, “Don’t let it bother you, I just wanted to have a quick shave.”  He stood at the wash­ing sink and watched the fuck­ing in the mir­ror as he ap­plied foam and shaved.  He was amazed at how slim and nar­row Ray’s cock was, with a thick, mush­room‐shaped gi­ant head.  She hadn’t stopped mas­tur­bat­ing while bent over and was im­pa­tiently telling Ray to keep go­ing, they weren’t done yet!  Dad watched them fuck in the mir­ror un­til Ray squirted in the mid­dle of her or­gasm, then they were done.  The mother stood up and looked at dad, who nod­ded with a friendly grin and con­tin­ued shav­ing.


Of course Daddy tried to watch them fuck from now on.  He stood at the sink and looked in the mir­ror.  He mas­tur­bated very slowly and se­cretly and squirted into the sink.  Only once did he catch them very early.  Mom told Ray he wasn’t al­lowed to squirt in­side to­day, it was a dan­ger­ous day.  Ray nod­ded and got go­ing, he pulled his cock out to squirt and mas­tur­bated, squirt­ing in long white streaks across her ass cheeks.  He con­tin­ued rub­bing his cock ever so slightly un­til it was stiff again.  At the end of the sec­ond round she had to reach back and pull out his squirt­ing cock her­self.  The third and fi­nal lap took a lot of ef­fort from Ray.  She was fully fo­cused on rac­ing to­wards her third big or­gasm, Ray grit­ted his teeth and squirted in­side, of course.  She stood up af­ter the or­gasm and said tiredly, “You have squirted in­side, you stupid guy!”  but she gave him a kiss on the top of his head.  Daddy soon stopped com­ing, he wasn’t a real voyeur and he had seen ev­ery­thing. 


 Ray had grown a lot and now had steady girl­friends.  Be­fore he fell in love with one, he found out whether she was ready and will­ing to fuck; he cold‐heart­edly ig­nored the oth­ers.  He went to her at lunchtime or she went to him.  He re­ally liked the young girls be­cause al­most all of them had much tighter vagi­nas than Gabi or Mom.  It was nor­mal at that time that they were re­spon­si­ble for their own con­tra­cep­tion; they took the pill or the morn­ing‐af­ter pill.  Ray didn’t put much per­sonal in­vest­ment into these love af­fairs; for him it was all about fuck­ing and noth­ing else.  It was over when they stopped fuck­ing, it was that sim­ple for him. He had very few girls who would let him watch her mas­tur­bat­ing, many of them sim­ply de­nied it, they didn’t mas­tur­bate ever, Full Stop!  Af­ter a short time, be­ing of­fended by her blunt ly­ing or af­ter a few weeks at the lat­est, he got tired of the girl and moved on to the next one.  


 Gabi didn’t mas­tur­bate her­self, even though she could have done so now.  She usu­ally let Ray fin­ger mas­tur­bate her twice, and each time it was a beau­ti­ful and in­tense or­gasm;  and be­tween the two or­gasms he fucked her. At night he usu­ally sneaked into the sec­ond child’s room, where Gabi slept.  He woke her up by cud­dling and heated him­self up with French kisses, but they didn’t make her hot.  He ob­vi­ously needed it be­fore fuck­ing, she un­der­stood that and ac­cepted it.  Af­ter fuck­ing he left again, the bed was too small to sleep to­gether.  


Ray now had steady girl­friends to fuck.  So Gabi went to the neigh­bor’s in the af­ter­noon to let her 16‐year‐old son fuck her for two hours.  The boy, who had a re­ally sunny dis­po­si­tion but was men­tally so re­tarded that he couldn’t go to school, had the big­gest cock Gabi had ever seen. At this point he had al­ready squirted all of his se­men into his mother’s cun­t­hole, but af­ter just a few min­utes he was able to get an erec­tion again and fuck her, even though he could no longer squirt. He fucked his mother with en­durance for hours be­cause she also had noth­ing on her mind.


From an early age on she was con­sid­ered an id­iot; her un­scrupu­lous fa­ther de­flow­ered her one evening.  Un­for­tu­nately, both of her par­ents were id­iots like her from birth and he fucked his wife ev­ery af­ter­noon and the lit­tle daugh­ter al­ways watched, when her big hero fucked her mother many times, even af­ter her or­gasm, un­til he was com­pletely emp­tied. The lit­tle girl loved watch­ing the fuck­ing and cud­dled with her hero in a sex­ual way af­ter he had fucked her mother to or­gasm and emp­tied him­self.  From an early age on she cud­dled naked with her Daddy and they watched to­gether her mother mas­tur­bate  un­til af­ter a long time she stopped and fell asleep. The lit­tle girl pressed her naked body to her hero’s naked­ness, she pressed her lit­tle cun­t­hole to his broad fin­gers and took his big cock in her hands, press­ing and rub­bing and ca­ress­ing it for long. Press­ing her cun­t­hole and her clit to his fin­gers made her horny and hot as an oven, so she em­braced  him lov­ingly and whis­pered in his ear, that she was so hot now, that she had to mas­tur­bate im­me­di­ately. He nod­ded, hold the lit­tle girl ca­ress­ing in his arms and watched the kid copy­ing her mother’s mas­tur­ba­tion tech­nique. When she or­gasmed he gave her thou­sand kisses and licked her tiny lit­tle clit. She spread her pussy lips with her fin­gers so he could lick her tiny clit bet­ter and she had hun­dreds of small, quiv­er­ing or­gasms from his gen­tle lick­ing.


 He ca­ressed his lit­tle daugh­ter lov­ingly be­cause he loved the child very very much.  Un­for­tu­nately, he was far too clumsy with his fin­gers and couldn’t mas­tur­bate her, even though he al­ways tried.  He played with her pussy and clit for hours while they were watch­ing TV.  She snug­gled even closer to her hero and whis­pered that she had to mas­tur­bate now, be­cause he had made her very horny.  The lit­tle girl whis­pered in his ear how much she en­joyed watch­ing them fuck while she mas­tur­bated pas­sion­ately in his tight em­brace.  


 She was al­lowed to play with his cock when she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing and his cock stood like a guards­man.  She was al­lowed to play with his cock, and she loved do­ing it, with child­like en­thu­si­asm, try­ing ev­ery­thing, but she couldn’t make him squirt.  He had once been mas­tur­bat­ing his cock for a few sec­onds when the lit­tle girl asked him how the men did it when they did it.  For weeks she tried mas­tur­bat­ing his cock with one hand, then both, but she was too weak, her wrists were too weak.  


 She had an idea weeks later, a vague in­spi­ra­tion out of the blue.  She pushed him down on the couch where they nor­mally wres­tled naked, cud­dling and ca­ress­ing each other, she pushed him down so that he was ly­ing on his back.  His cock stood like a guards­man and she sat down so that her pussy lips sur­rounded his cock on the left and right.  Then she started rid­ing the horse.  At first it was just up and down, but when she bent his cock back, it lay like a ba­nana on his stom­ach, like a fat sausage.  She loved slid­ing back and forth on that sausage un­til it made her so horny that she had to stop im­me­di­ately and mas­tur­bate.  But she con­tin­ued to ride his ly­ing sausage for weeks, again and again, be­cause he seemed to re­ally like it.  


 One day she slid back and forth for ages, he moaned loudly and he squirted full of plea­sure.  She had found a way to make him squirt!  He grunted con­tent­edly and turned his face to the TV and she slid her pussy back and forth on his cock, press­ing her pussy down on it so hard she al­most had an or­gasm, but she did it ev­ery night now and made him squirt.  She smiled, her face con­torted with ex­er­tion, and she gasped, “Daddy, it’s al­most like real fuck­ing!”  He smiled at these words and nod­ded so as not to spoil her joy.  


 Ev­ery night she would say, with child­ish de­ter­mi­na­tion, “Daddy, lie down so I can fuck you!”  and he lay down for her, smil­ing and good.  He had told her to sit on his cock af­ter he had  squirted, if she wanted to mas­tur­bate be­cause he found it ex­cit­ing to feel it and watch her.  This is how she grew up, be­cause de­spite the spir­i­tual empti­ness, this fam­ily was filled with love and lov­ing sex­ual af­fec­tion.  The fa­ther held back for a sur­pris­ingly long time, but one evening he thought he hadn’t fucked enough.  But he didn’t want to wake his wife, who had mas­tur­bated her­self to sleep. 


 “How old are you ac­tu­ally?”  She thought about it, “13 or 14,” she said, be­cause no one knew for sure.  “So, do you ac­tu­ally want to fuck yet?”  he asked, lick­ing his lips.  She nod­ded ea­gerly.  “Does it re­ally hurt that much the first time?”  she asked and he shook his head.  “Mom didn’t even no­tice back then,” he said with a smile, “just imag­ine, af­ter the first time I fucked her, she asked me when I was go­ing to de­flower her!?”  She hugged her Daddy with both arms.  “I want to fuck you like Mommy, but please don’t hurt me!”  So he grabbed his lit­tle daugh­ter and de­flow­ered her, grin­ning stupidly.  He asked her if it had hurt much, but she shook her head.  He fucked her to an amaz­ing or­gasm for the first time and squirted ev­ery­thing in­side.  She had re­ally en­joyed fuck­ing for the first time, the or­gasm was great and yet very dif­fer­ent from a mas­tur­bat­ing or­gasm.  She asked for it again and again.  He fucked her  ev­ery night for years af­ter fuck­ing his wife first.  He had enough time to re­cover from the first squirt­ing in the evening.  Her mother was jeal­ous for a while, but he fucked both of them pow­er­fully so she couldn’t com­plain any­more. One day, when the daugh­ter was about 16 or 17, her mother’s heart gave out in the mid­dle of her evening mas­tur­ba­tion or­gasm.  They both hoped she would wake up the next morn­ing, but she re­mained dead and that was a very sad time. 

 
He fucked his daugh­ter ev­ery night for years un­til she got preg­nant.  He fucked his daugh­ter un­til shortly be­fore she was giv­ing birth and fucked her quite soon af­ter.  He killed him­self when the boy was 6 and she was too awk­ward to find a new fucker.  In her dis­tress, she trained her boy to fuck like a ma­chine, he un­der­stood the prin­ci­ple sur­pris­ingly quickly and she was able to go off like a rocket again, even though he was far from be­ing a man.  


She lay naked next to the two of them so she could stuff his cock back into Gabi’s cun­t­hole  when it slipped out.  Strangely, she imag­ined that Gabi was some kind of younger sis­ter and she forced her boy to fuck sis­ter Gabi lov­ingly, pow­er­fully and vig­or­ously, which he was happy to do.  She just watched the fuck­ing as if it were an ex­cit­ing, de­ci­sive foot­ball game.  The boy fucked Gabi for two hours and so well that she or­gasmed for the first time while be­ing fucked.  For the first time she ex­pe­ri­enced the sex­ual lust creep­ing up into her loins, she felt for the first time how the lust crawled fur­ther into her pussy and made her clit burst­ingly stiff.  It was just like when Ray mas­tur­bated her, but now it wasn’t Ray’s fin­ger, but the hap­pily laugh­ing boy’s huge, thick and hard cock that was tire­lessly work­ing in her pussy­hole.  He laughed with pride when Gabi was shaken and jolted wildly by her or­gasm.  If he stopped a tad too soon, Gabi would only have to touch her clit a few times to trig­ger her or­gasm.  He knew the prin­ci­ple of fuck­ing very well, he brought Gabi to or­gasm and gave her a while to re­cover, then he fucked her pow­er­fully to the next or­gasm.  When the boy took a short break af­ter his or­gasm, his mother would rub Gabi’s clit to keep her hot.  The mother laughed like a proud child when she was able to mas­tur­bate Gabi to or­gasm dur­ing the breaks. 


 Gabi went to fuck him ev­ery af­ter­noon.  She was fi­nally ex­pe­ri­enc­ing the amaz­ing wave of surg­ing sex­ual ex­cite­ment and the heav­enly bliss of so many lib­er­at­ing, ex­hil­a­rat­ing or­gasms.



● ● ●







At the Him­mel­bauer­hof


by Jack Faber © 2024




The Him­mel­bauer­hof tow­ered high above the val­ley, the moun­tain peaks on the op­po­site side had be­longed to Italy for sev­eral years. The Him­mel­bauer­hof had been built in 1631 by an an­ces­tor from mas­sive wooden beams. The an­ces­tor was sup­pos­edly a ship’s car­pen­ter and the fact that the house had been pre­served in its orig­i­nal state for 400 years spoke for this.  The house seemed to grow out of the rocks, it had 5 rooms and a spa­cious kitchen, there was a small stream be­hind the house for wash­ing or bathing. To the left and right were the large grain fields, a sta­ble for 4 cows, 2 dozen pigs and a lot of free‐range chick­ens. You didn’t get rich, but the farm fed its res­i­dents well. It took a good 3 hours to walk up to the farm from the val­ley. But shortly be­fore the war be­gan, the army had equipped all of these high‐al­ti­tude farms with a ma­te­rial ca­ble­way, so that you could drive up in 15 min­utes.


The Him­mel­bauer, his wife and their chil­dren Lena and Fritz were the 8th gen­er­a­tion to live on the farm. When the war broke out, the Him­mel­bauer had bought a ri­fle from Schweizer, the black mar­ket arms dealer. It was an Amer­i­can re­peat­ing ri­fle with a long, heavy oc­tag­o­nal bar­rel that was over 1.60m long and had a good tele­scopic sight. It had orig­i­nally been de­signed for bear hunt­ing, the .44 cal­iber am­mu­ni­tion was stored in a large wooden box in the base­ment.  Orig­i­nally there were 2,000 rounds in the box, but a few had been used up be­cause Him­mel­bauer prac­ticed dili­gently and also went hunt­ing with it. “Hawkins U.S. made” was stamped into the bar­rel and it was a good ri­fle. If Him­mel­bauer con­cen­trated and didn’t shake, he al­ways hit the tar­get. The war never came to this val­ley, no sol­diers had to ride their ca­ble cars up to the farms and de­fend the coun­try or the em­peror. Him­mel­bauer put the ri­fle in the an­te­room cup­board, ready to hand, af­ter the war, the coun­try and the em­peror were lost. 


Ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing Him­mel­bauer rode his ca­ble car down to the pub and didn’t come back un­til the af­ter­noon to sleep off his hang­over. Sun­day morn­ing Fritz was al­lowed to slip un­der the cov­ers with his mother. Ever since he could re­mem­ber they had cud­dled naked un­der the cov­ers, she usu­ally read him a fairy tale or a story. Fritz had long since ex­plored ev­ery inch of her body, only the area around her curly pu­bic hair was ab­so­lutely off lim­its.  She liked it when he ca­ressed her big, full breasts and played with her nip­ples. She, on the other hand, liked play­ing with his cock the most, even when he couldn’t squirt yet. Later on, she made him squirt sev­eral times, which he liked best. Sun­day morn­ings were re­served for this, and she made him squirt so of­ten that it lasted the whole week. The taboo grad­u­ally fell away, he was fi­nally al­lowed to touch and ex­plore her pussy, but she just let him do it with­out ex­plain­ing any­thing to him. 


Fritz slept in a room with Lena. She was 4 years older than Fritz, and he was al­lowed to slip un­der her cov­ers be­fore go­ing to sleep, be­cause she also loved to cud­dle naked. Fritz was dis­creet, and he didn’t say any­thing about cud­dling with the other woman. Lena also loved to play with his cock, and she also rubbed it and made him squirt reg­u­larly. He said to both of them in­de­pen­dently of each other, what a pity it was, that they didn’t have a cock to rub and squirt with. They both looked at him for a long time and both de­cided not to tell the boy “about it”. Lena be­came more and more beau­ti­ful the older she got. Fritz ex­pe­ri­enced first hand how Lena’s breasts sud­denly bud­ded and grew un­til they were as big as Mom’s. 


One Sun­day Mom asked if he didn’t want to have a proper fuck. Fritz’s face turned red and he didn’t know what to say. His mother laughed and said she would show him if he could keep quiet about it.  He nod­ded with a lump in his throat and she ma­neu­vered him be­tween her thighs. She grabbed his cock and brought it into her pussy hole. “You can stick your cock in re­ally deep and then push in and out as hard as you can!” she said, smil­ing. Then he learned to push and cum in­side. He just loved fuck­ing, he told Mom, he fucked her ev­ery Sun­day as of­ten as he could. His mother ex­plained to him to hold back his squirt­ing un­til she her­self had an or­gasm, only then should he squirt in­side. It was very dif­fi­cult to learn, but he learned and prac­ticed very dili­gently and soon he could do it prop­erly.


Of course he didn’t tell Lena a word about it, but she found out for her­self. Lena had long since ceased to be a vir­gin, she went to ev­ery folk fes­ti­val in the vil­lage and let her­self be fucked for a few sil­ver coins. She grinned from ear to ear. “No­body gets to go for free, ev­ery­one has to pay a few sil­ver coins!” she said, “I’m sav­ing for my dowry!”  Fritz lis­tened with his mouth open, be­cause his big sis­ter was very busi­ness‐minded and he ad­mired her for that. He dived un­der the cov­ers with the flash­light and Lena ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him. He mar­veled at ev­ery­thing and asked what the clit was for? She said that it was for plea­sure, like rub­bing a cock, ex­cept that we women don’t squirt at the end. Of course he wanted to see the clit‐rub­bing right away, but Lena put him off. It was only weeks later that she came back to it, he dived un­der with the flash­light and was fi­nally al­lowed to see it and of course later when she did it again. He found it in­ter­est­ing and not bor­ing at all, he was amazed ev­ery time when her body trem­bled and twitched con­vul­sively dur­ing or­gasm. He poked her clit again and again af­ter her or­gasm and she twitched ev­ery time, that was fun! 


Mom now also thought that Lena was old enough to go to the pub on Fri­day or Sat­ur­day evening and meet guys, but Fritz had to go along as a chap­er­one.  “I’m not a lady,” Fritz grum­bled and his mother ex­plained to him that it was his job not to let a boy touch Lena’s un­der­wear. “She’s not wear­ing any,” he blurted out. His mother looked up to the sky in de­spair, “so that the boys don’t reach un­der Lena’s skirt or fuck her!” she ex­claimed and now he nod­ded un­der­stand­ing, of course! 


They took the ca­ble car down to the vil­lage, they had a good din­ner in the pub and Fritz stayed seated and sipped his beer, be­cause Lena only paid for a sin­gle one. He was very care­ful that no one grabbed un­der Lena’s skirt or even fucked her. He wouldn’t have to lie to his mother, be­cause nei­ther of those things hap­pened. Lena drank a lot, the boys in­vited her for drinks and she kept dis­ap­pear­ing with one of them for 20 min­utes. Fritz didn’t want to know what she was do­ing with the boys up there in the pub, he knew. Late in the evening they took the ca­ble car home again, Fritz said she stank ter­ri­bly and Lena jin­gled the sil­ver coins that she had tied in a hand­ker­chief. “I’m sav­ing this for my dowry, I’m not go­ing to marry a beg­gar!” Fritz nod­ded, that was a good ar­gu­ment. She let him smug­gle the hand­ker­chief into the house so that Mama wouldn’t sus­pect any­thing.  Of course Fritz knew where Lena was hid­ing her money, but he never took any­thing out.


Fritz wanted to fuck Lena. He never men­tioned it, be­cause his keen sense told him that she might take it as black­mail. He crawled un­der her blan­ket as usual, knelt in front of her pussy and stuck out his stiff cock. Lena didn’t seem to un­der­stand and reached for his cock to mas­tur­bate him as usual. She shook her head, “You’re al­ready fuck­ing Mom on Sun­days!” she called qui­etly and rubbed his cock. He had never an­swered that be­fore. He kept slid­ing for­ward un­til his glans touched her pussy. Lena was coy for a long time and kept rub­bing him, but he felt that she would soon give in. So he pushed fur­ther for­ward, so that Lena had to let go of his cock, he pen­e­trated her pussy hole and fur­ther un­til it was deep in­side. She stared at him. “Re­ally, do you re­ally want to fuck me!?” Fritz nod­ded se­ri­ously.  “Yes, Lena, I re­ally want to, if you let me!” Lena smiled. “You’re one of a guy! Just fuck your sis­ter like that in­stead of find­ing your own girl­friend!” Fritz nod­ded a lit­tle de­ject­edly. “I like you a lot, Lena, and I don’t want to fuck any­one else! I see you fuck­ing a hand­ful of guys in the pub and I am now old enough to fuck you, I’d like that very much!” She smiled and stroked him. “It’s fine, I want to fuck too, but don’t say a word to any­one!” So it came to be that they se­cretly fucked sev­eral times a week, even sev­eral times a night dur­ing her preg­nancy, un­til she died. 


Lena was preg­nant, Fritz stroked her belly, which was get­ting big­ger and big­ger, and they fucked two or three times be­fore go­ing to sleep. Lena was al­ways horny dur­ing her preg­nancy, she let her­self fuck again and again and mas­tur­bated day and night. She didn’t tell any­one who the fa­ther was, she prob­a­bly didn’t know her­self. Fritz was very up­set, be­cause he could also be the child’s fa­ther. Lena smiled and ruf­fled his hair. “Don’t for­get the Fri­days or Sat­ur­days, it could be any of them!” When the time came, the gay mid­wife slept with mom in the mar­i­tal bed and the fa­ther slept in the stor­age room.  Mom was not gay, of course, and had never touched an­other pussy, and no other woman had ever touched her pussy and her clit so sex­ily. But she could not re­sist, be­cause the temp­ta­tion and the ris­ing horni­ness made her will­ingly go along with ev­ery­thing.


Lena suf­fered for three days, Fritz sat silently next to his fa­ther on the bench in front of the house, where Lena’s screams could not be heard. Mom and the mid­wife did their best, and Lena gave birth to a lit­tle girl. She was ob­vi­ously very sick, and the fa­ther would take her and Lena to the hos­pi­tal in the cap­i­tal. Lena was not do­ing well at all, she bled and bled and bled to death on the fourth day, and just hours later the child stopped breath­ing. 


Fritz saw his par­ents cry for the first time. The chap­lain came up by ca­ble car and held a silent fu­neral mass for mother and child. The fa­ther had dug a large and a small grave next to the house, and they buried them both there. At first there were only two wooden crosses, but later the stone­ma­son brought a beau­ti­ful gran­ite slab. Fritz, who had grown up and be­come se­ri­ous overnight, helped his fa­ther. When they had fin­ished with both graves, his fa­ther rammed the shovel into the ground. He pointed with his chin to the older graves where the an­ces­tors were buried. “Not there, my place should be here with Lena, and Mom’s too. We must stay to­gether for­ever!” Fritz nod­ded and promised. “I’ll make sure of it, Dad, I prom­ise!”


It had be­come quiet in the Him­mel­bauer­hof. But they kept the rhythm. The fa­ther went to the pub on Sun­day and Fritz lay down with his mother, even though he was al­ready an adult.  She didn’t need to read him sto­ries any­more, his fa­ther had grown old quickly and only fucked his mother rarely. Fritz knew how much she loved fuck­ing on Sun­days, even though she had grown old too. She of­ten told him how good it was for her to fuck him. She said very qui­etly that she had to mas­tur­bate on week­days, which was a very lonely plea­sure. Fritz usu­ally went to the vil­lage fes­ti­vals alone and that’s how he met Vroni, she was a hot­tie and he would never have had her if she hadn’t fallen in love with him.


The wed­ding was be­ing cel­e­brated down in the vil­lage, the pub was packed. Fritz’s par­ents had got­ten the best seats in the pub and were happy for the first time since Lena’s death. His fa­ther was a lit­tle tipsy and danced with Vroni and let his hand wan­der, that was what danc­ing was for, wasn’t it? Af­ter a few dances he came back to the ta­ble and drank half a mug.  “You have a fine woman there, my son,” he an­nounced, “Veronika has a mag­nif­i­cent ass!” Fritz’s ears turned red, but he knew that his fa­ther meant it well and hon­estly. Many dozens of Veronika’s for­mer lovers were there too, and their thoughts were not as harm­less as his fa­ther’s.


For Vroni it was a so­cial climb. They moved into the com­man­der’s room, as the ship’s car­pen­ter was called all his life 400 years ago. It was the largest and most beau­ti­ful room in the house, the ship’s car­pen­ter had even built a bal­cony like the ones the cap­tains of the galleons had back then. The leaded glass win­dows on the bal­cony had suf­fered from the win­ter storms and Fritz had trav­eled to the cap­i­tal es­pe­cially to have them re­stored. 


Vroni brought laugh­ter and sun­shine to the Him­mel­bauer farm, she got on very well with Mom and Daddy. She was used to work­ing, the kitchen was sparkling, the sta­ble and the an­i­mals looked clean and well‐kept. She even came to mow and har­vest, which were ac­tu­ally con­sid­ered men’s work. The fa­ther was full of praise, he coughed with dif­fi­culty. The cough got worse ev­ery day, it got worse day by day, but he didn’t want to go to the doc­tor. Fritz was able to per­suade the doc­tor to come up on the ca­ble car. He brought good medicine and his fa­ther re­cov­ered a lit­tle. He could no longer work and sat on the bench with Fritz in the evenings. He had the cold pipe in his mouth and some­times sucked on it out of habit. He died peace­fully on the bench, with a view of the Ital­ian moun­tains. Fritz car­ried him into the house, the chap­lain came and said the fu­neral mass. Fritz buried his fa­ther right next to Lena. He hugged his Mom silently, what could he say?


Vroni be­came very quiet.  She had liked the old man very much and had been sur­prised by his sud­den death. She had laid fresh flow­ers on his grave and cried for months. She had spo­ken to him a lot and he was the only one she told her great suf­fer­ing to. She wanted chil­dren so much but it just didn’t work out. She mainly fucked Fritz on the days when she was fer­tile, not so much on the oth­ers. Her fa­ther had hugged her very lov­ingly and com­forted her and said that chil­dren only come from a lot of fuck­ing. He also fell into her trap with­out know­ing any­thing and let her se­duce him into fuck­ing again and again. She wanted a child, ab­so­lutely, no mat­ter how! But Veronika just couldn’t get preg­nant. And now he was dead.


Fritz stopped fuck­ing Mom on Sun­day morn­ings. He too was mourn­ing his fa­ther, who had taught him to shoot and hunt with the Hawkins ri­fle.  He went into the for­est for half a day ev­ery week with his ri­fle over his shoul­der and shot a deer or a rab­bit here and there. Vroni pre­pared the game in si­lence, be­cause she was an ex­cel­lent cook. Dur­ing din­ner, his mother would re­mem­ber how nice it was when her two men — Daddy and Fritz — came home with game over their shoul­ders. Even then, only Fritz car­ried the Hawkins and didn’t let any­one else carry it. Mom and Fritz rev­eled in mem­o­ries and Vroni sat silently next to them. 


The mother had died in her sleep, about a year af­ter Daddy, she had only lived to be 58 years old. Fritz dug her grave right next to Daddy, the chap­lain came and Fritz and Veronika stood silently by her grave. There were now two of them, the work was al­most too much. Veronika, who spoke to her par­ents on the phone ev­ery week, took up the sug­ges­tion of tak­ing her youngest sis­ter Lisa into the Him­mel­bauer farm, the lit­tle one was very hard­work­ing and could take a lot of the work off her hands. That’s how Lisa came to the farm. 


Veronika was an adopted child and not Lisa’s bi­o­log­i­cal sis­ter. Lisa was slim, al­most skinny, but she worked for two. Fritz was es­pe­cially happy that Vroni now had some­one to talk to, be­cause since his Daddy’s death she had be­come very quiet and had lit­tle sex­ual de­sire. He felt sorry for her, but he didn’t know how he could help her. Cer­tainly not with fuck­ing her, he had to ac­cept that. But now Lisa was there, maybe she could help. 


The ill­ness struck un­ex­pect­edly and with full force. From one day to the next Vroni lost all de­sire to live. She slept un­til the af­ter­noon, she ate twice or three times as much, drank wine and liquor like wa­ter and prac­ti­cally didn’t work any­more. Within a few months she had be­come a thick, fat colos­sus. The bodyscales only went up to 150 ki­los and she was def­i­nitely more. She hadn’t fucked Fritz for half a year. She ba­si­cally only left the house to go bathing in the stream, ev­ery cou­ple of weeks.  


Fritz and Lisa usu­ally ate alone in the evenings and dis­cussed the sit­u­a­tion end­lessly. Fi­nally Fritz was able to get his way, Lisa was not so keen on call­ing the doc­tor. Fritz spent a long time on the phone with the doc­tor and de­scribed the sit­u­a­tion as best he could. The doc­tor came and ex­am­ined Vroni. “She has se­vere de­pres­sion,” said the doc­tor, “she should take the tablets reg­u­larly, then the de­pres­sion should soon im­prove.” And so it was, Vroni stopped gain­ing weight, she ate lunch and din­ner with them, she be­came a lit­tle more talk­a­tive. That lasted for half a year, Fritz got the tablets. Then came the re­lapse. Vroni stopped tak­ing the tablets, and it was soon as bad as be­fore. 


Fritz and Lisa did the work to­gether. Part of the grain field had be­come un­us­able af­ter a rock­fall, which meant less work now. Af­ter work they lay in the straw and chat­ted a lit­tle.  Lisa said she had fallen in love with him at the wed­ding, she thought about the hand­some groom ev­ery night, who ful­filled her mas­tur­ba­tion fan­tasies. He laughed, he hadn’t known that, she was a small child at the time with pig­tails that he hadn’t no­ticed be­fore. And he had heard for the first time that she mas­tur­bated. Lisa laughed out loud, she had started mas­tur­bat­ing be­fore kinder­garten, she said, and ev­ery day to this day! She leaned over him and kissed him on the mouth. He was taken by sur­prise and re­turned the kiss. He couldn’t stop kiss­ing her deeply, he was to­tally starved af­ter a year of not fuck­ing.


Lisa was al­ready 22 and still a vir­gin. She whis­pered that she didn’t want any­one else, that’s why. “I’ll hurt you if we fuck now,” said Fritz wor­riedly, but she smiled, “I know about los­ing my vir­gin­ity, don’t worry!”  He pen­e­trated her and tore her hy­men. She flinched briefly, then they fucked for a long time and she sighed con­tent­edly when he came in­side af­ter her or­gasm. She was happy, she had reached the goal of her dreams. From then on they fucked ev­ery free minute and he slept with her at night. Nei­ther of them cared if Vroni no­ticed. A few weeks later he was busy in the barn and bent over.


