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Anni and her Jack


Anni sat on the car­pet next to Jack’s bed in the chil­dren’s room and looked up at her big brother. Jack was still asleep, but Anni could see his blan­ket bulging right where Jack’s cock was. She whis­pered softly, “Jack, please wake up! You want to be wo­ken up at 6:30, that’s now.” Jack stirred. “Ahh, that’s won­der­ful that you wake me up so nicely!” He pressed his alarm clock, the shrill sound of which he ac­tu­ally hated. He looked at her. 14-year-old Anni sat next to his bed ev­ery morn­ing and watched him jerk off his morn­ing boner. He had ex­plained to her that he only jerked off his morn­ing boner once, then he went to take a shower with Mom, then Mom jerked him off; so he didn’t have to waste all the juice again and again at the crack of dawn and leave some for mom. Anni knew this be­cause Jack was ter­ri­bly clever. He let her watch her jerk off, just as she was al­lowed to watch the spy win­dow in the bath­room and the other spy win­dow above Mom’s bed­room, but only Jack and she knew about the two spy win­dows. 


To­day was a lit­tle dif­fer­ent. Jack leaned down to her. “Would you like to sit on my bed and watch the mas­tur­ba­tion up close, lit­tle sis­ter? You’re old enough for it, and soon you’ll be jerk­ing off the boys’ cocks at school, won’t you?” An­nie shook her head. “Only the older girls do that, we young ones don’t do it yet.” Jack nod­ded and she climbed onto his bed. “A, a, a!” Jack called qui­etly. “If you come to my bed, then of course with­out a night­gown. I also want to look at you while I jerk off. A girl’s cunt, even a small one like yours, is just cute to look at while jerk­ing off.” Jack was in­cred­i­bly clever and Anni al­ways did what he said. She let her night­gown flut­ter to the floor. “Cross-legged,” Jack or­dered, “I want to see your cunt closely!” So Anni sat down cross-legged and he looked at her pussy. “You’re still a vir­gin, aren’t you, lit­tle sis­ter?” Jack asked and she nod­ded. “Yes, of course. Mom said that when I turn 16, grandpa will pierce my hy­men and fuck me for the first time. That’s his priv­i­lege as the el­dest in the fam­ily.” Jack just said “Blah, blah, blah — don’t al­ways lis­ten to mom, she re­ally doesn’t know ev­ery­thing!” 


He asked her if she wanted him to ex­plain the cock to her in de­tail be­fore jerk­ing off? Anni nod­ded and gnawed on her lower lip. Now Jack grabbed his stiff morn­ing boner and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her, what it was called, what its func­tion was, what dirty names there were for it that you shouldn’t say in front of adults. He took her hand and let her fin­gers touch ev­ery part. Anni had turned very red, but she wanted to know ev­ery­thing and un­der­stand what it was all about. She was so glad that Jack ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her in de­tail, not as su­per­fi­cially as Mom had once done. The fore­skin was ob­vi­ously some­thing spe­cial. Jack said that you had to push it back to jerk off and fuck. But you could also roll it up. Jack demon­strated how to roll up the fore­skin un­til it sat like a small swim­ming ring around the glans col­lar. Jack grinned. “I only do that very rarely be­cause it doesn’t add any ad­di­tional ap­peal, it’s just to show off.” An­nie nod­ded. “Now I know a lot more about the boys’ cocks.”


Jack said that he would now show her his mas­tur­ba­tion in de­tail and that she could try it to­mor­row if she felt like it. “You know, the morn­ing boner is all the se­men I’ve col­lected over the night, and when Mom sees a lot of it while I’m jerk­ing off, she gets ner­vous about whether I’m sick. So I jerk off the first load ev­ery morn­ing so Mom doesn’t get ner­vous, okay?!” An­nie nod­ded. Jack could ex­plain ev­ery­thing so well that even an in­no­cent child like her could un­der­stand.


Jack un­rolled the fore­skin again and be­gan to jerk off. She had seen it hun­dreds of times be­fore, but not from this close. Jack said that if she wanted, she could take his balls in his scro­tum in her hand and stroke them, that was very nice when jerk­ing off, but Mom only did it far too rarely when she was jerk­ing him off. And when he squirts, she should squeeze the scro­tum in rhythm with the squirt­ing, but not too hard. Anni nod­ded that she un­der­stood that and leaned for­ward to take his sack in her hand. He felt good, warm and alive. Jack jerked off for about 5 min­utes, then said, “It’s about to cum, so don’t be alarmed. And don’t for­get the sack squeeze!” Anni nod­ded, that was a great thing. Jack stretched a lit­tle and then the seed shot out in thick, vis­cous bursts and landed on the bed­sheets. Anni squeezed his scro­tum in rhythm with his squirt­ing and Jack closed his eyes as he squirted. “Ahhh! That was nice!” He whis­pered and wiped the seed from the head with his hand. 


Jack asked if she had looked at ev­ery­thing care­fully and no­ticed? How his fist wrapped around the cock and jerked, get­ting tighter. Anni con­firmed that yes, she had and that she would like to try it to­mor­row. Jack nod­ded and asked if she knew the spy win­dow to the bath­room? An­nie blushed. “Yes, but I’ve never spied there when you shower with mom. Mom once said you don’t do that, ev­ery­one has their pri­vacy in the bath­room. Jack shook his head. “It’s dis­ap­point­ing how mom ma­nip­u­lates you. Of course spy­ing is for­bid­den, but we do it any­way. We some­times cross the street when the light is red, even though you don’t do that.” That was true, Anni nod­ded. Whether she does it her­self while spy­ing? he asked. “You mean, do I jerk off while spy­ing?” Anni asked. No, she doesn’t do that. She only jerks off at night, as Mom had said. “And only when you’re sleep­ing soundly like a rat.” Jack looked up ques­tion­ingly. “Mom told me to only do it on my own do it and wait un­til you sleep, Jack. And I al­ways stuck to that. I do a lit­tle stroking be­fore­hand, but you don’t no­tice it, I’m very care­ful.” Jack looked up. “We’ll still talk about mas­tur­bat­ing. I hear mom down­stairs, she’s go­ing to the bath­room. Me too and you can come down and spy in a minute. I of­fi­cially give you per­mis­sion, the pa­pal dis­pen­sa­tion!” Anni was used to Jack some­times say­ing things like ‘pa­pal dis­pen­sa­tion’, which she didn’t un­der­stand, but it must have been some­thing re­ally great, ma­jes­tic and im­por­tant.


Anni fol­lowed him af­ter a minute. From the spy win­dow she could see the en­tire bath­room and of course the shower cu­bi­cle. Mom had taken Jack’s cock in her hand and started jerk­ing him off. Mom smiled, prob­a­bly be­cause she loved jerk­ing cock. Anni could see that his mother was mas­tur­bat­ing him very hard and con­sci­en­tiously and had him squirt three times into the shower tray. Then Mom turned around and bent down so that she could touch her toes with her fin­ger­tips. Anni had some­times spied in Mom’s bed­room and of course knew how Mom was fuck­ing her lovers. But that was some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent. Mom held out her ass to Jack, he parted her ass cheeks and now you could see Mom’s bush and her bulging labia be­tween her ass cheeks. Jack parted the labia with his fin­gers, now Anni saw Mom’s pussy hole flash­ing. Jack pushed back his fore­skin and pushed his thick cock into mom’s pussy hole, very deep, all the way. Anni’s heart was pound­ing in her throat. Jack fucked Mom with steady strokes for maybe 10 or 15 min­utes. Then he reared up and Anni could tell from the bounc­ing of his sack that he was squirt­ing hard into Mom’s cunt hole. Wow, that was ex­cit­ing!


Jack had left his cock in mom’s pussy. She asked if he wanted to fuck again? Jack nod­ded and Mom leaned down low again. Jack fucked her again, a lit­tle longer than be­fore, and he squirted into Mom’s pussy a sec­ond time. Anni had seen it, she went back up to the chil­dren’s room qui­etly like a cat. Jack came up­stairs af­ter 5 min­utes.


Anni started bab­bling about how she had seen the jerk­ing off three times and the fuck­ing twice. Jack nod­ded. “Mom wasn’t my first, it was her lit­tle sis­ter Tr­ish. She didn’t want to jerk off, she wanted to fuck straight away. So she be­came my first, and mom, who stood there frozen, be­came my sec­ond the next day. I would have pre­ferred it the other way around, but that’s how it was.” Jack thought for a mo­ment. “Grandpa fucked Tr­ish from a young age, now she’s got her­self a very rich man, but he’s al­ready very old, maybe even 70. You re­mem­ber, we were both at her wed­ding in May. But Tr­ish comes at least once a week be­cause she wants to fuck me in the morn­ing. Mom is al­ways there, she’s a lit­tle con­trol­ling. Tr­ish asked me if I wanted to have a child for her be­cause that’s no longer suit­able for her age. She “I can only do it with my fist in her mouth, the guy is that old.” Anni’s head snapped up. “In her mouth?” Jack nod­ded. “It’s called a blowjob, al­though it should be called a suck­job, be­cause the girl isn’t blow­ing the cock, on the con­trary, she’s suck­ing it.” This was new to An­nie. “The girl puts the cock in her mouth? Isn’t that dis­gust­ing?” Jack grinned. “Oh no, that’s not dis­gust­ing at all. And hu­man saliva kills all bac­te­ria, so that’s no prob­lem ei­ther. And she swal­lows the se­men, which is hy­gien­i­cally clean be­cause it comes di­rectly from the guy’s body.” Anni was to­tally over­whelmed. Swal­low? Jack nod­ded, he was se­ri­ous. “It tastes a lit­tle salty, or sweet and sour like Chi­nese.” Anni said she would try with the tip of her tongue to see what the se­men re­ally tasted like. They went down to break­fast and then to school.


Later in the af­ter­noon they were both in the chil­dren’s room. When Jack came home, Anni had al­ready done all of her home­work, and Jack ba­si­cally didn’t do any home­work; he was in a spe­cial school for gifted chil­dren and had al­ready done his home­work on the bus. Anni im­me­di­ately hit him with a ques­tion. “What do you call it, a rub­ber pe­nis that a woman can stick in?” Jack, as if shot from a pis­tol: “It’s a dildo. There are ones with a bat­tery, they’re called vi­bra­tors, and there are ones with­out a bat­tery and mo­tor, they’re called dildo or Go­demiché.” He looked at her ques­tion­ingly. “To­day I spied at the win­dow in Mom’s bed­room be­cause she was in there, even though she didn’t have a lover with her to­day. And she took a big dildo made of semi-trans­par­ent soft rub­ber, she smeared it with lu­bri­cant and pushed it in. Then she fucked her­self like crazy with the dildo, but at the end she took the fin­ger.” Jack nod­ded thought­fully. “I didn’t know that mom had a dildo and fucked her­self with it. Well done, my lit­tle spy!”


Jack stared at Anni. “Anni, tell me, who is your fa­ther?” Anni vis­i­bly started. “Our dad is long dead, Jack. Mom says that, ex­actly that.” Jack sighed. “Please stop re­peat­ing ev­ery­thing Mama says. She has many rea­sons to ma­nip­u­late us chil­dren — but she can’t fool a guy like me for long. Do you want to hear my ver­sion, or are you stick­ing with the Mama-fic­tion?” Anni low­ered her gaze. “A lot of what mom says is right. And just as much isn’t true. Even I, your chick, know that. But if you don’t tell me a rob­ber’s gun, but just the truth that you think you’ve found, then bring it on.” Jack took her hands in his. “Anni, what I’m about to re­veal to you is the sim­ple truth. Lis­ten to me first, then we can de­bate it if you want to know some­thing. Okay? I swear, I’m not go­ing to give you a hard time, I’ll stick to the strict truth be­cause I had to do a lot of re­search for it. Okay?” Anni nod­ded and sat down bet­ter to hear his ver­sion.


“We all come from a whole gen­er­a­tion, a whole fam­ily, based on in­cest. In­cest — you know that?” Anni nod­ded, yes, they heard about that in bi­ol­ogy class. “Okay, our grandpa mar­ried his own sis­ter. The au­thor­i­ties kept very sloppy records about our fam­ily re­la­tion­ships, so he was able to marry his sis­ter with­out any­one notic­ing. Grandma and grandpa had 5 chil­dren. Un­cle Dave and Un­cle Frieder, Aunt Ir­m­gard, Aunt Tr­ish and our mom Irene. You know them all. Well, grandpa had a great de­sire to fuck his daugh­ters when they got to the right age. He fucked Ir­m­gard for over 4 years un­til our mom was 14 Then Grandpa re­leased Ir­m­gard and she got mar­ried. Our mom was with Grandpa since she was 14 un­til she got preg­nant when she was 19. Then he took Tr­ish, even though she was only 13 at the time. But Grandpa couldn’t com­pletely break away from our mom, he comes to sleep in Mom’s bed two and a half years af­ter me. We’re both chil­dren of our grandpa, Anni.” Jack waited a bit, Anni sat there with wide eyes and sucked her thumb. Speech­less.


“Look at me, Anni. I’m short, prob­a­bly 15 cen­time­ters shorter than my peers. My hooked nose and Grandpa’s hooked nose are both very sim­i­lar. And Grandpa only walks with a hunch be­cause the hump on his back has got­ten big­ger with age. I also have a hunch­back, your mom and you too, but you two don’t see the hump as clearly as I do.” Jack put a hand on Anni’s back. “Here, right here is your hump, Anni, like Mom’s, barely big­ger than a wasp sting. But it’s there, we all in­her­ited it from Grandpa.” Anni low­ered her eyes. “At the last doc­tor’s visit, my doc­tor dis­cov­ered the hump, Jack. She said it was tiny and barely vis­i­ble. It won’t grow into a hump like yours. That’s what the doc­tor said. That’s why I agree with you about the hump, Jack.”


“And now my last trump card, Anni. Would you say that I have a big cock?” Anni thought for a mo­ment. “I haven’t seen many cocks, Jack, less than 30 of them, I mean, and mostly from lit­tle boys. But yours is sur­pris­ingly the big­gest I’ve ever seen, even though you’re only 17, Jack. It’s about the size of grandpa’s.” Jack looked at her amused. She quickly added, “Yes, I know that from spy­ing be­cause I al­ways spy when grandpa stays over at mom’s. So I’ve seen his re­ally big cock hun­dreds of times and that’s how I know that he and mom fuck like rab­bits once a week. I’ve seen it hun­dreds of times.” Jack leaned back. “So, I guess I haven’t told you any­thing new, lit­tle sis­ter?” Anni con­tin­ued to suck her thumb. “Yes, I knew al­most noth­ing about the fact that Grandpa fucks Ir­m­gard, Mom and now Tr­ish too. Ap­par­ently you also in­her­ited his large tank for se­men and his drive from him, Jack.” Anni looked down. “And I also got a heavy dose of drive from grandpa and mom. I of­ten jerk off at night un­til my clit is re­ally rubbed raw.” 


Jack put his arms around her. “Mom wanted to pro­tect you from con­fu­sion, that’s why she tells you that dad is dead. She couldn’t con­fess it to you yet be­cause you’re still a small, frag­ile child for her. But the very fact that she told you that grandpa would de­flower and fuck you next year should give you some­thing to think about. In our part of the world, the me­dieval cus­tom of dad de­flow­er­ing his daugh­ters is still in force, you’ve prob­a­bly heard about it. Well, grandpa is your dad, and that Cus­tom gives him the priv­i­lege of de­flow­er­ing you as your daddy.” Anni’s eyes were now the size of din­ner plates. “The grandpa? Who must have de­flow­ered dozens, even hun­dreds of young girls? All three of his daugh­ters? No, I won’t let it come to that. Not if he’s the se­rial de­flow­erer like you de­scribe him. How many girls have you de­flow­ered, Jack?” Jack scratched the back of his head. “One, just one.” He took a deep breath. “The Suleika, from the ground floor, the Turk­ish girl. And if her fa­ther finds out, he’ll cas­trate me like a sheep, Anni. The Turks show no mercy.”