The blow hit him com­pletely un­ex­pect­edly on the back of the head. He fell to the ground and lost con­scious­ness for a mo­ment. He woke up be­cause the back of his head was in ter­ri­ble pain. Vroni had sat on him with all her weight, un­but­toned his leather pants and pulled out his cock. With a crazy look she made his cock stiff and called over and over again that he be­longed to her, hers alone! She be­gan to ride him as well as she could. She called over and over again that he be­longed only to her! He was al­ready ejac­u­lat­ing when she lifted the stick she had used to knock him down and screamed that she would rather kill him than let some­one else have him! Her sec­ond blow was pow­er­less and she swung again, mad­ness and mur­der­ous in­tent in her eyes. Fritz knew he was go­ing to die and saw out of the cor­ner of his eye that Lisa had lifted a heavy stick and brought it down on Vroni’s head with all her might. Vroni col­lapsed on top of him in­stantly.  


He touched his aching head, his hair was mat­ted with blood. Lisa stood next to Vroni and felt for her pulse. “She’s dead!” she said tone­lessly. He felt for Lisa’s hand and she helped him crawl out from un­der Vroni. She im­me­di­ately took him to the kitchen, washed off his blood and in­spected his head. “Noth­ing is bro­ken, it’s just a small lac­er­a­tion. I’ll put a plas­ter on it and you take a painkiller or two.” Fritz was amazed at how clear and con­fi­dent Lisa was. 


With com­bined forces they took Vroni’s body to the graves. He stood up. “We can’t just bury her like a dog. I’ll call the mayor.” He called and the mayor in­sisted on a post‐mortem ex­am­i­na­tion. He would come with the doc­tor. The doc­tor felt Vroni’s neck, it was in­deed bro­ken.  Fritz showed the mayor the place where Vroni had fallen down the stairs and the bloody piece of wood she had fallen on. The mayor wrote a re­port, Fritz and the doc­tor signed it.


The chap­lain came, as did Vroni’s par­ents. The old peo­ple had no idea about Vroni’s ill­ness and cried un­til Fritz had filled in the grave. Lisa had cooked a good din­ner, then ev­ery­one drove down the val­ley two by two. They were now com­pletely alone. 


Now Lisa’s in­ner ar­mor col­lapsed. She had killed her sis­ter! Fritz em­pha­sized that it was self‐de­fense. Vroni wanted to kill him and not share him with Lisa. Pre­vent­ing a mur­der was self‐de­fense, that’s for sure. Lisa nod­ded, but she chewed on it for days. She only found solid ground again when she said that she wanted to save not only Fritz, but also her lover. Vroni had shouted and screamed that. Lisa had been walk­ing up and down and sud­denly stopped. “We fought for you!” she said, as if struck by thun­der.  “We fought like stone‐age cave­men for our lover!” Fritz was silent, what should he say, what could he say? He didn’t see the cave­men el­e­ment, not at all. Lisa had saved him, Vroni had gone mad and wanted to kill him. If Vroni had hit him harder, he would be dead now. 


Months passed be­fore they both got over it.



● ● ●







Queen of the 180 Days


by Jack Faber © 2024




Anna was a cheer­ful child. The fact that she was not very pretty did not bother her, she loved play­ing and hav­ing fun with the other chil­dren, es­pe­cially the erot­i­cally col­ored, later purely sex­ual games with the page­boys. She was slim and bony and had a horse‐like face like her fa­ther, who was also her grand­fa­ther.  One of the dark fam­ily se­crets was, that her mother had a purely sex­ual re­la­tion­ship with her fa­ther all her life and bore him three daugh­ters. She fucked her fa­ther from her early youth un­til his death, when Anna was only 17 years old. The count­ess, her mother, be­came sex­u­ally aloof and strict af­ter that, and sud­denly no longer tol­er­ated the es­capades of her hus­band, the fun‐lov­ing count. He loved food and drink, as well as grop­ing the plump asses of the maids who served. The maids were happy and will­ing to let their mas­ter fuck them, be­cause a bas­tard meant so­cial and fi­nan­cial ad­vance­ment.  But the sex‐lov­ing count did not fa­ther any bas­tards, not a sin­gle one.


Al­though 16th cen­tury Ger­many was sex­u­ally re­stric­tive and re­pres­sive, the count’s three daugh­ters were not afraid to throw them­selves into the wild tur­moil of fuck­ing at the court in Solin­gen, when their sex­u­al­ity awoke.


The count would of­ten stag­ger drunk­enly into his daugh­ters’ bed­room early in the morn­ing and mount one or the other to fuck her. He was far too drunk to no­tice that he wasn’t fuck­ing his ser­vant maids. He fucked well in his drunken state, and when the sec­ond one beck­oned to him, he fucked her hard too. Anna’s older and younger sis­ters had since ever  fucked the count and en­joyed hav­ing a real man’s cock to fuck in­stead of the lit­tle page­boy’s cocks. The daugh­ters would se­cretly wink at each other, be­cause the count was a re­ally good fucker and of­ten let him­self be per­suaded to fuck the other one pow­er­fully too. He didn’t fuck Anna un­til very late, be­cause she looked very ugly with her crooked spine caused by sco­l­io­sis. At 15, she lay naked and de­mand­ing in front of him. He groped her swelling breasts and was im­me­di­ately hot to fuck the lit­tle one. For a mo­ment he sobered up. “Anna?” asked the drunk. “Yes,” she said, “it’s me, Daddy!” He was hope­lessly con­fused, he was hope­lessly horny, he was hope­lessly be­wil­dered. “I didn’t think you…?” She hugged him gen­tly. “Daddy, I fi­nally want to fuck you like the oth­ers,” she said qui­etly. “But…” But she in­ter­rupted him. “I haven’t been a vir­gin for ages and I fuck the page­boys quite of­ten. I fi­nally want to fuck your won­der­ful big cock, Daddy!” He nod­ded as if he un­der­stood her. His big cock slid for­ward, Anna sighed deeply be­cause she had never had a real man’s cock in her pussy be­fore. She whis­pered how good it felt and now she let him fuck her. He thrust and thrust, but he had to squirt far too soon with­out giv­ing her enough time to reach or­gasm.  He with­drew feel­ing very guilty, his drunken face ex­press­ing deep guilt. Now Anna also got to be fucked by his big cock like her sis­ters.  He couldn’t look her in the eyes for days af­ter the first time, even though she told him openly that she was no longer a vir­gin since ages and had fucked al­ready quite of­ten the page­boys. He al­most al­ways felt sick when Anna writhed in the bliss of or­gasm with her de­formed spine.


The count­ess knew from the be­gin­ning that he fucked her daugh­ters. She of­ten stood silently in the door­way and watched him fuck­ing her daugh­ters like a wild bull. But what could she say? She her­self had been fuck­ing her fa­ther since she was 11 or 12, al­most ev­ery day for the last 30 years. Her fa­ther al­ways fucked her well, she bore him three daugh­ters and con­tin­ued to fuck him. He grew old very quickly, she had to put his cock in her mouth to make it hard and she rode him be­cause he couldn’t fuck her any other way. For some time now he hadn’t even been able to do that, she took his cock in her mouth and let him squirt in­side. He had died peace­fully and a change had taken place in her spirit, in her mind. She could no longer stand by and watch the drunken count fuck her daugh­ters one af­ter the other. She sim­ply couldn’t ac­cept that any­more.  The count­ess now of­ten beat him off the girl when he fucked one of her daugh­ters and spoiled the truly in­no­cent fun with her wild scream­ing.


Anna and her sis­ters reg­u­larly fucked the 12 and 13 year old page­boys in the se­cluded cor­ners, who, de­spite all their se­crecy, liked to talk about the no­ble ladies who se­cretly let the boys fuck them. Anna, with her stub­born­ness, made sure that her fa­vorite page­boy could stay un­til he was past 14. He was a re­ally dom­i­nant type who stripped her naked in front of ev­ery­one else and rev­eled in her shame, be­cause she was very ashamed of her ugly body. Nev­er­the­less, she was in love to her tor­men­tor, who was the only one who fucked her in front of ev­ery­one, pub­licly. He was her first great love. 


King Henry of Eng­land had ei­ther ban­ished his wives to Scot­tish ex­ile or had them be­headed. Of course he wanted to marry again and sent his peo­ple out. Lord Cromwell was the most suc­cess­ful, the high­est Lord in the king­dom had had an ex­cel­lent por­trait made by the painter Hans Hol­bein and King Henry liked it well. Cromwell not only re­ceived a large re­ward from his king, Anna’s ex­tremely wealthy fa­ther also paid no scrimps. Cromwell also had a rich and po­lit­i­cally im­por­tant part­ner on the main­land in the count.


Since Anna was 20, her court lady Gertrudis van Geldern had slept with her. She was a very good friend, her con­fi­dante and very skilled at get­ting the count’s daugh­ter the most pow­er­ful lovers. Al­though Gertrudis was a die‐hard les­bian, she fucked ev­ery­one to test them out. Anna lay next to her and watched them fuck. Gertrudis had an or­gasm very eas­ily, but if some­one couldn’t fuck her to or­gasm, he was elim­i­nated.  Only those who could fuck her to or­gasm were al­lowed to stay and lie on top of Anna. Anna loved her very much for this rea­son and let the court lady sleep with her. Gertrudis was in love with Anna and loved her ev­ery night. Anna was not a les­bian, but she went along with ev­ery­thing her friend did to her. It was sig­nif­i­cant that Cromwell couldn’t stand the smell of Gertrudis from the very first mo­ment and wouldn’t let her come to Eng­land with Anna. 


Anna had turned 20 and her two sis­ters were ly­ing with their fi­ancés in an­other room. The count­ess had fucked the fi­ancés for a few weeks as a test and had al­lowed them to sleep with her daugh­ters, the ad­van­ta­geous mar­riage con­tracts were signed and sealed. It was al­most un­bear­able for the sis­ters to lie next to each other and just watch as their mother let her fi­ancés fuck her with lust night af­ter night. She let them both take turns fuck­ing her un­til they were both com­pletely ex­hausted. The mother hadn’t had a steady lover for a long time and needed now a lot of or­gasms. The daugh­ters were pretty pissed off be­cause they couldn’t fuck their com­pletely ex­hausted fi­ancés any­more that night.


Of course Anna asked if they ever swapped fi­ancés? The older one cast a dis­dain­ful side­ways glance at the younger one. “If the princess or­ders it, yes!” Anna didn’t ask any more, but the older one hap­pily con­tin­ued to tell the story. They swapped rid­ers al­most ev­ery night af­ter the first round and it was re­ally fun be­cause both men fucked well and yet dif­fer­ently. She wanted to know what it was like to fuck Gertrudis be­cause nei­ther of them had ever fucked a woman be­fore. Anna told ev­ery­thing, in­clud­ing the juicy de­tails.  The sis­ters lis­tened open‐mouthed as Anna de­scribed in De­tail the clit‐to‐clit fuck­ing with Gertrudis. They tried to imag­ine it.


Lord Cromwell had come for 10 days to con­clude per procu­ra­tionem  the glove mar­riage for King Henry. The cas­tle chap­lain nod­ded ea­gerly; the glove mar­riage sealed Anne’s mar­riage to the Eng­lish king. The count had to va­cate his sleep­ing place and spent the next 14 days ly­ing with the maids, sur­rounded by 5 or 6 naked girls, a dozen breasts and al­ter­nat­ing pussies to be fucked. Lord Cromwell licked his lips; the count­ess did not yet look 43 years old! The very short‐sighted lord looked at her as best he could and se­cretly apol­o­gized to his dis­tant wife be­fore ly­ing down next to the naked count­ess. He had noth­ing to re­gret.  The Count­ess sighed deeply, for she had never had such a large and en­dur­ing cock as a guest, even though she was an ex­pe­ri­enced and hard‐work­ing host­ess.


On the ninth evening, Cromwell re­minded the Count­ess that he had to spend the wed­ding night  per procu­ra­tionem  with 25‐year‐old Anna to make it valid! The Count­ess nod­ded silently, for a mar­riage was only sealed with the first in­ter­course. She gave Anna ex­ten­sive in­struc­tions, and the fol­low­ing night she ap­peared in a fes­tive night­gown. In joy­ful an­tic­i­pa­tion, she lay down on her mother’s lap, who had al­ready pointed out to her that her Lord was enor­mously en­dowed. As dis­cussed, she clenched her vagi­nal mus­cles so that her Lord had dif­fi­culty to pen­e­trate her cun­t­hole. She only al­lowed his bat­tle‐tested bat­tlemace to pen­e­trate her af­ter a fight. Her mother was right, it was a huge cock, the likes of which she had never had in her pussy be­fore.  “You’re in, my Lord,” she breathed in bro­ken Eng­lish, “You’re in!” He nod­ded, con­vinced that he had de­flow­ered the girl and that he would have to ex­plain it to the King some­how. But now he was fuck­ing Anna, whose head was rest­ing on the Count­ess’s naked pussy. The Count­ess was hold­ing the lit­tle girl’s head and was very proud of her, be­cause she was very prac­ticed in reach­ing her or­gasm. The Lord was far too busy fuck­ing the vir­gin to no­tice how well and skill­fully she could al­ready fuck. When he had squirted, they both needed a break. The Count­ess stroked Anna’s hair, the lit­tle girl did her task re­ally well. The Lord just couldn’t stop, he fucked Anna round af­ter round un­til he couldn’t any­more. He turned to the wall and fell asleep. The Count­ess hugged Anna, and they both fell asleep im­me­di­ately.


The bad weather kept the Lord Privy Seal for an­other three days, Cromwell fucked the Count­ess with plea­sure and en­joyed him­self.  The count­ess gave him ev­ery­thing she could give. Her daugh­ter’s fu­ture, her daugh­ter’s life, lay in the hands of this brute who would walk over dead bod­ies if nec­es­sary. She knew, of course, how cru­elly he had sub­ju­gated the Irish, how cru­elly he had treated them. Un­til now she had thought it was just a leg­end that he had the tor­tured Irish de­liver an Irish vir­gin to his bed ev­ery night. Now, how­ever, she was no longer so sure that it was just a leg­end. Cromwell had not hes­i­tated to have King Charles be­headed. The count­ess treated the lord like a fa­vorite lover, be­cause he was sup­posed to pro­tect Anne, there in far­away Eng­land. 


For safety rea­sons, Anna trav­eled over­land to Eng­land to meet her fi­ancé. King Henry trav­eled to meet her, first dis­guised, then in royal robes. He was hor­ri­fied when he saw her for the first time, the “Flem­ish nag”. It was prob­a­bly at this mo­ment that King Henry de­cided to kill Lord Cromwell. 


Nei­ther of them will for­get their wed­ding night. Anna was dis­gusted be­cause Henry had a stink­ing, fes­ter­ing ul­cer on one leg and had gained a lot of weight as a re­sult.  Hein­rich was dis­gusted be­cause Anna was wait­ing for him naked in bed, her spine de­formed by sco­l­io­sis, her bone‐thin frame and her dis­tinc­tive, bony face made her look ugly. He was shocked that she had nei­ther armpit hair nor pu­bic hair due to a ge­netic dis­or­der that she had in­her­ited from her fa­ther and grand­fa­ther. This also em­pha­sized her un­usu­ally large pussy hole, which was sim­ply re­pul­sive to the aes­thete Hein­rich. He couldn’t fuck this ugly woman. She nod­ded silently and doggedly when he in­di­cated that she should do it with her fist. Her en­thu­si­asm was damp­ened be­cause Hein­rich’s cock was larger, but child­ish‐look­ing like the lit­tle page­boy’s. She had to rub it for ages and he played with her cli­toris with­out any clum­si­ness un­til he fi­nally came. But when she then started mas­tur­bat­ing com­pletely nat­u­rally and with­out any in­hi­bi­tions, he de­cided to have the mar­riage an­nulled as soon as pos­si­ble.  Cromwell saw his head in the noose and did his best to make it hap­pen. He was forced by Henry to watch the two through a spy hole for a week, so that he could swear later: the mar­riage was never con­sum­mated, they never fucked. Anna rubbed the king’s cock and made him cum, then she  mas­tur­bated long and pas­sion­ately.


Anna was deeply hurt that the king spurned her body. But she did not sit around do­ing noth­ing, but let her com­pan­ions from Ger­many court her and fucked one of them ev­ery af­ter­noon. The king was told about it, but he did not care. He had let her mas­tur­bate him for a week and watched her mas­tur­bate her­self. It was very dis­gust­ing, be­cause only com­pletely im­moral women, nuns and wid­ows mas­tur­bated, that was known.


One of the Eng­lish court ladies, Cather­ine Howard, made her way into the heart of the Ger­man Queen. She had long‐term in­ter­ests in King Henry, but she kept it a se­cret. Cather­ine thought the way to him led through Anna’s bed. Nei­ther she nor Anna were true les­bians, but Cather­ine was soon ly­ing in Anna’s bed and se­duc­ing her. The maids and hand­maid­ens looked at the floor blush­ing, when things got loud and pas­sion­ate in Anna’s bed­room.  At least Anna was happy sex­u­ally, in the af­ter­noon she had one or two lovers on the couch and at night the pas­sion­ate Cather­ine. Cather­ine, in turn, now saw the king quite of­ten and turned his head when she let her skirt fly. Anna was the first to no­tice her friv­o­lous game. She was still an­gry with him be­cause he openly found her ugly and re­jected her sex­u­ally.


Cather­ine kept Anna in­formed of how much Cromwell was work­ing on Henry’s an­nul­ment. Cather­ine and Anna had made a pact. When the king came into Anna’s bed­room, Anna al­ways licked Cather­ine’s clit to or­gasm. They both knew how much the lick­ing aroused him. Anna now went into the bath­room next door for an hour and watched the two of them fuck­ing through a spy hole. The thick, fat king fucked Cather­ine as well as he could with his lit­tle page­boy’s cock. Cather­ine played out a pas­sion­ate sex­ual drama for him that was un­par­al­leled in the king­dom.  When the king had left, Anna pounced on Cather­ine’s wet, hot pussy and licked her friend to mad­ness. 


Anna re­mained queen for half a year, then Cromwell was able to have the mar­riage an­nulled. The king was now able to marry Cather­ine as his 5th wife and Cromwell lost his head on the same day. Anna was given the ti­tle of “dear­est sis­ter” and was housed in a beau­ti­ful cas­tle and well‐equipped fi­nan­cially. We can breathe a sigh of re­lief, Anna kept her head on her shoul­ders. She could have re­turned to Solin­gen, but she didn’t want to. Be­cause she now had a won­der­ful life. 


The stream of Eng­lish no­bil­ity who wanted to fuck her at Hever Cas­tle or Rich­mond Cas­tle never stopped. The men whis­pered to each other that they should not be fooled by her ap­pear­ance. “Anna fucks bet­ter than the most ex­pen­sive whore in Lon­don,” wrote Earl Tu­dor to his friend Robert Dud­ley, and there was cer­tainly some truth to that. 


The re­la­tion­ship with the king im­proved a lot when Anna could speak Eng­lish well. He also en­trusted her for six months with his daugh­ter Eliz­a­beth, who would later as­cend the throne as the Vir­gin Queen. Cather­ine Parr, at whose court Eliz­a­beth lived, threw the ado­les­cent out when she caught her hus­band, Thomas Sey­mour, fuck­ing the vir­gin Eliz­a­beth. Henry trusted Anna and she took great care of the stub­born girl. 


Anna’s all‐pur­pose‐rem­edy worked bril­liantly.  Elis­a­beth had never had sex with a woman be­fore, and now she lay in Anna’s bed, moan­ing and scream­ing with plea­sure, fly­ing from or­gasm to or­gasm. Elis­a­beth was de­flow­ered by the Bis­ley Boy at the age of 13 and the two of them fucked a dozen times a day dur­ing their in­no­cent child­ish games. She would de­lib­er­ately lose at their games and she would lie on the floor with her legs spread wide, grin­ning declar­ing his vic­tory and be­ing the win­ners prize, and Bis­ley would have to fuck her. He was a good‐na­tured young lad and re­ally en­joyed fuck­ing her. Two years later, when Elis­a­beth was 15, she was forcibly se­duced by Thomas Sey­mour, her fos­ter fa­ther, who forcibly fucked the shy girl for weeks and months. Elis­a­beth of course had no in­ten­tion of liv­ing like a nun. She was old enough, Anna said, and she would never be Queen, so she didn’t put any ob­sta­cles in Elis­a­beth’s way. Elis­a­beth en­joyed life in the same rhythm as Anna, fuck­ing with a lover, mostly a re­spectable knight, in the af­ter­noon and with Anna at night. Elis­a­beth of­ten spoke to Anna about two very spe­cific lovers who imag­ined more than just a plea­sur­able fuck, Dud­ley and Sey­mour. Nei­ther woman sus­pected how close they were com­ing to the fu­ture.


Anna vis­ited the sick king al­most ev­ery month. She only stayed with him for two or three hours, she knew the court like the back of her hand and lis­tened to his mono­logues about the court and its in­trigues.  He al­ways tried to get her to at least give him a hand­job. He threw back his blan­kets and showed his small, stiff cock. She would never think of do­ing that, for she had not for­given him for how vilely he had sex­u­ally hu­mil­i­ated her. She shook her head firmly and rang for the maid. Some of the maids gave the king a hand­job, but most mounted him and rode him for how­ever long it took and how­ever dif­fi­cult it was. The king’s erec­tion kept col­laps­ing, no mat­ter how per­fectly the maid rode him. The maid had to dis­mount and grabbed his cock. It had be­come soft and un­sightly. The maid had to rub the king’s cock hard or make it hard in her mouth sev­eral times in be­tween, for he was an old, sick man. Dur­ing these mo­ments Anna leaned for­ward and rubbed the maid’s clit to keep her hot. Anna grinned crookedly when she rubbed the maid’s clit to or­gasm, which she re­ally loved to do. Nev­er­the­less, the maid mounted the king again and con­tin­ued to fuck him. The maids held Anna’s gaze, for a bas­tard meant so­cial and fi­nan­cial ad­vance­ment.  When the maid had let the king squirt­ing in­side and he fell asleep ex­hausted, Anna went qui­etly and silently.


Henry died mis­er­ably, sick and weigh­ing 300 ki­los, and 8 men had to carry the heavy cof­fin. Anna was al­lowed to fol­low the cof­fin in third place, as she was the “sis­ter of hon­our”. She mourned him hon­estly as if he were a brother and never said a bad word about him. She out­lived him by 10 years. She was 35 years old when he died and felt that she did not have many years left. Dur­ing the dis­pute and the fight­ing over the throne, Elis­a­beth fled to her at Rich­mond Cas­tle. They had not seen each other for years and Elis­a­beth lay down with Anna as if she were a new lover. Dur­ing this time Elis­a­beth had fully lived out her les­bian ten­den­cies, as men were get­ting on her nerves. She was only fourth in line to the throne, but a Sey­mour or a Dud­ley dreamed of mar­ry­ing her and be­com­ing king with­out royal dig­nity, de­serv­ing it as her hus­band. Per­haps that was the real rea­son why Elis­a­beth never mar­ried.  


Anna was happy to have Elis­a­beth back with her, she had grown up and was worth ev­ery sin in bed. Anna con­tin­ued to fuck the long line of no­bles who were head­ing to Rich­mond Cas­tle. She was 35 and at the height of her sex­ual power. One lover in the af­ter­noon was sim­ply not enough, it had to be two or three in a row! If she man­aged to bring sev­eral men into her bed­room who got along well or were even friends, she let them fuck her in turn un­til they were all ex­hausted. She loved this group fuck­ing more than any­thing. 


Anna had enough time in the 10 years af­ter Henry’s death to think about him. He could be very im­pul­sive, could fall in love with a new maid in an in­stant, mount and im­preg­nate her in the same hour and for­get her com­pletely by the end of the hour. 


He could be very de­mand­ing, even of him­self.  How of­ten did he over­tax his cock, fuck­ing again and again, even though he could no longer achieve an erec­tion and his play­mate had to get him go­ing again with her hand or mouth, time and time again? 


He could be ter­ri­bly vin­dic­tive and un­fair. His anger that he had Anne Bo­leyn, who did not bear him a son and be­came un­bear­able, con­victed and be­headed on the ba­sis of only fab­ri­cated ac­cu­sa­tions? Or Cather­ine Howard, Anna’s best friend, who was ac­cused of high trea­son and be­headed on the ba­sis of false ac­cu­sa­tions of in­cest with her brother George and four other poor lovers? Anna knew from Cather­ine her­self that she had ac­tu­ally fucked her brother in­sanely and with many more than these four, but the spe­cific ac­cu­sa­tions in court were all false, fab­ri­cated and in­sid­i­ously in­vented. 


And he had re­jected her from the very first minute and sex­u­ally re­jected her.  He had never fucked her, she had to give him hu­mil­i­at­ing hand­jobs and when she felt sex­ual de­sire and lust and  mas­tur­bated, she could only read dis­gust and con­tempt on his face.


These were things she thought about a lot. They were things that weighed heav­ily on one side of the scale. But on the other side of the scale were her hus­band’s beau­ti­ful mo­ments. He could kiss, laugh and smile so much that you just melted or a fire was lit in your pussy. He could tell of a love af­fair so vividly and in­tensely that you not only over­looked the be­trayal, but felt the ad­ven­ture, the fuck­ing so in­tensely, as if he had fucked you and not the other woman. There were a thou­sand other lit­tle things that light­ened this scale. She liked to think about one in­ci­dent in par­tic­u­lar. It was in her first week when she still took his re­fusal to fuck very per­son­ally. 


It was her first dance at a ball. She felt ex­posed be­cause the French dress ac­cen­tu­ated her hips and em­pha­sized her hideously dis­fig­ured and bent back. Hein­rich shooed her dancer aside and hugged her from be­hind, his mouth at her ear.  “That is not the essence of danc­ing, my sweet lit­tle wife! Danc­ing, sway­ing your body and danc­ing steps, that is only sec­ondary, my dar­ling! What is im­por­tant are the slit sides of your French skirt, in which you look so rav­ish­ing! You are far too in­no­cent to know it, be­cause ev­ery woman who leans her back against her danc­ing part­ner gives him the op­por­tu­nity to ac­cess par­adise through the slit!” Hein­rich laughed so beau­ti­fully that Anna had to smile im­me­di­ately. She loved his way of be­ing filthy. Nev­er­the­less, she blushed deeply when she imag­ined it.  


“Come, my lit­tle in­no­cent, I’ll keep hug­ging you and we’ll skip the next dance. Look over there, the Lord of York, how his part­ner is lean­ing her back against him, how her face is beam­ing with hap­pi­ness! And you won’t see his hand, he’s a prac­ticed dancer and he’s hid­ing his hand un­der her skirt! Just look how the fab­ric of her skirt is mov­ing quickly, his hand is nib­bling her clit like a weasel!” Anna leaned against Hein­rich and sighed, “Yes, ac­tu­ally, now I see it! They con­tinue, they dance for a lit­tle while, now they stop and I see the weasel nib­bling again!”


Anna turned around. “And they do that even though they’re not mar­ried to each other!?” Hein­rich smiled and kissed her won­der­fully on the mouth.  “Yes, ex­actly, my dar­ling! Her own hus­band can al­ways touch her like that, but only in pub­lic danc­ing can a com­plete stranger or a man of her choice touch her clit so dis­creetly. That is the na­ture of danc­ing!” Anna kissed him on the mouth. “And that doesn’t make you mad with jeal­ousy?” Hein­rich smiled. “I can al­ways touch you, and you know that, it’s nei­ther new nor ex­cit­ing af­ter a year of mar­riage. But to let a stranger or some­one you se­cretly de­sire touch you so in­ti­mately and per­haps have an or­gasm in his arms, doesn’t that ex­cite you?” Anna nod­ded af­ter a while, that was true. “Shall we dance a few rounds, for prac­tice?” she asked and he nod­ded. She leaned her back against Henry’s broad chest and kissed his neck from be­low, be­cause the only thing those stand­ing around could tell from the rise and fall of her breasts or the trem­bling of her legs that she was hav­ing an or­gasm in the king’s arms on the dance floor.


This was also a fac­tor. Hein­rich had taught her some­thing that he ac­tu­ally had no profit of.  She soon loved danc­ing more than any­thing. She en­thu­si­as­ti­cally let strangers or unattain­able peo­ple touch her clit.  It wasn’t about how she looked, but how her clit felt, how it re­acted, how quickly it could be brought to or­gasm. She loved her Hein­rich for teach­ing her these things. 


Her 10 years trick­led through the hour­glass far too quickly.



● ● ●
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Nuri was, to put it sim­ply, not quite clear in the head. She was al­ready 38 years old, but she hadn’t achieved any­thing in life. She was a prim­i­tive il­lit­er­ate woman, she hadn’t learned any­thing and she was ter­ri­bly naive. Thanks to her naivety, she only learned to fuck re­ally well and give great hand­jobs. It was only thanks to a girl­friend that she got the job as night nurse in the fa­cil­ity. Her job was to look af­ter the boys at night, 6 to 8 dif­fi­cult boys who had a lot of bad be­hav­ior.  


She had done her job well over the last three years, her su­pe­ri­ors were sat­is­fied that the boys didn’t cause any prob­lems at least at night, and they didn’t want to know how Nuri had man­aged it. They only looked at the re­sult, they didn’t want to know the de­tails. Un­like her pre­de­ces­sor, she was happy to let the chair­man fuck her when he took her aside. He was the only man on the com­mit­tee and he liked her shy, girl­ish way of let­ting him fuck her. Her pre­de­ces­sor had mas­sive prob­lems, all the boys raped her ev­ery night, one af­ter the other fucked her pub­licly and one day she es­caped.


Nuri fucked dif­fer­ent men all these years. There was the jan­i­tor, who re­ally liked to fuck her, but who was in­ter­ested in hid­ing it from ev­ery­one be­cause he had the fun­da­men­tally un­founded fear, that it would cost him his com­fort­able job. And there were also the two gar­den­ers, who ev­ery­one as­sumed were gay. In re­al­ity they were bi, they only ever fucked Nuri in pairs. She re­ally liked it when both of them fucked her in quick suc­ces­sion, be­cause at the sec­ond one at the lat­est she had a strong or­gasm. But when one of them fucked the other in the ass­hole, she was al­ways con­fused. It looked so un­real and ob­scene that it dis­gusted her. That was just how she felt, it was not based on any prej­u­dice. 