Anni opened her eyes. “Lit­tle Suleika? She’s still a child!” Jack ob­jected. “She turned 18 two months ago, she just looks very child­like. And she hates the back­ward Turk­ish cus­toms, for ex­am­ple her fa­ther sell­ing her off to a rich groom with­out her know­ing or lov­ing him. She rebels against that, that’s why I had to take her maid­en­hood so that her fa­ther couldn’t sell her off to a rich old gay man. I un­der­stood it and did it, even though I had my pants full, be­cause of her fa­ther, be­cause of the cas­tra­tion, that can you be­lieve me?” Anni looked out the win­dow thought­fully. “You see, Jack, that’s what hap­pens to me. Mom wants to put me in Grandpa’s lap be­cause ‘it’s the cus­tom.’ Jack placed his warm hand over her hips. “When the time comes, Anni, I will sup­port you, word of honor!” Anni turned to him. “Maybe I’ll de­mand that word of honor one day, Jack!”


They sat next to each other on Jack’s bed. “Jack, I of­ten spy in Mom’s bed­room. Up to now I only found it sur­pris­ing that Mom fucks Grandpa and that she fucks her broth­ers Frieder and Dave. It only sur­prised me be­cause Mom usu­ally has a lot of strange men to fuck. And Mom loves fuck­ing a lot, I know that just from watch­ing. But I’ve never spied when you went into her bed­room. Some­how I wouldn’t have a good feel­ing about it if my Dear­est and only brother who fucks mommy. I saw it for the first time yes­ter­day, Jack, I swear!” Jack’s hand slid up Anni’s in­ner thighs un­til it came to a stop on her panties. “You and I have re­tained a cer­tain amount of re­spect for each other, Anni, and I ap­pre­ci­ate that very much. Of course I know that you jerk off your clit ev­ery night, but I have never tried to catch you do­ing it. I mean that re­spect.” An­nie sighed. “And why is your hand on my pussy un­der my panties now, Jack?” Jack grinned. “Be­cause I would love to jerk you off, but only with your ex­press per­mis­sion, your con­sent.” Anni smiled broadly. “Deal, Jack! Let’s get naked and you can jerk my clit and I can jerk your cock, not un­til to­mor­row. What do you think?” “Deal,” Jack said.


They lay naked on Jack’s bed. He took her hand and placed it on his cock. “Roll up the fore­skin?” asked An­nie. Jack shook his head. “No, rolling it up is just pure show­ing off. It can’t be used when mas­tur­bat­ing or fuck­ing. You push back the fore­skin to let the glans show, and you ac­tu­ally jerk your­self off with the fore­skin. I’ll show you.” Anni learned it very quickly. It was quite tir­ing, but she grit­ted her teeth and jerked his cock. And sure enough, she made him squirt. Just as he had told her, she con­tin­ued to rub him as he cummed in spurts, let­ting the se­men splash onto her chest. He said that’s what most cou­ples do. “But — I don’t have any breasts yet!” An­nie in­ter­jected. “Yes, yes, you al­ready have very small ap­ples, but in a few years they will be as beau­ti­ful and round as Mom or Tr­ish’s. That’s still to come.”


He laid her on her back. “Now comes the clit wank­ing, lit­tle sis­ter!” Anni was very ex­cited about it. She had been do­ing it her­self since she was 7 or 8, and her friends Evi, Yvonne and Lola also did it to her some­times when they didn’t want clit lick­ing. “Jack,” she asked, “Jack, tell me, am I a les­bian be­cause I do it with my best friends?” Jack smiled. “But no, Anni, if you were a les­bian, I would have no­ticed it long ago. A lot of girls have girl-girl sex with their friends be­fore they start fuck­ing. They aren’t les­bian, or even bi­sex­ual, like you.” An­nie shook her head. “In our case, it’s not true. I’m the only one of us who’s still a true vir­gin. The other three have been fucked by their dads for a long time. I ob­vi­ously have a knack for only be­ing friends with girls who get fucked by their dads. They’re the only three in our class. And they’re out­casts, and of course I am too, be­cause I’m their friend and stick by them like crazy. Oth­ers may be con­sid­ered ‘in­no­cent’, but I just think they are im­ma­ture or stupid geese, take your pick.” Jack nod­ded and smiled. “You’re def­i­nitely not a les­bian, and your friends prob­a­bly aren’t ei­ther. But I don’t know them yet. Oth­er­wise I could tell you, be­cause I have a good eye and know that there aren’t very many real les­bians. Mom’s friends, with whom she has sex with girls, aren’t les­bians ei­ther, not a sin­gle one of them.” Anni snug­gled up to him, he was her hero and a pretty clever one at that.


Jack jerked her clit just like her friends did. Anni sank back onto the pil­low and soft­ened her­self, be­cause it was such a pleas­ant feel­ing to be jerked off by an­other fin­ger. And Jack was pretty good at jerk­ing off girls! Anni had al­ready let some of her class­mates try it, but they were cal­lous and rude like lum­ber­jacks. She had shot them all to the moon. Af­ter maybe 10 min­utes Anni rose like a rocket and then ex­ploded in or­gasm. Jack held her gen­tly and ten­derly in his arms un­til her or­gasm fully sub­sided. “You do it just as well as my friends,” Anni breathed, “you’re the first man or boy who can jerk off a clit well. The oth­ers are com­plete losers.” Jack nod­ded. “I had to learn it too, but mom is a good teacher.” Jack raised his head. “Where do you usu­ally do girl sex?” She an­swered, some­times with this one, some­times with the other. They were only chil­dren and had a storm-free place. “If one of the moth­ers catches us in the mid­dle, she smiles and runs away.” Jack nod­ded. “What do you think, would you try hav­ing girl sex here in our room? I would love to watch you do it, lit­tle sis­ter.” An­nie rolled her eyes. “I don’t know, I’ll have to ask the other three first. As far as I’m con­cerned, a re­sound­ing YES, you’re wel­come to watch me, you voyeur piglet!” 


Jack stroked the small mounds that would one day be breasts with the palm of his hand. “What do you mean, lit­tle sis­ter, do you come to my bed in the evening and in the morn­ing and we both jerk off, side by side?” An­nie nod­ded. “And can I jerk your cock too?” He nod­ded. “And I’ll jerk your clit too, for sure.” Anni took up the pre­vi­ous topic again. “What do you ex­pect from watch­ing our girls have sex?” Jack didn’t have to think. “First of all, I like to watch when some­one does some­thing sex­ual, no mat­ter what. Sec­ondly, I would jerk off while watch­ing and cum on your ass cheeks.” Anni looked at him side­ways. “But you wouldn’t try to fuck my girls, would you, Jack?” He thought for a mo­ment. “You told me that your three friends are reg­u­larly fucked by their dads. Roughly speak­ing, that can mean two things: they love fuck­ing or they hate it. If some­one loves fuck­ing, I would of course be happy to fuck her, if that’s okay with you. Oth­er­wise, of course not.” Anni was amazed, as she of­ten was, at how clearly Jack could sum­ma­rize such sit­u­a­tions in just a few words. But af­ter all, he was con­sid­ered highly gifted and went to uni­ver­sity two years ear­lier than oth­ers.


“I have to tell you, Jack, all three are of the sec­ond kind. They hate that their daddy fucks them in the mar­riage bed next to their mother ev­ery night. None of them like it or do it with the slight­est hint of en­thu­si­asm. I don’t think you should put a tick on your list. You would de­stroy my friend­ship with them.” Jack nod­ded. “Noted, Ms. Com­mer­cial Coun­cilor, and checked off. No fuck­ing, just look­ing and stroking.” Anni roared the­atri­cally. “There was never any men­tion of ca­ress­ing, de­fen­dant!” Jack smiled be­cause it was their habit to throw ti­tles and clas­si­fi­ca­tions at each other; it spiced up the con­ver­sa­tion. “Your honor, Ms. Judge, if the girls look good and have beau­ti­ful, silky-soft, pim­ple-free skin, then I can’t guar­an­tee any­thing. And a guy can still par­tic­i­pate a lit­tle, right?” Anni tried to hold back her laugh­ter and look stern. “So I’ll let my girls vote: firstly: watch­ing. Sec­ondly: stroking. Well, there will prob­a­bly be heated dis­cus­sions, es­pe­cially since I have to clar­ify what my brother means by ‘pet­ting’.” Jack smiled. “Stroking is stroking, there’s not much to dis­cuss. A fin­ger can stroke a clit or the labia, with all due re­spect, of course.” Anni snorted in­dig­nantly. “So there are two kinds of ‘ca­ress­ing’, with or with­out gen­i­tals, gen­i­tals in gen­eral, you crim­i­nal.” Jack nod­ded in agree­ment. “Yes, fondling gen­i­tals, that’s the right thing to do, Ms. Hair Split­ter.” 


The next day Anni re­ported. “So, we voted demo­crat­i­cally. Watch­ing: yes. Stroking: yes. Stroking gen­i­tals: NO.” Jack looked up from his study books. “Wow! You pushed through the vote, that’s what I love about you, lit­tle sis­ter. No hes­i­ta­tion, no hes­i­ta­tion. Ev­ery­one lis­ten up: the vote starts in two min­utes!” They laughed. Anni said: “The girls want to take your cock in their hands, all three of them. And maybe one or the other will give in when it comes to gen­i­tal stroking. I asked for that be­cause it’s only fair. Grab­bing the cock, but no gen­i­tal stroking, that’s un­fair, isn’t it, Com­mis­sioner?” Jack said, “Okay, I’ll get red wine, pa­per cups and joints, you get bites, cig­a­rettes and can­dles. You take money from our war chest.” Anni nod­ded, the war chest was her ‘black money’ that Mama didn’t know about. “Can­dles — what for? Do you want to shove it up the girls’ cunts, you per­vert?” Jack shook his head, “So that we can cre­ate a re­laxed, sul­try at­mos­phere for girl sex in terms of light­ing. But we’ll re­mem­ber the thing about shov­ing the can­dle in the pussy for the per­verted min­utes, okay?” he grinned. She still had one ob­jec­tion. Red wine — maybe. Her friends are non-smok­ers, so no joints. Jack shook his head. “No party with­out joints. Even if I re­main the only smoker. Let’s see how the girls re­act to the holy smoke.” Anni said Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon would be a good time. Mom is al­ready prac­tic­ing in the con­cert hall and we have a storm-free place. Jack nod­ded, “Ex­cel­lent com­bi­na­tion, my dear Her­cule Poirot!” 


Jack said she could spy again. “Mama and Tr­ish have dis­cussed the mat­ter with the cuckoo child, and as of this morn­ing my seed be­longs en­tirely to Tr­ish.” Anni asked what a cuckoo child was. “When a woman be­comes preg­nant by an­other and foists it on her hus­band as his.” Anni’s eyes widened. “And you’re go­ing along with this? Like Aunt Tr­ish foist­ing a child on old Un­cle Heinzi?” Jack shook his head. “No, Anni, I’m just the sperm donor. I don’t ac­cuse any­one of any­thing, even if I know about the scam.” An­nie swal­lowed. “Okay. You’re giv­ing Aunt Tr­ish a child. Do you want that? Do you want to be a dad so young?” Jack shook his head. “Anni, I just said it. I’m do­nat­ing my se­men, I’m in­ject­ing my se­men into Tr­ish’s cunt. I al­ready do that when she spends the night at mom’s house any­way. The only dif­fer­ence will be that I’ll fuck her a lot more of­ten than be­fore. My sperm do­na­tion doesn’t make me a dad by a long way, I’m def­i­nitely not go­ing to marry Tr­ish, she’s far too slutty and slutty for me, like my mom. I know you want the purely le­gal thing But I’m not go­ing to go there. A dad has to look af­ter his child and be there for him, and Un­cle Heinzi will def­i­nitely do that, not me. I won’t feel like a dad for a mo­ment, I’m not crazy and you shouldn’t talk about it much, you could cause a catas­tro­phe. Jack looked at her se­ri­ously. “It’s ei­ther on my terms or not at all. I like to fuck Tr­ish in the shower stall and then on Mom’s dou­ble bed, if I have to, a dozen times a day un­til she’s preg­nant. And of course you can watch, pa­pal dis­pen­sa­tion.” Anni looked at him de­fi­antly. “Please ex­plain to me about the ‘pa­pal dis­pen­sa­tion’, you’ve been throw­ing it around lately as if it were some­thing free.”


Jack smiled. “If you want some­thing spe­cial or un­usual in the Catholic Church, you need the pa­pal dis­pen­sa­tion, the ex­press per­mis­sion or ap­proval of the Pope, per­son­ally. It’s just a stupid phrase that I use to mean: I al­low you, I agree with it. Okay?” She nod­ded. “That’s what I thought. So, keep throw­ing around the pa­pal shit, thank God I get it.” Anni grabbed his hands. “Some­thing im­por­tant,” she said.


That was the code word that it was some­thing im­por­tant. He turned to her, “I’m all ears, Anni.” “Mom’s play­ing at the Nige­rian Em­bassy on Fri­day night, some shitty re­cep­tion, right? We’ve got a storm-free place. I’d like you to be there just for me on Fri­day night, Jack. Just for me alone.” Jack nod­ded, “Sure, I’ll burn my study doc­u­ments and wait for you on Fri­day evening. And what ex­actly am I wait­ing for? Texas steaks from the char­coal grill and red wine?” Anni low­ered her eyes. “On Fri­day I make our beds with fresh bed linen, like ev­ery Fri­day.” Jack looked at her cu­ri­ously. “And?” Anni’s tears sud­denly ran down her eyes and she took refuge in his arms. “Fri­day evening I want to give you my vir­gin­ity, Jack. My dear­est brother. My Jack.” She felt Jack’s small, crip­pled body stiffen.


There was si­lence for min­utes. Jack placed his hand on the top of her head and gen­tly stroked her hair. “I un­der­stand,” he said qui­etly. “Have you thought it through care­fully, my lit­tle Anni?” She nod­ded tear­fully. “I’m get­ting ready, I’ve been on the pill for three months, Jack. I don’t joke about these things.” He nod­ded. “Me nei­ther, Anni. This is some­thing very se­ri­ous. Does mom know about it, does Grandpa know about it? Tr­ish? Your friends?” An­nie shook her head. “No, no one. It’s my de­ci­sion, not mom’s or grandpa’s. I de­cide about my body like you do.” Jack kissed her gen­tly on the cheek. “I’ve al­ready de­flow­ered Suleika, but she’s 18 and not 15 like you. It could land me in prison, you’ve also thought about that.” he stated. She nod­ded. “I’ll chain my­self to you if they want to throw you in prison. Only over my dead body!” she said im­pul­sively. Jack stroked her hair. “Let’s not worry, we just have to keep our mouths shut, we’ll get it to­gether?” An­nie nod­ded. “Yes, Jack. You know why I don’t want to do it with Grandpa. Even if he is my fa­ther, he is a cock-con­trolled id­iot. My de­flow­er­ing by a cock-con­trolled id­iot is not an op­tion. Even if you think and do a lot with your cock.” An­nie smiled. “Jack, sorry to rush you with this. That wasn’t my in­ten­tion, nor was it for you to burn down your study ma­te­ri­als. I chose you be­cause you’re the best brother since Antony and Cleopa­tra, that’s why. Please say yes, Jack, please-please!” Jack kissed her on the lips. “All right, I say yes. I un­der­stand why you want it ex­actly this way and not any other way. You don’t see me as high on the scale of cock-con­trolled id­iots as our grandpa, that’s what I like to hear. I don’t want to climb higher on that scale ei­ther, by God not. No, I’m touched be­cause you choose me, even though there are four bil­lion cocks hang­ing around out there. Be­cause you trust me with your most sa­cred thing, be­cause the word trust is the most im­por­tant com­po­nent.”


Jack asked how she got the pill with­out mom. “Yvonne’s mom took me to the phar­macy and gave her an il­leg­i­ble mom’s sig­na­ture. She said she signed it with ‘Klara the Moon Calf’, but I don’t know if she’s re­ally that cheeky. In any case, I have an ‘of­fi­cial’ stand­ing pre­scrip­tion and have to take the bus to the phar­macy once ev­ery six months. I pay for it with my pocket money, mom gives us enough.” Jack nod­ded. “I’m glad you’re think­ing ahead and tak­ing mat­ters into your own hands. No child does that, only a grown girl of 15 does that. Bravo!” He wrapped her in his arms again. “We’ll end your child­hood on Fri­day evening. And I prom­ise you, I’ll do it as gen­tly as a breath of wind. Only then, while fuck­ing, will you ex­pe­ri­ence me as a berserk, my lit­tle one!” Anni smiled and wiped away her tears with the back of her hand. “I know how good you fuck, Jack. I’ve seen you fuck Tr­ish and Mom a thou­sand times. I’ll give it a re­view on the in­ter­net, a re­ally juicy wet one, be­lieve me!” Jack held her hand tightly. “Anni, I’ve been think­ing about this for years. Yes, I’ve al­ways wanted it. And I’ve com­plained about the old cus­toms, be­cause of grandpa and stuff like that. Just know that I’m not en­tirely sur­prised. Maybe it’s even a com­pletely log­i­cal de­ci­sion and not a spon­ta­neous leap. You made a good de­ci­sion and it makes me very happy, lit­tle sis­ter.” They sat there for a long time and talked about de­flow­er­ing and fuck­ing. Jack de­scribed to her in great de­tail how Suleika’s de­flow­er­ing had taken place.


Late Fri­day af­ter­noon, a good smell lured Jack down to the kitchen. Anni was cook­ing! “Anni, you cook!?” he said, taken aback. She nod­ded. “To­day there are 600 grams of Texas steaks from the elec­tric grill, fried half toma­toes, fried zuc­chini slices and fried corn on the cob, boiled and lightly fried. As well as 2 ki­los of white bread, one kilo each. Fries only make you fat.” Jack was blown away. “You lis­tened damn well,” he mur­mured. She nod­ded. “Skept three recipes on the In­ter­net, suc­cess is not guar­an­teed.”


It was a suc­cess­ful feast; Jack had stolen a bot­tle of red wine from Mom’s se­cret hid­ing place. Af­ter din­ner they loaded the dish­washer to­gether. Jack took the can­dles, ash­trays and the wooden box full of joints up into the chil­dren’s room. Anni had freshly made the beds and lightly per­fumed them with the scent of roses. They chose Anni’s bed. The seven-armed can­dle­stick spread a pleas­ant light. They stripped naked and lay on the bed. Jack lit two joints and handed one to Anni. She wasn’t used to smok­ing, but Jack said two joints should put her in a nice, cozy mood. He re­counted some of his suc­cess­ful sex­ual ad­ven­tures. Anni had cud­dled up to him; in terms of build, she was al­most a head taller than Jack. Her fin­gers deftly rolled up his fore­skin into a swim ring, “Just to show off,” she mur­mured, smil­ing. She gave the head a quick, lit­tle kiss. “Be good to­day, my lit­tle one, oth­er­wise there will be a thun­der­storm à la An­nemarie!” Jack smiled. The first joint was al­ready work­ing. He blew squig­gles at the ceil­ing. “Tac­ti­cally, it would be good if I jerked your clit, but not quite to or­gasm.” Anni nod­ded and let her thighs slide apart. He jerked her clit for al­most an hour, paus­ing when the rocket threat­ened to rise and then con­tin­u­ing. Yes, they smoked a third joint and Anni was ready. She was hot. She was ready to leave her child­hood be­hind and be­come a big girl.


Jack’s cock was far too long and too thick for Anni’s fuck hole. He took the lube out of the tube and then it went in very eas­ily. He had pre­vi­ously taken a close look at the hy­men; it was just a very thin cel­lo­phane film. The hy­men stretched and stretched, then tore with an in­audi­ble “pop!” He pushed all the way un­til he hit the end of the fuck chan­nel, his cock only go­ing in about 60%. OK. Anni hugged his back and beamed at him. “I didn’t even feel the fa­mous prick, Jack!” she whis­pered. He nod­ded, “We’ll wait a mo­ment un­til your pussy, your fuck chan­nel, has adapted to my cock. Then we’ll start fuck­ing, okay?” An­nie nod­ded. He had pre­vi­ously ex­plained to her how to move her hips to put her G-spot di­rectly in the line of fire, which was then re­spon­si­ble for her or­gasms. “Or­gasms?” Anni asked in­cred­u­lously. “Yes,” he said, “if we do it well to­gether, you’ll jump from one lit­tle or­gasm to the next like an an­te­lope goat. And then when I cum, you’ll rub your clit re­ally hard and trig­ger your big or­gasm. It’ll be a big or­gasm, be­lieve me.”


Anni looked steadily into his eyes, his face. “I want to pre­serve the mo­ment of my first fuck for all time, Jack,” she whis­pered. “I only ex­pe­ri­ence that once, then never again.” Jack smiled and kept thrust­ing. “We’ll see if we don’t do it again now that we’re broth­ers and sis­ters bonded in love?” Anni nod­ded silently, she had reached the top of the first hill and her legs were shak­ing. “My first or­gasm” she breathed, pant­ing. Jack fucked her on and on. They fucked for over half an hour, Anni’s legs kept shak­ing, but Jack con­tin­ued un­de­terred and in­creased his pace. “I have to cum” he breathed and sat up a lit­tle. He grabbed her ass cheeks and lifted them slightly, which opened her cunt a lit­tle more. Anni started and jerked her clit fu­ri­ously. He squirted, shoot­ing his seed in spurts into her fuck hole. Anni screamed softly, it was an amaz­ing or­gasm! She clung to him, his spur stuck in her fuck hole and her ab­domen heaved, shook and con­vulsed in the ut­most agony of ec­stasy. Jack kept him in there, hold­ing her tightly un­til her or­gasm ebbed and dis­ap­peared into the fog.


They lay next to each other and smoked the next joint. The holy smoke curled up to the ceil­ing and made her float pleas­antly. Anni whis­pered: “You were ab­so­lutely right, Jack. I’ve never had an or­gasm like that. My clit was al­ready com­pletely swollen and I jerked it as if the Fu­ries were af­ter me. And then the rocket went off, gen­tle­men!” Jack nod­ded, it was very, very nice for him too. Anni half sat up, “Say, Jack, can’t we just fuck in­stead of jerk­ing off in the fu­ture!?” Jack nod­ded, “Yes, as long as you don’t for­get the pill. We can’t af­ford an ac­ci­dent, it would be a catas­tro­phe and not a bless­ing in dis­guise, as they so stupidly put it. A catas­tro­phe!” An­nie nod­ded. “Yes, if I for­get to take the pill, we’ll use con­doms, right?” Jack shook his head. “I al­ways have to use a con­dom if the woman doesn’t use con­tra­cep­tion her­self. But it’s not a good feel­ing, it’s not a good fuck­ing for me. If you ever for­get to take the pill, we just don’t fuck for a month, I pre­fer that to us­ing a con­dom.”


Anni chewed her bot­tom lip. “When do we tell mom, when do we tell grandpa and maybe Tr­ish too?” Jack blinked, “We’re not telling any­one yet, not even your friends. Mom. We’ll tell Tr­ish and Grandpa when Mom comes along with her ‘good old cus­tom’, that’s soon enough. You’ll be able to tell your friends soon, maybe af­ter a few days. Your heart is full, it wants to over­flow your lips, but it would be un­wise. You’re emo­tion­ally charged now and there­fore very vul­ner­a­ble. Would you like to get a ser­mon from Mom now? No, Well, Mom finds out soon enough, if she wants to sell you off to her fa­ther, she’ll be hit hard and her eyes will fall out of her sock­ets. I would talk dif­fer­ently if Mom had you very close to her heart. But it’s not your fault. They’re com­ing to­mor­row. An­nie nod­ded. “Yes, Grandpa will be amazed, and he should be. He won’t get me handed to him on a sil­ver plat­ter, and that serves the old wom­an­izer right. His lit­tle girl is no longer a lit­tle girl, and he should re­mem­ber that too.” Anni said Mom could find out if she looked crit­i­cally at our bed linen or if we be­trayed our­selves with looks and ges­tures. But what the heck, if that’s the case, we can han­dle it. We are now spe­cial sib­lings, bonded in love and sex. That’s im­por­tant to me, Jack.”


Evi, Yvonne and Lola came on Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon. Jack as­sessed them, all three very fine girls. Her sad look alone re­vealed her emo­tional dis­tress. The girls also as­sessed him, they drank cola and ate fin­ger food that Anni had pro­vided. Anni said that they now wanted to put the ta­ble aside, un­dress and lie down on the two beds. They did that, a lit­tle hes­i­tantly, but it was girl sex with an au­di­ence. When Jack dropped his pants, one girl squealed and the other two put their hands over their lips in sur­prise. Of course Anni had told them that her brother Jack had a mag­nif­i­cent cock, but she hadn’t said any­thing about such a thing. One by one the girls blushed. They spread out on both beds, two girls here, two girls there, Jack re­mained sit­ting on the chair. His eyes sparkled as the girls be­gan to cud­dle and kiss, hands slid­ing over skin and curves. Evi and Yvonne started mak­ing love, first rub­bing each other and then Evi lick­ing Yvonne’s clit. Anni and Lola fol­lowed suit. Lola, the pret­ti­est, licked Anni’s clit while stick­ing her ass out wide. Jack reached out and gen­tly touched Lola’s ass cheeks. Lola didn’t flinch a bit.


Jack now let his fin­gers fol­low Lola’s ass crease un­til he reached her swollen pussy lips and the bush. Lola didn’t let her­self be dis­turbed, she sucked, licked and sucked Anni’s clit. Jack looked at Anni’s face, she was happy and smil­ing bliss­fully be­cause Lola was do­ing a very good job. Jack felt Lola’s lit­tle clit, it was stiff and swollen. Still no re­jec­tion from Lola. He rubbed Lola’s clit slowly and sen­si­tively. Yes, ap­par­ently Lola al­lowed it. Jack leaned in fur­ther and rubbed Lola’s clit. She re­sponded, her lick­ing be­com­ing slightly ir­ri­tated. But Anni’s or­gasm was still a while away. Lola’s thighs trem­bled. Jack looked briefly at the other two girls, they had al­ready switched, now Yvonne was lick­ing Evi’s clit. He fo­cused back on Lola’s clit.


Lola col­lapsed on top of Anni with a loud ex­hale. Her ass cheeks and thighs were shak­ing wildly. Ex­hausted, she turned back to Anni’s cunt, took the whole cunt into her mouth and her tongue danced a wild polka on her clit. Now Anni rose like a rocket, her ab­domen twitch­ing and sway­ing in or­gasm. Lola sat up. She sat down next to Anni. “Will you give me one to smoke?” Lola asked Jack, eyes down­cast. No, she waved Anni off, she doesn’t need to lick her clit now. “Jack al­ready got it for me,” Lola whis­pered qui­etly. Of course Anni saw it, but Evi and Yvonne pricked up their ears. Evi moved closer. “Jack got it for you?” She asked and Lola nod­ded. “Un­be­liev­able!” ex­claimed Evi, “this is the first time I’ve heard of a boy be­ing able to do it to a girl. You can’t get that from our boys at school, they’re clumsy and rude like butch­ers. Don’t lie to me, Lola, did he re­ally do it to you?” Lola nod­ded, now feel­ing solid ground un­der her feet again. “He did it to me while I was lick­ing Anni. I was sur­prised and wanted to shoo him away be­cause I know how clumsy and rough the boys are, but Jack did it right, re­ally right. And then I ex­ploded and it was won­der­ful.” She looked di­rectly into Jack’s eyes for the first time. “You can do it at least as well as a girl,” she told him. 


Yvonne asked Jack if she could take his cock in her hand? Jack walked over to the bed and sat next to Yvonne. She grabbed his cock and turned it back and forth, ap­prais­ing him. Evi also grabbed it and she also as­sessed his best piece. Evi looked at him. “Can I do it with my fist, Jack?” He shook his head. “No, but you can let me fuck you if you like.” Evi sat up in­dig­nantly and gave no an­swer, only a poi­sonous look.


An­nie in­ter­vened. “Girls, Jack is very in­ter­ested in how you ended up with your daddy fuck­ing you? I couldn’t tell him much about it be­cause I don’t know my­self. So, how was it for you, Lola?” she asked. Lola sat cross-legged next to Anni and Jack’s eyes bore into Lola’s pussy hole. “I al­ways lay in the big bed with mom and dad. Mom showed me how to mas­tur­bate when I was 8, and I did it ev­ery night since then. Mom wasn’t par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested in it, dad even more so. He al­ways got a hard cock from watch­ing, even though he had just fucked mom, and that con­fused me a lot. So mom showed me how to jerk dad’s cock af­ter I’d jerked my clit in front of him. We weren’t shy or ashamed of each other, and if so Mom some­times jerked off af­ter fuck­ing, I lay on my back on Dad’s lap and we watched Mom jerk off. It was com­pletely nor­mal a year and a half ago Mom had the flu or a cold and didn’t want to be fucked. “Fuck Lola, she’s al­ready old enough,” Mom said grumpily to Dad. Now he de­flow­ered me and has been fuck­ing me al­most ev­ery night since then is on a drink­ing spree and they fuck the wait­resses or bar­maids. Two or three times a week, dad fucks mom, but then me, al­ways. I never liked fuck­ing, it was never as nice as jerk­ing off. Dad laughed at me when I told him that I don’t re­ally like it, my lit­tle one, ev­ery girl learns that with time.” Lola looked up. “I still don’t like fuck­ing, I’ve told you be­fore. Jerk­ing off is enough for me, and when I grow up I’ll move in with a les­bian woman. Girl sex is twice as nice as fuck­ing daddy.”


Awk­ward si­lence. Jack thought to him­self that it would be a shame for Lola if she turned into a les­bian be­cause of her dad. But you would see. Anni nudged Yvonne. “Now your story!” Yvonne looked from one to the other, slightly fright­ened. Her gaze rested on Jack’s face for a long time. “I’ll speak plainly, and I’m sorry, Jack, that you have to lis­ten to our tales of woe!” Jack looked at her calmly. “I want to hear your sto­ries and get to know you bet­ter, you are Anni’s friends, that’s what counts for me. That’s all.” Yvonne be­gan to tell her story.


“It was two years ago. Dad came home drunk, late at night, as he of­ten does. Mom was al­ready asleep, she had swal­lowed a sleep­ing pill as usual. I was just about to jerk my­self off for the fourth and fi­nal time, be­cause I usu­ally do it four times, when he burst into my child­hood room smelling good. I was ly­ing there with­out pa­jama bot­toms, my legs in the frog po­si­tion and my hand pressed fear­fully on my cunt. “Well, have some­thing “What are we here?” he croaked, “my lit­tle one like on a sil­ver plat­ter!” He took my hand away. “Ah! You al­ready have a lit­tle black fluff, so you’re old enough!” And be­fore I re­cov­ered from the shock, he had un­zipped his zip­per and pulled out his puny cock. Measly, I said, be­cause it’s not even as big as lit­tle Benny’s. Now he was ly­ing on top of me, de­flow­er­ing me and fuck­ing me, once, twice, three times. Then, groan­ing and grunt­ing, he stood up and took care of his limp com­pan­ion. “Oof! I re­ally needed that!” That was his only re­mark, then he stag­gered down­stairs and lay down to sleep next to Mom. This was re­peated for months now, I told Mom, but she didn’t be­lieve a word of it. No, her hus­band, my Dad would never do some­thing so per­verted! That was the topic dead and buried, she didn’t want to hear any more of my tall tales. Well, Dad got tired of climb­ing the stairs, he or­dered me to the mar­riage bed, where I had never lain be­fore And he fucked me in front of Mom’s eyes. She had her hands over her mouth, her hus­band was fuck­ing his 13-year-old daugh­ter! Her daugh­ter! That wasn’t enough — Dad and Mom only fucked at holy times — Dad took over the mother more of­ten, and now I could see for my­self how dis­gusted she was with fuck­ing. I don’t know. And then a sus­pi­cion that I had had for a long time was con­firmed When Dad’s broth­ers, neph­ews or broth­ers-in-law stayed with us, ev­ery guest fucked my mom as a mat­ter of course. Now I didn’t sus­pect it, now I saw it with my own eyes. My mom, who had to let Hinz and Kunz fuck her, was com­pletely in­dif­fer­ent and dis­in­ter­ested. But now the eye fell on the lit­tle daugh­ter, that’s me, Dad shrugged his shoul­ders He didn’t care at all, he wanted to be the good guy who of­fered hos­pi­tal­ity and pussies to his peo­ple. But not to me, be­cause some­times sev­eral came at the same time and then it was like a Turk­ish brothel. Now there were two pussies avail­able: Mom’s and my cunt. I would have much pre­ferred to tell you the story of the princess and the prince, but you wanted the real story her.