Nuri was very gen­tle and ter­ri­bly sim­ple‐minded, and the lit­tle crim­i­nals liked that. They still re­mem­bered the pun­ish­ment for the rapes well and pre­tended to be in­no­cent an­gels to Nuri. She sat very qui­etly in the cen­ter of the dor­mi­tory, ev­ery­one played with his cock and then slept peace­fully, she watched them cock­play­ing and ca­ressed her clit gen­tly. It wasn’t un­til the third night that some­one made a move. Lit­tle Ben, who couldn’t hurt a fly, whis­pered that Nuri had to come to him. She sat down un­sus­pect­ingly on his bed­side and asked what was wrong. He un­cov­ered him­self and showed her his erec­tion. “What should I do?” he squeezed out.  She looked at his cock care­fully and replied, “You have to rub it and make it squirt!” she said and rubbed his cock for a sec­ond. He nod­ded and started to rub. She ran her hand over his in­ner thighs, “Yes, that’s right, that’s fine!” She stroked him un­til he squirted. 


That was the right de­ci­sion. From then on, Nuri sat on the edge of the boys’ beds, stroking their in­ner thighs and rub­bing some of their cocks her­self. She went from bed to bed and made the boys squirt. Some of the boys wanted to squirt in her mouth or in her pussy hole, but she shook her head con­sis­tently, nei­ther was an op­tion for her. It took more than an hour to rub the cocks un­til they squirted, but she had the whole night if she had to.


The su­pe­ri­ors nod­ded ap­prov­ingly, Nuri was do­ing a good job, there was noth­ing to com­plain about and, above all, there were no prob­lems. Nuri an­swered hon­estly when she was asked. “I rub their cocks and make them squirt,” an­swered the sim­ple‐minded woman, “but not all of them, most do it them­selves!” The ques­tion­ing lady  blushed deeply and asked, “You mas­tur­bate them at night!?” and Nuri nod­ded ea­gerly. “They fall asleep quickly and there are no prob­lems!” 


Nuri had been do­ing this for 3 years now. She got quite ex­cited when she has rubbed them and let them squirt and touched her cli­toris dis­creetly. When she had mas­tur­bated the last one, she couldn’t take it any­more. She reached un­der her skirt and mas­tur­bated, and she didn’t care if the boys were watch­ing her. She just had to, there was no more de­lay. She sat in mid­dle of the dor­mi­tory, her legs wide spread apart and mas­tur­bated un­til she got tired of the or­gasms. She re­mained com­pletely re­laxed and even got a lit­tle horny be­cause six pairs of eyes were fixed on her and her mas­tur­bat­ing. 


There was Louis, who was ac­tu­ally only here by mis­take; as an 18‐year‐old he should have been in prison. Like all the oth­ers, he was com­pletely in­no­cent, hon­estly! He was an as­sis­tant to the jan­i­tor at the girls’ board­ing school. The head­mistress was hor­ri­fied to dis­cover that 6 of her girls were preg­nant. Six! She called the in­sti­tutes doc­tor. Of the 60 girls be­tween the ages of 13 and 16, only 4 were still vir­gins. Hor­ri­ble! None of the girls re­vealed how they had lost their vir­gin­ity. But one of the 4 vir­gins fell over and told the di­rec­tor ev­ery­thing. Louis was the lucky one who sneaked into the girls’ dor­mi­tory ev­ery night and fucked a girl in front of ev­ery­one, some­times two. The girls flocked around the fuck­ers, none of them want­ing to miss a thing. When a girl was about to be de­flow­ered, those stand­ing around counted down loudly, chant­ing… 5, 4, 3, 2, 1 and then Louis thrusted in­side and de­flow­ered the girl. In this set­ting, the girl couldn’t cry like a cry­baby, she pulled her­self to­gether and con­tin­ued to let her­self be fucked while laugh­ing. So it was a happy ex­pe­ri­ence for ev­ery­one. Soon they were all de­flow­ered and he con­tin­ued to fuck the girls ev­ery night. Louis even had to tes­tify in court, but due to bu­reau­cratic slop­pi­ness he was not sent to prison.  


And there was lit­tle Erich, who was now about 16 years old. He grew up alone with his drug‐ad­dicted mother Sylvia. He kept see­ing strange men come into the apart­ment and fuck Sylvia for money or drugs, and also the other ad­dicted girls, with­out pay­ing them and squirt­ing deep in­side the right­s­less girls. Sylvia didn’t let any of the men squirt in­side; they had to pull their cocks out and squirt while mas­tur­bat­ing. There were usu­ally 3 or 4 other drug ad­dicts ly­ing on her liv­ing room car­pet, but they were all stupid, that was clear to Erich. He watched Sylvia and the other girls very closely as they were fucked, be­cause he un­der­stood what was go­ing on very well. He ob­served how Sylvia got a lit­tle bit ex­cited sex­u­ally dur­ing the fuck­ing, but she al­ways waited un­til the man had left and then only mas­tur­bated pas­sion­ately when she had got­ten enough ex­cite­ment from the fuck­ing. He watched her mas­tur­bat­ing tech­niques very closely, be­cause she didn’t al­ways do it the same way.  He lay down di­rectly be­tween her thighs and watched her rub­bing her clit with her fin­ger. He found her or­gasms par­tic­u­larly ex­cit­ing, even though they were some­times com­pletely dif­fer­ent. He also watched the other ad­dicted girls mas­tur­bate very closely un­til he had seen ev­ery­thing they did. He soon got the hang of strip­ping the girls naked and mak­ing them mas­tur­bate with­out them hav­ing been fucked first. He quickly fig­ured out how to arouse the girls so much that they sim­ply couldn’t help them­selves and had to mas­tur­bate im­me­di­ately. He got some of them to mas­tur­bate con­tin­u­ously and en­joyed his power to en­tice or force them to mas­tur­bate end­lessly and self­tor­tur­ously. He spent a whole year push­ing aside the panties of the girls sleep­ing on drugs and look­ing at the holes in their pussies. He found this very ex­cit­ing be­cause the holes were usu­ally dif­fer­ent. There were some that were very deep and some that were barely vis­i­ble in the thick flesh around the hole.  He ex­plored and touched the clits, which were also very dif­fer­ent. He prac­ticed all the time mas­tur­bat­ing the clit of the sleep­ing girls. At first he didn’t suc­ceed, but he was tire­lessly prac­tic­ing and soon he was able to do it. Most of them woke up shortly be­fore or­gasm, con­fused but horny and fin­ished the job them­selves greed­ily. Some slept so deeply or were so tight that they didn’t even wake up when they cli­maxed. He couldn’t ejac­u­late yet, but he fucked ev­ery­one af­ter­wards. Af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing or be­ing mas­tur­bated by the boy, the girls would doze or sleep, but he would mount them and put his cock into their holes. Many would doze or fall asleep any­way, but he would not let them pass with­out fuck­ing them as best he could at the time. By the end of the year he was able to squirt, and most of them would wake up and stare at him with red‐rimmed eyes while they let him squirt in­side. None of these un­for­tu­nate souls ever asked him not to squirt in­side. They ev­i­dently saw it as an in­escapable part of fuck­ing, for the man had to squirt, even if he was just a boy. Erich didn’t care if they watched from their col­or­ful foggy worlds and nod­ded hornily in agree­ment, when he fucked and squirted in­side an­other girl. To­wards the end of the year he could ejac­u­late, and that made him very proud. He was also very proud when he was able to mas­tur­bate the sleep­ing Sylvia to or­gasm. The first time she woke up com­pletely con­fused in or­gasm and then smiled when she re­al­ized that Erich had mas­tur­bated her. From then on she al­ways smiled when he mas­tur­bated her and she let him mas­tur­bate her as of­ten as he liked. His sex­u­al­ity awoke with great force and he de­cided to fuck Sylvia. She grinned in sur­prise and stupidly when he pulled down her panties. At first she laughed at him be­cause he couldn’t ejac­u­late be­cause he was so ex­cited.  But then he squirted in­side her, she mum­bled that he wasn’t al­lowed to squirt in­side and make her a child! But he didn’t care, he squirted deep in­side ev­ery time. “You’re go­ing to make me a child like that!” she mum­bled re­proach­fully when he had fin­ished squirt­ing. He didn’t let him­self be taught, he fucked her 4 or 5 times on some days and al­ways squirted deep in­side. “I don’t care if you have a child!” he screamed af­ter fuck­ing her and she ducked be­cause in his anger he im­me­di­ately con­tin­ued to fuck her again and squirted in­side her pussy again. The older he got, the more of­ten he had to fuck her or an­other girl dur­ing the day to get rid of the re­cur­ring sex­ual pres­sure. He screamed that “he was go­ing to squirt in­side now and he didn’t care if she wanted it or not!” Sylvia was afraid of him and said noth­ing more. She sighed deeply and sadly when he squirted in­side, sev­eral times a day. He started to fuck the other ad­dicts reg­u­larly too. They came and went, ev­ery few days a new one came, in­jected the poi­son into her arm or snorted the white pow­der. Erich knew that he had to wait at least 10 min­utes un­til the poi­son took ef­fect and the girls sank into their fan­tasy worlds. Hardly any of them no­ticed that Erich was un­dress­ing them, ex­am­in­ing them and then fuck­ing them. He didn’t give a damn whether they were okay with him squirt­ing in­side. They looked at him from their fan­tasy worlds with glassy or cloudy eyes and stared stupidly like sheep when Erich rammed his cock into their pussies and fucked them hard. They had no rights and were out­lawed; they were fucked for free by Sylvia’s pay­ing vis­i­tors be­cause they were fair game, even for Erich. They were not as en­ter­pris­ing as Sylvia; they ac­cepted their fate and let them­selves be fucked with­out any re­sis­tance. That was bet­ter than be­ing beaten up by a pimp and then get­ting fucked any­way. One ad­dict had died of an over­dose and stank. The neigh­bors called the po­lice and that’s how Erich ended up with Nuri. Erich was, hon­estly, a com­plete in­no­cent boy, ex­cept per­haps for be­ing the ring­leader in the rape of Nuri’s pre­de­ces­sor. Two boys held the small, chubby woman while Erich and the oth­ers stripped her naked; it was very shame­ful and hu­mil­i­at­ing. She was a 42‐year‐old woman who very rarely fucked for a quickie, usu­ally mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery morn­ing when her shift was over and she went to bed. Her breasts hung sadly and the sparse pu­bic hair re­vealed her labia and partly her clit, vis­i­bly red­dened from her vig­or­ous mas­tur­ba­tion. Two held her legs, two her arms. Erich spread her pussy lips with his fin­gers and touched her sore clit. “You mas­tur­bate a lot, don’t you?” he asked and she pressed her lips to­gether. She would never ad­mit it, but Erich told his boys that her clit was so red and sore from all the vig­or­ous mas­tur­bat­ing. He spread her pussy hole with his fin­gers as wide as he could and quickly pen­e­trated. She cried heart­break­ingly as Erich’s cock en­tered her pussy and fucked her. Af­ter 10 or more thrusts, she stopped cry­ing and panted be­cause she was get­ting pretty horny. She was the type of woman who came to or­gasm very eas­ily when she was fucked. Her breath­ing be­came more and more shal­low and her or­gasm trig­gered Erich’s squirts. Her or­gasm was only in­side her pussy, the vagi­nal mus­cles grip­ping the cock and chok­ing it rhyth­mi­cally so that he had to squirt im­me­di­ately. She was very proud of how quickly she had reached or­gasm, she knew that very few women could do that. She thought she was over it now, but it was just a change of horses. The guys forced her legs apart again and one of them spread her pussy hole wide open with his fin­gers. This was par­tic­u­larly hu­mil­i­at­ing for her; be­ing naked was hu­mil­i­at­ing in it­self, but hav­ing her pussy hole pre­sented like a chal­ice was just too much. She screamed in de­spair. She shud­dered and cried again when the next one started to fuck her, but the cry­ing stopped as she ran to­wards her or­gasm. All 6 guys fucked her one by one and left her ly­ing there when they were fin­ished.  She was ex­hausted from the many or­gasms and cried in hu­mil­i­a­tion. She was fucked ev­ery night for some weeks by all 6 boys, un­til one day she left a let­ter on the head­mistress’s desk and left for­ever. The head­mistress made the 6 of­fend­ers line up in her of­fice af­ter break­fast and strip naked. She took one cock af­ter the other in her hand and beat the cocks with a wooden ruler un­til they squirted. She did this for 10 days and al­ways gave them a lec­ture af­ter­wards. They should re­mem­ber never to rape the su­per­vi­sor again! If they felt sex­ual pres­sure, they should come to her, a so­lu­tion could be found. Here she stopped the speech briefly be­cause the old woman imag­ined fuck­ing the boys her­self. The boys did not for­get the pun­ish­ment when the suc­ces­sor, Nuri, came. They were as meek as lambs.


Dur­ing the weekly shower, Nuri was in the shower with the boys naked for the only time in the week. She soaped and washed the guys and when they ran their hands over her naked body, she just smiled, but she didn’t let the boys go any fur­ther. When one of them touched her pussy and clit and got erect in the shower, she asked with a smile if she should rub him un­til he squirted. Most of them wanted to, the oth­ers stood around in a cir­cle while she rubbed the cock vig­or­ously. They mur­mured in agree­ment or made sat­is­fied noises when she had made the boy squirt.


Nuri had the feel­ing that she was be­ing watched. The boys re­as­sured her that there was no one there, she was only see­ing ghosts. But she re­mained un­easy, she kept look­ing back over her shoul­der, but there re­ally was no one there. 


But one morn­ing it hap­pened.


Lit­tle Ben was found at the bot­tom of the cel­lar stairs. Nuri felt the ice‐cold child’s neck. He was dead. She called the am­bu­lance, they came, as did the po­lice. The coro­ner said that Ben had been raped, beaten up, pushed down the stairs and had bro­ken his neck. Raped? asked the in­spec­tor and the doc­tor nod­ded, “fucked in the ass!” and she had al­ready com­pared the DNA with that of the boys and all the male em­ploy­ees, but it had to be a stranger.


Lit­tle Ben was one of the most in­no­cent. He had fucked his fos­ter mother ev­ery sin­gle day for years; the lit­tle boy was good and obe­di­ent and fucked his de­mand­ing and sex‐ad­dicted fos­ter mother un­til her hus­band caught them both in the act. She had to save her rep­u­ta­tion and told him that the lit­tle boy had raped her. So poor lit­tle Ben came here and now he was dead.


The home was in tur­moil for 14 days. Only grad­u­ally did the sit­u­a­tion calm down and Nuri went from bed to bed again, mas­tur­bat­ing her boys or watch­ing them mas­tur­bate their young cocks, ca­ress­ing their in­ner thighs and fine cocks and mur­mur­ing en­cour­ag­ingly. A new one had ar­rived, Fritz. He was just as in­no­cent as the oth­ers, he had only fucked his lit­tle sis­ter and then drowned her in the pool. Usu­ally he fucked the lit­tle one very care­fully and con­sid­er­ately, but the screams of the lit­tle one, whom he fucked re­ally hard for the first time, trig­gered his mur­der re­flex. The fos­ter mother then beat him up, but he was in a mur­der­ous rage and im­me­di­ately fucked the scream­ing old slut half to death and killed her with the gar­den shovel. He then fucked the dead sis­ter again be­cause he re­ally loved her very much. Since he was not yet 18, he came into Nuri’s care. She in­te­grated the gen­tle gi­ant into her group. On the first evening she dis­cov­ered that Fritz had the big­gest cock un­der the sun.  He grum­bled that he would much rather fuck her than have it rubbed, but she shook her head, “maybe later!” and con­tin­ued rub­bing his huge cock. He moaned that he didn’t want to cum in the air, that was very hu­mil­i­at­ing. Nuri gave in. For the first time at work in 3 years she lay on her back and let Fritz fuck her. The other boys stood around, they had never seen it be­fore, Nuri’s lit­tle pussy hole, wide open, and Fritz’s huge cock, which Nuri had re­ally tight­ened by rub­bing. And now the huge cock pen­e­trated the pussy hole, mak­ing its way in­ex­orably. She screamed softly as the enor­mous cock pen­e­trated her pussy hole, the boys held their breath. Fritz held Nuri up by her but­tocks so that she was at the right height. His cock stabbed into her hole as if he wanted to im­pale her. She pushed her­self against him and went along with his rhythm, she fucked him ac­tively and with great con­cen­tra­tion.  The boys had never seen such fuck­ing be­fore, the two of them fucked wildly like an­i­mals, like preda­tors. Fritz bared his teeth and gave her ev­ery­thing, but soon she was scream­ing out as she had a strong or­gasm and then one af­ter the other un­til Fritz reared up and squirted in­side. He had pulled his cock out as far as the tip of his cock­head. The boys could see how his cock pumped rhyth­mi­cally and the se­men shot into Nuri’s hole in thick, full jets. Nuri let her head sink back dur­ing her first or­gasm, then she pushed and pushed her head back onto the mat­tress in plea­sure of the long or­gas­ming and let then her or­gasm fade away. Fritz started to cry, Nuri sat up and hugged the cry­ing gi­ant. He calmed down and she let him talk.  “That’s ex­actly how Heidi drowned. She let her head sink back in her or­gasm, like you had now, into the pool. She lost con­scious­ness in her or­gasm and drowned. I didn’t no­tice be­cause I was in the mid­dle of squirt­ing. Poor thing! And sud­denly the fos­ter mother was stand­ing be­hind me. She was beat­ing me with a shovel. I grabbed the crazy old woman and ripped her clothes off. With a crazy look she threw her­self at me and grabbed my cock with clear in­tent, she stuffed my cock into her ugly wrin­kled hole, for the first time, and started to fuck me stand­ing up, the old sow! I was to­tally con­fused and af­ter a few min­utes I threw her to the ground and she laughed like crazy, like tri­umphant. I raped her wildly be­cause I was in a mad blood frenzy. I fucked the ugly old woman, who al­ways spied on us and shame­lessly watched us fuck, un­til she stopped mov­ing. She opened her eyes and screamed, “Mur­derer!  Mur­derer!” I didn’t want to hear her scream any­more and hit her with the shovel un­til she fell silent. Then I heard Heidi. She called me softly like she al­ways did when she wanted to play and fuck. I pulled her head out of the wa­ter and laid her on the grass. She smiled and kissed me, “come on, fuck me, my Big Grumpy Bear, fuck me re­ally hard this time!” So I fucked her re­ally hard like never be­fore. But af­ter I squirted in­side her lit­tle life­less body, I came to my senses and ran away.” Fritz clung to Nuri and con­tin­ued to cry. “I haven’t told any­one that yet,” he sobbed. “It’s good that you told me, I’ll keep it care­fully in my heart,” Nuri said, stroking the gi­ant baby’s hair gen­tly. They had some­how be­come friends.


Nuri shook her head at ev­ery­one who wanted to fuck her too. No, only Fritz was al­lowed to do that. She mas­tur­bated the oth­ers first and only lay down with Fritz last, who fucked her to won­der­ful or­gasms. Nei­ther she nor he cared that the oth­ers stood around and watched them fuck­ing. Nuri stood up, straight­ened her dress and shooed ev­ery­one into bed. Or­der was re­stored, ev­ery­one slept peace­fully and Fritz was very happy that Nuri let her­self be fucked vol­un­tar­ily and with­out be­ing forced. He of­ten cried be­cause he had loved his fos­ter sis­ter very much, she too had liked to be fucked with his big cock. She was al­ready 11 when they came to the fos­ter fam­ily to­gether and he soon de­flow­ered her, very, very care­fully. He helped her spread her pussy hole wide with his fin­gers, then he pen­e­trated her and tore her hy­men. They fucked ev­ery day from then on, un­til the dis­as­ter. Now she was un­for­tu­nately dead, sobbed Fritz and cried again. 


And again Nuri had the feel­ing that she was be­ing watched. The boys re­mem­bered, but they still said that she was only see­ing ghosts. 


It only took a week be­fore it hap­pened again. 


Lit­tle Karl, Charly, was found at the bot­tom of the cel­lar stairs.  He was dead, stone dead. The res­cue team and the po­lice came again. The coro­ner con­firmed that it was the same pic­ture. Charly had been raped, beaten and pushed down the stairs, and he had also bro­ken his neck. The in­spec­tor nod­ded grimly when the doc­tor said that he had been “fucked in the ass”. The DNA again only matched the first mur­derer, it was the same one. The po­lice ques­tioned ev­ery­one three or four times, but to no avail. Charly was a very wild child, he had vi­o­lently fucked his fos­ter mother for months and had fi­nally pushed her in front of a bus, which she for­tu­nately sur­vived. He had been ar­rested from the hos­pi­tal be­cause he was fuck­ing his fos­ter mother, who was bent in a cast. That was his ca­reer, and now he was ly­ing dead at the bot­tom of the base­ment stairs.


Again it took two or three weeks un­til or­der was re­stored, un­til Nuri was mov­ing from bed to bed again and mas­tur­bat­ing the boys.  Fi­nally, she let Fritz fuck her like be­fore; she had missed fuck­ing him a lot. She had told the po­lice in­spec­tor with­out bat­ting an eye­lid how she went from bed to bed, mas­tur­bated the guys one af­ter the other and fi­nally let Fritz and his huge cock fuck her; there was noth­ing wrong with that. The in­spec­tor had be­come very cu­ri­ous and had Fritz show her his cock; it was re­ally huge. She blushed to the base of her breasts when he asked her to touch the cock and wait un­til it was com­pletely erect. She held the cock firmly in her hand and rubbed it a lit­tle bit; it stiff­ened the longer she rubbed and the glans slipped out from un­der the fore­skin. The young woman shook her head when he asked her to rub. No, she didn’t want to see the squirt­ing, she lied, be­cause some­one could come in at any time. She let him go and made no note of the episode.


The po­lice in­ves­ti­gated the case for months, but they found noth­ing, noth­ing at all.


The file be­came a cold case and was closed. 



● ● ●







The Horny Doc­tor


by Jack Faber © 2024




Tom had enough time to think. He had, to put it sim­ply, fol­lowed his cock, threw him­self into ad­ven­ture with all his might and crashed. He had thrown his stud­ies, all his ef­forts to be­come and to be a doc­tor, into the trash can. He was still a physi­cian, he was still a doc­tor, but af­ter the court ver­dict they would take both away from him. He leaned against the con­crete wall of the prison cell and closed his eyes.  


Tom had spent his last in­tern­ship in the clinic for ar­ti­fi­cial in­sem­i­na­tion, it was the most ex­cit­ing ex­pe­ri­ence of his life. They in­spected pussies, noth­ing but pussies, and ques­tioned young women about their most in­ti­mate se­crets. No, gy­ne­col­ogy was not for him, they butchered women’s in­ti­mate parts, hor­ri­ble! The the­o­ret­i­cal part of ar­ti­fi­cial in­sem­i­na­tion was a must, which he ac­cepted as well as the lab­o­ra­tory work. In­ter­view­ing the women, the prac­ti­cal work with their pussies was his thing. He would of­fer his soul to the devil for that. 


It was clear to him from the start that he needed a close con­fi­dante. Some­one who would sup­port his crime and go along with ev­ery­thing. It was Sis­ter An­ge­lika who he chose. Like him, she was se­cretly a crim­i­nal, and Tom took ad­van­tage of that. An­ge­lika was a les­bian and swam like a pike in a carp pond full of vul­ner­a­ble women. He in­vited An­ge­lika to din­ner.  


She didn’t have to ex­plain to him that she was a les­bian. Yes, she had fucked in her youth, she was ex­pe­ri­enced at it, even if it was only with one man. Her fa­ther had de­flow­ered her when she was 13 and fucked her ev­ery day un­til she left home and be­came a nurse. She dis­cov­ered there that she was a les­bian. Tom was very clever at win­ning her over. Yes, she fi­nally agreed, she would fuck him if he ac­cepted her as she was, a true les­bian. 


He fucked An­ge­lika ev­ery day, some­times even twice. She was pretty to look at, she had beau­ti­ful small breasts, her pu­bic hair was shaved and when he parted her labia with his fin­gers he could see her clit, which was red from all the mas­tur­ba­tion. She shrugged her shoul­ders in­dif­fer­ently, she only mas­tur­bated when she re­ally needed to and didn’t think about whether her clit was red af­ter­wards or not. As agreed, she let him fuck her when­ever he needed it. She turned her head away and didn’t let him kiss her at first. She ad­mit­ted that for her it was in­dif­fer­ent just like fuck­ing her fa­ther. She had a very pleas­ant and tight vagina, over time she lost her in­hi­bi­tions and be­cause she was par­tic­u­larly sex­u­ally aroused when be­ing fucked, she mas­tur­bated to or­gasm at the end of the fuck. She let him fuck her as of­ten as he could, which was usu­ally only once in 24 hours, Tom needed a day to re­cover.  He had long since ac­cepted that he could only ejac­u­late once and that his cock was only medium‐sized. “It’s much big­ger and firmer than my fa­ther’s,” An­ge­lika stated mat­ter‐of‐factly, “it also ex­cites me much more sex­u­ally, I some­times have an or­gasm, which I never had with him!” He, in turn, made it pos­si­ble for An­ge­lika to fuck the pa­tients she chose and who wanted it. This mu­tual part­ner­ship had been go­ing well for some months now. He had a good girl to fuck ev­ery day and with his sup­port, An­ge­lika was able to ap­proach the most de­sir­able women. 


Tom in­ter­viewed all the women and elim­i­nated the unattain­able ones. Those who in­ter­ested him had to be sim­ple in mind, gullible and eas­ily to be in­flu­enced and that they would do any­thing to fi­nally have a child. Tom had a nice strat­egy in mind. An­ge­lika stripped the woman naked and spread her labia and cun­t­hole with her fin­gers.  He touched and ex­plored the pussy, the cun­t­hole and the clit, as an ap­pe­tizer, so to speak. He ab­so­lutely needed fresh se­men from the hus­band. He watched the cou­ple through a mir­rored win­dow. The ma­jor­ity of the cou­ples fucked in the plain un­pleas­ant room, she held the cup and let him squirt into it. The sec­ond largest group were cou­ples who sat op­po­site each other and watched each other mas­tur­bate. Only a small num­ber of women gave their hus­bands a hand­job. Tom al­ways watched them fuck­ing be­cause it re­ally turned him on and An­ge­lika smiled be­cause he was af­ter­wards about to fuck her like a wild an­i­mal. He was so easy to see through, thought An­ge­lika. 


An­ge­lika hung on his ev­ery word like the pa­tient when he ex­plained the pro­ce­dure. A French sci­en­tist had dis­cov­ered how to get the hus­band’s usu­ally tired se­men to the egg with the help of an as­sis­tant se­men. The hus­band’s se­men was coated in a pro­tec­tive chem­i­cal sub­stance, the se­men was in­jected into the wom­ans cun­t­hole and then the as­sis­tant squirted his fresh, youth­ful se­men over it.  The fresh sperm took the older sperm pig­gy­back and trans­ported it to the egg. The se­cre­tions that the woman re­leased dur­ing or­gasm and the pro­tec­tive shell gave the hus­band’s sperm the nec­es­sary push to the egg. It was there­fore nec­es­sary for the pa­tient to have an or­gasm, or bet­ter yet, sev­eral, that was ab­so­lutely nec­es­sary.


He knew from the in­ten­sive in­ti­mate in­ter­views which of the women mas­tur­bated. Less than half, per­haps 35 to 40 per­cent, mas­tur­bated daily. A roughly equal num­ber mas­tur­bated less, once a month or less of­ten. And about 20 per­cent did not mas­tur­bate at all, never. Hon­estly. That was his per­sonal statis­tic and he found it very sur­pris­ing. The first two groups were sup­posed to mas­tur­bate more of­ten, at least once a day be­fore the treat­ment. Most of them and the last group were able to take ad­van­tage of An­ge­lika’s help, she took great plea­sure in mas­tur­bat­ing girls. 


Tom treated hun­dreds of women in this way. An­ge­lika had the woman lie naked on the treat­ment ta­ble, she spread the cun­t­hole with her gloved fin­gers and Tom in­jected a mil­li­liter of the hus­band’s se­men into the cun­t­hole. Then he had sev­eral milliliters of the French­man’s mys­te­ri­ous tinc­ture dripped into the hole. Even An­ge­lika did not know that it was just wa­ter with a few drops of red food col­or­ing.  Some women were al­ready mas­tur­bat­ing or An­ge­lika was hap­pily rub­bing her clits. To get the vagi­nal se­cre­tion flow­ing. Now came the de­ci­sive act.


Tom dropped his trousers. Most of the women turned their faces away, they looked to the side, be­cause they had been faith­ful to their hus­bands and had not fucked any­one else since mar­riage. Some, and these were the not so faith­ful wives, mas­tur­bated wildly and looked at Tom’s stiff cock, lick­ing their lips. He pen­e­trated con­sid­er­ately and watched their faces. Most of the faith­ful wives had a tear run­ning down their cheeks, some were cry­ing. The un­faith­ful ones closed their eyes and sighed, fi­nally a real cock again! He fucked slowly, care­fully and with great plea­sure. He looked at the dis­torted faces of the women who were rub­bing their clit with all their might for the sake of it or just for plea­sure.  He nod­ded en­cour­ag­ingly at An­ge­lika, telling her to rub the pa­tient from or­gasm to or­gasm, which she did with­out stop­ping. 


He took a sec­onds long break when the woman had an or­gasm and then con­tin­ued to fuck. He in­creased the pace and reached the fin­ish­ing straight, he reared up and squirted ev­ery­thing in, know­ing full well that the woman was in her fer­tile pe­riod. He squirted load af­ter load, be­cause that was the de­ci­sive mo­ment. 