Evi cleared her throat. “I’m the old­est here, I’m al­ready over 16, and my story be­gan around three years ago, when I was 13. I’m an only child like the oth­ers, I’ve al­ways slept in the mar­riage bed be­tween my par­ents, and my mom taught me how to jerk off too. I also jerked off ev­ery night for a lonely au­di­ence: my dad. And my mom also taught me to jerk dad’s cock. But that’s where the sim­i­lar­i­ties end. Mom has been at home with us since It was al­ways the driv­ing force, Dad was the big phleg­matic per­son. It was Mom who de­cided when Dad was al­lowed to fuck her. And I should pay close at­ten­tion, be­cause this is real mar­ried life. Dad was never al­lowed to take a strange woman to the mar­riage bed, Mom, on the other hand, shame­lessly fucked the neigh­bor boys with­out be­ing em­bar­rassed in front of Dad or me. She was the boss, and what she said hap­pened to him Mom knew what to do: she took this or that neigh­bor into the mar­riage bed and Dad was al­lowed to fuck both women one af­ter the other. That was okay for him, but Mom stopped the ex­per­i­ment when Dad wasn’t so fucky any­more. I was 9 or 10 at the time. And of course I was al­ways there, I didn’t have a nurs­ery or a cot and never had a night­gown or pa­ja­mas Work­ing with the laun­dry, Mom ex­plained. But then I turned 13, and Mom had her hands full with the many neigh­bor­hood boys, be­cause Mom was al­ways look­ing for young, hot cocks. In a nightly shout­ing match, Mom shouted that Dad should fuck me, af­ter all. This ar­gu­ment was the big draw­back to my youth. Dad didn’t ask, he de­flow­ered me in a very un­spec­tac­u­lar way me ev­ery night, some­times even twice. And now came the sec­ond big step: Dad be­came un­em­ployed, which he didn’t re­ally care about, and now Mom had to of­fer her pussy for money. She was fum­ing be­cause Dad wasn’t look­ing for work, just my pussy, that was enough for him. He fucked me in the af­ter­noon when I came home from school and about 5 or 6 times a day. He didn’t need it more of­ten Not for a long time, she had enough cocks in her pussy ev­ery day. Mom thought about it and came up with the in­ge­nious so­lu­tion. She would be the main at­trac­tion and the or­ga­nizer, and she did it quite well, we didn’t have to go hun­gry any­more, and Mom en­joyed be­ing fucked in turn by a dozen horny cocks I just stared at the orgy with my mouth open. So I be­came the sec­ond main at­trac­tion, you could in­vite more men and earn even more money, Dad’s evening vis­its to the pub only cost money, but they didn’t bring in any­thing. So I’ve been the gang-bang queen twice a week for a year, and at the age of 16. Mom grinned, that was also the re­al­ity that clever women earn more money than a use­less un­em­ployed per­son “That, dear Jack, is my story. I don’t find it par­tic­u­larly funny, but it’s my re­al­ity. This story should make it clear that I haven’t learned to love fuck­ing yet.”


Jack cleared his throat. “My story isn’t half as ex­cit­ing as yours. From a young age, mom used to jerk me off af­ter show­er­ing, it started very early, but I don’t know my ex­act age, I must have been about 8 when the squirt­ing started. My aunt Tr­ish, mom’s youngest sis­ter, was my first at 12 be­cause she hated jerk­ing cocks. My mom stood by and was amazed, but soon she be­came my sec­ond. I have with all my aunts, Fucked cousins and nieces. For a while, mom had a cof­fee party fol­lowed by les­bian love­mak­ing, like your girl sex. I was al­lowed to fuck all of them later. I spent a sum­mer va­ca­tion at the pond with an aunt and an un­cle, and with the un­cle’s con­sent I was also al­lowed to fuck the beau­ti­ful one to get a nun back on mom’s track, which I man­aged to do through in­tense fuck­ing. My first, Aunt Tr­ish, had mar­ried a rich man who could ba­si­cally be con­sid­ered im­po­tent. Now she wants a child, and we’ve been work­ing on it for days. There are only a few girls at the school for the gifted, and ac­tu­ally only two of them Well, that’s ba­si­cally all you want to know about me. I’m 17, only 1 me­ter 10 tall, have an ugly lit­tle hump and a mag­nif­i­cent cock, as you can see.


In the si­lence that fol­lowed, Lola said, “Anni, I no­ticed while lick­ing your clit that you no longer have a hy­men. What can you tell us about that?” Anni swal­lowed and looked to Jack for help. He nod­ded in agree­ment. “Well, that’s true, Lola. I can’t put a rob­ber’s gun on you from an ac­ci­dent while cy­cling. And since I don’t have a dad, he wasn’t the one ei­ther. He was the best fucker be­tween here and Tokyo, just re­cently. I wanted it, I didn’t want to be the only vir­gin among us any longer. And I def­i­nitely didn’t want to be de­flow­ered by grandpa, he’s just a cock-con­trolled id­iot, grandpa. Mom would have ex­pected that of me be­cause of some old cus­toms from the dark­est Mid­dle Ages. Mom de­scribed Grandpa’s cock and his fuck­ing to me in the most col­or­ful terms, but I didn’t be­lieve a sin­gle word of it. I’ve seen Grandpa’s puny cock a thou­sand times, it’s not even as long as two mid­dle fin­gers, and I’ve spied a thou­sand times when he fucked Mom. For her it was more metaphor­i­cal, it could never sat­isfy her Breath when he fi­nally pumps her mom full. And she wanted to put that puny cock around me, of course with the best of in­ten­tions, I have to give her credit for that.” Anni stopped, ev­ery­thing had been said. Lola nod­ded. “I see, Anni. It was our Jack here, wasn’t it?” Anni hes­i­tated, but then nod­ded. The three girls stared at Jack’s cock. Evi said: “I’ll never be­lieve that, Anni. Your pussy is much too small and too tight for Jack’s cock, he would have blown up your fuck hole with his thing.” An­nie sighed. “With a lit­tle imag­i­na­tion, Evi, you could think of a lu­bri­cant, that would solve the prob­lem, wouldn’t it?” It was Lola who urged them to leave. “Maybe we’ll meet up with Jack again, what do you think?” Jack shrugged. “I live here, in this room. I’m at home a lot. So, as far as I’m con­cerned, yes. Of course I’d love it if you were ready to fuck, girls!”


Evi and Yvonne said noth­ing. Then Yvonne shrugged her shoul­ders. “Per­haps.” Then the girls set off.


Of course it was Lola who came with Anni days later. “Jack, if you had a mo­ment, Lola wants to ask you some­thing.” Jack took off the head­phones. “And what?” Lola’s gaze was di­rected at the car­pet on the floor. “Whether you would like a three­some,” she whis­pered, “you, Anni and me.” Jack looked at Anni. “Well, how’s it go­ing, Anni, do you feel like it?” Jack smiled. “I need an­other minute to take care of ev­ery­thing here, then I’ll come to you beau­ti­ful graces.”


When he came up, Anni had al­ready dived be­tween Lola’s thighs and had a mouth full of pussy. Her tongue danced polka on Lola’s clit, which twisted and turned, it was so hot. The girls all al­ready had mas­ter’s cer­tifi­cates in clit lick­ing, and Jack dropped his pants and turned his gaze to the two an­gels in com­bat. He had only re­cently found out that Anni fre­quently did girl-girl sex and that she was a mas­ter at lick­ing her clit. Oh, what a sight!


Lola had muf­fled her screams and pressed Anni’s head onto her cunt, which she con­tin­ued to lick dur­ing her or­gasm. Jack opened the wooden box and lit three joints. They smoked in si­lence, watch­ing the holy smoke curl. Lola, whose hand was ca­su­ally on Jack’s hard-on, said, “Some­thing strange hap­pened last night. Daddy’s older brother Abel and his son Ricky came to visit. Ricky is 13 and a half. They stayed the night and there was an up­set be­cause Daddy didn’t want Abel or Ricky to fuck Mommy. I watched Mommy’s face. Oh, if Daddy had seen her jump­ing on the band­wagon! No mat­ter what Daddy wanted, she wanted to do it Maybe they had even done it be­fore, I don’t know. Dad took his jacket with rage and traipsed into the bar, the life­line of all lost souls. Oh, you should have seen how Mom, the wall­flower, threw her­self at Abel so that the whole bed shook Sleep­ing in the mar­riage bed with my mother and fuck­ing her. That was a fam­ily tra­di­tion, Ricky grinned. I had to ad­mit that I was a lit­tle in love with his cock. Abel and Ricky were cir­cum­cised Jews. It was the first time I had seen a cir­cum­cised cock where the head of Ricky was not huge, but it was a con­sid­er­able one I fucked a dif­fer­ent cock than dad’s, and with Ricky it was nice, but not earth-shat­ter­ing. Then they swapped, Ricky fucked the happy mom and Abel’s colos­sus fucked me. His cock filled my pussy, but he had al­ready ex­hausted him­self with mom and so he was a lit­tle tired. Still, I put this fuck on the pos­i­tive side “My eyes were red and I fell fully clothed on the bed be­tween us. That was the end of our happy fuck­ing, but I was still weak in the knees that morn­ing be­cause Ricky and Abel had taken turns fuck­ing me again and again and I was jerk­ing off like a Prater whore while fuck­ing.” Anni hugged her. “Lola-sweet­heart, see? There’s also happy fuck­ing, not just the dogged and stub­born fuck­ing that your daddy gives you. I’m sure you’ll still en­joy the fuck­ing a lot!”


Anni fell back and pulled Lola’s face be­tween her thighs. Lola took the whole pussy in her mouth and dili­gently nib­bled on Anni’s clit. Jack and Anni com­mu­ni­cated with a long look. Lola knelt while lick­ing her clit and stuck her gor­geous ass out wide. Jack took it as an in­vi­ta­tion. He spread Lola’s ass cheeks and looked at her pussy from be­hind. Only a light fluff cov­ered her cunt, and her cunt looked invit­ing and heav­enly. Jack’s thumb blindly found her clit, and in no time Lola rose like a rocket. He didn’t let her or­gasm, not yet. “Well, how about I fuck you a lit­tle too, Lola?” he asked qui­etly and in a se­duc­tive voice. Lola nod­ded, she had a mouth full of cunt. She stopped short, “Yes, Jack, please fuck me, for God’s sake, please fuck me!” took Anni’s cunt back into her mouth and let her tongue dance the polka. Anni held back her lust, Jack’s look had asked her to do so. Jack knelt up and slowly pushed his cock into Lola’s fuck hole. She grunted pleas­antly as she licked, Jack’s cock fill­ing her cunt to the break­ing point. 


Jack took his time. Lola’s pussy was re­ally tight and it felt re­ally good. She was still com­pletely wet with Anni’s saliva. Jack tried to match his rhythm to Lola’s lick­ing, but couldn’t be­cause Lola’s tongue was too fast. Still, she rose like a rocket. He no­ticed how she kept stop­ping while lick­ing. Yes, she was ready, said his look at Anni. With in­creas­ingly pow­er­ful thrusts, he pushed Lola over the cliff. She couldn’t scream be­cause Anni held her head and pressed her mouth onto her wet cunt. Lola or­gasmed wildly, her ass twitched and heaved in spasms and Anni pressed her mouth firmly onto her cunt. Lola con­tin­ued to or­gasm, snot and Anni’s juices smeared all over her face. She wanted to scream in ec­stasy, but her mouth was pressed tightly onto Anni’s cunt, all she could do was gur­gle and push her tongue onto Anni’s clit. She was com­pletely ex­hausted, her knees gave out and it was Jack who held her by the hips so she wouldn’t fall over. Oh my god, Lola had never had such an in­sane or­gasm be­fore, Jack kept driv­ing her over the edge. For brief mo­ments Lola lost con­scious­ness, wak­ing up half suf­fo­cat­ing on Anni’s cunt, swal­low­ing air when­ever she could. Jack whis­pered that he had to in­ject now. Lola was so ex­hausted that she couldn’t even nod. Jack squirted his load into her cunt in spurts, he squirted and squirted as much as he could. Then he paused and pulled his cock out. When he let go of Lola’s hips, she fell next to Anni’s ass, ex­hausted.


Lola wiped her juice-stained face with the back of her hand and grate­fully took the joint that Jack held out to her. They smoked in si­lence, their eyes fol­low­ing the curls of the holy smoke, and they hov­ered ev­ery inch of the bed. Jack looked at Lola’s ex­pres­sion with sat­is­fac­tion. Anni grinned, “That was a won­der­ful ride, wasn’t it, Lola!?” Lola nod­ded and sucked on her joint. “One more minute and my heart would have failed, Jack. You’re a devil, dear Jack!” She nes­tled her­self against Anni’s thighs. “I owe you an or­gasm, Anni!” she breathed. An­nie laughed. “Ah wow! While you were smear­ing your face on my pussy, of course I or­gasmed, it couldn’t wait!” Jack said smil­ing, “We’ll prob­a­bly skip din­ner be­cause we still have a few miles to fuck!” Lola looked at the dig­i­tal clock on Anni’s bed­side ta­ble. “No, for God’s sake, I have to run home im­me­di­ately, it’s al­ready 7 p.m.!” She dressed quickly and ran off.


Jack moved closer un­til their thighs touched. “You know, is Lola on the pill?” he asked. Anni shrugged her shoul­ders. “I don’t know, but she would be pretty stupid if she didn’t. Dad, Abel and Ricky, she would be pretty stupid!” Jack nod­ded. “Ask her to­mor­row. Ask­ing doesn’t cost any­thing.” He ran his hand over Anni’s pussy. “Lola is do­ing it wrong. She or­gasms far too eas­ily, she gives it her all and there­fore gets tired quickly. It’s bet­ter to slow down a lit­tle, as you’ve learned. You’ll save your en­ergy so that the night can be long.” An­nie nod­ded. We talk about it of­ten, in­clud­ing with Yvonne and Evi. They know brak­ing would be good, but they can’t do it, stupid chicks. They learned that from their dad be­cause the kid can’t fuck as of­ten as you, Jack. Not many peo­ple can do that, re­ally not. I tried it with sev­eral class­mates, they all only had one bul­let in the bar­rel and once they fired, it was def­i­nitely over.” Jack nod­ded, this wasn’t new to him.


Evi and Yvonne caught their breath when Lola re­ported about fuck­ing Jack. They looked at each other and nod­ded to each other. This sealed Jack’s fate. They came ear­lier than Anni, who had an­other tête a tête. Jack didn’t care, he put his study notes aside and fol­lowed the girls to Anni’s bed. “It works best when one licks the other and I fuck the lick­ing one, that’s what I did with Lola,” he said. Evi im­me­di­ately dived down and licked Yvonne. Jack warmed her clit with his thumb and then quickly pen­e­trated. Evi’s pussy wasn’t nearly as tight as Lola’s, but it still felt pretty good. It took Evi much longer to get her rocket into po­si­tion. But then she helped briefly with her fin­ger and went off like fire­works. Yvonne pressed Evi’s lips and face into her own cunt while Jack shot his load into Evi in spurts. Then they switched. Jack now fucked Yvonne, and she wasn’t bad ei­ther. Anni just came home and was grin­ning up to her ears. Jack squirted into Yvonne’s pussy hole, in­sem­i­nat­ing her to over­flow­ing.