He re­peated the pro­ce­dure at least 3 times, usu­ally 5 or 6 times. But he would only know in 10 days whether she had be­come preg­nant. The de­part­ment’s suc­cess rate rose to 75 per­cent, a dream fig­ure. He alone knew that the whole fuss was pure char­la­tanry. The only im­por­tant thing was to fuck the women at the de­ci­sive time, when the chances of suc­cess were high­est.  Most of the women who came to the clinic were healthy and could con­ceive nat­u­rally. Most of the time it was the man’s fail­ure, who of course couldn’t do any­thing about it. It didn’t mat­ter to Tom whether it was his or her hus­band’s se­men. The 25 per­cent of pa­tients who didn’t get preg­nant came al­ways back.


Tom fucked An­ge­lika when there was no treat­ment and he liked to praise her dex­ter­ity when mas­tur­bat­ing the pa­tients. She was also quite happy be­cause she re­ally en­joyed mas­tur­bat­ing other women and girls. These weren’t old bas­tards, but young girls who came to the clinic. Tom’s world knew no beau­ti­ful, pretty or ugly women. He re­duced them to their pussies and the in­ti­mate se­crets they told him in in­ter­views. Even An­ge­lika, who was so emo­tional and sen­si­tive in her les­bian af­fairs, re­duced the pa­tients to their clits. She had never imag­ined that she would only see a clit and judge whether she needed to be mas­tur­bated gen­tly, vig­or­ously, re­lax­ingly or wildly.


Word of mouth did its part, so that the clinic was run­ning at full speed and poor Tom now had two girls to fuck a day. He con­tin­ued the char­la­tanry un­de­terred, fuck­ing girl af­ter girl, al­though he soon needed some co­caine to en­dure the ex­er­tion.


He had been car­ry­ing out the treat­ments for 3 years, as­sisted by An­ge­lika, who he no longer had to fuck so of­ten. He had im­preg­nated hun­dreds of women and there were no real or se­ri­ous com­plaints. Yes, there were a lot of women who just couldn’t get preg­nant. He did the third round of treat­ments for free, but it didn’t help once. 


There was a pa­tient who had an in­cred­i­bly jeal­ous hus­band. Tom had watched the cou­ple fuck­ing be­hind the mir­ror win­dow, the man was re­ally an ass­hole. Just as Tom was about to start the ac­tual treat­ment, the jeal­ous man was stand­ing in the treat­ment room, say­ing that he was the only one who was al­lowed to fuck his wife, no one else, Full Stop. And the man ac­tu­ally fucked his wife, on three days, then they left. She was back af­ter 2 months, with­out her hus­band know­ing. Tom fucked her on 10 days, she loved him fuck­ing more than with her hus­band. She got preg­nant and filed for di­vorce.  


There was the rich pa­tient who came a to­tal of 10 times be­fore she be­came preg­nant. She said with a smile that Tom was ac­tu­ally her lover, be­cause she hardly ever fucked her hus­band any­more. Be­fore the treat­ment, she let An­ge­lika mas­tur­bate her end­lessly, even though she usu­ally did it her­self. But if it was of­fered as a ser­vice, yes, please! An­ge­lika also mas­tur­bated her while Tom fucked her. Af­ter the 10th treat­ment, she fi­nally be­came preg­nant. “I would never have be­lieved it,” she said later, “I al­ways as­sumed it was just ho­cus­pocus!” She came very close to the truth. 


The hus­band of one of the last pa­tients took him to court. The French sci­en­tist’s web­site turned out to be fake, but it could not be proven that Tom had made the web­site. And he stuck strictly to the texts the “French­man” had pub­lished there. The judge or­dered pa­ter­nity tests for 10 ran­domly se­lected chil­dren. Tom was the fa­ther of all of them.  He had al­most got through it lightly when the med­i­cal as­so­ci­a­tion and the clinic got in­volved. Tom was now ac­cused of quack­ery and un­eth­i­cal be­hav­ior, be­cause doc­tors were not al­lowed to fuck pa­tients, that was writ­ten in black and white. Tom was only 27, had been a doc­tor for 4 years and would drive a taxi in the fu­ture. He buried his head in his hands in de­spair. 


He had been alone in the two‐man cell un­til now, but now he had a cell­mate. He called him­self Shri Ananda Aw­peri­tama, he was the founder and head of his own sect. He spoke flu­ently in the lo­cal di­alect and not a word of In­dian. That was strange. And he only had con­tact with his teacher and spir­i­tual leader by email. He was very strange, this To­bias Niehu­ber, as he was known in real life. For the first week they only talked about su­per­fi­cial things, only then did they tell each other their life sto­ries. Tom was the first to tell his story and Shri slapped his thighs, laugh­ing with de­light.  He was par­tic­u­larly pleased that Tom had earned a small for­tune. “Fuck­ing is all well and good, but mak­ing money from it is di­vine!” ex­claimed the holy man. He was con­fi­dent that Tom could get off lightly. Maybe even stay a physi­cian and a doc­tor too. Tom did not share his en­thu­si­asm, but it was a lit­tle bit lib­er­at­ing. Then Shri told his story. 


I was mar­ried to the same woman for al­most 20 years, we had a sweet lit­tle daugh­ter Lena and the usual fric­tion that you would ex­pect af­ter 20 years. My wife had slipped away from me, she was whor­ing around and kept a close eye on me to make sure I didn’t even think about cheat­ing. So far, so good. I didn’t have time to cheat any­way, I had enough to do fight­ing for my job and I was los­ing. I was un­em­ployed, had hardly any money and a wife who hap­pily cheated. She si­phoned enough money from her lovers to pro­vide for the three of us well.


Some­times I had to give her the bed­room when she in­vited a par­tic­u­larly rich guy to fuck her. I was tired of fol­low­ing the merry go­ings‐on from the hall­way. I went up to the chil­dren’s room. I must have stood there like an ox in front of the barn door. Lena stopped mas­tur­bat­ing and hissed at me, “Come in and close the door!” which I did.  Lena was sat­is­fied and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing. I sat down at the end of the bed and watched her. She mas­tur­bated for a long time, her fin­ger on her clit grad­u­ally ro­tated faster and she had a nice or­gasm. She sat up and asked why I had come. I said, “Mom needs the bed­room.” She laughed rather strangely. “So she has some­one im­por­tant here to fuck! She has to fuck the rich and fa­mous here, she can’t go to a ho­tel with them!” and she laughed her ass off. I asked her how long she had been mas­tur­bat­ing, as she was only 14, or al­most 14. She smiled like a sphinx. “I was 6 or 7 when I caught Mom mas­tur­bat­ing. She didn’t make a drama, she just kept mas­tur­bat­ing un­til she had fin­ished with her or­gasm. Then she showed me how I could do it too. There was noth­ing bad, she said, it was some­thing com­pletely nat­u­ral. Since then I have done it twice ev­ery evening.” I just nod­ded, what could I say?  I asked, “Are you al­ready fuck­ing boys?” Lena shook her head, “No!” and then said she al­lowed her older boyfriends to pen­e­trate her vagi­nal vestibule up to her hy­men. Then she mas­tur­bated the boy un­til he squirted. And her hy­men was in­tact, she as­sured se­ri­ously. Then she said that she had told the boys that if some­one gifted her an iPhone for her 14th birth­day, she would give him her vir­gin­ity, okay? I was stunned. “I think about that like Mom,” Lena said qui­etly, “be­ing in love may be nice, but it would be non­sense to let your­self be fucked for free!” She was quite rest­less and threw her night­gown on the floor. “I do it twice a night, Dad! If you want to stay seated, I don’t care.” I looked at her like the sec­ond ox in front of the barn door. She smiled and lay down. I turned and looked di­rectly into her pussy­hole as she mas­tur­bated. This time, too, it took her a long time, but the or­gasm at the end was very strong. She im­me­di­ately turned to the side and whis­pered, “Good night, Dad!” I stroked her sweaty hair and kissed her fore­head.  I have to say, I love Lena very much! 


Two days later, af­ter din­ner, I put a gift box in front of Lena. My wife looked very keen, be­cause she didn’t know any­thing about it. Lena opened it, it was an iPhone of course. She jumped at my neck and show­ered me with kisses. She looked at me for a long time. “Tonight?” and I nod­ded. She had in­stalled the thing in no time and im­me­di­ately called her best friends. I don’t know if they knew what this iPhone was con­nected to. Af­ter that, Lena went up to her room and I told my wife that she didn’t have to wait for me to­day, I was sleep­ing up­stairs in the chil­dren’s room. I don’t know if she sus­pected it then, as I said, my wife and I were rather at odds back then. I went up to Lena. 


She was ly­ing naked in bed, per­fumed like a dock whore. I took off my clothes and lay down next to her. “Do you know ev­ery­thing?” I asked and she grinned, slightly of­fended.  “Daddy, I’m one of the last vir­gins in the class, I’ve heard it a hun­dred times, how it hap­pens and how it works!” We lay next to each other in si­lence. “It’s ac­tu­ally weird. Only a hand­ful have been de­flow­ered by a class­mate, most by their fa­ther, like me now. The own fa­ther! It’s re­ally weird!” 


I laid her down. She lifted her legs, bent them and waited, smil­ing. “Do it quickly, then it won’t hurt as much!” I nod­ded and quickly pushed into her hole. Nei­ther of us felt the hy­men tear and looked at each other in sur­prise. But no mat­ter, I fucked Lena to the best of my abil­ity, I hadn’t fucked my wife for days and was ac­cord­ingly starved. We fucked for an end­less amount of time, she whis­pered in my ear, “Daddy, you can squirt in­side there with­out worry, I’ll take good care of it!”  She was so good to fuck, the in­side of her pussy was silky smooth and she had in­tu­itively un­der­stood how to ad­just her pace to mine. She made me squirt with gen­tle force when she reached the peak of her ex­cite­ment. No, she didn’t have an or­gasm while fuck­ing, she did that or­gas­ming like she al­ways did be­fore fall­ing asleep.


They were the best 7 years of my life. We fucked 20 days a month and the re­main­ing 10 I slept with my wife, who couldn’t leave me alone. We fucked each other like wild an­i­mals, hate­ful and lov­ingly. She asked only once, “Are you fuck­ing her?” but I didn’t an­swer. At the end of the 7 years, when Lena was 21 and left home to study, my wife looked me in the eyes. “I know, you fucked her all those years, ev­ery night!” She got di­vorced and I was left alone. I pon­dered be­cause I des­per­ately needed money. 


So I rein­vented my­self, I be­came an In­dian re­li­gious leader. Af­ter just two months I had found more than 10 women who wanted to hear the word of God from me, re­jected the strict sex­ual pro­hi­bi­tions of Chris­tians and paid their monthly mem­ber­ship fee. The group be­came larger. I took the word of God from var­i­ous Bible texts. The strict sex­ual com­mand­ments did not ap­ply, I said.  We sat in a cir­cle, wear­ing only a damn thin white tu­nic on our naked flesh which showed ev­ery­thing and hid noth­ing, read­ing the Word of God and lis­ten­ing to each other, be­cause each woman had some sex­ual prob­lem or a ques­tion or a fan­tasy that they were blab­bing about. I lim­ited the time to three hours, be­cause now the Great Union fol­lowed. We took off the tu­nic, were as naked as God had cre­ated us. I lay down alone in the cir­cle and fucked one or more of the women, de­pend­ing on how strong I was at the time. Those out in the cir­cle could now par­tic­i­pate and mas­tur­bate. 10, 20, 50, 100 women mas­tur­bated at the same time and I fucked the cho­sen one in the mid­dle. Since it was more pleas­ing to God, one mas­tur­bated the other, only a few mas­tur­bated alone. There were a few men who got a hand job or a blowjob, but they soon stopped be­cause I didn’t al­low them to fuck too. Each of them vi­o­lated the pro­hi­bi­tion, they were not hin­dered to fuck as long as they wanted, but af­ter that they were ban­ished.  


I al­ways chose one that I liked sex­u­ally. Age wasn’t re­ally a cri­te­rion, sex­ual charisma and at­trac­tion was. These women were look­ing for phys­i­cal union with a God and I, as his sec­u­lar rep­re­sen­ta­tive, gave them the di­vine union. They were all far too old to think about con­tra­cep­tion. Later, when many brought their daugh­ters or daugh­ters‐in‐law with them, I re­minded them of this re­spon­si­bil­ity. It was a great temp­ta­tion, all these young things! But I al­ways tried to keep a bal­ance here and not fa­vor the young. 


It lasted for al­most 15 years, there were about 150 women who fol­lowed my path and still fol­low me. The Great Union takes now place with­out me, the women read aloud, dis­cuss sex­ual is­sues, sing and take off their tu­nics to sat­isfy each other at God’s will. If I were a re­li­gious per­son, I would see a mir­a­cle here. But I don’t be­lieve all this crap, hon­estly, I just know the women pretty well. They want to hear beau­ti­ful, mov­ing words, they want to talk about sex­u­al­ity, sex­ual de­sires and their fan­tasies, pre­cisely be­cause now they can stut­ter and blush with girl­ish shame. And those who want to be fucked don’t do it be­cause of me, but be­cause it al­lows them to turn up their noses at oth­ers and stick out their tongues. And which  mid­dle‐aged woman doesn’t like to be mas­tur­bated by an­other like‐minded woman? 


I was able to live like a prince on the mem­ber­ship fees. I could af­ford the best food, the finest wines and all that.  I have a mod­est lit­tle yacht down in the har­bor where I can pre­pare for the cer­e­mony dur­ing the day and let my­self be rocked on the sea. I lead a mod­est life, no pri­vate jet, no Rolls‐Royce, no ex­pen­sive model. Noth­ing. 


But I have en­e­mies, even though I preach pure love, God’s word and sex­ual com­mu­nity. I can­not say who these en­e­mies are and why they are hos­tile. They have dragged me to court, ac­cus­ing me of ex­ploit­ing women and cheat­ing them out of many mil­lions. My ac­coun­tant has dis­ap­peared with­out a trace and what she left be­hind is now in court. They will not find any­thing, I have only been given money so that she can be called to the cen­ter at the next union. I have been given money be­cause the good woman in­her­ited her ex­tremely rich hus­band and did not know what to do with so much money. I have also col­lected mil­lions in do­na­tions to give to poor chil­dren in Africa, but I have not set off yet.  I re­ally don’t know why they’re per­se­cut­ing me like this, talk­ing about theft, em­bez­zle­ment and fraud. I’m grate­ful to the judge that I can go to the cer­e­mony one day a week, be­cause my be­liev­ers need me! Watch the judge, Tom, watch the judge!


Tom asked Shri and asked him to tell him ev­ery­thing about the Great Union. Shri said he had never asked the women to do any­thing in­de­cent, the only thing he wanted was nor­mal, ev­ery­day sex. When he was al­ready in the fi­nal stretch and about to cum, he called out to the group, “I’m about to cum!” and ev­ery­one stood still. He thrust and squirted, thrust and squirted un­til he was fin­ished. He looked tri­umphantly around at the group, who mur­mured con­tent­edly and hap­pily and con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing their neigh­bor.


The only men he in­sulted were those who let them give a hand­job and a blowjob and then pounced on the poor, vul­ner­a­ble women to fuck them wildly like un­couth lum­ber­jacks. He couldn’t al­low the women, his women, to be de­graded and hu­mil­i­ated like that!  Dis­cus­sions con­tin­ued for many weeks, as some women wanted to fuck the men, but they were out­voted and kept quiet.


Tom and Shri were re­leased one af­ter the other. The judge — she hap­pened to be one of Shri’s en­light­ened cir­cle — found both of them not guilty enough to be sen­tenced un­der a spe­cific law. She ad­mon­ished both of them to con­tinue to live law­fully and then they were al­lowed to go.


Shri was greeted with cheers, tram­pling and ap­plause. There was a huge party and a ban­quet that was un­par­al­leled. Lena moved back in with him af­ter her di­vorce, but she did not take part in the whole cir­cus. She did his house­work, as there was plenty of money there and he slept with her ev­ery night. A pinch of coke got him up again in the evening. She was the best at fuck­ing, he al­ways found, and when he said it in pub­lic, she blushed like a young girl.  They never heard from Mama again; she had last worked in one of the port broth­els and one day dis­ap­peared. 


Tom went straight from the prison to An­ge­lika, who had also lost her job, and lay down next to her. As far as Tom was con­cerned, there were months of fuck­ing to catch up on. An­ge­lika didn’t need it, but she felt sorry for her ad­mired doc­tor and let her­self be fucked with­out say­ing a word and pas­sively un­til dawn. The poor guy had a lot to catch up on and in the breaks they pon­dered a new project to­gether. 


Their new fer­til­ity clinic opened 4 months later. 



● ● ●







Black An­gels of Vengeance


by Jack Faber © 2024




Fleur was locked in the cabin with the other 5 like ev­ery night. Rose had ini­tially snug­gled up to her, Fleur felt her sex­ual ex­cite­ment spread­ing in her pussy. Her clit stiff­ened and she put her hand on the clit to calm it down. But the clit had a dif­fer­ent opin­ion, it reared up, be­cause nor­mally Fleur would be mas­tur­bat­ing vi­o­lently now.  Rose snug­gled up to her even closer, her un­ex­pected em­brace sur­prised her and Rose cap­ti­vated her with a French kiss. Now the sur­prise was alarm­ing, she had never kissed a girl like a lover, never touched a girl sex­u­ally. Rose found her clit im­me­di­ately. Fleur sighed with lust and lech­er­ous­ness, she pushed all thoughts aside and gave her­self over to Rose’s mas­tur­ba­tion. Fleur had the feel­ing that a hun­dred hands were ca­ress­ing and arous­ing her, that a hun­dred fin­gers were rub­bing her clit madly. The other girls watched them amus­edly in the twi­light and some hands as­sisted Rose of course. Ev­ery evening Rose took on a girl, se­duced her and made her twitch and squirm in or­gasm. No­body thought Rose was a les­bian, she was just cocky about these things and loved to bring other girls to or­gasm.


Rose whis­pered in Fleur’s ear that in the af­ter­noon Jean‐Luc, the mas­ter’s older son, had fucked her so hard that she al­most lost con­scious­ness. The 26‐year‐old fucked Rose nowa­days al­most ev­ery day, he was very into the young black woman.  Fleur whis­pered back that the Lord him­self had called her to him that af­ter­noon, as he had done many times be­fore. The old gen­tle­man was slightly drunk, but Fleur still had to climb onto his lap and ride him. The 17‐year‐old hated hav­ing to fuck the 60‐year‐old. He ba­si­cally let him­self be fucked in pub­lic, be­cause he knew ex­actly how hu­mil­i­at­ing and de­grad­ing it was for Fleur when oth­ers walked past and stared stupidly. She was very ashamed be­cause she had to fuck him in pub­lic. The shame be­came un­bear­able when some­one stopped and stared stupidly at her pussy as long as she had to ride and fuck the old cock. 


The lock was opened very qui­etly. Louis, the huge black man, glided in. He was the mas­ter’s coach­man. Now the peach har­vest was over, the quiet six months had be­gun. 


Nor­mally Louis brought two or three slaves with him, but not to­day be­cause he was sneak­ing some­thing in. But when there were two or three men with him in the hut, the bod­ies were crammed to­gether so that not a sheet of pa­per could fit be­tween them. It was a happy fuck­ing in the twi­light, all around you peo­ple were stand­ing and jostling, fuck­ing and chang­ing part­ners on the fly un­til the men were com­pletely ex­hausted. Fleur liked this group fuck­ing much bet­ter than rid­ing the old man. 


Fleur re­mem­bered how scared she was when Louis fucked her for the first time. That was years ago and Fleur had never seen such a big cock back then. She knelt down and looked at the cock up close. She hadn’t fucked much back then and was very afraid that it wouldn’t fit into her lit­tle hole. She looked up at Flo­rence and Rose in fear, “it’s much too big for my lit­tle hole!”, but they just nod­ded re­as­sur­ingly. “You’ll see,  that it goes in with­out any prob­lem and if he fucks you long enough, you’ll def­i­nitely have an or­gasm!” Flo­rence had to know and when she said it, she meant it. Fleur pulled Louis’ fore­skin back and forth for a while and he smiled kindly. She stood up, spread her hole wide with her fin­gers and in­serted the cock with her other hand. She was afraid, his cock would burst her pussy, but it didn’t hap­pen. Fleur’s pussy ad­justed to the huge cock and from then on she was quite happy to be fucked by Louis when­ever his greedy eyes fell on her. Louis came ev­ery evening to fuck, but he only fucked one of the girls at a time. To­day, how­ever, it was Lily he wanted. Rose squeezed her­self in front of Lily. “You promised to bring a knife, only then can you fuck the del­i­cate lit­tle one!” Louis grinned slyly as al­ways. “Of course I brought you the knife, drag­onlady, al­though I won­der if you want to start a riot?” Rose took the knife and hid it with the other two. He ap­proached Lily, his cock stick­ing out.


The hut was so small that the naked bod­ies of the young girls were con­stantly touch­ing each other, they could only sleep sit­ting up, crammed close to­gether. Lily had never fucked Louis be­fore, she grabbed his cock de­fen­sively. “Don’t hurt me,” she said to Louis, “it’s much too big!” Lily had had to let Jean‐Pierre fuck her that af­ter­noon, he was the younger one, but in gen­eral ex­pe­ri­ence he fucked the best. Lily was only 15, she was small and thin and her pussy was child­ishly tight. Jean‐Pierre loved ex­actly that, be­cause it turned him on a lot to fuck a child. That was ex­actly his thing.


Lily leaned back, but she couldn’t hide. The girl next to her, Flo­rence, lifted Lily’s leg high. Lily’s child­ish pussy opened as if by it­self. She took a sharp breath as Louis’ cock slowly pen­e­trated her lit­tle hole.  He fucked Lily with ob­vi­ous plea­sure and his pow­er­ful thrusts were trans­mit­ted to the other girls, who sup­ported Lily from all sides. They all held their breath as Louis pushed into Lily with loud moans and squirted, pushed in and squirted in­side. He let his head sink onto Lily’s shoul­der. “Aaah, that was fine! I’ll be back to­mor­row, lit­tle Lily!” As qui­etly as he had come, Louis crept out again and locked the hut. 


The girls sat down; it was time to sleep. Rose, who was the only one who could read, re­ported what was in the news­pa­per. The war be­tween the North and the proud South­ern states was in full swing, it was far from be­ing de­cided. Thou­sands of blacks es­caped slav­ery by flee­ing north. Peo­ple were wor­ried about whether they would have enough slaves for the har­vest next year. Rose laughed harshly, “We’ll set off in mid­sum­mer too!”  The oth­ers nod­ded, al­though they knew full well that the plan­ta­tion owner, Baron Jean de Belfort, would never let them go.


Mama Belle screamed in la­bor. The girls were al­lowed to call her Mama Belle, but in pub­lic of course only Lady Belle or Madame. All the girls knew that the Baron had not fucked his wife for years; he had de­flow­ered his older daugh­ter Hort­ense years ago when she was 14 and he had been fuck­ing her ev­ery night for years. Now Marielle, his younger daugh­ter, was also about to turn 14 and the sex‐mad old man had al­ready de­flow­ered her too. Marielle had screamed when he de­flow­ered her bru­tally, but since then she loved to be fucked by her fa­ther. He fucked both daugh­ters in his bed in turn and he didn’t care that the whole house was whis­per­ing and watch­ing them. Mama Belle had fallen in love with Jerome, her new per­sonal slave. She had been mas­tur­bat­ing her slaves cocks for years; it was her thing to make them squirt. She had cho­sen him be­cause he had the big­gest cock un­der the sun. She was just as much a slave owner as her hus­band, but she ar­gued with him fiercely.  “They are peo­ple like you and me, only they are pris­on­ers. They have feel­ings just like you and me!” which the Baron ve­he­mently de­nied. Mama Belle was al­ready 49 when she be­came preg­nant. The girls had al­ways shielded her when she let Jerome fuck her un­til she passed out. The girls could hardly get enough of watch­ing the gi­ant hold the white woman in his paws and fuck her hard. Mama Belle had one or­gasm af­ter an­other dur­ing the fuck­ing and then reg­u­larly fainted. Jerome held the un­con­scious lady in his arms and con­tin­ued to fuck her un­til he squirted. When he no­ticed the girls watch­ing, he pulled out his cock with a grin and squirted in the di­rec­tion of the girls. Jerome, the peace­ful gi­ant with the big­gest cock on the plan­ta­tion, was a Mandingo, a mix­ture of Ne­gro and In­dian, and he was ac­tu­ally a very good fucker. Mama Belle be­came preg­nant.


She screamed for two days in la­bor, then her heart gave out. The baby died with her, he was pitch black. The Baron howled and raged. He had Jerome tied naked to the ban­is­ter of the steps. All the slaves had to be there and watch as he whipped his ri­val blood­ily. At the end he rammed the han­dle of the whip into Jerome’s ass so that the blood ran down his legs. “Fleur!” screamed the rag­ing Baron, “Fleur!” She took two steps for­ward, trem­bling with fear. “Have you ever fucked this wretch be­fore?” roared the mad­man and Fleur shook her head, “No, Baron, never!” The Baron bared his teeth like a ra­bid dog. “Then fuck him now, you should have some­thing good for once!” his voice yelled, break­ing. He ripped off Fleur’s skirt. “So go on, fuck him and  en­joy it damn well!”  the mad­man roared and pushed Fleur for­ward so that she landed on Jerome. 


Jerome looked at her calmly, well know­ing he was go­ing to die. “Do it, lit­tle Fleur, be­fore he kills you in his rage!” Fleur was com­pletely out of her mind and grabbed Jerome’s cock like a sleep­walker. She had to rub it for a long time un­til it got hard. She looked into Jerome’s eyes with tears in her eyes. “It’s much too big,” she breathed cry­ing, “much too big!” The Baron’s whip whizzed through the air and grazed Fleur’s shoul­der. Ev­ery­one around held their breath as Fleur’s fin­gers widened her pussy­hole and her other hand in­serted Jerome’s cock. She let out a lit­tle scream be­cause Jerome’s cock was widen­ing her small cun­t­hole very painfully. Again the whip whizzed just past and she now had to fuck poor Jerome.  It only hurt for a mo­ment, then the pussy was stretched to break­ing point. Fleur fucked Jerome as well as she could in this po­si­tion. The other slaves mur­mured at first, the mur­mur­ing swelled and they rhyth­mi­cally clapped and en­cour­aged the girl who was heav­ily pant­ing with ef­fort. She found the right tempo and was soon fuck­ing the chained man with great vigor. He had his eyes closed and Fleur fucked him for al­most half an hour. She sensed long be­fore that he was ready to squirt and con­tin­ued to fuck him vig­or­ously, she felt him squirt and con­tin­ued to fuck him even though his cock had gone soft. The Baron swore blas­phe­mously when he re­al­ized he was too late. His big re­volver ex­ploded next to Fleur’s ear as he shot Jerome right in the face.


Fleur was silent all af­ter­noon, she was silent in the evening and into the night. The other girls were al­most asleep when she screamed loudly, “I’m go­ing to kill him!”  Rose put her hand over Fleur’s lips. “Yes, we will kill him!”


Mama Belle was laid out in her bed­room, the Baron had the black Bas­tard and Jerome buried in the field. As if noth­ing had hap­pened, the Baron and his sons fucked the black girls, curs­ing be­cause Mama Belle was dead. No­body was to blame, but the three men fucked out their pain, wildly and curs­ing. At night, the Baron or­dered both daugh­ters into his bed­room and fucked them re­lent­lessly. He didn’t care that the daugh­ters were see­ing each other for the first time fuck­ing him, he didn’t care that the daugh­ters cried for their mother while they were be­ing fucked. He fucked them re­lent­lessly un­til he couldn’t take it any­more and fell into a sense­less sleep.


The black girls and the two daugh­ters en­dured the in­sane fuck­ing for two weeks. Then it was enough. Rose told the blacks in the manor house to be alert in the evening. The 6 girls, armed with 3 knives, sneaked into the manor house. First they reached the Baron’s bed­room.  His daugh­ter Hort­ense was rid­ing him. They re­mained silent and let her con­tinue to fuck for al­most 15 min­utes. Hort­ense flinched when he started to squirt and rode him now very slowly and in­tensely press­ing his cock, he liked that when he squirted. Hort­ense’s white ass slid slowly back and forth and her ass cheeks twitched ev­ery time he squirted. Four hands held the Baron down, one hand placed over his mouth. They let Hort­ense flee into the cor­ner and stared at the Baron’s cock, which was still twitch­ing and squirt­ing a few drops. Rose res­o­lutely cut his throat. A minute later they crept on. Hort­ense threw her­self over her dead fa­ther. 


Jean‐Luc slept alone. Lily held the knife to his throat, but she couldn’t do it. Flo­rence took the knife from her hand and res­o­lutely cut the sleep­ing man’s throat. Flo­rence stabbed him in the chest a dozen times; he had bru­tally raped her over and over again in the last few days.  Rose took the knife from Flo­rence’s hand. They crept qui­etly into the next bed­room. 


Jean‐Pierre was fuck­ing a girl, and when they looked more closely, it was his youngest sis­ter Marielle. He froze when Rose held the knife to his throat. Rose growled threat­en­ingly and loos­ened the knife’s pres­sure. “Keep go­ing, you bas­tard!” He was com­pletely stunned and Flo­rence hissed an­grily that he had to keep fuck­ing, or else. He con­tin­ued to fuck, fright­ened, his lit­tle sis­ter was shak­ing in fear like a leaf. He fucked for 20 min­utes with the knife to his throat and then straight­ened up. He squirted and squirted and when he had fin­ished squirt­ing, Rose pulled the knife across his throat. She let the life­less man fall on his sis­ter. Marielle’s eyes opened wide, she was sex­u­ally aroused and his cock was still half‐stiff in­side her cun­t­hole. Then she started scream­ing like a mad­woman. Flo­rence urged, they had to keep go­ing!  They left the man­sion and gath­ered in front of it. Rose had set fire to the cur­tains in the en­trance area, the flames were blaz­ing high. The re­main­ing slaves came out of the man­sion with all the chil­dren and they marched off, Louis in front. They some­times looked back, the man­sion was fully ablaze. 


They fought their way north through the thicket. They by­passed the south­ern armies and weeks later reached the area oc­cu­pied by the north.


In the evenings the girls sat around the camp­fire and talked about the plan­ta­tion own­ers. They were all in agree­ment that the old man de­served to die. He was a strict and bru­tal tyrant, eat­ing, drink­ing and fuck­ing slave girls to pieces was his whole life. He used to throw lav­ish par­ties, but not since the war. Each one de­scribed how she had last seen Hort­ense fuck him. Fleur sighed that she would never have fucked the old man with as much pas­sion and as much love as Hort­ense. She had been forced to do it, Hort­ense hadn’t. And she loved her fa­ther more than any­thing, per­haps be­cause he was her only lover. Flo­rence said that Jean‐Luc de­served to die just as much, he had bru­tally raped her in the last few days, she couldn’t for­give him for that. But she had killed him with her own hand, that was at least fair. Lily had tears in her eyes when they talked about Jean‐Pierre. He was an ex­cel­lent fucker just like Louis.  She al­ways had an or­gasm when he fucked her and some­times she sank into bliss­ful un­con­scious­ness, it was so great with him. But she was the only one who spoke well of him, the oth­ers found him bru­tal and dis­gust­ing. Rose in­ter­jected that they were not bad girls, they had let the men fin­ish fuck­ing  be­fore they died. Mon­sters didn’t do that. Flo­rence, who had been on the plan­ta­tion the long­est, mourned the beau­ti­ful, proud manor house. Hort­ense and Marielle had prob­a­bly per­ished mis­er­ably in the fire, she mur­mured sadly.


The group of around 40 blacks was di­rected fur­ther north. They couldn’t go any quicker, Lily and Flo­rence were heav­ily preg­nant. Louis took lov­ing care of Lily. The group held out bravely and reached the city of In­di­anapo­lis af­ter an­other 2 weeks.


There they scat­tered to the four winds. 



● ● ●







Car­ib­bean va­ca­tion


by Jack Faber © 2024




Jack’s mother washed him from an early age and he had be­come ac­cus­tomed to her naked­ness. Only in re­cent years did she shave her pu­bic hair, and he now looked at her child­like‐look­ing slit with new eyes, he wasn’t a baby any­more. Af­ter his shower, he stood in the bath­tub and mas­tur­bated with­out squirt­ing, ev­ery day. She sat on the edge of the bath­tub and watched him, she was get­ting horny. She usu­ally mas­tur­bated for a long time and in a horny way be­cause the lit­tle boy only stopped rub­bing his cock when she was shak­ing and trem­bling in or­gasm. 


Her eyes shone and glit­tered when he squirted for the first time in thick jets. He looked at her, help­less and con­fused, as jet af­ter jet splashed into the wa­ter.  “Fi­nally, now you’re a real man!” she said hap­pily, lath­er­ing his cock care­fully and wash­ing it. “You don’t have to stink of se­men!” she com­mented. 


The next day he didn’t want to mas­tur­bate any­more. She looked at him ques­tion­ingly. “I saw you fuck­ing a stranger the day be­fore yes­ter­day!” Jack said cheek­ily. He was 13 now and he had al­ready fucked some of his class­mates in the ass­hole be­cause they were con­cerned about their hy­men. His mother had thought about it for a long time in si­lence. “And now you want to fuck me too!?” she mur­mured and con­tin­ued play­ing with her clit as usual. Jack nod­ded un­cer­tainly and squinted at her clit. “Okay, then” she sighed deeply and sadly af­ter a while, “okay, then!” She stood up, bent for­ward and leaned her hands against the small box. She stuck her ass out to­wards him and said, “okay, then! Come on!”


Jack held her ass cheeks wide apart and pen­e­trated her.  She laughed loudly, “you’re in the wrong hole!”, reached be­tween her legs, grabbed his cock and stuck it in her pussy hole. There it was so fine, warm, wet and soft like silk. She wasn’t as tight as he had thought. He be­gan to thrust care­fully. She nod­ded, “that’s right” and her fin­ger found her clit. He fucked her, but not for long. “Mom, I have to squirt! Can I??” She nod­ded and gasped, “Yes, of course!” Jack squirted much too soon. He waited mo­tion­less un­til she had fin­ished mas­tur­bat­ing, he was al­ready fa­mil­iar with her mas­tur­bat­ing. Then she sat down next to him.


“Daddy hardly ever fucks me any­more, maybe once a month. At first I thought he had some­one else and I fucked other men ev­ery day, be­ing ter­ri­bly an­gry. I’m too young to live like a nun, you un­der­stand that, right? But I did him wrong, he never had any­one else. He had sim­ply lost in­ter­est and his sex­ual lust, that was all. I hugged and kissed him be­cause we love each other very much. I rarely cheat on him any­more, only when the sex­ual pres­sure re­ally gets too great.” Jack nod­ded un­der­stand­ingly be­cause she was a good Mom and he was a good Dad. 


From now on he fucked her ev­ery time af­ter a shower. She taught him to hold back his squirt­ing un­til she had reached her or­gasm. It was best when they came at the same time.  She hadn’t fucked other men since then, Jack did a won­der­ful job.


Jack was now 16, al­most 17. He fucked her ev­ery morn­ing af­ter he show­ered and it was very pleas­ant and sat­is­fy­ing for both of them. Then his mother won a 10‐day cruise in the Car­ib­bean, she ex­tended the va­ca­tion so that they were away for 3 weeks. A friend let her have her house­keeper for the 3 weeks, who would look af­ter Jack. Ul­rike came the day his par­ents flew away. Jack car­ried Ul­rike’s travel bag into the par­ents’ bed­room be­cause he had de­cided to fuck the new girl be­fore he had even seen her. 


Ulli, as she wanted to be called, was a small, fat woman with large breasts, about 60 years old and she had a ra­di­ant, friendly and en­gag­ing smile. Jack was a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed with her ap­pear­ance, but he would fuck her, what­ever the cost.  He quickly found out that the il­lit­er­ate woman had never been to school, could barely spell a recipe and could count the change when she went shop­ping. She was ex­tremely friendly and would look af­ter him with joy and love; for her he was the mas­ter and she his ser­vant. She was naive, sim­ple‐minded and very eas­ily in­flu­enced. There seemed to be noth­ing she wouldn’t have done for the young mas­ter. As soon as his par­ents had left, he told Ulli that she should only wear panties and a bra in the house and Ulli took off her clothes with­out a ques­tion; it was more com­fort­able, said Jack. He looked at her body shame­lessly, she looked so cute and some­how sexy in her un­der­wear. Jack was now even more de­ter­mined to fuck the small, fat woman, no mat­ter what the cost! He was tempted to sim­ply or­der the sim­ple‐minded, stupid woman to let her­self be fucked, but that seemed un­fair to him. He wanted to have fun with her se­duc­ing. Ulli made a good din­ner, then they watched a bit of TV and then he said he would take a shower be­fore go­ing to bed. She should soap him up and wash him a bit; his mother did that ev­ery evening. “Yes, of course, Mas­ter Jack!” said Ulli.  “Mother al­ways comes into the bath­room naked,” said Jack as ca­su­ally as pos­si­ble, “then her clothes don’t get wet,” he added. He could see the wheels slowly turn­ing in Ulli’s head. “So, naked, with­out a bra?” asked Ulli with fear and wide eyes. “Yes, of course, Ulli!” said the se­ducer, “naked, she comes with­out a bra and with­out panties, fully naked!” he con­tin­ued and smiled kindly. Ulli had to think about it first. “So, with­out a bra and with­out panties, I’m com­pletely naked, and I’m not used to that.” She pon­dered. “Do you re­ally not mind if I come in naked?” she asked wor­riedly, “You know, I’m al­ready 64 and not as pretty to look at as I used to be when I was a Pho­to­model.” 


Jack pursed his lips. “Pho­to­model?” he asked slowly. Ulli nod­ded. “Yes, when I ran away from the or­phan­age at 18, I lived with a pho­tog­ra­pher for al­most a year. I was al­lowed to live with him for free if I let him fuck me and take naked pho­tos of me. He took lots of naked pho­tos of me be­cause I was so sweet as candy to look at, he said, and he also made films.”


Now Jack just had to ask more. “He filmed you?” Ulli nod­ded again in agree­ment. “With strangers, with men.” She kept her eyes down­cast, they had reached a sen­si­tive point. Jack didn’t press. “I’m sure it was fun, you and the men.” She looked up briefly, Jack was such a nice boy, he was just friendly and cu­ri­ous, there was noth­ing bad about him.  “Yes, at first he filmed me mas­tur­bat­ing alone and fak­ing an or­gasm. I just had to quickly slide the fore­skin back and forth over my clit, but that soon wasn’t enough for him. He gave me very pre­cise in­struc­tions to pull back the fore­skin and rub my clit with my fin­ger­tip like Mom did. I kept run­ning to pee in be­tween, but he didn’t care. I was now hav­ing hun­dreds of real or­gasms and he liked that more. Then there was a new set­ting. He filmed me as a stranger fucked me, then an­other and many oth­ers. Some days he filmed me all day, I fucked 6 or more men and had re­ally en­joy­able fucks and lots of or­gasms, damn it! And at night Hu­ber fucked me too! He filmed us very close up, we had to fuck ac­cord­ing to his in­struc­tions and re­ally let loose, that was very im­por­tant to him! Most of the men fucked me very, very well and brought me to or­gasm eas­ily, he had to film that in close‐up. I didn’t re­ally think any­thing of it, there were only short but pretty dirty lines to re­cite, I didn’t have to talk while fuck­ing. Most of the men fucked me very, very well and brought me to or­gasm eas­ily, which he had to film in close‐up. And to fuck a man or to be fucked was then pretty nor­mal for me.”  Jack waited and later asked how it went.


“Then I had to fuck sev­eral men, but I didn’t like that very much. My Dad taught me how to fuck and I let my­self get fucked quite of­ten at the time, that wasn’t the prob­lem. But that there had to be sev­eral men at the same time. It re­minded me too much of the gang bang­ing in the or­phan­age, one squirt­ing in my ass­hole, one in my pussy and one in my mouth, all at the same time. Af­ter hav­ing fucked in a dozen films with a bunch of men, I went to Mr. Hu­ber. The pho­tog­ra­pher, Mr. Hu­ber, un­der­stood my re­sis­tance. He now brought girls with him, filmed us mak­ing out like pigs and the girl mas­tur­bat­ing my clit with her hand, her fin­ger. I was sup­posed to show my horni­ness openly and scream when I cli­maxed. 


I did it, even though no woman had ever kissed me with her tongue or touched my clit be­fore. But this one made me in­cred­i­bly horny and I didn’t have to pre­tend any­thing, I screamed my heart out when she brought me to cli­max. I didn’t have to pre­tend. All these girls mas­tur­bated me the same way Mom had mas­tur­bated and they made me scream like crazy when I or­gasmed. But over­all I found it un­com­fort­able and filthy, I didn’t think it was right that she mas­tur­bated my clit. I stopped af­ter a dozen girls and then  Hu­ber was re­ally an­gry and I left. So I be­came a house­keeper.” Ulli looked up at Jack very shyly, but he smiled. “I un­der­stand very well that you were fed up with the whole thing and that you left,” said Jack and nod­ded, “Hu­ber just went too far, the stupid guy!” 


Jack fetched two glasses and a bot­tle. “I’m grate­ful that you lis­tened to me,” said Ulli af­ter they had drunk to friend­ship, “I don’t re­ally have any­one I could tell about it.” Jack poured more wine. “I ac­tu­ally want to know ev­ery­thing about you, I’m in­ter­ested in how your life has been. I don’t have any­one who would tell me ev­ery­thing ei­ther,” Jack said. They drank and chat­ted, then Jack said he was go­ing to take a shower. 


Ulli ac­tu­ally came into the bath­room naked. Jack no­ticed that she only had sparse gray pu­bic hair and that her melon‐sized breasts hung down low with­out a bra. He stood in the bath­tub and she stood next to him, lath­ered him up and washed him. She made a big de­tour around his cock, but he said noth­ing. Ulli got out of the tub and sat down on the stool. She sat down so, that he could stare di­rectly at her pussy, which she didn’t seem to no­tice. He be­gan to mas­tur­bate while stand­ing and some­times looked at Ulli, but she just watched silently.  He looked at her as he squirted into the wa­ter. Ulli shuf­fled rest­lessly on the stool and fi­nally said, “I saw that when I was a lit­tle kid, Dad squirted into the sink un­til we … un­til he didn’t do it any­more.” Jack waited a bit and asked how it had come about. Ulli told him all.  


“I al­ways slept in my par­ents’ bed, the chil­dren’s room was a junk room be­cause Mom couldn’t throw any­thing away. I watched them fuck night af­ter night, that was just as nor­mal for them as it was for me. Dad would some­times squirt in the sink, I found that very ex­cit­ing too. But the idyll didn’t last for­ever. There was more and more scream­ing when Mom caught Dad fuck­ing very young girls in the liv­ing room. I had no idea, I was up­stairs in the chil­dren’s room play­ing with my dolls and let­ting each one fuck each other. Mom didn’t let him fuck her so of­ten any­more, she was an­gry with him. She was pretty mad when Daddy showed me how to ride him, but now I had to make sure he could squirt in the evenings be­cause she didn’t like let­ting him fuck her. He lay on his back and his cock lay like a thick sausage on his stom­ach. I had to press my pussy onto his cock and swing back and forth. “Fuck me, princess, fuck me pow­er­fully!” he said, be­cause he called me princess. I had to swing back and forth and fuck him un­til he laughed and squirted.  When I pushed my pussy all the way for­ward, it looked like I was squirt­ing. I loved this rid­ing very much. Mom was al­ways an­gry with our rid­ing and would turn to the side and mas­tur­bate in se­cret. Dad went to prison and that made me very sad. He had fucked a 10‐year‐old girl and was locked up. Mom mas­tur­bated ev­ery night and I asked, “What are you do­ing?” But she swore an­grily and replied, “It’s none of your busi­ness, mind your own busi­ness!” I tried to do it too, but it didn’t work. I had to run to pee im­me­di­ately, so I stopped try­ing. 


Dad came again, thank God! On the very first night he fucked Mom again, even though she kept push­ing him away. This an­noyed him very much and he grabbed me. “Do you want to fuck me, lit­tle princess?” Yes, and how much I wanted that! Mom couldn’t stop him. He quickly de­flow­ered me and then fucked me.  He fucked me un­til I had an or­gasm, then he squirted in­side. He didn’t ar­gue with Mom very of­ten any­more. 


When she didn’t want to fuck, Dad fucked me. I was very proud that he fucked me like an adult, even though I was only 13. Mom turned to the side and mas­tur­bated in se­cret. At the time, I thought that things were go­ing well for all three of us. I was wrong.


One day, Mom said she wanted to do some­thing about Dad’s con­sti­pa­tions, he was suf­fer­ing a lot, but he didn’t go to the doc­tor. She would mix a pow­der into the semolina por­ridge to­day. We would both feel it too, but not as much as di­ar­rhea. I agreed, be­cause I knew how much Dad was suf­fer­ing from con­sti­pa­tion. In the evening, be­fore I went up to the chil­dren’s room, I looked in the kitchen, but the bot­tle with the pow­der was still there. I thought Mom had for­got­ten it and mixed it into the semolina por­ridge.  I had wasted time and was late for din­ner. Mom and Dad were ly­ing with their faces in the plate. I shook them both, but they didn’t move. I ran to the neigh­bor, who came and called the am­bu­lance, who called the po­lice. The par­ents had been poi­soned, Mom had left a sui­cide note. They com­mit­ted sui­cide to­gether. 


I was 16 and I was put in a city or­phan­age. It was pretty bad there. I was fucked ev­ery night by one or more in­mates, al­though I rarely flirted with any­one. Of­ten there was a group fuck, I was very ashamed and hu­mil­i­ated be­cause I was fucked in pub­lic, in plain view and in front of ev­ery­one, by one af­ter the other. Ev­ery­one stared at my cunt dur­ing the fuck­ing. I even­tu­ally left, af­ter a year or two.  That’s how I came to meet the pho­tog­ra­pher Hu­ber.” 


They were silent for a long time, then they went to bed. The next day Ulli got into the tub with him again and washed him. He touched her skin, it was old and wrin­kled and got goose bumps when he touched her large breasts and nip­ples. She was very ex­citable there, her legs trem­bled a lit­tle and the goose bumps got stronger, as he ca­ressed her teats for min­utes. He re­mem­bered that. She sat down on the stool, but Jack didn’t mas­tur­bate. He asked her if she mas­tur­bated of­ten? Ulli shook her head, no, never since she was a teenager. Didn’t she need an or­gasm? She thought for a long time and de­cided to an­swer. “Yes, ev­ery night I ride my pil­low like I did when I was a child, rid­ing my Daddy’s cock, and do­ing so I al­ways get an or­gasm!” She was breath­ing heav­ily be­cause she found it dif­fi­cult to re­veal this se­cret. “Can I mas­tur­bate you now, Ulli?” asked Jack and Ulli took a sharp breath.  


“Why?” she asked timidly. Jack said he had done it many times and was quite good at it. That was a bla­tant lie, of course, he had been al­lowed to watch his mother and some of the girls at school, but not touch them. His mother didn’t make such a fuss as the girls did, she let him watch if he wanted to. It had al­ways been like that, ever since he could re­mem­ber. 


“Like the girls at the pho­tog­ra­pher’s, with their fin­gers?” asked Ulli timidly and he nod­ded, “Yes!” Ulli thought for a mo­ment. “But you’re not film­ing!” was the last hur­dle she saw. Jack replied that he wasn’t such a scoundrel like Hu­ber, he didn’t ex­ploit her and sell the films like that bloody scoundrel. “I only do it for my own plea­sure, be­cause it makes me re­ally horny,” added Jack. “I haven’t been horny for a long time!” shouted Ulli. She thought again. “With an or­gasm?” she asked, be­cause it was be­gin­ning to dawn on her that this was what was go­ing to hap­pen.  Jack nod­ded again, “un­til or­gasm, of course, that’s the whole point.” “I haven’t been mas­tur­bated since I was 19, I’ve had scream­ing or­gasms, back then.” Ulli re­mained silent, there was noth­ing more to say. 


Jack came out of the tub and knelt down in front of her. She closed her eyes as he rubbed her nip­ples un­til her legs trem­bled. He pushed her knees apart, pushed aside the sparse gray pu­bic hair and looked at her pussy up close. She had a fairly large pussy hole, that was the first thing he no­ticed. Maybe that was be­cause he had made her very horny. Her clit was longer than his mother’s, at least 4 cen­time­ters long. It had al­ready come out slightly from un­der the fore­skin and was throb­bing very lightly in her pulse. He rubbed her clit very gen­tly, for over 10 min­utes, and only then did he no­tice from her breath­ing that she was ready. He in­creased the speed and the pres­sure. Ulli opened her eyes, star­ing in his eyes with hor­ror. She couldn’t avoid that he made her or­gas­ming so eas­ily. She threw her head back and the or­gasm broke over her, rolling and surg­ing in her hips and in her fat ass. Then it was over. 


“This or­gasm is much stronger than the one from pil­low rid­ing!” she ex­claimed.  Jack asked if she liked it and she nod­ded. He said he would like to do it to her ev­ery time af­ter he show­ered. She said noth­ing, but she looked at him for a long time. “And now I want to fuck you!” Jack shouted and stood up, his stiff cock bob­bing. Ulli laughed, “I’m 64 years old, fat and wrin­kled, why do you want to fuck me!?” Jack said, “Be­cause I don’t like rub­bing my­self and be­cause I much pre­fer real fuck­ing!” Ulli looked at his cock bob­bing right in front of her face. He’s ready, she thought, he has to fuck now! One last try. “I’m 64 and the last time I fucked was when I was 19. The last time I fucked Hu­ber, over and over again, so I could stay a few more days. He filmed that too, he had to film ev­ery­thing!” Jack didn’t wait any longer and let her stand up. He would never kiss that wrin­kled mouth with the ugly teeth, but he would def­i­nitely fuck her. Now.  


He had her take the same po­si­tion as his mother. She had to stand with her back to him and bend for­ward, she could sup­port her­self with her hands on the small box. He spread her but­tocks. So he could see her thick labia and the huge hole. He pen­e­trated her large cun­t­hole, but it seemed to adopt it’s size to his cock. Her cun­t­hole was dry and soft, much wider than his mother’s. She didn’t re­act, she stood sim­ply there with an in­dif­fer­ent ex­pres­sion on her face. Like a sheep she looked in his eyes, her mouth half open. She didn’t re­act a bit and he fucked her for a very long time. Al­though her pussy hole seemed very huge to him, it was just as en­joy­able to fuck as his mother’s, whose pussy hole seemed much smaller and tighter to him. He fucked and fucked and Ulli didn’t make a sound. “Is it good?” she asked wor­riedly sev­eral times and he nod­ded each time, “Yes!” He felt it ris­ing and he didn’t have to wait for her or­gasm. He squirted in­side, he squirted un­til he had fin­ished. They straight­ened up and he hugged her warmly. “Af­ter you shower, you’ll do it with your fin­ger on my clit and then you fuck me, will it be like this from now on?” asked Ulli and he an­swered, “Yes, we’ll do it ex­actly like that!” The days flew by in a flash.


The par­ents were back and now stand­ing in front of the house. Jack heaved Ulli’s travel bag into the taxi and gave her a kiss on the cheek.  “Thank you, Ulli, thank you!” He stepped back next to his mother. She knew im­me­di­ately that Jack had fucked Ul­rike.


“Was it okay, Jack?” she asked, putting an arm over his shoul­der. 



● ● ●








Scheherazade


by Jack Faber © 2024




Scheherazade’s mother was the daugh­ter of the Ma­haraja of Jaipur. She lived in the Ma­haraja’s women’s house, he had 420 wives. They were his mother, his sis­ters and his pretty girls that he had bought over the years. He fucked them all, the mother, the sis­ters and the new ones. He was an ab­so­lute ruler, the Ma­hara­jas were very dif­fer­ent.  Some had one brought to their bed­room ev­ery night, while oth­ers spent the night in the women’s house, sur­rounded by dozens of women who, tired of les­bian­ism, needed a good cock. 


The Ma­ha­rani, the Ma­haraja’s main wife, was a white sor­cer­ess, as the Ma­ha­ra­nis had been for cen­turies, per­haps mil­len­nia. They had taken an oath to only do good magic, oth­er­wise they lost their magic power and their sworn hand with­ered. The Ma­ha­rani had a son and three daugh­ters. The youngest was her fa­vorite, she was the only one to in­herit the magic pow­ers. The Ma­ha­rani did not want to send her away to study at the magic acad­emy, she taught her daugh­ter Ku­rani her­self. 


Ku­rani was de­flow­ered and fucked by her fa­ther, the Ma­haraja, on her 14th birth­day, in ac­cor­dance with the cus­toms of the King­dom of Jaipur.  Her magic worked well, the Ma­haraja was as po­tent as a twenty‐year‐old that evening, even though he was al­ready over 60. Un­like oth­ers, he for­got her straight away and she took one of the cav­alry sol­diers to bed ev­ery night. She was 18 when her mother met Death in the Ma­haraja’s an­te­room and man­aged to charm him into wait­ing an­other five days. The Ma­haraja lis­tened to the bril­liant Ma­ha­rani and took care of his af­fairs. He mar­ried his daugh­ter Ku­rani to King Bu­ran, the ruler of Ko­restan, who was in the fief­dom of the pow­er­ful King of Per­sia and was one of his grand viziers.


Ku­rani had met King Bu­ran half a year ago and had fallen in love with the mag­nif­i­cent war­rior. She thanked her fa­ther, who made her very happy. She fol­lowed King Bu­ran to Ko­restan, which bor­dered to Per­sia. Death kept his word and took the Ma­haraja on the 6th day.


Ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, the de­ceased’s harem women were auc­tioned off pub­licly for the ben­e­fit of the new Ma­haraja. There were only two rules: you had to pay in cash and sign a con­tract that re­quired you to treat the woman well. Those over 40 were given to the army broth­els as stip­u­lated in the will. In this way, the Ma­haraja en­sured that his mother and sis­ters still had a  plenty to fuck. The auc­tion of the fa­vorite women took a long time, the prices shot up and the bid­ders touched and groped the goods and bid more and more. The best broth­els in the king­dom won the race; the clients would pay a for­tune to fuck one of the Ma­haraja’s fa­vorite women. The other women were sold af­ter 3 days, the trea­surer grinned from ear to ear. 


Ku­rani had a very good time with Bu­ran. He was a good and fair king, he was strict, but he loved his peo­ple.  They had two daugh­ters, Scheherazade and Din­hara­rade, both born within two years. Ku­rani mag­i­cally sealed her womb; two births were enough for her. She taught both of them magic and both swore to use it only for good. King Bu­ran loved both daugh­ters dearly; they re­ceived the best ed­u­ca­tion there was. The king de­flow­ered his daugh­ters on the same night be­cause they wanted it. Scheherazade was 14, Din­hara­rade 13, and they let their fa­ther fuck them in turns un­til sun­rise by magic. From then on he spent ev­ery other night with his daugh­ters with Ku­rani’s con­sent, and he fucked them in turns over the fol­low­ing years. Ku­rani and her daugh­ters en­sured that the king re­mained very po­tent and brought them to or­gasm. He smiled kindly and ac­com­mo­dat­ingly when his queen Ku­rani or his two daugh­ters let men from his cav­alry army fuck them hard un­til dawn. He smiled be­cause he had to fuck his mother or one of his many sis­ters ev­ery other day, as was cus­tom­ary.  He was the first king of Ko­restan who did not need and did not have a harem.


Scheherazade care­fully read the news about the Great King Shahriar, who sud­denly be­came a mass mur­derer. He had stopped a fal­con hunt early be­cause his horse was lame. Even in the en­trance hall he heard his beloved wife scream­ing, but they were screams of sex­ual lust and plea­sure. He ran into her bed­room, where she was be­ing fucked madly by one of her black body­guards. He rammed his dag­ger into the black man’s heart and dragged his un­faith­ful wife by her hair to the main square. He chained her up there naked and or­dered all the men pass­ing by in the city to fuck her in pub­lic, which was a great hu­mil­i­a­tion for the wretched woman. When the sun kissed the hori­zon in the evening, he took the sword from the ex­e­cu­tioner’s hand and be­headed her. “There are no faith­ful wives!” he roared an­grily.  He mar­ried a new girl ev­ery night, fucked her un­til dawn and had her be­headed at sun­rise.


Scheherazade had met King Shahriar many times and was in love with him. She knew that he had only lost the ground be­neath his feet and was no longer him­self. She had de­cided to cure him of his mad­ness and be­come his wife. Her fa­ther, King Bu­ran and Grand Vizier of the Per­sian Em­pire, did not ap­prove of this. She would be be­headed in the morn­ing like all the oth­ers. She even wrote di­rectly to the Great King. He sum­moned his Grand Vizier, but he could not ut­ter a word, his tongue failed him mag­i­cally. King Shahriar tried to talk him out of it, say­ing that he could not send his daugh­ter to cer­tain death. Grand Vizier Bu­ran re­mained silent be­cause he could not speak, and so Shahriar or­dered Scheherazade to be brought. He was daz­zled by her beauty and her in­tel­li­gence. He mar­ried her like the oth­ers that evening and they went to bed. Din­hara­rade was her brides­maid and was al­lowed to lie down with the cou­ple.  


King Shahriar had never had a woman who could fuck as well as Scheherazade. Re­ally. Din­hara­rade as­sisted her sis­ter as they had agreed se­cretly. She knelt be­hind the fuck­ing king, mur­mur­ing her magic spells in­audi­bly and ca­ress­ing the king’s ass cheeks. Her fin­gers slid along the crease of his ass from be­hind and gen­tly grabbed his balls as Scheherazade had her or­gasm. Din­hara­rade ca­ressed his balls un­til he straight­ened up to squirt. Her fin­gers slid fur­ther for­ward and stim­u­lated the base of his cock un­til he be­gan to squirt. Her fin­gers slid fur­ther for­ward, she put her fin­gers in her sis­ters pussy and mas­tur­bated his cock for min­utes un­til the king had fin­ished squirt­ing. 


The king hugged his queen, kissed her and said that she had fucked him bet­ter than any­one else had ever fucked with him! He hugged Din­hara­rade in re­turn and kissed her.  Never be­fore had her fin­gers ex­cited him so much, ca­ressed his balls so gen­tly, and mas­tur­bated him so well while he  squirted in­side. They went to sleep. Din­hara­rade woke up af­ter 3 hours be­cause Shahriar’s cock had be­come rock hard. She lay on the king’s lap, be­cause in the sec­ond round his cock be­longed to her, the brides­maid. As agreed, she asked Scheherazade to tell one of her won­der­ful sto­ries. She put his cock in her pussy and rode him, but in a very slow mo­tion, be­cause she and the king were lis­ten­ing at­ten­tively to Scheherazade. Din­hara­rade rode his cock very slowly in long, wide strokes, for al­most four hours, be­cause he was not due to squirt un­til early in the morn­ing. Scheherazade be­gan her tale.











The mer­chant and the ge­nie





A ter­ri­fy­ing ghost reared up in front of the mer­chant as his don­key strayed from the path.  “You are doomed, be­cause you have en­tered my ter­ri­tory with­out per­mis­sion!” roared the mon­ster and be­gan to stran­gle the poor man. He begged for his life. “I just freed your sis­ter, and that’s your thanks!?” gasped the mer­chant. The gi­ant let him go. “My sis­ter? I haven’t heard any­thing about it!” He let the mer­chant tell ev­ery­thing. 


The mer­chant was rid­ing through the moun­tains when he heard a lamb bleat­ing in fear of death. The poor an­i­mal was trapped be­tween rocks and was bleed­ing be­cause the vul­tures were danc­ing around it and tear­ing out pieces of flesh with their beaks. He chased the vul­tures away, freed the lamb and ban­daged the deep wounds. A bright lit­tle ex­plo­sion and the lamb turned into a young ge­nie girl. “Thank God you have freed me from the curse, good man! An evil ge­nie who wanted to fuck me cursed me be­cause I wouldn’t let him fuck me. He trans­formed me and threw me into the ravine to be eaten by the vul­tures. Thank you for free­ing me! I will grant you one wish if I can!” The mer­chant had al­ways wanted to un­der­stand the lan­guage of the an­i­mals. The girl snapped her fin­gers and he could now un­der­stand all the an­i­mals.