Jack fucked Tr­ish in the shower in the morn­ing, then they moved to Mom’s bed­room, where Tr­ish pre­ferred to fuck and be fucked. Mom sat next to them and played with their curled pu­bic hair. She had given up her re­sis­tance and was proud that her boy had mated and in­sem­i­nated Tr­ish time and time again. Tr­ish re­ally wanted a child, and her mother un­der­stood that quite well. She her­self had wanted Papa to make her Jack and then An­nemarie too. Yes, that was her wish, not Dad’s. She barely knew Tr­ish’s hus­band Heinzi. Tr­ish had said that he only had a very small cock and that he couldn’t ac­tu­ally fuck her any­more. Ev­ery few weeks she would do it to Heinzi with her mouth so she could make him squirt. He was al­ready very old and no longer able to mate with his wife. She had told him, clev­erly pack­aged, that she was go­ing to have a child made by a friend. Heinzi nod­ded in agree­ment. His first three mar­riages had been child­less, and now he hoped that Tr­ish would give him one or more heirs. The thought that his com­pany might fall apart af­ter his death made him sad. No, it would be bet­ter if Tr­ish had a child or two and they would then hold the com­pany to­gether in the fu­ture.


Jack had to fuck Tr­ish non-stop for seven months un­til she fi­nally got preg­nant.


But that wasn’t the end, be­cause Tr­ish missed Jack’s cock af­ter just a few days.




Suzie Q stag­gers



Suzie Q stum­bled through life. She got the name from her grand­fa­ther, who couldn’t get the psy­che­delic bal­lad by Cree­dence Clear­wa­ter Re­vival out of his head and couldn’t think of an­other name when she was born, the drunken Döskopp. Maybe Suzie wasn’t quite right in the head be­cause she didn’t get enough air dur­ing birth be­cause her mother Ir­m­gard died dur­ing birth. But per­haps the chaos of in­cest was also to blame for her stum­bling through life. The grand­fa­ther had im­preg­nated his grand­mother, his sis­ter, and later fa­thered Suzie with his daugh­ter Ir­m­gard, who in turn gave birth to twins for the grand­fa­ther. A dis­as­trous ge­netic mix. Grandpa was a gen­er­a­tional dad.


Suzie was stay­ing in Ely­sium, as Grandpa called it. This was the City of An­gels, where Suzie now made her home. She had met her guardian an­gel Eu­gen as a young girl; she had given him the first name Grandpa be­cause, like Grandpa, he was her pre­ferred sex­ual part­ner. The an­gel Eu­gene was com­pletely to her lik­ing. About 30 years old, two years older than her, he had a won­der­fully ath­letic, broad-shoul­dered naked body, beau­ti­ful floor-length snow-white wings and his size was con­sid­er­able. Oh yes, sex was very im­por­tant and al­ways present for Suzie. She couldn’t read and didn’t un­der­stand most of what was said on tele­vi­sion. So she was nat­u­rally pre­des­tined for sex.


There was a spe­cial day where Suzie and about 5 or 6 other but younger girls were es­corted into the cop­u­la­tory room by their guardian an­gels. This was a very cozy sa­lon, the sul­try at­mos­phere of which was con­ducive to mak­ing love, that was be­yond ques­tion. Like Suzie, her guardian an­gel Eu­gen was very in­ter­ested in mak­ing love. As soon as they reached a spot in the cop­u­la­tory area, he put his strong arm around her waist. Suzie’s eyes lit up and she sat on his lap with her back to him. She reached be­tween her thighs and fum­bled his cock into her pussy hole, it filled her won­der­fully. Saint Pe­ter left noth­ing to chance; he care­fully se­lected the guardian an­gel and the pro­tégé so that their gen­i­tals matched each other won­der­fully. Yes, Eu­gen’s cock was even more mag­nif­i­cent than grandpa’s. Suzie looked over at the other girls. You liked each other even though you weren’t re­ally friends; you just had sex to­gether. But they al­ways met in the cop­u­la­tory room and the girls, like Suzie, went straight to work. That’s what they ac­tu­ally came here for. Suzie couldn’t tell if they came here ev­ery day, or just once a week or a month. Time didn’t mat­ter, there was enough time.


Suzie and Eu­gen had al­ready fucked in ev­ery po­si­tion imag­in­able. The an­gel didn’t say much, he some­times had a good sug­ges­tion, and they did that to the point of ec­stasy. To­day Suzie was sit­ting on her back on his lap, she had in­serted his cock into her pussy and now they were get­ting started. They were both ac­tive, nei­ther re­mained pas­sive. One had a cock, the other had a pussy, and the two went to­gether beau­ti­fully. She liked look­ing over at the other girls be­cause they were also hav­ing a lot of fun fuck­ing with their guardian an­gels. And some­how you also ate with your eyes. You were al­lowed to watch.


Suzie loved it when her an­gel took her like that, from be­hind, this was her sen­si­tive po­si­tion, so she could or­gasm in one piece as her heart de­sired. And the an­gel Eu­gene smiled sweetly at her when she or­gasmed. He seemed to want to say, “That’s why we come here, to give each other and them­selves ec­stasies with our hands full.” He lis­tened very care­fully when she talked.


The lit­tle girl Suzie was sit­ting on Grandpa’s lap, he was read­ing to her from the beau­ti­fully il­lus­trated sto­ry­book and she was look­ing at the pic­tures. Grandma, al­most com­pletely deaf and blind, had put on her thick 12-diopter glasses and was knit­ting wool scarves and wool socks for the Ukrain­ian sol­diers so that they wouldn’t freeze in the win­ter. She nod­ded to her­self when she un­der­stood a few snip­pets of words. “The prince fucked… the beau­ti­ful princess af­ter he… slew the evil dragon. The dragon had kid­napped the princess… and… cop­u­lated con­tin­u­ously, the naughty beast.” Grandma nod­ded, yes - that’s ex­actly what it said in the sto­ry­book that Grandpa read to the lit­tle girl, or some­thing like that, Grandma mused, count­ing the loops as she knit­ted. Then Grandpa and his girl played “Hoppe-hoppe-Re­iter”, their fa­vorite game. Lit­tle Suzie rode Grandpa’s cock, wip­ing her hair from her sweaty face and laugh­ing when Grandpa cums in her lit­tle cunt. She knew that she then had to take a minute’s break un­til Grandpa’s cock be­came semi-hard again, then she con­tin­ued, “Hoppe-hoppe-Rider!”


Some­times Grandma stood up, stretched her back and went over to them. She wiped the sweat from Lit­tle Suzie’s face and bent down to check the girl’s pussy. She had to get within a few cen­time­ters with the thick glasses and look at the child­like cunt and Grandpa’s cock that was stuck in­side. Then she shook her head. “Eu­gen, how many times should I tell you, our Suzie is still far too young to fuck. You are re­ally un­teach­able!” Shak­ing her head, she went back to her arm­chair and con­tin­ued knit­ting. When Grandpa couldn’t take it any­more, Suzie would lift up her skirt and jerk her clit. That felt so good, that was so nice! When grandma looked up, she shook her head again re­proach­fully. “Girl, girl! Your clit is still sore from jerk­ing off so much!” But that didn’t mat­ter to Suzie, when she felt it down there, only mas­tur­ba­tion helped, noth­ing else. And be­sides, Grandma also jerked off when she felt un­ob­served. Then she took the long soft rub­ber dildo out of the wardrobe and washed it for a long time un­der run­ning hot wa­ter. It was still soiled and stained from the last time. She spread her old pussy lips with her fin­gers and leaned down to in­sert the warm dildo. It was so long that it went all the way in and then left enough of it stick­ing out that she could grab it prop­erly with her fist. Grandma was now fuck­ing her­self with the dildo and her face looked like that of a fe­male go­rilla - her teeth bared, wrin­kled and ter­ri­bly strained while fuck­ing her­self with the dildo. She fucked her­self, curs­ing and mut­ter­ing as if that would help. Fi­nally she rubbed her clit fu­ri­ously with her fin­ger and her head lolled for­ward. So that was Grandma’s mas­tur­ba­tion, and she shouldn’t tell Suzie when and how of­ten the lit­tle one mas­tur­bated, that was prob­a­bly her busi­ness.


Grandma and Grandpa didn’t fuck very of­ten. Grandma grinned, “You’re oats prob­a­bly sting­ing again!” What Suzie didn’t un­der­stand was that the oats were there for the horses to eat!? In any case, Grandma leaned for­ward, arched her back, and her with­ered breasts hung down like empty sacks. “Well, come here!” she said good-na­turedly to grandpa and grabbed his cock. She prac­ticed and pushed it deep in­side and stayed in the hump­back po­si­tion be­cause she had to watch the cock and her own cunt the whole time. Grandpa now plowed in her fur­row, some­times she even rubbed his shaft to make it go bet­ter and faster. “Well then, go ahead!” She mur­mured when Grandpa squirted in. And Grandpa would some­times reach be­hind him and bring lit­tle Suzie over, lay­ing her on her back on Grandma’s warm body like on a pil­low. Then grandpa fucked the lit­tle girl with his juice-drip­ping cock and grandma shook her head. “Don’t you think the lit­tle one is still far too young to fuck, Eu­gen?” But he ig­nored these and sim­i­lar com­ments, he just wanted to in­ject, cum and squirt in­side a fuck­hole. And that’s what he did. That was the point of the whole ex­er­cise.


Lit­tle Suzie ac­com­pa­nied Grandpa to the neigh­bors wives when he wanted to fuck some­one. She found it very ex­cit­ing be­cause these women fucked com­pletely dif­fer­ently than grandma. Grandpa ex­plained to her that just like ev­ery­one has dif­fer­ent cocks, pussies and breasts, ev­ery­one only fucks in their own way, not ev­ery­one ac­cord­ing to the same pat­tern. Suzie un­der­stood that Grandma didn’t have to be told about the neigh­bors, oth­er­wise she would just make a dis­gust­ing pout and not talk to him for hours. Suzie found it very ex­cit­ing to do some­thing for­bid­den with her grandpa.


Suzie bolted up­right. Ely­sium was gone. She had to go up­stairs to the con­verted chil­dren’s room. Grandpa lay there, deathly ill. In fact, he had been ly­ing there since Grandma, his sis­ter, died. Within weeks, the can­cer had con­sumed his wife. She was gone. He said she was with Ir­m­gard now, maybe the two of them would be­come an­gels. Real an­gels, with wings and beau­ti­ful, eter­nally young naked girls’ bod­ies. Suzie smiled, be­com­ing an an­gel was a very nice thing. There was noth­ing to mourn. Grandma would see her poor daugh­ter again; Ir­m­gard could tell her how best to get along in heaven. Suzie smiled. She only knew her mother from pho­tos; she was a beau­ti­ful, cheeky, friv­o­lous girl. Suzie would have liked to have had her as a friend, not just as the shad­owy fig­ure of a mother who was never there.


When Grandma died, Suzie lay down with Grandpa. Firstly, so that he wasn’t alone in his grief, and sec­ondly, be­cause she could now be his wife. The death of Letizia, his sis­ter and wife, didn’t ruin Grandpa’s cock. It worked as ever and Suzie fucked Grandpa on the tread­mill. Like back when she was preg­nant. She was so ex­cited about the child Grandpa had made for her - at that time, Grandpa was the first and only per­son Suzie fucked. He was get­ting older, no ques­tion, and it was get­ting harder for him to fuck. It was not known what ill­ness con­fined him to bed. Suzie washed him from head to toe ev­ery morn­ing. She grabbed his cock when it be­came stiff. She looked at him ask­ing, should she ride him or do it with her fist? He just nod­ded, it was be­com­ing in­creas­ingly dif­fi­cult for him to speak. “Ride….” could be heard, so she lifted up her skirts, mounted him and rode his cock un­til he squirted in­side. Or she did it to him with her fist, which he re­ally liked be­cause at the end she took him into her mouth, let him cum in her mouth and swal­lowed it.


Un­til then, Grandma had sup­ported the fam­ily, she was a hot­tie and made a lot of money off her ass. They were never rich, but they were never hun­gry. Now she was gone, in heaven with Ir­m­gard. Suzie told Grandpa she would do it, but she had no idea how to get men into bed. Grandpa smiled, “Leave it to me, I’ll bring you lots of cocks and you’ll do it to them for money. Okay?” Suzie nod­ded. And Grandpa brought a lot of cocks, it worked bril­liantly. Old and young, big and small, white, black and Asian. She didn’t do ass fuck­ing or mouth fuck­ing, pre­fer­ring the good old mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. She ac­tu­ally liked her grand­mother’s job. Grandma wasn’t ac­tu­ally a whore. She let her­self be fucked for money when money was needed. Never just for fun. A whore al­ways fucked whether she needed money or not, that was her char­ac­ter. Grandma only fucked her broth­ers, un­cles and neph­ews for free, it was a fam­ily af­fair and was some­how part of the hos­pi­tal­ity when you came to visit grandma and grandpa. Suzie learned at a very young age that fam­ily mem­bers should be treated well, so screw­ing Grandma’s cunt was sim­ply part of it.


The mis­sion­ary po­si­tion was okay, Suzie or­gasmed some­times and her urges were nicely sat­is­fied un­til the evening. The doggy po­si­tion, which a lot of cus­tomers wanted, tired her very quickly be­cause it was her sen­si­tive spot and she had to or­gasm like a ma­chine gun. That meant she had to take a break and snooze for at least half an hour af­ter­wards. It was very dif­fi­cult to ex­plain to Grandpa, he couldn’t re­ally em­pathize. But he sim­ply de­manded a higher price for the doggy po­si­tion, so the break was paid for. 


Suzie didn’t count. There must have been hun­dreds. Still, it made Grandpa un­com­fort­able when she did it for fun. And she did this with en­thu­si­asm with very young boys who had never fucked be­fore. Some had even never mas­tur­bated or squirted be­fore. Suzie was filled with a holy shiver when she got her hands on such a boy and then got his cock be­tween her thighs. The boys were like in Won­der­land - they had never seen a naked woman be­fore, and Suzie was maybe 26 or 27 at the time and quite beau­ti­ful to look at. Of course, she stuck to Grandpa’s prin­ci­ple that mak­ing money was the pri­or­ity. But ev­ery free mo­ment she let the green boys lie next to her. Maybe she had a spe­cial ap­proach to young boys be­cause she was so child­like in spirit? 


She lis­tened to the lit­tle ones for hours as they talked about their sex­ual ad­ven­tures. They spied on ev­ery skirt and wanted to see breasts and pussies in per­son, not just on the screen. Some ex­cit­edly re­ported on the sex lives of their sis­ters or their moth­ers. How they tried to push their cock un­der their sis­ter’s or mother’s panties, some­times squirt­ing in the panties if not dragged away. How they sneaked into the par­ents’ bed­room at night and pressed them­selves against mom’s body when mom was jerk­ing off her­self. Most of the time, in the dark, they didn’t see their sis­ter or mom do­ing the jerk­ing off. Only a few moms wanted to jerk their cocks. The sis­ters did it more likely, they did it to ev­ery­one at school. She also ques­tioned some who at­tacked and fucked their moms at night, next to their sleep­ing dad. The moth­ers fought back, but far too weakly and un­suc­cess­fully. They were bit­ter and deeply of­fended be­cause their son raped them. Of course there were slaps and kicks, but they were able to put up with that when they were able to stick the cock in mom’s fuck hole. Suzie could imag­ine it very well if she closed her eyes. The mom who stopped jerk­ing off and then con­tin­ued, and he pressed him­self against her. He felt her wob­ble, but he couldn’t see it. Then fi­nally he was al­lowed to jerk off too af­ter she had fin­ished jerk­ing off . Mom’s hand was on his cock to con­trol and col­lect the se­men. When his hand got tired, she would jerk him off, prob­a­bly some­what re­luc­tantly and un­hap­pily. And from now on he only let her jerk him off. Later she al­lowed him to cum on her ass cheek, she di­rected his sperm stream onto her ass cheeks her­self. Even later he was al­lowed to grind and squirt up and down the folds of her ass. Al­ways the warn­ing not to get lost! Then fi­nally she al­lowed him to push back the fore­skin and wet the glans with spit. She spread her ass cheeks her­self and let him push into her ass­hole. Fi­nally, fi­nally he was al­lowed to fuck. It worked fine for days, but it just wasn’t the real thing. The guy of­ten slipped off un­in­ten­tion­ally and she re­peat­edly ripped his cock out of her pussy hole in protest. “That would be in­cest!” she whis­pered tightly. And then the mem­o­rable night where she didn’t pull out his cock be­cause daddy was spin­ning around in his dream. Was he watch­ing them? Her guilty con­science felt like a ham­mer be­cause her son squirted in for the first time and her dad stared over at her. And then he fucked her reg­u­larly and cummed ev­ery night, di­rectly into her fuck hole. Pan­dora’s box had been opened, there was no go­ing back. Dad grinned, in a dream, right?! Suzie was ac­tu­ally able to put her­self in the role of these moms quite well. But she her­self, she de­voured the boys with all the trim­mings, the full pro­gram.