She con­jured up a tent, a camp­fire and an ex­cel­lent din­ner. They ate the sump­tu­ous meal and drank a glass or two of wine. They lay down on the soft furs be­cause she had said she would al­low him to fuck her. She asked him what shape she should trans­form into. He didn’t think for a sec­ond. “Into my lit­tle sis­ter! The mother had al­ways watched over her hy­men like a fury be­cause we played “fuck­ing” ev­ery af­ter­noon. She only let me pen­e­trate my sis­ters pussy a tiny bit so that I didn’t tear the hy­men while fuck­ing and squirt­ing.” He paused. “Later, she waited un­til I had fucked my sis­ter for fif­teen min­utes and then she let me pen­e­trate her old pussy hole and squirt in­side.” The ge­nie smiled un­der­stand­ingly and trans­formed into the lit­tle girl. She was even still a vir­gin and he de­flow­ered her with en­thu­si­asm, then fucked her un­til dawn.  They stayed in the magic tent for an­other week and ev­ery evening he wished for a dif­fer­ent for­merly  unattain­able young girl of his youth time, whom he ef­fort­lessly fucked un­til morn­ing. Af­ter a week the tent and the jinn had  dis­ap­peared. He rode home and tied up the stub­born don­key. He heard the don­key com­plain­ing to the other an­i­mals. “This stupid man al­ways gives me some­thing to drink first, so that I feel full af­ter just a few bites! It should be the other way round, then I would be hap­pier at work!” The mer­chant took this to heart im­me­di­ately and from then on gave the don­key first some­thing to eat and then some­thing to drink. He was about to leave the sta­ble when he heard the cow say, “What a sim­ple­ton! He had hardly left the house when his wife ran to the neigh­bor and came back with the sta­ble mas­ter. She lay down on my soft fur and the two of them fucked hard un­til din­ner!” The mer­chant was up­set. Now the ox raised his head. “The day be­fore yes­ter­day she got the sta­ble boy and they fucked un­til din­ner!”  Now the mer­chant was even more up­set. The camel had some­thing to say too, but the old man stam­mered out some pretty filthy facts. “Oh, sta­ble mas­ter or sta­ble boy, that was noth­ing! She brought the neigh­bor’s youngest son to me and he was so young, he had never fucked be­fore! So she played the teacher, she lay down on my back and showed the lit­tle man what he had to do. I blushed be­cause hu­mans make it so com­pli­cated, the id­iots!” Now the mer­chant was very up­set and went into the house. He took the stick from the wall, grabbed his wife and went into the room with her. We never found out ex­actly what hap­pened, but he told her ev­ery­thing with the stick. When she asked why, he told her straight out that she had fucked the sta­ble mas­ter and the sta­ble boy in the sta­ble. He only stopped beat­ing her when she swore solemnly that she would never do it with the sta­ble mas­ter or the sta­ble boy again.  


He left for an­other week and came back. The an­i­mals grinned when he en­tered the sta­ble. “There’s our horned sim­ple­ton!”





But at that mo­ment the voice of the muezzin rang out, singing for the morn­ing prayer. Din­hara­rade acted very dis­ap­pointed and wanted to hear the end of the story. King Shahriar was un­sure, he also wanted to hear how the story con­tin­ued. He sent the ex­e­cu­tioner away and said he wanted to hear the con­tin­u­a­tion the next night. Then he went to pray and to at­tend to state af­fairs un­til the evening. But Scheherazade and Din­hara­rade were not idle ei­ther. They called to­gether their one hun­dred body­guards from Ko­restan and said that who­ever could tell one of them an ex­cit­ing and filthy story could fuck one of them. Then it was evening.


Af­ter din­ner, King Shahriar fucked Scheherazade as be­fore and Din­hara­rade again as­sisted with magic and her skill­ful fin­gers. He kissed both of them grate­fully and they slept for a few hours. Din­hara­rade was the first to wake up again, the king’s cock was rock hard.  Din­hara­rade climbed back onto his lap and fucked the king very slowly, be­cause his erec­tion should last for 4 hours! They both lis­tened to Scheherazade while Din­hara­rade slid slowly back and forth on the king’s cock. 











The Djinn’s Story





The mer­chant lis­tened to the an­i­mals. The camel re­ported that the woman ran back to the neigh­bor as soon as her hus­band had rid­den off and fetched the lit­tle boy. He had re­mem­bered what he had learned about fuck­ing and fucked the good woman with all his might. He fucked and squirted, he fucked and squirted un­til din­ner. In any case, the camel com­plained about how of­ten the lit­tle one had to fuck her, be­cause nor­mally you mount the mare once and that was enough! The ox had no opin­ion of his own on this, but he had found it very strange that the next day she brought 3 lit­tle boys into the sta­ble and let them fuck her all over.  As an ox, he had no idea what all the fuck­ing was about. The cow si­lenced him, say­ing he had no idea how great the fuck­ing was! And then she re­ported that the next day the woman turned up with 5 lit­tle boys and touched their lit­tle, child­ish cocks. Then she let them fuck her one af­ter the other, in turn, un­til din­ner. The mer­chant had heard enough. He took the stick from the wall again, grabbed his wife hard and beat her un­til she was black. She hadn’t fucked the sta­ble mas­ter or the sta­ble boy, screamed the tor­mented woman. He said an­grily, but with the lit­tle boys from the whole neigh­bor­hood, you de­praved woman! He grabbed her by the hair and dragged her to the main square, chained her naked to the pil­lory so that ev­ery­one could fuck her. As a mer­chant, he wasn’t al­lowed to be­head her, so that evening he chased her naked into the desert, telling her never to come back! 


The evil ge­nie had laughed un­til he cried.  “Yes, now I re­mem­ber, it was you who saved my poor sis­ter, you de­serve my sin­cere thanks for that! I will not harm you. But the story re­minded me of an ex­pe­ri­ence that I want to tell you now. Well, cen­turies ago, there was a woman in Bagh­dad who was the wife of a vizier. But she knew a few tricks, for ex­am­ple she could sum­mon an in­vis­i­ble jinn to her and he had to do ev­ery­thing she wanted. Work­ing weed, peel pota­toes and so on, you get the idea. 


Of course I had to fuck her. In the morn­ing. In the forenoon. At noon. In the af­ter­noon. In the evening. And of course at night too, al­though the vizier was al­ready fast asleep next to her, af­ter he had fucked her. Of course she knew that we jinns don’t tire and can fuck as of­ten as we want. It had be­come a habit for her to be fucked 7 or 8 times a day. She blos­somed like a sun­flower and  her old hus­band be­gan to sus­pect that she had a lover, but his spies found noth­ing. But then… 





Scheherazade fell silent be­cause the muezzin was singing the call for the morn­ing prayer. The king stood up. “I’ll be back in the evening and I damn well want to know what hap­pens next!” He should re­ally be ter­ri­bly an­gry be­cause the woman was just string­ing him along! But of course he wanted to know how the ge­nie’s story con­tin­ued. He went to pray and to the coun­cil­lors.


The two sis­ters lay hap­pily in each other’s arms. The strat­egy was prim­i­tive, but it worked. The first body­guards came and told them the sto­ries of fuck­ing and be­ing fucked. They laughed and let the men fuck them en­thu­si­as­ti­cally. They were strong men from the moun­tains of Ko­restan, and they fucked damn well. The sis­ters bathed and got ready for the evening. 


The king fucked Scheherazade ev­ery night, her magic power gave him great po­tency and stamina. They slept for a few hours and then he be­longed to Din­hara­rade. She fucked him as al­ways, in the way of the ser­vant, who was only al­lowed to fuck him so slowly that he could only squirt in the ser­vant’s hole af­ter 3 or 4 hours, be­cause only Scheherazade was his queen. Din­hara­rade knew ex­actly when the muezzin sang and al­ways let the king squirt in­side at the right mo­ment.  


So it hap­pened that Scheherazade had three sons and Din­hara­rade had three daugh­ters in these 1001 nights, be­cause the sis­ters were pretty good at magic. They were clever enough not to stray from the rou­tine. The king played his role well. From morn­ing prayer to evening prayer, he ruled his peo­ple kindly, justly and strictly. In the evening, he had the sleep­ing area locked and was only there for the queen and her brides­maid. When he got up in the morn­ing at the call of the muezzin, he went to pray and rule with a broad smile. He liked the fact that the two sis­ters in­vited their body­guards to the women’s rooms in the forenoon and in the af­ter­noon to have sex and let them­selves be fucked un­til they were mad. He didn’t have to be en­chanted to see the hap­pi­ness in the two women’s eyes. He had learned a lot from the 1000 sto­ries, about fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing, of course, but also about the lives of com­pletely nor­mal peo­ple.  Scheherazade and Din­hara­rade taught him to be a good, just and hon­or­able king.


The baker’s wife cheated on her hus­band with the fish­mon­ger, the fish­mon­ger’s wife let her­self be fucked by the hunter, the hunter’s wife lay un­der the mer­chant, his wife un­der the ma­gi­cian. The ma­gi­cian bitch fucked the shoe­maker’s daugh­ters like a les­bian fury, the shoe­maker’s wife went to the army brothel ev­ery evening and let her­self be fucked for free. The king was le­nient. He liked the ac­cu­sa­tions of adul­tery the most. He went into the pri­vate room with the al­leged adul­ter­ess for an hour and then passed his sen­tence, 5 lashes for the hus­band or for the lover. The peo­ple had their fun and the men the whip.


14 won­der­ful years passed, then Din­hara­rade put her el­dest daugh­ter in the king’s bed. King Schahriar was sur­prised, but Din­hara­rade re­minded him of his duty. Yes, now he re­mem­bered.  He lay down next to his beau­ti­ful young daugh­ter, de­flow­ered her as gen­tly as pos­si­ble, and her mother and aunt took away her fear and pain with magic. The king fucked her un­til dawn and she cheered and shouted in sex­ual lust. The sec­ond and third daugh­ters came to his bed in the fol­low­ing years, they gave them­selves up joy­fully and grace­fully.


Scheherazade taught Din­hara­rade’s daugh­ters ev­ery­thing they needed to know about fuck­ing and con­tra­cep­tion, be­cause they had not in­her­ited the magic pow­ers. Scheherazade’s sons, on the other hand, did; she took the sons un­der her wing, taught them how to fuck well and ev­ery­thing about magic. They were good and pow­er­ful ma­gi­cians, and King Shahriar had to think about the suc­ces­sion to the throne. He spent a lot of time with his two wives, chil­dren, and grand­chil­dren. It was the most beau­ti­ful twi­light years of King Shahriar’s life that he could imag­ine. 


He sat on his ter­race, sur­rounded by his loved ones, smiled and closed his eyes with a smile.  



● ● ●







Lena run­ning


by Jack Faber © 2024




Ray — that’s what he called him­self be­cause Rach­miel was too un­usual — Ray had fi­nally man­aged to get Lena’s at­ten­tion. She went to the girls’ school next door, was a year older than him and a beau­ti­ful un­touched vir­gin. They got closer dur­ing the break in the school­yard, she had just ended her sec­ond re­la­tion­ship, he had never had a girl­friend and had no idea about sex what­so­ever. She was in love with him soon and taught him how to French kiss.  He was on cloud nine and af­ter a few weeks of in­tense cud­dling they met be­hind the gym. He was good with the lock pick and they lay next to each other in the next room of the gym, deeply im­mersed in a French kiss, one and an­other and Lena asked him if she should make him squirt. He nod­ded in sur­prise and took out his cock. Lena was not do­ing it for the first time, she had a lot of prac­tice. She said she had done it to her two friends again and again, but they only wanted to fuck and not her, so it broke both times. Ray said he didn’t want to fuck at all and it was the first time a girl had mas­tur­bated him and made him squirt. The se­crecy had been go­ing on for months. 


Lena took off her panties and showed him ev­ery­thing up close. He had never seen it be­fore and was very ex­cited. He dove down and his eyes fol­lowed her fin­gers, which showed him one thing af­ter the other. He was im­pressed by her pussy hole, which was closed by the hy­men.  She had to be very care­ful about that, she ex­plained, one day she would let the right man take her vir­gin­ity. But not now. She pulled back her fore­skin with her fin­gers and showed him her ex­posed clit. It worked like a cock, she ex­plained, it was there for mas­tur­ba­tion, only it didn’t squirt, girls don’t squirt. He eyed the clit rev­er­ently, it was at least 3 cen­time­ters long. It could get stiff and grow an­other cen­time­ter when mas­tur­bat­ing. He looked at the clit and saw how it grad­u­ally stiff­ened. Maybe she would show him how girls mas­tur­bate an­other time, Lena said and let go of her clit, an­other time, maybe. It was very pri­vate and in­ti­mate, she stressed. He was al­lowed to dive down ev­ery day and look at her pussy, but not touch it. That was okay with him, she didn’t hes­i­tate for a mo­ment to peel his cock out of his pants and mas­tur­bate him and let it squirt.  “Some girls take it in their mouths and let it come in their mouths,” she said qui­etly, “but I’m hor­ri­fied, I won’t do it!” Ray nod­ded, he didn’t want to ei­ther, it was a per­verted hu­mil­i­a­tion of the girl, he said. They went to the lit­tle room in the gym for all those months.


Lena had mas­tur­bated ev­ery night since kinder­garten. Be­fore go­ing to sleep, she was al­ways al­lowed to crawl naked into her par­ents’ bed with her dad and cud­dle with him. Her mother only cud­dled with her very rarely, but he did it ev­ery evening. She wore her thick glasses on her nose and read her porn ro­mances. All the sto­ries were about fuck­ing. While read­ing, her Mom played with her pussy the whole time, with her curly pu­bic hair and tugged at her clit, but she never mas­tur­bated. When a spot par­tic­u­larly ex­cited her, she stuck a fin­ger in her hole and fucked her­self ex­cit­edly, but not of­ten to or­gasm.  She al­most never mas­tur­bated, only some­times at the end of a fuck or when she woke up in the mid­dle of the night cov­ered in sweat with a pound­ing heart. She usu­ally cov­ered her­self up while read­ing, but Lena could look un­der the cov­ers and see ev­ery­thing clearly. Some­times the trashy novel was so ex­cit­ing, that she would put the book and glasses aside, un­cover her­self and fin­ger‐fuck her­self wildly to or­gasm. Then she would look around, ashamed, and just carry on read­ing. But that only hap­pened very rarely. 


Lena snug­gled up close to Daddy, she loved it when his cock got hard. Ever since she could re­mem­ber, Daddy’s fin­gers had played with her pussy, it was so del­i­cate and ex­cit­ing. He didn’t touch and stim­u­late her clit un­til she was older. Mom would then look up from her book­let and say, “You’re go­ing to ruin our lit­tle one!”, but she con­tin­ued read­ing. Lena was no longer a lit­tle child, and when he wanted to fuck Mom once or twice a week, he whis­pered to Lena that she should pre­tend to be asleep. 


Mom put the book­let aside in sur­prise when he lay on top of her. “Not now, the child!” she said ev­ery time, “you’re go­ing to ruin my lit­tle one!” But the lit­tle one was asleep, so she spread her legs and let him fuck her. She got usu­ally very aroused and ex­cited when he fucked her, and when she was very ex­cited af­ter squirt­ing, she trig­gered her or­gasm in a sec­ond with her fin­ger.  Then she con­tin­ued read­ing.


Daddy liked to play with his cock. He pulled the fore­skin up and down very slowly, much more slowly than Lena rubbed her Fritz and later her Karl. Daddy hugged Lena tightly to hide his cock and a fin­ger rested on the lit­tle girl’s clit. Mom looked up with her thick read­ing glasses and said, “You’re go­ing to ruin my lit­tle girl!” and con­tin­ued read­ing. Daddy al­ways took a long time be­fore he se­cretly ejac­u­lated. Lena smiled and wiped the se­men away. It was their  se­cret that he rubbed un­til he ejac­u­lated ev­ery evening when he wasn’t fuck­ing Mom. Lena hugged her beloved hero af­ter ejac­u­la­tion and whis­pered in his ear that she wanted him to fuck her so much. He shook his head, “you’re still much too young, maybe when you’re 13.” She was sad be­cause she re­ally wanted it now.


In the mean­time she got older and he had tried rub­bing her clit.  Mom looked up and said, shak­ing her head, “You’re go­ing to ruin my lit­tle one!” and then con­tin­ued read­ing. He was far too clumsy and af­ter a few weeks she did it her­self, her naked body pressed against Dad, hid­ing her mas­tur­bat­ing. Lena’s butt twitched in or­gasm and she pressed her pussy against his body, shak­ing and twitch­ing rhyth­mi­cally. “You’re go­ing to ruin my lit­tle one,” Mom mur­mured and con­tin­ued read­ing. Lena pressed her lips to Dad’s chest and sucked his nip­ples un­til the or­gasm had sub­sided. He stroked her hair and kissed her on the top of her head at the end. Mom looked up, but there was noth­ing to com­plain about, so she con­tin­ued read­ing. Lena then went to her bed­room and mas­tur­bated be­fore fall­ing asleep.  


Lena had been pes­ter­ing Papa for more than a year, she wanted to fuck him so badly, re­ally fuck him! He shook his head, say­ing she was too young, even though she was al­ready 13. She showed him the del­i­cate black fluff down that was sprout­ing over her pu­bic area. Papa was be­com­ing more and more un­cer­tain, and Lena whis­pered that she was al­ready a woman. He gave in. She lay on her back and smiled invit­ingly. She was ex­cited and won­dered anx­iously whether she should do it. Papa ap­proached her pussy hole with his cock. Mom looked up through her thick glasses and mur­mured, “You’re go­ing to ruin our lit­tle one,” she mur­mured, try­ing to see some­thing. She could see blurry and un­clear the girl’s spread legs and the man ap­proach­ing the lit­tle one with his bay­o­net fixed, but it was all very un­clear and blurry. “Don’t fuck her, don’t fuck my lit­tle one” she whis­pered timidly, “you’re go­ing to ruin my lit­tle one!” The two shad­ows merged, had some­thing changed? she thought and then read on. 


Papa pen­e­trated very gen­tly and the hy­men tore with­out Lena feel­ing any great pain. She had al­ready let Fritz and Karl fuck her in the vestibule of her vagina, dozens of times. She had let their cocks pen­e­trate the vestibule of her vagina up to the hy­men and mas­tur­bated their cocks for an eter­nity, and when they came to ejac­u­late, she pressed the tip of the glans into the hole in the hy­men and let them ejac­u­late in­side, as she hadn’t had her pe­riod yet. But Papa was the one whom she gave her vir­gin­ity and let tear her hy­men and the first to be al­lowed to pen­e­trate re­ally deeply. Lena wrapped her arms   around him and held him very tightly. He fucked her slowly and very gen­tly. Mom looked up again, but she could only see a few shapes. “You can’t fuck her, you’ll mess her up!” she mut­tered to her­self and watched the blurry shad­ows out of the cor­ner of her eyes, her in­dex fin­ger ex­cit­edly and vi­o­lently fuck­ing her hole. Dad fucked Lena for a long time and then squirted smil­ing rhyth­mi­cally in­side.


Ray, in con­trast to Lena, had grown up with much less sex­ual ac­tiv­ity. His mother al­ways came into the bath­room naked and washed him, but she never rubbed his cock, in­stead she went into the bed­room next door and lay down on the mar­i­tal bed. He sat in the bath­tub, stared hornily at her pussy as long as she was there and mas­tur­bated, he al­ways did that. She showed her pussy with­out any shame as she could see him arous­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing. She stood in front of him, opened her pussy with her fin­gers and teased her clit a lit­tle bit, so that he stared open­mouthed on her clit and mas­tur­bated hastily like a rab­bit. She had sug­gested years ago that she would show him her pussy up close and he should mas­tur­bate him­self, she had done that to him be­fore, but he should do it him­self now. She showed him her pussy up close and he looked deep into the pussy hole and then stared at her clit, which she ca­ressed and ex­cited with a fin­ger. He mas­tur­bated quickly and hastily like a rab­bit, as she de­manded of him. She went, when he had squirted in the wa­ter. When he had dried him­self off, he quickly walked through the par­ents’ bed­room and only looked briefly, be­cause she didn’t like him peep­ing her mas­tur­bate, she had said that years ago.


Now he stood there un­cer­tainly, the towel around his hips. She stopped and looked at him ques­tion­ingly. “Well, what is it?” she asked and waited, but he couldn’t make a sound. He had to ad­just the towel so that his stiff cock didn’t show. She tapped the sheet. “Come, lie down here!” she or­dered. He lay down next to her and pressed his hard cock against her body. “You have to squirt, don’t you?” she asked friendly, “come on, do it, that doesn’t bother me.” He rubbed his cock and squirted over her body. She sent him to his room with a smile. Now he was al­lowed to lie down next to her ev­ery time af­ter a shower, press him­self against her body and squirt. Ex­cept when Dad was with her and fucked her. Ray’s foot only paused briefly, then he went into his room to mas­tur­bate.  


One day, she had bent her legs as usual so that he could squirt over her pussy, and she whis­pered whether he didn’t want to fuck!? He stopped in the mid­dle of mas­tur­bat­ing. Had he heard cor­rectly? “You’re al­ready over 12, al­most 14,” she said, “we Jews con­sider you a man. Don’t you want to fuck in­stead!?” He nod­ded un­cer­tainly. Lena only gave him hand­jobs and she wasn’t even think­ing about fuck­ing; they had dis­cussed that many times. But, was he al­lowed to fuck Mom, re­ally fuck her!? he asked qui­etly. Mom nod­ded. “It’s very com­mon, many boys are al­lowed to fuck them when they’re 12, it’s com­pletely nor­mal.” He turned so that he could fuck her. “I’ve never fucked, Mom, I’ve only seen it a few times when Dad fucked you!” He was very un­sure. Mom nod­ded. “I’ll show you ev­ery­thing, don’t be afraid!”  So it was that Ray learned to fuck with his Mom, not with Lena.


“Wet the tip of the pe­nis a lit­tle with saliva, then it will go in eas­ier,” she said with an en­cour­ag­ing smile. He pen­e­trated slowly and paused. It was fine, warm, moist and very, very tight. She sighed deeply, then smiled. “A good cock, a nice hard cock!” she sighed again. “I’ll do it my­self and you’ll fuck me hard. But you have to wait to squirt un­til I’m ready, okay?” Ray nod­ded and be­gan to thrust. He thought of Lena, who had promised to show him fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion a year ago, and now it was Rachel, his step­mother. He was the son of his fa­ther’s sec­ond wife, but she had died when he was 5. Then fa­ther had mar­ried Rachel, she was not yet 30, Ray thought. He watched her face. Her eyes were closed and she was smil­ing as she mas­tur­bated.  He fucked her for a long time and held back his squirt, which was very dif­fi­cult for him. Her face be­came more and more dis­torted and she called out qui­etly “Now!” and then she was over­whelmed by or­gasm. He had never seen her cli­max be­fore, but this time too it was only for a sec­ond, then he had to squirt. He straight­ened his back and rhyth­mi­cally squirted ev­ery­thing in­side. Then he sank down next to her. He thought of Lena, some­how he was sad be­cause he was cheat­ing on her. Or was he? 


Rachel whis­pered that he had done it very well. “Un­for­tu­nately, Dad can’t hold back and squirts much too early, be­fore I’m ready,” she whis­pered qui­etly. “If the man can hold back un­til I’m ready, then it’s best to cli­max to­gether.” Ray thought for a long time. “Are you faith­ful to Dad or do you have a lover?” he asked qui­etly. She laughed out loud.  “I have been faith­ful to him since we got mar­ried. Be­fore that I had dozens of lovers, but that didn’t bother him. He wanted an ex­pe­ri­enced woman and not an in­ex­pe­ri­enced vir­gin. His first wife died of can­cer very early, and his sec­ond wife, your mother, un­for­tu­nately also died of can­cer too early. I mar­ried him when you were 8 or 9.” He in­ter­rupted, “9, al­most 10. But I was very happy be­cause you were a good Mom from day one.” They whis­pered for a long time, say­ing he could fuck her as of­ten as he felt urged to, and that on the days when she was fer­tile she would re­mem­ber to pull his cock out in time. She said she would tell Daddy when the op­por­tu­nity arose. 


He fucked Rachel 4 or 5 times ev­ery af­ter­noon, she wanted him to pen­e­trate her from be­hind only. She was usu­ally in the kitchen and lay with her up­per body on the kitchen ta­ble, be­cause that made it eas­ier for her to mas­tur­bate with her ass fac­ing him. Oth­er­wise she would just bend over and lift up her skirt, so he knew she didn’t want to mas­tur­bate and he had to cum very quickly. That was usu­ally the case, be­cause she usu­ally only mas­tur­bated the first time he fucked her.


“Don’t fuck her, don’t fuck my lit­tle one,” whis­pered Lena’s Mom ev­ery time the shapes moved, “you’re go­ing to ruin to­tally my lit­tle one!” When Dad had a night shift, Lena cud­dled with Mom be­cause she loved it when they rubbed their naked bod­ies to each other. Mom put her thick glasses aside and spread her legs will­ingly. Lena cud­dled up close to her body and rubbed her­self against her. The lit­tle one rubbed her clit on her clit un­til Lena had a small, trem­bling or­gasm. She lay on top of her for a few min­utes gasp­ing for air, then Lena’s fin­gers felt her clit. Lena had been do­ing it for years, mas­tur­bat­ing Mom’s clit from one small or­gasm to the next, Mom liked that a lot. “But you won’t let Dad fuck you, my lit­tle one?” she asked and Lena shook her head in­dig­nantly. “But no, Mom! I rub my clit on his cock un­til he squirts and then I carry on un­til I have my or­gasm!”  The lies rolled eas­ily off Lena’s lips. “Tell me how it was for you, Mom!” Mom closed her eyes be­cause she en­joyed Lena’s mas­tur­bat­ing. “My fa­ther took my vir­gin­ity when I was 13. My mother didn’t mind, on the con­trary, she felt re­lieved when she didn’t have to fuck him any­more. I en­joyed it very much, to fuck with my Dad all this years. I was very pop­u­lar at school, the boys even voted me ‘the Queen of the Blowjob’.” Lena asked if she had swal­lowed the se­men.  Her mother nod­ded, “of course, we de­praved girls drank the juice! We Jew­ish girls were ex­tremely pop­u­lar be­cause we weren’t as bitchy as the Catholics and we liked to get fucked. I es­pe­cially liked the so‐called men’s evenings, when I was the only girl in a group of 10 or 12 boys. We smoked and drank and all the boys fucked me one af­ter the other. That was a hello, I can tell you! The next day I had sore mus­cles as if I had climbed Mount Ever­est, but I en­joyed fuck­ing in pub­lic be­yond mea­sure! Just imag­ine how great that was, a guy fuck­ing you in the mid­dle of the cir­cle and ev­ery­one star­ing greed­ily at your pussy!” Later, when Lena was a lit­tle older, she also told Mom that she pulled back the boys’ fore­skins very slowly and peeled the small, round glans out as if they were out of the pack­ag­ing. She liked the Catholics very much be­cause they weren’t cir­cum­cised. The cir­cum­cised ones weren’t nearly as ex­cit­ing.  But she didn’t put the cocks in her mouth, she found that dis­gust­ing. But she fucked very dili­gently, she told her lies to Mom, and she also loved group fuck­ing, she claimed. Mom smiled con­tent­edly and warned her again and again not to let Dad fuck her. Now, when she saw the shapes mov­ing next to her, she put her glasses away, stuck her in­dex fin­ger in her pussy hole and ex­cit­edly fucked her­self, fol­low­ing the shapes with her blind eyes. “Just rub your­self on his cock, my lit­tle one,” she whis­pered in­audi­bly, “just make him squirt, go ahead!” She closed her eyes sat­is­fied and gave her­self over to her fin­ger’s rule.


A few months later, Lena told Ray that she was a woman now and that she wanted to fuck him. Now. Right now. He pen­e­trated Lena’s pussy for the first time. It was just as warm and wet as Rachel, but much, much tighter. This tight­ness drove him crazy. Lena didn’t mas­tur­bate while he fucked her, but she soon cli­maxed and had a strong or­gasm while he came in­side her. They lay on the floor, breath­ing heav­ily. 


When had she lost her vir­gin­ity? Ray asked.  “It was my hero, my fa­ther! He took my vir­gin­ity a few months ago, he was so con­sid­er­ate and so sweet! I more or less forced him to do it.” She told him ev­ery­thing. And now her fa­ther fucked her mother once or twice a week un­til she al­most reached or­gasm, and she rubbed her clit just a short time af­ter fuck­ing, barely a minute, and then she had an or­gasm. Her fa­ther fucked Lena al­most ev­ery day, her mother looked up briefly but could only see them as a vague sil­hou­ette. “You mustn’t fuck her, oth­er­wise you’ll ruin my lit­tle one!” Lena’s mother re­minded him sev­eral times ev­ery evening.


And her mother now had in­creas­ingly ex­cit­ing mag­a­zines. Ev­ery evening she fucked her­self for hours with her in­dex fin­ger and had sev­eral or­gasms. Lena and Dad watched Mom, who was fin­ger fuck­ing her­self like a mad­woman while read­ing and would stop read­ing for three sec­onds when she had an or­gasm. Then she would con­tinue read­ing and fin­ger fuck her­self hard. So she usu­ally missed the fact that her fa­ther was re­ally fuck­ing the lit­tle one. Lena said with a grin that her mother would drop dead or have a stroke if she wasn’t half blind. Ray lis­tened with a grin, be­cause he was glad that Lena was re­ally en­joy­ing it. Af­ter­wards he told her ev­ery­thing with Rachel.  Lena asked how old his par­ents were. His fa­ther was 61, Rachel 29. “Aha!” said Lena. Ray and Lena only fucked once a week, they just didn’t have time for more. But he told her that they had been to­gether for two years to the day and that he would like to stay to­gether for a long time. “But we’re not talk­ing about mar­riage yet!” gig­gled Lena. 


One evening there was a knock on Ray’s door. His fa­ther was stand­ing out­side, naked. Ray had never seen his fa­ther com­pletely naked be­fore; he had a long cock with a large, dark red glans that was im­me­di­ately vis­i­ble be­cause he was a cir­cum­cised Jew like Ray. “Come with me,” said his fa­ther, “no, you don’t need to get dressed.” Ray fol­lowed him naked into the par­ents’ bed­room. Rachel lay naked in bed and smiled from ear to ear. Her fa­ther lay down and mo­tioned for him to lie be­tween them.