She shook her head res­o­lutely when Grandpa sug­gested at least tak­ing the boys’ pocket money. No, that would take the holy shud­der out of the whole thing.


And Grandpa got sicker and sicker. Now Suzie had to rely on her neigh­bors or grandpa’s friends to send her pay­ing cus­tomers. But this busi­ness just trick­led down, she barely got over the hur­dles. And then, in the mid­dle of this dry spell, fate came along with a new joke.


The au­thor­i­ties brought her chil­dren back.


The chil­dren, the twins Jo­hannes and Hein­rich, who she gave birth to when she was 19. Grandpa had given her the twins, no doubt. The au­thor­i­ties took her two chil­dren away from her im­me­di­ately af­ter they were born. A girl like her, in pre­car­i­ous fam­ily cir­cum­stances and with a low IQ, couldn’t care for the chil­dren. Suzie didn’t un­der­stand all the para­graphs the dry maid­ens read in their doc­u­ments. And then there was an­other para­graph: Suzie was of­fi­cially ster­il­ized a day later. She didn’t un­der­stand that ei­ther, still dead tired from the birth. Grandpa gave the boys the names Jo­hannes and Hein­rich, she only called the lit­tle ones Flick and Flack. No­body knew why, nei­ther did she. She lost track of the chil­dren af­ter just a few weeks; they were passed from crèche to crèche. She didn’t mourn for long, she would just have other chil­dren and keep them! Grandpa shook his head. “No, you were forcibly ster­il­ized so that you wouldn’t have any more chil­dren!” Grandpa now ex­plained to her how one thing was re­lated to the other. No, no more chil­dren, no more preg­nancy! 


Suzie es­caped to Ely­sium af­ter the birth. She lay next to the an­gel Eu­gene, they were gasp­ing for breath af­ter the wild fuck­ing, and they smoked joints and were silent. “I’ve been ster­il­ized, Eu­gene!” she com­plained. He nod­ded, he knew it, he had been there when she was un­der anes­the­sia. He had fol­lowed the doc­tor’s ev­ery move. Such a guardian an­gel could not in­ter­vene. “I will never have an­other child!” she con­tin­ued to com­plain. He nod­ded, yes, that was the point of ster­il­iza­tion. He played with the sen­si­tive skin of her in­ner thighs so that her pussy be­came very hot. “Look, Suzie Q, you never have to worry about con­tra­cep­tion again. There’s some­thing good about that, don’t you think?” Suzie stared at the gold-en­crusted cur­tains of the cop­u­la­tory room. “Two weeks ago they took my twins away from me be­cause I was un­fit to raise chil­dren. The next day they ster­il­ized me with­out ask­ing me if I agreed. And next week they will come and for­bid Grandpa from find­ing men for me. Grandpa promised me that be­fore they were born, that I would earn money with very fine bird­ing, just like Grandma used to. Men whose money Grandpa and I will live on. . We will go beg­ging and starve.” The an­gel Eu­gene took her in his strong arms and placed her tear-stained face on his broad chest. “Suzie Q, don’t look at it so darkly. You’re only 19, grandma will age quickly and will earn less and less money from fuck­ing. Grandpa will soon have the idea to use your cunt to make money, to sell it. That’s okay in it­self, you’ll have a lot of in­ter­est­ing fucks, a lot of losers too, of course. You’ll have a lot of fun in the job of ma, I know it, I’ve seen it. And I swore be­fore the face of the Lord that you will get your sons back when they are older. The Lord just looked at me: “An­gelus Cin­emorra (that’s my name) An­gelus Cin­emorra, you will do it. “You have my bless­ing!” said the Lord, and I fell to the ground in front of him in grat­i­tude. Suzie Q, I made this Holy Vow, and you will get your sons back, guar­an­teed!”


Suzie grabbed his shoul­ders. “You guar­an­tee that I’ll have my chil­dren back?” He nod­ded se­ri­ously. “But I don’t know when. The Lord didn’t tell me that.” Suzie slumped her shoul­ders. “So, I’ll veg­e­tate in the nurs­ing home and then they’ll come, maybe.” He cleared his throat. “I’m not au­tho­rized to say any­thing about our work­ing meth­ods. But I spoke to your sons’ two guardian an­gels. Smart girls, both of them. She winked and said they’ll come to you with stiff cocks. I don’t know what they mean by that.” Suzie looked at him wide. “Stiff cocks? What’s all this talk? I’m not in­ter­ested in their stiff cocks, An­gelus!” She pouted. “Guardian an­gel Eu­gene, you will ask the ladies how my chil­dren are do­ing!” He smiled amused. “The wheel doesn’t turn that way, Suzie Q. They let me know if a great mis­for­tune hap­pens to them or if one of them dies. That’s all there is to it. I fucked both of them for a day and a night, but that’s all it got, Suzie Q. We’re an­gels, not spies or mer­chants.  —  Now let’s change the sub­ject, okay?”


Suzie re­al­ized there was noth­ing more that could be done. As long as she didn’t find out any­thing, the two of them were fine. She squared her shoul­ders. “And what about the other one? With Grandpa’s an­nounce­ment that I would fuck a lot and earn money? Is that go­ing to hap­pen or are you not al­lowed to tell me any­thing about the fu­ture?” He laughed out loud. “Yes, that’s how she is, my Suzie Q! Let’s move on to sex straight away. Okay, you im­pa­tient one. I prom­ise you, this month your grandpa-papa will put his first friends in your lap, and if they let you fuck them nicely, you’ll earn your first money. Sat­is­fied?” Suzie al­most jumped up. “Al­ready this month? Than to­day, or ev­ery day? Oh, I have to shave my pussy very quickly, that’s very fash­ion­able these days. I hurry, I run!” Her guardian an­gel held her back. “Take it easy with the horses! Well, you’re def­i­nitely not go­ing to fuck a cus­tomer to­day. Your grandpa is plow­ing Mrs. Kra­tochwil’s field right now and isn’t think­ing about get­ting you a man to fuck with to­day. But you’re go­ing to re­mind him tonight and threaten him with the rolling pin. That works, grandma in­tro­duced the rolling pin thing. And it works won­ders.”


Suzie ran up the stairs into Kra­tochwil’s apart­ment. Yes, there was Grandpa, in the bed­room, on the Kra­tochwil moun­tains of meat. He looked up briefly. “Must be im­por­tant. Can it wait un­til I’m done with birds, child?” Suzie nod­ded and sat on the edge of the mar­riage bed. “If you like, I can speed it up, Dad. I can do it to Kra­tochwil with my fin­ger in no time, and then you’ll come with me.” He looked up in hor­ror. “Keep your hands off Kra­tochwil, you im­pa­tient bas­tard! I’ll do it my way, and that’s it!” Suzie nod­ded obe­di­ently.


The Kra­tochwil was in­cred­i­bly thick and fat. But Grandpa ob­vi­ously liked it. He con­tin­ued to cud­dle with the old woman, who was very timid be­cause she only very, very rarely cheated on her hus­band. The 62-year-old sighed and re­ally woke up when Grandpa’s fin­gers worked specif­i­cally on her clit. She opened her thick thighs wide and Suzie looked straight through the thick bush into the chaste wife’s pussy hole. Of course she no­ticed how ir­ri­tated and red the clit was, ob­vi­ously the old woman was mas­tur­bat­ing a lot and of­ten. Grandpa pushed his cock into her pussy hole, slowly and with a lot of feel­ing. The Kra­tochwil flinched. “It’s been ages since a strange cock was in my pussy, Eu­gen!” He lis­tened to how his cock felt in there. “And when was that last time?” She acted as if she had to think God knows how. “Last week, Wednes­day, no Thurs­day. The cheeky Or­lando, the Fritzi and the mute Karli came in the door. I thought they wanted cook­ies. But the Or­lando said, “We all three want to fuck you, Mrs. Kra­tochwil!” My heart stopped at such cheek­i­ness. They led me into the bed­room and stripped me naked. Three 13-year-olds, my God! And then they fucked me for over two hours, what “I let them fuck me and cum in­side me, but I cli­maxed my­self af­ter they had left, these lit­tle crim­i­nals!” Grandpa growled, “Well, then ev­ery­thing’s fine, three fucks won’t up­set you!” She looked blank. “Three fucks? You mean three fucks each? That could work, but it was more of­ten than not, I think.” 


Grandpa had talked enough, he didn’t care whether the boys had fucked her 10 times or 20 times. He re­mem­bered that Suzie was wait­ing. So he started thrust­ing, his thumb danc­ing on the old woman’s clit. Kra­tochwil rolled her eyes as Grandpa gave her one or­gasm af­ter an­other. It prob­a­bly took him longer than 20 min­utes be­fore he tugged and pulled on her clit so that she had a crazy or­gasm. And right there, right in the mid­dle of her or­gasm, he squirted in­side. Suzie watched as he rhyth­mi­cally clenched his ass cheeks and his sack bounced up and down. Then it was done. He got dressed with­out a word and left with Suzie while Kra­tochwil got her dildo out from un­der the pil­low.


Suzie first sent Grandpa into the shower to wash off the Kra­tochwil juice be­fore ly­ing down with her. He im­me­di­ately wanted to know where the hat was burn­ing. Suzie told him. The men he had promised her. To fuck. To make money. “Uh!” he blurted out. He picked up his cell phone. “How many to start with?” he asked, and she said, “Well, one? Or — maybe two?” He nod­ded and called Charly and Freddy. Whether they were in­ter­ested in a 19 year old. Yes, yes, no. 150, each. But yes, it’s Suzie, you know her. My grand­daugh­ter, yes. Okay, shower first and then bring you gal­lows birds! Charly and Freddy came, they knew each other. And they were keen on Suzie. For the first time, Suzie fucked other men; so far it was only her grandpa who let her fuck her. He sent grandma to a friend’s house to spend the night there. “Yes, in God’s name, have sex with girls if you ab­so­lutely have to, you gay women!”


Suzie’s eyes lit up. “Grandpa, that was easy money! Three hun­dred! And they both fucked me re­ally hard twice, my knees are still shak­ing from so many or­gasms!” Grandpa grinned. “Grandma will breathe a sigh of re­lief be­cause you have fol­lowed in her foot­steps and are now earn­ing money for us!” That’s how it started, with Charly and Freddy. And then they all came, all of Grandpa’s friends. And then the first strangers who had heard that there was young fresh meat here. And no, Suzie didn’t con­sider her­self a whore ei­ther. She did it for the money, not be­cause it was in her char­ac­ter. Busi­ness flour­ished quickly and word of mouth did its job.


And now, right now, the au­thor­i­ties were send­ing the sons back to Grandpa. She signed the pa­pers. But be­cause she couldn’t read or write, her grand­fa­ther taught her to sign with a flour­ish. Ac­tu­ally, she was draw­ing. Two cop­u­lat­ing swans in mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. She had to in­sert the pussy and the cock in a tiny size. “Swans only have a tiny pe­nis, like a thin pen­cil, and a cor­re­spond­ingly small pussy, a hole for a pen­cil,” said Grandpa. But it was a sig­na­ture. She in­vited the two boys into the house. They were over 14, slim and in­cred­i­bly sim­i­lar. Suzie led them up to Grandpa, they greeted po­litely and Grandpa moved a few fin­gers. And then she wanted to know what they had eaten up so that the au­thor­i­ties would give them back. The guys glanced at each other. Then Flack (or was it Flick?) said, “May we talk openly, Mom?” Suzie heard the word mom ad­dressed to her for the first time. “Flick, or Flack, al­ways be hon­est with me, I will be too. We de­stroy our base with lies. Be­sides, you can name any­thing ex­cept mur­der, okay?” The boys nod­ded. “We were only with these fos­ter par­ents for six months. He, a rigid con­ser­va­tive. She, well, not con­ser­va­tive. A lit­tle bitch, if I do say so my­self.” The other added, “We fucked her ev­ery day, one in her pussy and the other in her mouth, tak­ing turns.” They waited to see if thun­der would come.


Suzie grinned. “Well, you’re not chil­dren any­more. Now I un­der­stand what the…for­tune teller meant when he said you would come back to me with stiff tails.” She grinned. “And then the fos­ter fa­ther found out?” Both nod­ded. “He beat her to the hos­pi­tal and threw us out. The ass­hole.” Suzie be­came se­ri­ous. “Not ev­ery man can tol­er­ate some­one fuck­ing their old lady, guys.” She smiled. “Am I read­ing this cor­rectly, you are close friends and fuck the girls as a dou­ble act?” The boys glanced at each other again. “Well, we’re less in­ter­ested in girls, most of them are green, chat­ter­ing geese, but not ready to fuck yet. We tend to do it with ma­ture, ex­pe­ri­enced women who don’t flirt ro­man­ti­cally, but get straight to the point. Okay? So far we’ve laid six women, us of course, in a dou­ble pack. They all liked it be­cause two can do more than a shy pim­ple face.” Suzie got down to prac­ti­cal­ity. “Grandpa is up­stairs in the con­verted chil­dren’s room. You ei­ther have to sleep on the couch or in the dou­ble bed with me, if you can be­have your­self and keep your fin­gers to your­self. Jerk­ing off is okay, your mom does it too. How do you want it?”


The boys ex­changed looks again. Then Flick said: “Of course we would like to sleep in the mar­riage bed with you, it’s okay with the fin­gers. If we jerk off, is that okay?” Suzie nod­ded in the af­fir­ma­tive, sens­ing that the next ques­tion would be mean­ing­ful. “Can we leave the lit­tle light on when you jerk off, Mom? We both love watch­ing it.” Suzie knew she had to have the up­per hand here. “Of course, we’re not strangers, we’re mom and her sons.” The boys gave a high five with their palms flat to­gether. Suzie felt she had won a small vic­tory. “Now I’m go­ing up to wash Grandpa. You can take care of your lug­gage or come up with me.” She turned on her heel, filled a shal­low plas­tic bowl, grabbed liq­uid soap and a wash­cloth and went up to Grandpa. The boys fol­lowed her. She took off Grandpa’s night­gown and chat­ted to him about the neigh­bors and who they were do­ing. Grandpa stared at his sons. Suzie ig­nored his stiff cock as she washed him thor­oughly. Then she leaned to­wards him and asked, “Fist or ride?” He stam­mered “Rid­ing…”.


Suzie ig­nored her sons, pulled up her skirt and climbed over Grandpa’s body. She slowly low­ered her ass and used her hand to help place the cock in her pussy hole. The boys watched with bated breath. First slowly, then faster and faster she did the cow­girl. The boys leaned for­ward, Suzie’s clit was com­pletely stiff un­der the hood. It wasn’t very big, rather small, but clearly vis­i­ble. The boys glanced at each other. Suzie knew she had to learn and de­ci­pher this non-ver­bal com­mu­ni­ca­tion. She reached down, some­times touch­ing Grandpa’s shaft, some­times briefly touch­ing her clit. Af­ter maybe fif­teen min­utes the ride came to an end. Grandpa puffed out his cheeks, his eyes came out of their sock­ets and he squirted in­side. Suzie’s knees were shak­ing, partly from ex­er­tion and partly from lust. Trem­bling, she sat on Grandpa and when the shak­ing stopped, she got off. Grandpa got a kiss on the lips and got ready for the night. Suzie placed the tele­vi­sion re­mote in his hand.


Af­ter din­ner the boys put the dishes in the dish­washer and all three of them went to the bed­room. Flick let out a boor­ish whis­tle as Suzie’s last veil fell. She didn’t put on a night­gown, so the boys didn’t put on pa­ja­mas ei­ther. “Can we smoke?” Flack asked, look­ing at the ash­tray. Suzie laughed. “Smok­ing is un­healthy, we all know that. So go ahead and smoke, I’ll roll my­self a joint.” Flick rum­maged through his travel bag and pulled out a plas­tic bag. “We bring our own weed, Mom.” The holy smoke rose, their bod­ies quickly lost weight and their ex­pres­sions soft­ened. Suzie said, “I al­ways jerk off right be­fore I fall asleep, so you two go first. Okay?” The boys nod­ded. “What do you think mom, will we get to fuck with you one day?” Suzie cleared her throat. “Maybe, I don’t know. Not to­day any­way, I have to think about it. It’s a new sit­u­a­tion for me to have two sons in bed. I want to sleep on it and think about whether I can and should al­low you to do that. Be pa­tient, to­day we’re just jerk­ing off, noth­ing else. Sure?” The boys nod­ded, that was to be ex­pected. Suzie in­ten­tion­ally let her thighs lie care­lessly; let them look at her pussy, that can’t hurt. “Mom, let’s get started.”


Suzie was amazed. The boys knelt fac­ing each other so that the tips of their cocks touched. Then they started, groan­ing and groan­ing in a duet. But they quickly got go­ing, star­ing fixedly at Suzie’s cunt and squirt­ing on each other’s glans al­most at the same time. They grinned and Flack said, “That was the first prank.” And they con­tin­ued to jerk off, squirted on each other’s glans again and then jerked off for the third time. It was hard, now Flick jerked Flack’s cock un­til he squirted, then Flick jerked Flick’s cock and made him cum too. Then they were fin­ished.


Suzie lay down with her legs spread. It was the first time that she had two spec­ta­tors. She be­gan very slowly to ca­ress her curves with the palm of her hand. She looked at her sons’ cocks left and right. They were beau­ti­ful teenage cocks, with beau­ti­ful glans and fore­skins. They had wiped off the seeds and now the acorns were won­der­fully beau­ti­ful to look at. Suzie al­ready knew she was go­ing to fuck her sons, but she wanted to take it slow. There was no need to rush. She closed her eyes briefly, be­cause now the jerk­ing came, tar­geted and not ran­dom. She reached out with her other hand and grasped the flack’s tail. Pulled the fore­skin back and forth a lit­tle, but only play­fully, with no in­ten­tion of jerk­ing him off. Af­ter a while she switched hands and cock. The lust made her rise like a rocket, she took both hands. One hand spread her pussy lips wide apart, the other fo­cused on the clit and trig­gered the or­gasm. She twitched and trem­bled, her en­tire ab­domen heav­ing in ec­stasy. She breathed out the breath she had been hold­ing out loudly and the or­gasm faded away very quickly. She smiled from one to the other. Yes, they had a lump in their throat, their hearts were pump­ing in their throats. Then Flick and Flack smiled too. They said good­night and fell asleep one by one.


Suzie ac­tu­ally didn’t mind them stay­ing naked in the house. How­ever, she placed a large bath towel next to the door. You could quickly wrap this around your body when some­one was at the door. Af­ter break­fast there was a dis­cus­sion about the daily rou­tine. Suzie cleared her throat. “I have three ap­point­ments be­tween 10 and 1:30 p.m., three cus­tomers come to my bed­room. Pay­ing cus­tomers, our house­hold runs on the money.” She had ex­pected a re­ac­tion, but it didn’t come. Flick was the first to switch gears. “Mom, years ago grandpa told us how you and grandma, his wife, used to make money. That’s com­pletely okay as long as you don’t lose your soul and your health.” Suzie nod­ded, “Okay, then you know that I fuck strangers for money. Well, I’m do­ing it in my bed­room at the mo­ment be­cause I want to stay in the house with grandpa. If you want to watch me work, you can look into the bed­room through the sky­lights. It doesn’t bother me. And at 2 p.m. Or­lando comes, he’s not a cus­tomer, he just comes to fuck. He’ll be 14 soon. That’s my pri­vate plea­sure. Me I can ask him if you can join us. But we’ll wait to fuck, okay?” The boys nod­ded.


“Mom, why do you call us Flick and Flack? What’s that all about?” one asked. Suzie smiled. “When you were born, the first one, it was Jo­hannes, shot through my fuck chan­nel with so much mo­men­tum that he was al­most out of reach of the mid­wife, and he made a per­fect flick-flack onto the baby ta­ble. I had only found out min­utes be­fore that it wasn’t just one, but twins. Grandpa and I wanted to call him Luis or Luisa, and then sud­denly it was twins. And Grandpa switched to Jo­hannes and Hein­rich, Hansi and Heinzi. I stayed with Flick and Flack, I liked that bet­ter be­cause it was the most im­pres­sive mo­ment of the birth. The birth was in­cred­i­bly quick, 10 to 12 min­utes. An ob­ste­tri­cian jerked me off to two dozen or­gasms in front of ev­ery­one, be­cause at first I thought the woman was a bitch, but she didn’t want a quick and pain­less birth. She said that it was from gym­nas­tics. Jo­hannes said, “You can rec­og­nize Heinzi by the small scar above his left eye­lid. That’s how you can tell us apart.” Suzie said thank you.


Suzie wel­comed the cus­tomers in a silk neg­ligee and led them straight to the bed­room. First he had to put the money on the man­tel­piece. The boys watched her as she skill­fully un­dressed the cus­tomer with erotic ges­tures. Fi­nally her neg­ligee fell. And then she let him fuck her, let him fuck her twice and cum, then it was over. She walked him to the door and im­me­di­ately dis­ap­peared into the bath­room. Soon af­ter, the sec­ond man ar­rived; he was a lit­tle rougher than the first. First he fucked her in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion, then he turned her on her stom­ach and made her get on all fours. You could tell by the look on her face that she wasn’t hav­ing any fun at the mo­ment. He fucked her in the doggy po­si­tion and poor Suzie or­gasmed in a rush, she was com­pletely ex­hausted at the end. The man grinned, he had fucked a whore to shame, it stroked his ego. He left and she went back into the shower. She was still a lit­tle dazed when the third one came. A be­spec­ta­cled young aca­demic in his mid-20s. He was con­tent with the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion and used his time to chat to Suzie. The boy had a prob­lem: he had been in his mother’s clutches and sex­u­ally sub­mis­sive since early child­hood. Now he had met a charm­ing girl who in­sisted that he end the mother thing im­me­di­ately or she would be gone. And she was ac­tu­ally back with her dad. He sus­pected that she had the same prob­lem with her fa­ther, but she had just drunk­enly con­fessed it and then re­tracted ev­ery­thing. Suzie clev­erly avoided the trap of ad­dress­ing one thing di­rectly and tak­ing one side or the other.


In­stead, she asked him to tell about how the in­cest oc­curred with his mother and then to tell about the girl’s in­cest. His story was rather sim­ple. Once again his mom was look­ing for a step­fa­ther and sec­ond hus­band. She had a guy on the hook who she didn’t know whether he was fish or meat. This guy wanted his son to watch sex­ual in­ter­course. Of course the 13 year old got an erec­tion while watch­ing. And now this guy de­manded that she treat her son’s erec­tion, but with­out the help of her hands. So mouth or pussy, it doesn’t mat­ter to him. The mom tried it first with her mouth, she did it for the first time and then with­out her hands. She failed. And said to the guy that it just wasn’t pos­si­ble. He just laughed sar­don­ically and said she hadn’t even tried that op­tion yet. She shook her head in hor­ror, no, no, that would be in­cest! But now the boy be­came ob­sessed with his idea that the boy had to fuck his mother. Drama, tears, the full pro­gram. Un­til he pushed the boy be­tween his mom’s thighs and drove the boy for­ward un­til his cock was com­pletely in mom’s pussy hole. The mom screamed, the boy had to fuck her, there was no way around it. He had al­ready squirted dur­ing pen­e­tra­tion, but now he fucked her end­lessly un­til she stopped sob­bing and her eyes glit­tered. This was her first forced fuck. Mom had com­mit­ted the sin once, and then it didn’t mat­ter how many times they re­peated it. He has been fuck­ing his mom like this for 7 years, at least once ev­ery day.


His girl­friend Regina was al­most 10 years younger than him, she was al­ready 18. Her mom had caused a crazy drama when her dad an­nounced that he re­ally wanted to fuck his daugh­ter. Yes, he didn’t give a damn about mom’s opin­ion, tears and screams and de­flow­ered the 14-year-old against her will. She im­me­di­ately ran up to her nurs­ery, she didn’t want to let him fuck her. But now mom made a U-turn. For days she pleaded, begged, and pleaded with her daugh­ter not to be so hard; the fa­ther would be com­pletely out of step. Regina was very fickle and agreed to Mom’s pleas. Af­ter a few days she came back to her par­ents’ bed and let her dad fuck her. No, she didn’t like fuck­ing at all. Still, for her mom’s sake, she let him fuck her. He be­came more so­cia­ble, he was grate­ful to his wife for her suc­cess­ful in­ter­ven­tion and started fuck­ing his mom again. The mom had tears in her eyes be­cause she had al­ready writ­ten off him and the fuck­ing and had had sev­eral af­fairs. Now her hus­band was back, he was fuck­ing her mom, it was al­most like be­fore. Mom clung to him when he fucked her and tears of joy glit­tered in her eyes. Regina saw the joy and ec­stasy in Mom’s eyes and was moved to tears. Her pre­vi­ous or­deal had now brought about some­thing good. Mom didn’t or­gasm while fuck­ing, but dad cummed in her pussy hole with great plea­sure. Mom knew what Dad ex­pected from her, she ar­ranged her­self so that he could see it clearly and now jerked off with pas­sion. This was the only way Mom got her or­gasms; Regina had of­ten watched her when she was se­cretly mas­tur­bat­ing, some­times she fucked her­self while mas­tur­bat­ing with the trans­par­ent dildo made of soft rub­ber. While watch­ing, dad got an erec­tion again, now he grabbed Regina, ad­justed her and fucked her, hard and bru­tally. She had told him many times to fuck more gen­tly and gen­tly, but he just couldn’t be stopped. Dad prob­a­bly fucked them both ev­ery other day, even sev­eral times on the week­end.  —  This was the vi­cious cir­cle Regina was try­ing to es­cape. 


Suzie said he be­haved hon­or­ably be­cause he owned up to fuck­ing his mom. But Regine only ad­mit­ted it once when she was tipsy and re­fused to talk to him again. In his place, she would de­mand the full, painful truth; with­out it, he wouldn’t need to con­tinue or hope. A woman like that is not suit­able as a life part­ner. Suzie was later an­noyed that she had taken far too many sides.


Suzie also washed away his traces and dressed up for her lit­tle lover. Or­lando, a 14-year-old boy, was also ath­let­i­cally built and still had a child­like, an­gelic face. Suzie had met him when she wanted to tell him off about the Kra­tochwil rape. But Or­lando told the story com­pletely dif­fer­ently. Kra­tochwil had lured the three boys into her bed­room and in­sisted on fuck­ing. No­body was raped there, just fucked. Yes, the old woman had it more than 10 times be­cause the boys were still high on weed and their tanks were full. It’s pos­si­ble that the old woman had a turn 20 times, but no one had counted.  —  Suzie com­pared the two nar­ra­tives, and Or­lando’s some­how sounded more con­sis­tent. This made it easy for Or­lando to get be­tween Suzie’s thighs. 


No, Or­lando had no ob­jec­tion to her sons want­ing to be there. He was very cu­ri­ous to meet the sons. The four of them sat naked on mom’s dou­ble bed. Mom, Or­lando and the twins. The first few mo­ments passed when they were ac­tu­ally just com­par­ing their gen­i­tals. The twins def­i­nitely had big­ger, more ma­ture look­ing cocks. Suzie put her arm over Or­lando’s shoul­ders and kissed him pas­sion­ately. Or­lando’s cock swelled and was now burst­ing hard. Suzie lay on her back, ready in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. But Or­lando had some­thing else in mind, he wanted to see Suzie or­gasm like a ma­chine gun, he found that so hot. He told the boys that she was about to rise like a rocket and then or­gasm in a mag­nif­i­cent fire­works dis­play, he said with a crooked grin. He turned Suzie onto all fours and pen­e­trated from be­hind. And as he had said, Suzie be­gan to or­gasm af­ter a short while, her suf­fer­ing ex­pres­sion gave way to a strained, dis­torted laugh­ing gri­mace and she was now or­gas­ming in a burst. Suzie, still ex­hausted from the or­gasms of the morn­ing, didn’t al­low the big or­gasm to break out, it would prob­a­bly have killed her. So she or­gasmed in a chain of small or­gasms un­til Or­lando bucked up and squirted in­side her. They lay next to each other, pant­ing and gasp­ing for breath. Suzie whis­pered, “Oh Or­lando, my lit­tle an­gel, you fuck so won­der­fully! I could eat you whole, I like you that much, you lit­tle devil!”


The boys had watched in si­lence, watch­ing Suzie fuck from so close was a won­der­ful ex­pe­ri­ence for both of them. Flack broke the si­lence and asked timidly if they could fuck their mom too? Suzie didn’t an­swer. But Or­lando said, “There’s noth­ing wrong with it, Suzie, it’s in­cest, but you can re­ally give a shit about that! I’m also do­ing in­cest with Mom, you know that very well, all the women in the apart­ment build­ing are whis­per­ing about us!” Suzie turned around, her head jerk­ing for­ward. “No, I’ve never heard of that be­fore, you lit­tle gang­ster! You con­fess ev­ery­thing to me im­me­di­ately, and don’t lie to me, oth­er­wise you’ll fly out on edge!” Or­lando ducked his head and be­gan.


“It’s been go­ing on like this for over a year. Mom used to some­times do it to me with her fist in the shower, but al­ways with a guilty con­science be­cause that was al­ready in­cest. And Mom didn’t want in­cest, for God’s sake! As I said, a year ago I couldn’t re­sist the urge any­more and crept down to the par­ents’ bed­room, where Dad and Mom were fast asleep. Mom re­ally stuck her ass out of the bed, I care­fully pushed up her night­gown and care­fully pen­e­trated it. Mom’s hand was awake, she wanted to scare away the an­noy­ing fly. But I stuck it deep in­side and my cock ex­ploded im­me­di­ately with­out me hav­ing fucked her. She turned around when she woke up and was about to start scream­ing, but she thought about it, she looked at me an­grily and chased me out. But now I knew that I could do it like that That, but that went in one ear and out the other. At night I crept to her again. But this time she half woke up be­cause I was now lit­er­ally fuck­ing her. I got down on my knees next to her bed un­til she grunted an­grily, but then she fell silent be­cause I fucked her very neatly and squirted in her When she fin­ished, I got the pun­ish­ing look and had to leave. I’ve been do­ing this for over a year and she’s still as an­gry as the first time.


Suzie said that, for the first time, he should please pro­vide a clearer ac­count; things surely didn’t un­fold as sim­ply as a weather re­port. Or­lando cleared his throat: “Once, in the af­ter­noon, I caught her alone on the mar­i­tal bed, fuck­ing her brains out with a soft-rub­ber dildo — so fran­ti­cally and with such fury that she didn’t even hear me ar­rive. I stood there rooted to the spot, watch­ing her fuck her­self; it was in­cred­i­bly hot and in­tense. The air in the room was thick with ten­sion. She had fucked her­self with the dildo, and now I had to fuck her too — with my real cock — as surely as amen fol­lows a prayer. When I got far too close to her — cross­ing bound­aries that should never have wa­vered — she stared at me in sheer hor­ror. Warn­ings ham­mered through her mind —  her Mama had for­bade her the in­cest with her own Daddy af­ter hav­ing him fuck her for weeks in se­cret; that had been the iron­clad law of their fam­ily. But my eyes re­flected only a to­tal loss of con­trol; I couldn’t have cared less what her ‘Mama’ had wanted or what pro­hi­bi­tions she had set in place. I had de­sired her for so long, and on that day, no rules could hold me back.”