“Rachel told me to­day that you’re al­ready 12, al­most 16, I hadn’t no­ticed,” said the fa­ther se­ri­ously, and Ray won­dered if he was jok­ing, but the fa­ther re­mained se­ri­ous. “In my cul­ture, our cul­ture, 12‐year‐olds be­come men and many of them fuck their moth­ers for a few years. So I’m fine with Rachel fuck­ing you, my son!” Ray reached for Rachel’s hand. The fa­ther asked him abruptly if he al­ready had a steady girl­friend. Ray thought very quickly, not even Rachel had ever asked. “Yes, Dad, I have one. Her name is Lena, Mag­dalena.” The fa­ther nod­ded in the way that wise old men nod. “And? Have you al­ready? Fucked?” It was awk­ward for a mo­ment, he had never talked to Dad about any­thing sex­ual.  “Yes, Dad, we fuck once a week. She’s Jew­ish like us, but not very re­li­gious. And she has been ly­ing with her fa­ther ev­ery night for a long time. But we’re not talk­ing about mar­riage yet, we’re still much too young, 16 and 17.” The fa­ther groaned. “16 and 17! How won­der­ful to be so young! I’m al­ready 60 and on my way to leav­ing the world soon.” The fa­ther brooded in si­lence and Ray didn’t cor­rect him that he was al­ready 61. He felt Rachel squeeze his hand. The fa­ther looked up. “I don’t want any se­crecy in my house. Clear and true, that would be a good motto. I’d like you to sleep here with Rachel and me, you can have Rachel as of­ten as you like. That would be my sug­ges­tion, my will. What do you think?” Ray didn’t need to think for a split sec­ond. “Yes, Dad, clear and true. We’ll do it as you said. I want to be able to look you in the eyes in the fu­ture too, clear and true!”  The fa­ther glanced briefly at Rachel, who agreed with her eye­lids.


Nev­er­the­less, Ray had to over­come an in­vis­i­ble bar­rier and thank God it was Rachel who took the ini­tia­tive. Ray fucked Rachel and tried not to think that his fa­ther saw ev­ery­thing. He fucked Rachel a sec­ond and third time, then he was ex­hausted. Once a week his fa­ther fucked Rachel, Ray tried not to look the first time, but that was child­ish. He fucked Rachel three, four or five times a night, if he felt like it. Rachel only mas­tur­bated dur­ing the first fuck, they co­or­di­nated the tempo so that they reached or­gasm in a timely man­ner. All three of them found this a good rou­tine and en­joyed it for years. 


The fa­ther cursed ter­ri­bly that it was a dis­grace! That loud­mouth, Hitler, had be­come Chan­cel­lor of the Re­ich. The fa­ther had read ex­cerpts from his pro­gram, “Mein Kampf”.  “He’s go­ing to kill us all, all the Jews! He’s writ­ten it in black and white, and I don’t think this guy is jok­ing! We’re leav­ing the coun­try as soon as we can. Say good­bye to your friends, I’m get­ting ev­ery­thing ready!” His fa­ther wasn’t jok­ing, and nei­ther was this Hitler, whom Ray had never heard of. 


It was hard to tell Lena. She and her fam­ily were also Jews, al­though not re­li­gious. Ray tried very hard to open Lena’s eyes. She was hor­ri­fied that Ray wanted to leave the coun­try. It was in­con­ceiv­able that some­one would be killed be­cause of the color of their skin or their race. Ray re­minded her that the whites had ex­ter­mi­nated the In­di­ans, that the na­tive blacks in South Africa had no fun, that the cru­saders had slaugh­tered the Mus­lims like the Eu­ro­peans had in the Thirty Years’ War. The list goes on and on, his fa­ther was an en­gi­neer and stuck strictly to the facts of­fered by the lo­cal and for­eign press.  There was no doubt that Hitler’s bar­baric hordes would soon have the up­per hand and that the ex­ter­mi­na­tion of the Jews was se­ri­ous. Lena didn’t want to be­lieve it, couldn’t be­lieve it. She was just dev­as­tated be­cause her sweet­heart was leav­ing. She stopped see­ing Ray. He be­trayed her love and that hurt like hell. Their love broke up qui­etly and with­out any the­atri­cal thun­der. Just like that. 


Two weeks later, Ray was sit­ting on the train to Lon­don with his fa­ther and Rachel. His fa­ther had long since brought his small for­tune to Lon­don, made his first pro­fes­sional con­tacts and ar­ranged ev­ery­thing for a va­ca­tion trip. A Ger­man en­gi­neer had no prob­lem get­ting a foothold in Eng­land. Ray held back his tears be­cause Lena didn’t want to ac­com­pany him to the sta­tion. 


He looked out the win­dow, tears in his eyes, as the train pulled away. Lena’s green scarf! The green scarf that only she dared to wear. She looked straight at him as he rolled past. He jumped up, but the stupid win­dow wouldn’t open.  She raised a hand smil­ing to wave. He waved back with both hands and howled like a weep­ing wil­low.


He never saw Lena again. 



● ● ●







The Mild Gen­eral


by Jack Faber © 2024




Ti­tus Tac­i­tus Teu­ton­i­cus was prob­a­bly the em­peror’s best gen­eral. He had en­forced the in­ter­ests of the Ro­man Em­pire with an iron fist in Galilee, Samaria and Za­fon, de­feated the rob­ber gangs and in­sur­gents and ex­e­cuted the lead­ing fig­ures. He was cer­tainly more suc­cess­ful than Pub­lius, the in­com­pe­tent gen­eral and his fiercest op­po­nent, who could not bring peace to Judea and Jerusalem.  Ti­tus, in any case, kept his prov­inces un­der an iron grip; the de­feated Jews had to send one of their wives or daugh­ters to his tent ev­ery evening. Of course, he also knew that some spared their wives and sent him a dis­guised maid. The main thing was that she could fuck well, be­cause that is what Jew­ish women were fa­mous for. 


How as­ton­ished he was when the em­peror or­dered him back to Rome. He was not quite 50 yet, when a gen­eral was be­ing re­tired. He rode off im­me­di­ately and took the first ship. When he ar­rived in Rome, he found his house in mourn­ing. He only had enough time to bathe and put on a new uni­form, then he ran to the em­peror.


“My sin­cere con­do­lences on the death of your wife, she was a good soul,” the em­peror greeted him, “come, let’s sit down and have a glass of wine!” They toasted Griseldis, his wife. “I re­mem­ber, I was only 9 when I was with your le­gion in Sue­to­nia, where you cap­tured her and mar­ried her. I can see it all as if it were to­day!” said the em­peror. But he had no time for small talk.  “I sent Flav­ius Co­erci­tus to Galilee as your suc­ces­sor be­cause I knew you thought highly of him. Your wife died and you were about to re­tire, and I re­mem­bered you and Griseldis. You were both good to me, a stub­born and head­strong boy who was not even heir to the throne at the time. But you both al­ways showed me the right path, Griseldis even wrapped me in her blan­ket and made me a man. I show you now my grat­i­tude and re­tire you, with im­me­di­ate ef­fect, while you still have your bones in­tact, beloved con­fi­dant! You can mourn your wife with de­cency, even though she is al­ready buried. I gave Griseldis a beau­ti­ful and de­cent fu­neral, as if she were a con­fi­dante or a rel­a­tive. The trea­surer will give you a fair re­ward, I in­sisted on that. Al­though I have more than enough ad­vi­sors at the mo­ment, I want you not to dis­ap­pear into ob­scu­rity and to fol­low my call.  And now go in peace, old friend, and rest un­til I need you again!” The em­peror rose and, al­though he was not known for be­ing a cud­dler, hugged his gen­eral and left.


Ti­tus re­ceived his hon­or­able dis­charge doc­u­ment from the trea­surer and a wheel­bar­row full of gold and sil­ver and a gilded pa­rade sword. That was con­sid­er­ably more than usual. At home he asked about Thus­nelda, Griseldis’ maid. The good old woman came and they sat down for a glass of wine. She told him how mis­er­ably and piti­fully her mis­tress Griseldis had died of ph­thi­sis and what a splen­did fu­neral the em­peror had ar­ranged. The em­peror had come un­ex­pect­edly at the crack of dawn to say good­bye to Griseldis. Thus­nelda knew the back­ground, Griseldis had made the em­peror a man when he was still an in­signif­i­cant child. But that was Griseldis, sobbed the old ser­vant, mak­ing boys into men, she did this day af­ter day with great ob­ses­sion, all her life.


Thus­nelda rum­maged in her robe and handed him a let­ter from Griselda. She went and left him alone to read the let­ter. 


“Dear Ti­tus, dear­est hus­band! 


I am writ­ing to you be­cause I am about to die and I have to tell you some­thing. You are and al­ways have been my best lord, my best hus­band and my dear­est love. We were not granted chil­dren in our 10 years to­gether, you re­turned to the war in de­spair and we have not seen each other for al­most 15 years. I was in mourn­ing for you for 15 years, I missed your strong arms and loins very much!


I am go­ing in peace and my thoughts are al­ways with you. I have a 12‐year‐old daugh­ter, Ju­lia, who I want to rec­om­mend to you. She is my ev­ery­thing, the most beau­ti­ful star that ac­com­pa­nied and guided me. I ask you to con­sider her as our daugh­ter and not to cast her out. 


Her fa­ther was called Torin, son of Gra­mar, and he came to the em­peror as a no­ble hostage, who en­trusted the then 13‐year‐old to me. He was from my sue­to­nian tribe and we were happy to be able to speak to each other in our lan­guage, the em­peror knew that of course.  Torin lived in our house, in my bed. I loved him as I loved you, my love! He was good in his heart and he was good in my bed and he al­ways re­spected you, the fine boy! He grew up splen­didly, I gave him the best ed­u­ca­tion. But he had to deal with the fool­ish­ness of youth alone. He was not even 19 when he got into a bar fight and was mur­dered. The em­peror was dev­as­tated, he sent Torin’s body, 12 bars of gold as blood money and the mis­er­able mur­derer in chains to his fa­ther.


I ask you, dear Ti­tus, to ac­cept Ju­lia as your daugh­ter and to treat her lov­ingly. She is the only thing left of me, as is my love, which I gave you through­out my life.  Griseldis.”


Ti­tus read the let­ter twice more, then put it away. He called for Ju­lia. Thus­nelda brought her. “Your daugh­ter Ju­lia, sir!” said Thus­nelda, “Ju­lia, your fa­ther Ti­tus Tac­i­tus Teu­ton­i­cus, gen­eral in the ser­vice of the em­peror!”


He looked at Ju­lia. She was slim and tall like her mother, her curly blonde hair hung down to her belt. Her face re­flected Griseldis’ face, the aris­to­cratic nose and chin of the Sue­to­nian princess he had mar­ried 30 years ago. She had no breasts yet and slightly curved hips. Un­der the thin, white tu­nic he could see her pro­nounced slit and hair­less mons pu­bis. She re­minded him of the pret­ti­est Jew­ish women who had lain down proudly and sin­fully se­duc­tively next to him, let­ting him feel that he was vic­to­ri­ous and now de­feated. Ju­lia did not yet have this se­duc­tive charisma. Ti­tus spon­ta­neously em­braced her and stood on tip­toe to kiss her on the top of her head. “Greet­ings, Ju­lia, my daugh­ter!” With that he had ful­filled Griseldis’ last wish.


Ti­tus spent the rest of the day with Thus­nelda and Ju­lia.  She was ed­u­cated, spoke im­pec­ca­ble Greek and had read Ro­man and Greek au­thors. He was de­lighted be­cause she was stun­ning. At some point Thus­nelda in­ter­jected that Ju­lia was an un­touched vir­gin and did not have ill‐man­nered re­la­tion­ships with boys. Ju­lia low­ered her head and Ti­tus, trained in many in­ter­ro­ga­tions, knew that that was not all, but he smiled and nod­ded kindly, that was a topic for an­other day. 


Ti­tus sent them both to bathe and dress nicely, both of them. They would sleep with him af­ter din­ner. Thus­nelda wanted to say some­thing, but he shooed them both away. He spent two hours with the ma­jor­domo, the head of the house, get­ting an up­date. The house was in good or­der, Griseldis had seen to that. The three of them ate din­ner, drank a lit­tle wine and had a splen­did con­ver­sa­tion. 


The three of them went into Ti­tus’s bed­room, he told both women to lie naked next to him.  He hugged Ju­lia first, put her hand on his chest, “get to know your fa­ther and his body with this hand, don’t be shy.” Ju­lia said she had al­ready seen a cock and also how to make it squirt. She had watched very of­ten when a boy did it him­self and squirted on the floor. She had rubbed a cock three or four times and made it squirt, it was very ex­cit­ing. Ju­lia avoided his gaze. He said he had al­ready sus­pected that, but she didn’t need to make him squirt, she just needed to get to know ev­ery fiber of his body, as be­fits a daugh­ter. He turned to Thus­nelda and hugged her too.


She knew what was to come. “Lord, I haven’t fucked since Griseldis was en­trusted to me 30 years ago.” Ti­tus ca­ressed her head.  “You are the most loyal soul I know. You sat next to our bed a thou­sand times and watched over Griseldis. I was so in love with her that I never paid any at­ten­tion to you, even though you were al­ready a pretty woman back then and I should have fucked you. But I was just blinded by love, for­give me! From now on I will fuck you ev­ery year on the day of her death, also to honor her mem­ory!” Thus­nelda dis­agreed. “Lord, I haven’t fucked for 30 years, I’m old and wrin­kled. Not a woman that a man like you de­sires. Let it be, My­lord, there are dozens of young slaves at your dis­posal.”


“Just look, Thus­nelda, my daugh­ter has dis­cov­ered my cock and made it hard, we don’t want to miss that!” He laid the re­luc­tant Thus­nelda on her back, lifted her knees and spread them apart. Thus­nelda sighed, God help her! Ju­lia sat down at the foot of the bed, she would see some­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary. Ti­tus slowly pen­e­trated Thus­nelda’s cun­t­hole, it was very soft and not at all tight. She opened her mouth in a silent scream as Ti­tus fucked her. He prob­a­bly had to hold back his squirt for a quar­ter of an hour be­fore the old woman clung to him in or­gasm. He squirted as her or­gasm faded. He dropped into the mid­dle of the bed and mo­tioned for Ju­lia to lie down next to him again. Ju­lia stroked his face and Thus­nelda’s face. “I’ve been watch­ing you very at­ten­tively,” she whis­pered. “Are you al­lowed to fuck all the women in your house­hold?” she wanted to know. He nod­ded, he was al­ready very tired.  “Just not the ugly ones,” he said and fell asleep.


Thus­nelda re­mained silent all day, but in the evening she asked Ti­tus in pri­vate whether he had been se­ri­ous about fuck­ing her on the day of Griseldis’ death? He asked if that wasn’t OK? She low­ered her gaze. “As you com­mand, My­lord!” He asked her which of the slave girls he should avoid. She thought for a long time. There were two she didn’t trust, just those two. He re­mem­bered the names and later talked to the ma­jor­domo about sell­ing them both im­me­di­ately. Af­ter din­ner he let Thus­nelda go and went to bed with Ju­lia. She snug­gled up to him, she felt a strong bond de­vel­op­ing. He was the only and first fa­ther she knew. He had won her heart from the very first mo­ment, she could feel it. She hugged him tightly, sex­ual de­sire ris­ing in her pussy.  “I’m 13, Daddy,” she whis­pered in his ear and rubbed her clit on his hip. “Your cock is al­ready hard, Daddy,” she con­tin­ued to whis­per, “do you want to fuck me or should I do it with my fist?” Ti­tus felt how gen­tly she ca­ressed his cock with her hand. “In my opin­ion, you are still too young to fuck, my beau­ti­ful daugh­ter! You will soon find a lover, he will def­i­nitely de­flower you and fuck you, you de­serve some­thing other than a 50‐year‐old sol­dier!” They were silent for a long time. “As soon as you think I’m old enough, I want you to de­flower  and fuck me. You, and no one else!” Did he hear Griseldis, who had stated some­thing, or­dered it and didn’t de­vi­ate from it one bit? He laughed qui­etly. Then he asked Ju­lia which of the slaves she would bring him to­day? She smiled and stood up, “Let your­self be sur­prised, Daddy!” and came back a few min­utes later with a beau­ti­ful slave.  She sat down at the foot of the bed like yes­ter­day.


“My name is De­spina and I come from Greece, from Za­kinthos. A bush fire burned our farm, the fields, the cat­tle and my fa­ther. My mother had to sell us, her chil­dren. And I would like to ask you to for­give me in ad­vance!” He asked, “For­give me, for what?” De­spina smiled mys­te­ri­ously. “Some peo­ple call me a wild­cat and you will soon find out why.” Ti­tus laughed softly, “then let’s find out!”


De­spina hadn’t boasted, she re­ally was wild and naughty. The old sol­dier got his money’s worth. He kept look­ing at Ju­lia, who was watch­ing the wild fuck­ing and rub­bing her clit, com­pletely in­no­cent and with­out any shame. He was fas­ci­nated by how Ju­lia mas­tur­bated so ab­sent­mind­edly. Her cli­toris, which was usu­ally barely vis­i­ble, stood out stiff, red and cheeky, her fin­ger tor­mented the poor thing pow­er­fully and at a fu­ri­ous pace, it wasn’t the first time she did it. He was fully oc­cu­pied with De­spina and saw that Ju­lia had an or­gasm and calmed down again. He also put an end to the wild­cat and kissed her on the cheek, then let her go.  He waved to Ju­lia and she snug­gled up to him. “You made a good choice, Ju­lia!” he said, “De­spina is at the top of our list!” and he fell asleep in Ju­lia’s arms.


He had some agents look for a new home. The city of Rome was no longer the lovely one he had grown up in. It had be­come an old, con­tam­i­nated whore, the scum had crawled out of their holes and even ap­peared in front of the im­pe­rial palace. There were filthy dives like he had never seen be­fore. One brothel next to the other, beg­gars ev­ery­where and the city guard picked up the corpses ev­ery morn­ing. There were dead peo­ple, vic­tims of plagues, those with­out liveli­hoods and so many mur­der vic­tims that the pyres burned day and night. 


Ju­lia con­tin­ued to study with a new teacher un­der Thus­nelda’s care. She would no longer need all the knowl­edge once she was mar­ried, but she had once said to Ti­tus that it was time for a fe­male sen­a­tor. Ti­tus was at first left speech­less, but on the other hand she was right, and why not her?  His grand­par­ents had come to Rome as poor peo­ple from the de­cayed Teu­tonic Em­pire and were called Teu­ton­i­cus, but he was a Ro­man cit­i­zen, a de­serv­ing gen­eral and not with­out wealth. He agreed that learn­ing and knowl­edge were good and im­por­tant. Ju­lia got him a slave ev­ery night and the list and the ranks grew. He had al­ready had all the slaves and started again from the be­gin­ning, only to fall asleep in Ju­lia’s arms af­ter­wards.


The em­peror had only sum­moned him once, in the year 70 AD. Ac­tive and re­tired gen­er­als were sup­posed to give the em­peror a pic­ture of the Near East. Gen­eral Flav­ius Dracius, the butcher of Egyp­tian Alexan­dria, had razed Jerusalem to the ground and com­mit­ted a war crime when he had the Tem­ple of the Jews torn down. What Flav­ius shrugged off shook the fortresses of the Ro­man Em­pire. None of the sub­ject peo­ples could ac­cept that the Ro­mans de­stroyed a place of wor­ship.  No mor­tal had ever dared to de­stroy the Tem­ple of Isis in Eph­esus, the Tem­ple of Apollo in Del­phi or the Tem­ple of Zeus in the Parthenon. The crime of Achilles, who on the first day of the Tro­jan War had des­e­crated the Tem­ple of Apollo, the holy statue of Apollo, with his own hand, and in the end lost the pro­tec­tion and good­will of the gods, was still far too present. Flav­ius, the de­stroyer, had brought the wrath of the gods upon the em­peror, upon the em­pire. 


The gen­er­als did not re­ally know any­thing about gods, but they knew ex­actly what to do with of­fi­cers who had gone wild. It was also clear that the em­peror was in a dilemma. Didn’t the supreme war­lord have to thank his gen­eral for a suc­cess­ful cam­paign!? 


Ti­tus was given the floor.  He felt that Rome had crossed a red line for­ever, whether it was just feel­ings or su­per­sti­tion. Rome had to pre­pare it­self for the fact that the peo­ples would no longer look up to Rome. The trust that had been built up over cen­turies had been de­stroyed that day. Pe­riod. 


“And what about Flav­ius!?” a gen­eral in­ter­rupted him. “The Jews have a fit­ting leg­end,” said Ti­tus, “King David sent his ri­val, Gen­eral Uriah, to the front line of ghe bat­tle and the prob­lem was solved, the king com­pletely in­no­cent.” The gen­er­als grinned. “And what about the tri­umphal pro­ces­sion!?” one in­ter­jected. “What kind of tri­umphal pro­ces­sion?” Ti­tus asked coldly, “is there any­thing to tri­umph over?” He sat down and no­ticed the em­peror’s friendly nod in his di­rec­tion. Dis­cus­sions con­tin­ued late into the night be­cause the slaves kept fill­ing the cups with wine.


Af­ter many weeks, Ti­tus found a suit­able home. It was on the hills above the city of Bar­ium, which is now called Bari. Two days’ ride from Rome, from the port you could reach the whole world. Bari was a rich, clean city and it was the sum­mer palace of a for­mer em­peror. The ma­jor­domo took care of the ren­o­va­tion and the move, and af­ter months they were able to move into the palace. Ti­tus took care of a few things per­son­ally. He needed 3 scribes, the pa­per­work was get­ting too much for him. And he needed his body­guard. Of the 35 Thra­cians who had served him in Galilee and func­tioned like a well‐re­hearsed foot­ball team, 22 were left and he took them all, un­der the same com­man­der, Phyl­lis Thra­cus. The Thra­cians were un­beat­able, they would hold off even an army of 500 men.


The first few days were chaotic, but then ev­ery­thing worked out.  There were about 120 peo­ple who kept the palace run­ning. He even had to em­ploy 6 grooms, who he hadn’t needed be­fore, but now there were 60 horses to look af­ter. There were two studs, broth­ers who fought each other to the death when it came to a mare. That’s when the broth­er­hood ended and the sta­ble boys had to bring them to their senses with whips. One af­ter the other was al­lowed to mount the mare, then there was peace again. The sta­ble mas­ter sug­gested breed­ing horses, as there was a lot of money to be made that way. Ti­tus nod­ded against the idea, horse breed­ing was not his area. But the sta­ble mas­ter was right, and within a few years it be­came a good busi­ness. Ti­tus didn’t re­ally need money, he still had a dozen boxes full of gold in the cel­lar. 


Ju­lia had turned 15, an im­pres­sive beauty with a truly royal ap­pear­ance.  Ti­tus had no eyes for it all that time. Dur­ing the day he dic­tated hun­dreds of let­ters to the scribes, clerks. At night he fucked a slave and fell asleep in Ju­lia’s arms. He liked to watch Ju­lia mas­tur­bat­ing, when he was fuck­ing the slave or watched Ju­lia mas­tur­bat­ing af­ter­wards. Ju­lia mas­tur­bated more and more deeply and pas­sion­ately and sank deep into her­self. Only the or­gasm brought her back down to earth.


He cor­re­sponded with all the im­por­tant peo­ple in the east­ern Mediter­ranean. He knew them all, pre­fects, gov­er­nors, may­ors and mil­i­tary of­fi­cers. He kept in touch es­pe­cially with peo­ple in Galilee and Samaria whom he knew from be­fore. Ev­ery 5 weeks he wrote a long re­port to the em­peror him­self. He was prob­a­bly the em­peror’s best spy at the time, he knew ex­actly what was im­por­tant. The em­peror thanked him and paid him with bars of gold coins. The fact that they had both fucked Griseldis for years con­nected them in a mag­i­cal way. Griseldis had fucked both of them, the boy in the morn­ing, at noon and in the af­ter­noon, her sol­dier at night.


Ti­tus sud­denly no­ticed how pretty Ju­lia had be­come. Her breasts were no smaller than Griseldis’s, and that was say­ing some­thing! Her hips had be­come very fem­i­nine and were just wait­ing for a ca­ress­ing hand.  She al­ways wore translu­cent tu­nics that nei­ther con­cealed nor cov­ered her slit and her beau­ti­fully curved mons pu­bis, cov­ered with red­dish‐blond fluffy down. Any man would go mad at what was on of­fer, but he was the only man far and wide. Ti­tus chased away the scribes, no dic­ta­tion to­day, and gave them the day off. He sat down with Ju­lia on the ter­race and looked out over the city of Bar­ium and the sea. “You’ve be­come very beau­ti­ful, Ju­lia,” he be­gan, “do you have many ad­mir­ers?” She looked at him in in­com­pre­hen­sion. “Ad­mir­ers? Who? The gay cook or the dirty pushy sta­ble mas­ter? Which one do you mean?” He no­ticed that he was rid­ing on a lame don­key. “How old are you now, my beau­ti­ful and scratchy daugh­ter?” She smiled again, he was so ab­sorbed in his work with in­ter­na­tional cor­re­spon­dence that he no longer saw the lit­tle things in life.  “We cel­e­brated my 15th birth­day half a year ago, you gave me a beau­ti­ful neck­lace made of red coral, don’t you re­mem­ber?” He sent a quick prayer to the gods, my God, good old Thus­nelda had thought of that! He pulled him­self to­gether. “So no ad­mir­ers, no lovers!?” She smiled gen­tly. “Daddy, we talked about it. You should be my first hus­band, not some ad­mirer or a clown. You, and no one else! You said when I was old enough, then. I’m just wait­ing for your sig­nal, I can wait. You see me mas­tur­bat­ing ev­ery evening, that’s when I have my or­gasm, my re­lax­ation. And ev­ery evening I see how happy you are in the pussy of the slaves.” They were silent for a long time, he couldn’t find the right words to dic­tate a new para­graph. To hell with it! 


“You have be­come a very beau­ti­ful and de­sir­able woman, Ju­lia! Even I, an old man, would fall for you, be­cause you are old enough to fuck!”  Not el­e­gantly, but the ar­row hit her right in the heart. “Oh, Papa, you will make me happy!!!” She threw her­self on his neck and cov­ered him with kisses. It was like 40 years ago, she was beau­ti­ful and de­sir­able like Griseldis back then. She danced in cir­cles. “When?” she called and he said, “To­day.” She stopped. “Oh, to­day, how won­der­ful!” He re­mem­bered Thus­nelda was there when he de­flow­ered Griseldis. “Should Thus­nelda be there?” he asked and she nod­ded, “of course, she was there too, as Mama, … as Griseldis …” He nod­ded. “Go down­stairs and talk to her. You must bathe and make your­selves beau­ti­ful, and tell the cook he must pre­pare a fes­tive meal for the three of us this evening.” Ju­lia flew away, her tu­nic flut­ter­ing be­hind her, re­veal­ing her naked­ness. 


He stayed sit­ting on the ter­race, think­ing of the cap­tured princess who had fallen in love with her en­emy. He thought of the beau­ti­ful Thus­nelda, who had sat naked next to them on their wed­ding night. Of course he had stared into Thus­nelda’s slightly open pussy­hole a thou­sand times when he fucked Griseldis, ev­ery night he looked into the ser­vant’s pussy­hole with­out ever think­ing about fuck­ing the beau­ti­ful girl too. He was still young, too young to see more than a sin­gle bunch of grapes, he scolded him­self now. How lonely Thus­nelda must have been, hav­ing only her fin­ger as a lover and guard­ing her mis­tress when she was fucked. He should have thought of that ear­lier. He thought of the end­less suc­ces­sion of girls and women he took as vic­tor from the van­quished. None had found a place in his heart, no queen and no peas­ant maid. They were empty miles that he had wasted, blind and deaf, on the back of the lame don­key. He would do bet­ter with Ju­lia and Thus­nelda.  


The cook was an artist, he had com­posed a won­der­ful din­ner. They drank a lit­tle more wine and went to his bed­room. He asked Thus­nelda if she could still re­mem­ber. “Of course, sir, as if it had hap­pened min­utes ago!” He told her to sit down like she had done be­fore, cross‐legged, and put Ju­lia’s head on her lap. Thus­nelda stroked Ju­lia’s head and he told Ju­lia that she had to put his cock in her pussy en­trance with her own hand, as a sign to the gods that it was vol­un­tary and not forced. 


It was an in­cred­i­bly beau­ti­ful feel­ing when his cock touched Ju­lia’s vir­gin pussy. He pen­e­trated the hy­men with de­ter­mi­na­tion and Thus­nelda kissed Ju­lia on the lips to cover her scream. He re­mained deep in Ju­lia’s cun­t­hole and gave her a long French kiss. “Now you are a woman, dear daugh­ter!” She nod­ded and he fucked her long and hard.  He held back the squirt un­til Ju­lia or­gasmed and im­me­di­ately squirted in­side in thick, solid jets. This time Ju­lia fell asleep in his arms. 


He looked at Thus­nelda for a long time, she was younger than him, her fig­ure had re­cov­ered from the ser­vants’ meals and she was quite slim again, only her large breasts showed that she had breast­fed Ju­lia for years af­ter Griseldis’s milk dried up. He took her by the hand and laid her next to the sleep­ing Ju­lia. He looked into her eyes and parted her thighs. He fucked Thus­nelda for a very long time, she had an or­gasm very early on, but he wasn’t fin­ished yet. Af­ter he squirted he gave her a long French kiss. “Thank you for ac­com­pa­ny­ing us like you did Griseldis back then!” he whis­pered softly, she smiled and fell asleep in his arms for the first time in so many years.


Ju­lia let her Dad fuck her ev­ery night and she was happy for Thus­nelda, who some­times let her­self be fucked too. She was Ju­lia’s ser­vant and con­fi­dante. Ti­tus looked up in sur­prise when De­spina stood be­fore him. She had low­ered her eyes to the floor and asked qui­etly why he didn’t or­der any more slaves to come to him. “Have we done some­thing wrong?” He was speech­less. Then he told her to go ahead and he would en­ter the girls’ dor­mi­tory. She ran ahead and called, “Girls, watch out! The mas­ter is com­ing here!” He en­tered calmly and greeted them.  “Dear girls, dear women! I hear you are wor­ried and I as­sure you, you have done noth­ing wrong. I just need a break, a time to think. My vir­gin daugh­ter Ju­lia is sleep­ing with me un­der my and Thus­nelda’s care, that must be this way. But I un­der­stand very well that you also have sex­ual needs and de­sires, which is very good and ex­tremely praise­wor­thy, you know that. So I de­cide that from to­mor­row on you can fuck with the men of my body­guards, the hand­some Thra­cians, as you please, as long as you do not ne­glect your work! The vice‐gen­eral, Phyl­lis Thra­cus, will dis­cuss with you how it should work and you will fol­low his in­struc­tions! But if you do not want to be fucked, just say No. So, have a nice day!” He left, leav­ing the chat­ter­ing and lust­fully scream­ing girls be­hind him. 


He met Phyl­lis at the horse place where he was train­ing with his men.  He took his old com­rade aside. “Phyl­lis, old friend, we’ve gone grey!” Phyl­lis didn’t move his face, he wasn’t a small talk type, he waited. “I have good news and bad news for you and then an as­sign­ment. So which one first, the good or the bad?” Phyl­lis didn’t change his face. “The bad first,” he said dryly. “So, the news is that some girls are left un­fucked!” Ti­tus said cheer­fully. Phyl­lis still didn’t change his face, but he won­dered if the gen­eral had been drink­ing. “Gen­eral, what do you say?” he asked briefly. “Phyl­lis, old friend, it’s a sim­ple cal­cu­la­tion. On the one hand I have 22 strong, brave Thra­cians, your men. And on the other hand I have about 25 sex‐hun­gry slave girls, and if I com­pare the num­bers, there are more girls than Thra­cians.” Now Phyl­lis looked di­rectly at him. “What are you talk­ing about, Gen­eral?”  Ti­tus slapped his thighs, laugh­ing. “Now comes the good news, my friend. I have just al­lowed my slave girls to fuck the 22 brave Thra­cians when­ever they feel like it!” Phyl­lis looked at him again. “And that is the good news, Gen­eral?” He waited, but Ti­tus just looked at him amused. “Your men are the best I have ever known. It might be a good thing if they have a lit­tle fun too. I know, I know, what you want to say, my friend! And now your task. Or­ga­nize duty and fun as you see fit, make a di­vi­sion so that the watch­tow­ers are manned and the men are ready at any time when the horn sounds. The girls will not ne­glect their work. It is your job to find a di­vi­sion.” Now some­thing stirred in Phyl­lis’ face. He laughed loudly and Ti­tus could not re­mem­ber ever hav­ing seen Phyl­lis laugh. He waited pa­tiently un­til Phyl­lis be­came se­ri­ous again.  He put a hand on the Thra­cian’s shoul­der. “I told the girls that they had to fol­low your or­ders, my Vice‐Gen­eral! But don’t let it get to your head, you won’t get pro­moted that quickly! Now tell me why you laughed!” Phyl­lis shifted from one foot to the other and grinned. “I al­ways made sure that my men did their duty, as you well know, Gen­eral! But I turned a blind eye when one or the other had a date with a girl. And now I step in front of the men and an­nounce that a fairy kissed the gen­eral on the fore­head, or that Cu­pid’s ar­row con­fused him, or that he has sim­ply gone mad and that they are now of­fi­cially al­lowed to fuck the girls, with let­ter and seal. That, Gen­eral, is a stupid or­der, but I will carry it out con­sci­en­tiously.” Ti­tus was stunned and it was ob­vi­ous, he looked like an ox in front of the barn door. Now Phyl­lis put a hand on his mas­ter’s shoul­der.  “And it was pre­cisely be­cause of the ex­pres­sion on your face that I was laugh­ing at. For­give me, Gen­eral, for al­low­ing my­self to joke.” Now they were both laugh­ing, the gray‐haired com­bat lead­ers. 


Phyl­lis be­came se­ri­ous again. “The men will thank you! It is good for all of us to have firm fe­male thighs be­tween our legs again. I will no longer sleep with only one eye closed be­cause my men are meet­ing the girls in se­cret. I al­ready have some ideas on how best to do it. And thank you, Gen­eral, your men will ap­pre­ci­ate it. You can rely on us to carry out our du­ties as be­fore!” Phyl­lis was about to leave, but Ti­tus held him back. “I spoke of 22 Thra­cians, so take a girl too. And don’t start now…” Phyl­lis in­ter­rupted him. “My wife and chil­dren have been dead for ages, vic­tims of the Dra­cians. But I will also look for an old woman to warm my blan­ket. I un­der­stand that you will grant me the fa­vor too, thank you very much!” Now Ti­tus flared up.  “You are much younger than me, my friend! And I also take girls who could be my grand­daugh­ters, that works won­ders, be­lieve me! I don’t want to hear any more about how old you feel, or should I be wor­ried?” They looked each other firmly in the eyes. Then Phyl­lis smiled. “Yes sir, Gen­eral, I will find a young girl, as or­dered!” Ti­tus smiled, pat­ted him on the shoul­der in a friendly man­ner and let him go. He went into his study and read some let­ters that he would an­swer to­mor­row.


In fact, Phyl­lis had worked out a good plan, the Thra­cians were on the watch­tow­ers when­ever he looked up. The slaves did their work as be­fore, ev­ery­thing went smoothly and qui­etly. They were good months, he dic­tated to the scribes and read their writ­ings. He wrote to the em­peror reg­u­larly and was pleased with his clever ques­tions and thoughts. The em­peror did not have it easy, he had de­cided to clean out the city.  He wrote how true it was, he had to get to grips with the shit. The mur­der rate dropped no­tice­ably when he sent le­gionar­ies on pa­trol, the em­peror wrote. 


Ju­lia de­vel­oped into a splen­did young woman. He was de­lighted with it, she had learned a lot from Thus­nelda’s fuck­ing tech­niques. He didn’t fuck Thus­nelda very of­ten, he could tell in her eyes when she wanted to be fucked. The sta­ble mas­ter re­ported how many horses the sta­ble had sold and how much profit it had made. Ti­tus lis­tened at­ten­tively, al­though he was still not a horse per­son. He thought that build­ing a wa­ter­ing hole would make sense, the horses would be bathed more of­ten and that was im­por­tant for their health.


He was still pon­der­ing over a let­ter when the horn sig­nal tore him out of his con­tem­pla­tion. The sig­nal was loud and clear, ‘we are be­ing at­tacked’! He jumped up and grabbed a sword from the chest. It was the gold‐plated pa­rade sword that the em­peror had given him. No mat­ter, it was a good sword. He buck­led on the belt and ran down to the gate. The first group of Thra­cians stood in front of the gate in their shirts or naked, they were all armed. They had prac­ticed such alarms a thou­sand times, the sec­ond group had run into the ar­mory and armed them­selves. They re­lieved the first, who armed them­selves in no time. 5 min­utes later, all 22 Thra­cians were in front of the gate in full ar­mor, Ti­tus had the gate locked from the in­side.


The sta­ble boys brought 4 horses at a run. Be­fore Ti­tus mounted, he looked back at his Thra­cians.  They all car­ried the 4 me­ter long lances with which Alexan­der the Mace­do­nian had con­quered half the world, with which Leonidas the Spar­tan had stopped Xerxes’ 250,000 men. He nod­ded to Phyl­lis and they mounted, fol­lowed by 2 Thra­cians. They rode to­wards the group and stopped in the mid­dle. “I count 38, poorly armed and vis­i­bly tired. The one with the gray hair on the far left is prob­a­bly the leader.” To Phyl­lis’s brief re­port, one of the Thra­cians added that they were not an army, but rather ema­ci­ated high­way­men. Ti­tus nod­ded silently, ad­mir­ing the men’s sharp eyes. 


The leader rode to­wards them. A mus­cu­lar guy with a broad chest. He stopped his horse a few steps in front of Ti­tus. Be­fore Ti­tus could say any­thing, Phyl­lis called out loudly, “This is Gen­eral Ti­tus Tac­i­tus Teu­ton­i­cus, Gen­eral of the Ro­man Em­pire!”  The leader bowed his head in greet­ing. “I am Yan­nis, we are a group of for­mer slaves on our way to the city of Bar­ium. We are not high­way­men, we are just tired and hun­gry. We are look­ing for a place to stay for the night and are ask­ing for it. We have not rested for days, my men have not eaten any­thing. We want to beg for food in Bar­ium.” Yan­nis raised his face and looked Ti­tus straight in the eyes. 


Ti­tus smiled. “For­mer slaves? Run­away slaves!” he ex­claimed. Yan­nis smiled. “Run­away slaves are also for­mer slaves!” Ti­tus laughed softly and nod­ded to Yan­nis.  “Okay. You didn’t run away from me, so I’m not in­ter­ested. I can of­fer you the fol­low­ing: you can camp here in the or­chard for the night. To the left of my house is a small river with clean wa­ter, you can drink it, wash your­self and wa­ter the horses. I will have food for 38 men brought from the kitchen, your men are not al­lowed to en­ter my house. To­mor­row morn­ing I will give you food for 38 men be­fore you move on to the city.” Yan­nis said, “42, we are 42, I have 4 men be­hind the hill to cover our rear. Thank you for your gen­er­ous of­fer, it is much more than I hoped for. We have, as you rightly sus­pect, run away and bro­ken away, but we are not high­way­men and not mur­der­ers. We have not hurt any­one. I did kill two of my men, they were dis­gust­ing war­mon­gers and trou­ble­mak­ers.” Yan­nis turned his horse, Ti­tus called him. “Yan­nis, come to my house for din­ner in the evening, come alone and un­armed.”  Yan­nis thanked him, then rode to his men. 


Ti­tus ar­ranged ev­ery­thing. The slaves camped un­der the fruit trees and led their horses to the river. The sta­ble mas­ter gave them horse feed, the kitchen brought bas­kets full of food and a few gal­lons of wa­tered coun­try wine. Yan­nis came into the house freshly bathed, Ti­tus had him given a clean tu­nic. They ate with Ju­lia, Thus­nelda, Phyl­lis and Yan­nis, the five of them. Yan­nis ate heartily, he clearly needed it. Af­ter din­ner, Ti­tus had the cups re­filled and en­cour­aged Yan­nis to tell his story. They lis­tened to him with in­ter­est.


I was born in Britain, then my name was John Long­bow. Like my fa­ther, I was a black­smith, we were not badly off, we had enough work and food. For­give me if I do not speak very kindly about the Ro­mans, and I see that you are Ro­mans.  But one day the Ro­man sol­diers came from the coast, at­tacked our vil­lage with­out warn­ing and killed all the in­hab­i­tants with­out ex­cep­tion. My fa­ther and I were the only men fit for bat­tle. 


My fa­ther killed many Ro­mans with the half‐fin­ished sword he was work­ing on. I grabbed an iron bar and smashed the heads of one Ro­man af­ter an­other un­til the brains splat­tered. My fa­ther was hit by an ar­row and died in­stantly. I re­dou­bled my strength in anger, stepped over the corpses of the Ro­mans, drove them in front of me and killed them one af­ter the other, scream­ing un­til my throat was hoarse. Pauli­nus Quin­tus, the gen­eral, sent com­pany af­ter com­pany, my arms grew tired from so much killing, then they took me pris­oner. 


I was put in chains, they were poorly forged chains that I could have eas­ily bro­ken, but then, where to? Our coun­try was drown­ing in the Ro­man army.  I spot­ted some ex­cep­tion­ally well‐made chains and asked who they were for. Pauli­nus laughed, they are for the British king! I laughed at him. There is no king, we only have war­rior queens, only women! Pauli­nus fell silent and ques­tioned me. 


I had only seen one such once, and she was called Vr­nica. Her men trem­bled be­fore her, she fought like a devil, strong as 5 men, her men told me. She stayed in our vil­lage for a week un­til they had eaten all the sup­plies. Vr­nica lay down next to the fire in our fire­place ev­ery night and let 4 war­riors fuck her ev­ery night, com­pletely shame­lessly and pub­licly. She wanted ev­ery­one around to see the fuck­ing up close, she was just as ob­scene and de­praved as her war­riors. It keeps morale high, one of her war­riors told me, any­one could fuck her and would walk through hell for her.  Pauli­nus lis­tened to me, but he thought it was women’s gos­sip.


I was taken to Rome and sold to a glad­i­a­tor school, where I was given the name Yan­nis. The Ian­ista, the teacher, felt me up and down like a bull he was go­ing to buy at the cat­tle mar­ket. On the sec­ond day he had me put on ar­mor and put a ridicu­lous small sword in my hand, say­ing I was to fight his men, as a test. I threw the ar­mor and sword to the ground, fight­ing with this toy would be a dis­grace. I grabbed an iron bar from the con­struc­tion site for a new cage. Then we fought. I knocked out his men one by one, I wasn’t sup­posed to kill them. When seven were al­ready ly­ing un­con­scious on the ground, the Ian­ista shouted that enough was enough. He tried to make me un­der­stand that we had to put on a long and dra­matic show for the spec­ta­tors. But I, stupid British id­iot, just knocked the men down with­out any grace. I told him I couldn’t do that. I can put one to sleep with a light blow or kill one with a hard blow.  I couldn’t do any­thing else. He tried for a few more days, tear­ing his hair out, and sold me to a rich Ro­man who was im­pressed by my prim­i­tive mar­tial arts. That’s how my mis­for­tune be­gan.


The pa­tri­cian, Tun­cu­lus Sev­erius, ap­pointed me body­guard to his daugh­ter Emilia, who was about 18 or 19 at the time. No, I stub­bornly re­fused all the weapons of­fered to me, they were all just toys. I wanted a raw iron bar that was chest high, that was my weapon. The ma­jor­domo com­plained about the stub­born British ox, but then he grinned and gave me a stub­born wild cat from Egypt as a room­mate.  “She scratches and bites a lot, you stub­born British don­key. She has bit­ten ev­ery­one on the cock or scratched their face. No one has man­aged to rape the wild cat yet, let alone fuck her. She was sim­ply not a will­ing slave, com­pletely use­less. Have fun, you ox, I’m re­ally ex­cited to see which of you two is still alive to­mor­row morn­ing. He locked us both in a cell, grin­ning. 


I’ll tell you about work­ing as Emilia’s body­guard in a mo­ment, but first I’ll tell you about my cell­mate. She was a small, del­i­cate and tough Egyp­tian, 13 or 14 years old at the most. She im­me­di­ately shouted, “My name is Men‐Har‐Ref, I come from Egypt and I’m not your sex toy, get that out of your head right now!” I nod­ded, she spoke Ro­man just as badly as I did back then. “I’m Yan­nis from Britain and I don’t need a sex toy!  We only have one small bed and one blan­ket. We can warm each other up  if you want, oth­er­wise I’ll knock you out and lie down and take the bed.” Her black eyes sparkled with deadly fire, but then she smiled. “Will we get along and you won’t touch me?” I nod­ded and we lay down in bed, crammed close to­gether. She grabbed my cock im­me­di­ately. “So I al­ways know where it is,” she said firmly. I nod­ded, “that’s fine with me!” My cock grew nat­u­rally and squirted in her firm grip with­out her do­ing any­thing. I squirted twice more, then I was tired and fell asleep. This went on for weeks, we kept a tight si­lence about squirt­ing, she didn’t want to talk about it. She knew it and she ac­cepted it, that was fine with me. Men‐Har‐Ref was much smaller than me, she barely reached my nip­ples. She was very slim and wiry, she had very small, pointed breasts and her skin was al­most white. She was not a pure‐bred Egyp­tian whose pu­bic area was com­pletely black in­side. She  had a del­i­cate pink col­or­ing of the small labia and the clit, which hung down like a small pink ele­phant trunk. When it got stiff while she was mas­tur­bat­ing, it was as long as her lit­tle fin­ger. I watched her mas­tur­bate from day one, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night. I timidly stroked her shoul­ders, her girl­ish body and she let me. I put my hand on her pussy when I squirted, she let me do that too. She only mas­tur­bated in se­cret when I had fin­ished squirt­ing. 


Grad­u­ally she turned to me, we only be­gan to talk af­ter weeks of si­lence, she threw her tu­nic on the floor and we kissed and cud­dled naked. She said we should mas­tur­bate each other and we did, al­though I was a novice and she had much more prac­tice. She com­plained for weeks that we could not fuck be­cause she was a vir­gin ded­i­cated to the god­dess Isis. I did not know her god­dess Isis and said I would like to fuck her any­way be­cause she was a very sweet girl and I liked her very much. She ques­tioned me and I con­fessed that I had only fucked a few women, in Britain. It was my mother who taught me to fuck at 12 and I had to prac­tice with her for many years be­fore she was sat­is­fied with me. I was per­haps 18 when she re­leased me and I se­duced her youngest sis­ter, who was not yet 12 at the time. A sweet and shy vir­gin who liked to lie down with me.  I fucked her very of­ten, she learned to love fuck­ing and she was with me for ten years un­til the Ro­mans mur­dered her. I had to tell Men‐Har‐Ref for many days about fuck­ing the two sis­ters and I felt how she was get­ting softer and softer. We had al­ready been locked to­gether for sev­eral months when she shyly and ashamedly al­lowed her­self to be de­flow­ered. She was warm, moist and soft, and also much tighter than my British wife. Af­ter the de­flow­er­ing, her love of fuck­ing and or­gasms burst out of her like a vol­cano. We fucked ev­ery night un­til I was ex­hausted, but I saw hap­pi­ness shin­ing in Men‐Har‐Ref’s eyes. She be­came preg­nant af­ter two years and the ma­jor­domo had to re­lease her af­ter the birth at the lat­est. But we are not that far yet. 


I served as Emilia’s body­guard for two years, I fol­lowed her ev­ery­where and de­fended her. But no one wanted to harm her. She was a slovenly but very beau­ti­ful girl.  She flirted with her teach­ers like crazy, ini­tially let­ting her­self be touched, groped and fi­nally fucked reg­u­larly. I was just a piece of fur­ni­ture stand­ing there. She changed teach­ers like horses, she was a spoiled, im­moral piece of shit. She fucked ev­ery­one like the other with the same ease as one drinks a glass of wine. 


I don’t know why, but one day she dis­cov­ered me, the piece of fur­ni­ture. From then on I had to fuck her ev­ery day. I hadn’t promised Men‐Har‐Ref any­thing, but I loved her very much, as if she were my wife. I found it per­verse to fuck my pro­tégé dur­ing the day and my Egyp­tian wife, whom I loved more than any­thing, at night. I don’t know much about the gods, but one day a god­dess de­cided to de­stroy me.  That it wasn’t Men‐Har‐Ref’s god­dess Isis, that’s for sure, be­cause she was, among other things, the god­dess of love, both sex­ual and spir­i­tual. Emilia gave birth to a beau­ti­ful boy, with blond curls and sparkling blue eyes. I was con­vinced that he was my son, but Emilia gave our child away to a child­less pa­tri­cian cou­ple. At least he was happy there, I calmed my sad heart.


Emilia al­ways let her­self be fucked in a cir­cle of her maids. They formed a semi­cir­cle with their bod­ies to hide the in­de­cent and the un­seemly from the eyes of the world. Ev­ery day, 15 pairs of eyes were fixed on my cock as I ploughed Emilia’s gar­den. It was a per­verse, horny feel­ing to fuck their mis­tress in front of 15 pretty girls. Emilia must have liked it, oth­er­wise she wouldn’t have been with her pro­tec­tor for over a year. In my thoughts I was al­ways only with Men‐Har‐Ref, think­ing of her soft, tight vagina and her girl­ish, shy and beau­ti­ful way of fuck­ing. 


The god­dess must have been very an­gry now, be­cause one day the maids scat­tered like blowflies. Tun­cu­lus Sev­erius stood there, shak­ing with anger, be­hind him two armed men as al­ways. My iron bar lay next to my tu­nic, out of reach.  Emilia’s fa­ther screamed in anger, “What’s go­ing on here?” I wanted to shout back that his loyal ser­vant had to fuck his piece of shit daugh­ter as or­dered. But a good spirit sealed my mouth. Emilia re­acted pre­dictably. “He just at­tacked me, the girl mo­lester!” she shouted, and now real tears welled down her cheeks, sweaty from the fuck­ing. Good old Tun­cu­lus wanted to be­lieve his daugh­ter, of course, but when he looked at her more closely, ev­ery­thing be­came clear to him. “Your lit­tle son also has blond curly hair and blue eyes like this man!” he thun­dered, not sur­prised that she re­mained stub­bornly silent and avoided his gaze. He was ter­ri­bly an­gry and fu­ri­ous. “Yan­nis, fin­ish what you started!” he yelled at me and in­di­cated with his gen­eral’s staff that I had to con­tinue fuck­ing. “Fin­ish what she or­dered!?” I grum­bled back, fear­lessly, and he nod­ded, shak­ing with anger. “But I will not squirt in­side  un­der any cir­cum­stances, to­day is a very dan­ger­ous day!” I said and held his gaze. Emilia had told me once that when she mas­tur­bated as a child ages ago, her fa­ther used to watch her and rub his cock un­til he squirted, but not any­more. I fucked her any­way. Her fa­ther stared at her cun­t­hole un­cer­tainly, but then he knelt down next to me with great de­ter­mi­na­tion. His rather mas­sive cock im­me­di­ately be­came stiff as he stared at her pussy­hole as if hyp­no­tized. He was see­ing her be­ing fucked for the first time ever. I fucked Emilia wildly, an­grily and full of con­tempt, she had de­liv­ered me to death in a sec­ond. The fa­ther mas­tur­bated his cock in front of Emilia’s cun­t­hole, into which he stared, his face ex­press­ing dis­gust and horni­ness at the same time. I con­tin­ued to fuck Emilia, but he pushed me aside be­fore he squirted, rammed his cock into her pussy­hole, fucked her and squirted in­side un­til he had fin­ished. He let me keep fuck­ing her and mas­tur­bated his cock right in front of her cun­t­hole. When he came to squirt, he pushed me again aside, rammed his cock into her cun­t­hole, fucked her and squirted in­side un­til he was fin­ished. This was re­peated five times, then he couldn’t take it any­more. I was very sur­prised be­cause he had def­i­nitely, one hun­dred per­cent im­preg­nated her, but it was his fault. I fucked her now so hard, bru­tally and an­grily that she al­most drowned in or­gasm, but I con­tin­ued to fuck her mer­ci­lessly, she got stuck in or­gasm and was so shaken by the con­tin­ued or­gasms that she fi­nally fainted. I let her fall to the mat like a life­less doll and de­nied her my seed. I got up and left, no­body stopped me.


Men‐Har‐Ref screamed, she knew just as much as I did that they would cut off my head to­mor­row at sun­rise. We cried arm in arm, we fucked over and over for the very last time. She sat up. “I will not let them take my hus­band and the fa­ther of my child from me!” she sud­denly screamed, full of anger.  “The fact that that woman, that mis­er­able bitch, vi­o­lated you day af­ter day al­ways of­fended me and hurt me a lot. But I won’t let her have your head chopped off!” We made a plan. The preg­nancy was al­ready too far along, she could no longer travel. The ma­jor­domo had to send her away af­ter the birth. But I had to leave im­me­di­ately, head south and take a ship to Egypt. We would wait for each other in her fa­ther’s house. I left im­me­di­ately and now I am here!” Yan­nis drank a cup of wine in one go.


Ti­tus broke the si­lence. “John Long­bow, Yan­nis, that was very mov­ing. I am a man of quick de­ci­sions and I have two of­fers for you, that you must ac­cept or leave im­me­di­ately, be­cause I will not wait. My first of­fer is that you stay here for a week, I will look af­ter your men, and in re­turn they will work from sun­rise to sun­set on the new fence at the sta­bles un­der the di­rec­tion of the sta­ble mas­ter. My sec­ond is that I will get you a free ship pas­sage to Egypt, to Alexan­dria for ex­am­ple, this week, and you may have to work on the ship too. And now, what do you think?” Yan­nis jumped up af­ter these words and fell to his knees in front of Ti­tus. “Yes and yes, my gen­eral!” he ex­claimed, “I ac­cepted both! But I am com­pletely over­whelmed by your kind­ness, which I have not earned!” He kissed Ti­tus’ hand.  Ju­lia un­ex­pect­edly leaned for­ward.


“Fa­ther, thank you! I have just learned some­thing very im­por­tant that will also be a guide­line for my po­lit­i­cal ca­reer. ‘Those who have should give!’ Real life is not a walk with a bal­ance in hand, where some­thing is given for some­thing, we are more than just mer­chants, that is what makes us good hu­mans. We give when our stores are full and do not de­mand ex­act com­pen­sa­tion like mer­chants.” Ju­lia was silent.


Thus­nelda, who had been silent all evening, spoke into the si­lence.  “It is true that the god­desses ac­com­pany us on our path, dear Ju­lia. But we our­selves de­cide where we take our next step. That be­came clear to me the mo­ment your fa­ther took my hand for the first time. He could have done it a thou­sand times be­fore, but his steps led him some­where com­pletely dif­fer­ent thirty years ago. For the first 15 years, I sig­naled to him ev­ery day how much I de­sired him, my mis­tress’s hus­band, and how I would have will­ingly and joy­fully laid my­self be­side him. But his steps led him away from me. Now our steps lead us fur­ther and we only fol­low the path that the god­dess in­tended for us from the be­gin­ning. To re­al­ize that even un­re­quited love can find its ful­fill­ment one day in the dis­tant fu­ture is only a purely hu­man view of the se­cret work of the god­desses.” Thus­nelda fell silent, her words were pri­mar­ily for Ju­lia and Ti­tus. 


Yan­nis ran into the or­chard and in­formed his men, then went to the sta­ble mas­ter, who was de­lighted. Phyl­lis in­formed his men.  Ju­lia and Thus­nelda lay down next to Ti­tus. Ju­lia was in­spired and quickly flew to or­gasm. She im­me­di­ately laid Ti­tus on Thus­nelda, even be­fore he had ejac­u­lated. She knelt be­hind him, her fin­gers ca­ressed his ass cheeks, ran along the crease of his ass and she ca­ressed his balls and his cock from be­hind while he fucked Thus­nelda for an eter­nity. Thus­nelda’s hon­est words touched his heart, he brought her to or­gasm and con­tin­ued to fuck her sen­si­tively. He only ejac­u­lated when Thus­nelda had al­ready trig­gered the sec­ond or­gasm with her fin­ger and trig­gered her third or­gasm with her fin­gers. Ju­lia ca­ressed his balls and his cock un­til he had fin­ished ejac­u­lat­ing. Ju­lia had been do­ing this since the day he first told her about it. There was a young queen in Galilee who had long since stopped be­ing fucked by her an­cient king. She came week af­ter week with her fa­vorite maid to be fucked by the vic­tor, be­cause that was what mar­tial law de­manded.  The beau­ti­ful maid al­ways knelt be­hind him, ca­ress­ing his balls and cock un­til he had fin­ished squirt­ing. Fi­nally, he also fucked the maid, who fucked even more ac­tively and grace­fully than the mis­tress, and at the time, he said to Ju­lia  that Jew­ish women were among the best in the world. Ti­tus lay down be­tween Ju­lia and Thus­nelda, his hands rest­ing on their hot, steam­ing pussies. The two fell asleep, he just dozed and his thoughts raced in his head. 


His mother lay down next to him in bed for the first time. Her fin­gers grabbed the lit­tle boy’s lit­tle cock. She asked las­civ­i­ously if he could squirt yet? He didn’t know what she meant. He no­ticed with con­fu­sion that she was las­civ­i­ous and was knead­ing his cock, some­thing she had never done be­fore. “Well, fuck and then squirt in­side!” she whis­pered and he whis­pered that he had never fucked and squirted in­side un­til now. “Is that bad?” he whis­pered, be­cause he had ob­vi­ously missed some­thing some­how. She shook her head, “noth­ing bad, lit­tle Titi,” she said kindly, “I’m just check­ing to see if you can squirt yet!” She dove down and took his lit­tle cock in her mouth. It was so soft that it got hard im­me­di­ately. She rubbed it briefly and he squirted in her mouth.  She wiped her lips with the back of her hand and smiled, “of course you can squirt, in thick, solid jets like a grown up man, you’re al­ready 12!” She lay down again and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to him, whis­per­ing qui­etly. “We may be Ro­mans, but we’re ac­tu­ally Teu­tons from Ger­ma­nia. Ac­cord­ing to our cus­toms, you’re a man at 12 and I, as your mother, have to show you how to fuck. Un­der­stood?” Ti­tus nod­ded with a lump in his throat. “But I al­ready know how it’s done, I’ve seen you and Daddy fuck a thou­sand times,” said Ti­tus, be­cause that was true. “Okay,” she said qui­etly, “then we’ll fuck now, the two of us, you and I. That’s good, just like with Daddy!” She lay on her back and bent her legs. It was a bright night with a full moon and he could see ev­ery­thing, the wet, shiny pussy and the big, deep cun­t­hole. She had him kneel down and he pen­e­trated her. It was sur­pris­ingly warm and wet and soft.  He didn’t move, it was so beau­ti­fully in­tense. She gave him time to get his bear­ings. Then she whis­pered, “Now, go ahead, Titi!” and he started to fuck, he didn’t last long and had to squirt. She con­soled him, “We’re all sad af­ter fuck­ing, that’s com­pletely nor­mal.” 


She came to his bed ev­ery night to fuck. Dad must have known some­how, but he never men­tioned it, that was a woman’s thing. She showed him how she mas­tur­bated and had an or­gasm. “That’s im­por­tant, Titi!” she ad­mon­ished him. A man has to learn to hold back from squirt­ing un­til the woman has her or­gasm, be­cause women take longer to reach it than men. She let him prac­tice un­til he could do it. She came to him ev­ery night to fuck, for four years, un­til he had to go to the mil­i­tary. He must have fucked a thou­sand women since then. But he never for­got how ex­cit­ing those four years were.  He had a very strong drive and lured his mother into bed three or four times a day to fuck. She grinned and smiled and hap­pily let him fuck her as of­ten as he wanted. She was of­ten over­whelmed in the morn­ing from the 4 to 6 or­gasms of the pre­vi­ous day.


Ti­tus thought about the ex­cit­ing fuck­ing with his mother for a long time un­til he grad­u­ally fell asleep.



● ● ●
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