“I com­pletely ig­nored her warn­ings, threw her down onto her back, and forced my way in­side her. A fierce, phys­i­cal im­pulse to re­sist flared up within her — she adamantly re­fused to be­come a pas­sive vic­tim or to sub­mit to my rhythm. In protest, she re­peat­edly ripped my cock out of her pussy, de­ter­mined to main­tain this act of re­sis­tance un­til her very last breath. But in­stead of stop­ping me, this des­per­ate strug­gle only fu­eled my ag­gres­sion fur­ther; I rel­ished the in­ten­sity of her re­sis­tance, firmly re­solved to show her that there was no es­cap­ing me.”


“De­spite her ve­he­ment protests, I gripped her wrists even tighter, pinned her body down with my full weight, and bru­tally thrust my cock back into her, over and over again. She felt her body burn­ing un­der this raw, vi­o­lent force, and as she writhed be­neath me in vain, she fought an in­ter­nal bat­tle against the bit­ter re­al­iza­tion that I was de­stroy­ing ev­ery­thing that had ever con­nected us. I, for my part, felt only the tight, con­strict­ing em­brace of her fuck­hole as I con­tin­ued to fuck her.”  …ruth­less to the bit­ter end, brush­ing aside ev­ery sin­gle one of her at­tempts to re­sist.


As her ex­hausted re­sis­tance fi­nally crum­bled, she bore the full force of my dom­i­nance. I held her pinned down re­lent­lessly, thrust deep into her one last time, and filled her com­pletely with my seed — leav­ing her to feel, in stunned dis­be­lief, my warm se­men spread­ing deep within her — the ul­ti­mate, sor­did seal of an un­for­giv­able sin. Breath­ing heav­ily, I fi­nally let her go, filled with the tri­umphant re­al­iza­tion that the in­cest had now been con­sum­mated, and that from this day for­ward, she car­ried my seed in­side her.”


Suzie had lis­tened with a grin, and now she gave him a friendly tap on the back of his head. “I’d as­sumed that fuck­ing poor Mrs. Kra­tochwil was just a one-time slip-up, Or­lando. But now I see you’ve been bang­ing your own mom on a reg­u­lar ba­sis, you lit­tle mutt. And it’s also be­come clear to me that you couldn’t give a damn about in­cest. Right. You bas­tard — you raped your mom af­ter catch­ing her mas­tur­bat­ing.” Or­lando grinned from ear to ear. “Yeah, Suzie — and over and over again, too, be­cause I fig­ured out ex­actly when she’d re­treat to the bed­room to fuck her­self with her dildo. Dad’s pa­thetic, rou­tine sex just hasn’t been enough for her for a long time. By now, I’m con­vinced she gets turned on by my star­ing, and she fucks her­self all the more fu­ri­ously with that damn dildo — just to turn me on. — The dirty bitch!” Suzie’s eyes went wide. “You did it more than once?” Or­lando grinned. “I didn’t keep count, but I’ve prob­a­bly fucked the old lady a hun­dred times — that’s about right. Be­sides, I fuck her al­most ev­ery night, when­ever she sticks her ass out like that. And don’t you dare say she doesn’t want it — she could eas­ily put a stop to all of this if she re­ally wanted to.” Suzie shook her head. “You two are both such strange bas­tards — you and your mom. She puts on an act, doesn’t she? She lets you rape her in the af­ter­noon right af­ter she’s been us­ing her dildo, and then at night, she sticks her ass out, prac­ti­cally beg­ging for you to fuck her. Yet, dur­ing the day, she acts all holier-than-thou, pre­tend­ing she’s suf­fer­ing so ter­ri­bly from your as­saults. Oh, Good God!” Or­lando nod­ded. “Yeah, some­thing like that, Suzie.” Or­lando looked up at her from be­low, a sly ex­pres­sion on his face. “And what about Jo­hannes and Hein­rich? Are you go­ing to play the ‘un­ap­proach­able’ Mama with them, too — only to end up be­ing raped, just like my mom?” Suzie low­ered her head. “I don’t know, Or­lando. Rape? No, that’s out of the ques­tion. Ab­so­lutely not — the sor­did cha­rade you and your mom put on is noth­ing more than a shame­ful, de­praved game be­tween the two of you. But as for let­ting my own sons en­gage in in­cest? I don’t know. It’s a tempt­ing thought, I’ll ad­mit. Still, some­thing in­side me re­sists; it would surely be wrong.” Flick and Flack looked at her with plead­ing eyes. Suzie steeled her­self. “Fine, then — let’s do it. Right now. But one at a time, and in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion — is that clear?” Flick and Flack played a round of rock-pa­per-scis­sors, and then Flick stepped closer.


“Mom, I’m do­ing it be­cause I’ve grown to love you and be­cause I ad­mire you. You’re not a slut like our fos­ter mom, to whom we were just a piece of meat like she was to us.” He laid be­tween Suzie’s thighs and hid his face in her neck. She reached down and pulled on his cock, po­si­tion­ing it and guid­ing it into her pussy hole her­self. She sighed deeply, she was about to let her own son fuck her. Flick sat up and now Suzie ex­pe­ri­enced a won­der­ful fuck, ten­der and lov­ing. She no­ticed how much the boy loved her. He took his time, he fucked long and per­sis­tently. Af­ter fif­teen min­utes he gasped, “Mommy, I have to cum!” and she nod­ded, “That’s okay, son, go ahead!” She soft­ened her­self, opened her pussy softly and let him cum in spurts. A holy shiver ran down her spine. Yes, this was def­i­nitely a holy act. She slowly let FLick slide next to her.


Flack laid down be­tween Suzie’s thighs. She grinned, she felt like a whore, she had been fucked by 5 dif­fer­ent cocks that day and now the sixth was com­ing. She hugged Flack, it was Hein­rich. “Flick­flack,” she mur­mured, her face bliss­ful. He wasn’t in the mood to talk, he and his brother had fucked maybe 10 or 12 women so far, but Suzie was spe­cial, she was his birth mother. He fucked her gen­tly and gen­tly, like she said she liked. She held his head with her hand, she was as bliss­ful as ever in Ely­sium. Jo­hannes also fucked her nicely, he fucked her with­out a word and in­jected in spurts. She held him by his butt cheek, keep­ing his cock in­side un­til it went limp. Only then did she let him slide next to her.


They spent the whole af­ter­noon fuck­ing, nice one af­ter the other, with the boys emp­ty­ing their tanks into Suzie’s cunt. She was on cloud nine, her beloved Or­lando and her two sons fuck­ing her time af­ter time. Oh yes, Suzie was over­joyed be­cause the worry that had weighed on her for 48 hours was gone. She would fuck Hein­rich and Jo­hannes ev­ery day, as of­ten as the boys wanted.


Suzie no longer stag­gered. She had ar­rived. 


The an­gel Eu­gene had kept his word, she some­times thought.





Ce­leste’s sex­ual ex­cite­ments




The Mar­quise van de Meeren gives her son Jack to the Mother Su­pe­rior for 4 or 5 weeks while she gave con­certs in the main cities of Eu­rope, be­ing a fa­mous con­cert pi­anist. She tells Mother Su­pe­rior that her Jack has to be jerked off three times ev­ery morn­ing in the shower to make him squirt and then she can fuck the jerker once or twice be­cause that’s how she taught him and she her­self jerks off and fucks him ev­ery morn­ing. The Mother Su­pe­rior, who re­ceives a large check for this, sum­mons Sis­ter Ce­leste and ex­plains to her what the Mar­quise wants for her son Jack. Sis­ter Ce­leste crosses her­self be­cause son and mother are hav­ing in­ces­tu­ous sex, but she prom­ises the Mother Su­pe­rior that she will ar­range ev­ery­thing to her sat­is­fac­tion. Jack and his mom, the Mar­quise, nod in agree­ment: Deal!








The Un­chaste Deal




Sis­ter Ce­leste came with low­ered eyes and folded hands, as was proper, and stood next to the Mother Su­pe­rior, while the Mar­quise’s car­riage was still stand­ing on the gravel out­side. She lis­tened to the ma­tron’s in­struc­tions —  ev­ery morn­ing, in the shower, three times to squirt, then fuck once or twice —  and her first thought was a pi­ous, a chaste one: a boy who can un­load three times in the morn­ing toi­let and then mate with her, like an an­i­mal in a sta­ble. Well, yes. The flesh is weak.


Then she raised her eyes, looked at Jack —  how he stood there, half boy, half some­thing else, with this in­dif­fer­ent mat­ter-of-fact­ness on his face —  and some­thing in­side her shifted. Three times. To ejac­u­late. And she jerks him off — his own mother! Three times! And then the boy gets to fuck his own Mama two or three times! Two or even three times!  In­cest, Saint Joseph, in­cest un­der the roof of the Holy Church!


She quickly crossed her shoul­der three times, as if that would defuse the mat­ter. It didn’t defuse any­thing. Be­cause while her lips were form­ing “In the name of the fa­ther,” she was al­ready think­ing: And what does Sis­ter Ce­leste do when the boy squirts in the morn­ing? She stands there. She watches. She sees his cock stiffen and twitch, and no one no­tices the tug­ging in her own cunt. Her gaze fell briefly, just a heart­beat, on Jack’s crotch. Three times. Once or twice. That’s more in­ter­course in the morn­ing than in some mar­riages all day Sun­day.


The Mother Su­pe­rior couldn’t have cared less that the Mar­quise spoke of in­cest. The old woman was as hard­ened as an old stew­ing hen; she might — just maybe — raise an eye­brow at a mur­der or a con­fes­sion of one, but that was about it. The Mar­quise jerked off her boy three times ev­ery morn­ing — for Christ’s sake, what was the big deal? And as for the son fuck­ing his own mother — once, twice, or how­ever many times — so what? A good 95% of her novices and nuns had a his­tory in­volv­ing in­cest, her­self in­cluded. The Mother Su­pe­rior grinned, re­veal­ing her crooked, snag­gle-toothed smile. She thought Ce­leste ought to stop act­ing so fool­ish; given that fat check, a lit­tle bit of hand-job­bing and let­ting the boy fuck her with­out com­plaint was surely a small price to pay. Damn right! She fixed her gaze on the sis­ter, who kept cross­ing her­self over and over again. For God’s sake, she needed to stop be­ing so nar­row-minded! The Mother Su­pe­rior knew ev­ery­thing about Ce­leste’s sex life in the con­vent — she knew about her nightly cli­toral mas­tur­ba­tion, and about Sis­ter Car­men — a real slut, that one — lick­ing her clit. She also knew that, al­most ev­ery morn­ing, Car­men would give Ce­leste’s pussy a proper thrash­ing with a whip, fin­ish­ing it off by fuck­ing her to or­gasm with the phal­lus-shaped end of the whip’s han­dle. No, Ce­leste was ex­actly the right per­son for this job. She just needed to stop act­ing so clumsy about it!


The Mother Su­pe­rior ex­pected an an­swer, and Ce­leste forced the pi­ous side of her for­ward, folded her hands tighter, and said it: “Yes,  Mother Su­pe­rior. I will ar­range ev­ery­thing to your sat­is­fac­tion.”


As soon as I said that, the pig down­stairs spoke up again. Ar­range. How do you ar­range that, please? In the morn­ing, naked, in the shower hall, with the hose in one hand and the boy in the other —  the cock or the towel, I don’t even know which to reach for first.


Jack and the Mar­quise nod­ded in agree­ment. Deal.


Ce­leste quickly low­ered her eyes again, be­fore any­one could see that in her head there was just a naked boy stand­ing un­der luke­warm wa­ter, and that she, Sis­ter Ce­leste, had al­ready counted three times in her head —  and was no longer pi­ous the fourth time.


Ce­leste leads him down the hall­way in the first twi­light, her hands pi­ously folded again, as if she could an­tic­i­pate the naked­ness that was about to come. “It’s ac­tu­ally called Flag­el­lar­ium,” she said qui­etly, “be­cause this is where the sis­ters who de­sire whip­ping sex­u­ally or who need to be pun­ished sex­u­ally are whipped.”


She opened the door and Jack stood there —  rooted to the spot, as if nailed to the ground.


A naked nun sat on a stool, legs spread wide, her head thrown back. Kneel­ing be­fore her was a naked nun, her face buried be­tween the first one’s thighs, her lips pressed di­rectly against the other’s  cunt. A third sis­ter stood nearby — also naked, a whip in her fist — bring­ing it down in a steady rhythm upon the back and labia of the kneel­ing woman. The blows were not bru­tal, yet firm enough that with each strike, the woman be­ing pun­ished would lurch for­ward, her lips lean­ing to­ward the other’s cunt — though never quite reach­ing it. With ev­ery lash, her lower back and tor­mented cunt would twitch. Once, twice, ten dozen times. Then, the one wield­ing the whip reached down ca­su­ally, took the han­dle — a leather, pe­nis-shaped han­dle — and rammed it into the kneel­ing woman’s cunt from be­hind, fuck­ing her then re­lent­lessly. Mean­while, the nun who fucked the woman be­ing pun­ished hard with the pe­nis-shaped shaft, and the woman be­ing whipped erupted in a sin­gle, long, sus­tained cry — a sound that hov­ered, un­able to de­cide be­tween holy agony and sex­ual ec­stasy.


Ce­leste had al­ready seen it all, she her­self was held down al­most daily by Sis­ter Agnes and whipped by Sis­ter Car­men, these two sows whipped and fucked Ce­leste as penance for her nightly clit-mas­tur­ba­tion. A hun­dred times. She knew ex­actly what it sounded like, what it smelled like. And yet — she felt her gaze shift to the side, to Jack, who was watch­ing, mouth agape. Jack saw for the first time a nun be­ing fucked to shame by two oth­ers with the pe­nis-shaped han­dle of a whip. ‘And I al­ready know what the boy has now’, she thought. He got a stiff cock as sure as there is.


She looked. He had. His chunky cock stood erect, dark, heavy.


Holy Vir­gin! The boy stands here like a stal­lion in the sta­ble and I’m sup­posed to shower him, to jerk him off, and to fuck him. Je­sus Christ!!


The row of show­ers was op­po­site, open, with­out a cur­tain, as is usual in monas­ter­ies, where shame in front of sis­ters is sup­pos­edly not nec­es­sary. There they stood, seven or eight naked sis­ters, wa­ter on their shoul­ders and breasts, gos­sip­ing un­til Ce­leste came in with the naked boy. Then their eyes opened wide. Hands that were just hold­ing the soap sank. Wa­ter was run­ning, nip­ples were stand­ing, and eight heads turned as if on com­mand to the one big erect cock walk­ing through their shower house.


Ce­leste knew she was play­ing a role now, whether she wanted to or not. So she did what sis­ters do: she washed the boy, from head to toe, with soap, with wa­ter, with neat move­ments. Neck. Armpits. Breast. Back. Arms, fin­gers, be­tween the fin­gers. Butt, top, bot­tom, and she felt her fin­gers trem­bling as she moved down the back and back up the front.


She just didn’t go around the tail. She didn’t dare go around the cock yet.


“What we dis­cussed in front of the Mother Su­pe­rior,” she said, louder than nec­es­sary so that the oth­ers heard it and she be­lieved it her­self, “it’s all non­sense. I’m cer­tainly not go­ing to jerk you off, I’m a chaste nun af­ter all. And fuck­ing isn’t avail­able ei­ther, you cheeky lit­tle thing.” She wiped a drop off his shoul­der as if that was the whole deal. “It’s best if you jerk your­self off, or  I’ll ask  the nuns op­po­site if they want to jerk you off.”


There I said it, she thought. Chaste nun. Jerk­ing off is not avail­able. Fuck­ing is not avail­able. I just talked my­self out of it.


And un­der the fine speech: But when I jerk him off my­self, then here in front of the oth­ers is my fin­ger on his cock, and ev­ery­one sees that I can do it, and ev­ery­one sees that I like it, and then the ques­tions come, and then there’s no go­ing back. Bet­ter an­other one. Bet­ter not me.


Jack swal­lowed. It was a bit­ter blow, you could see it —  the boy had ex­pected more. He mur­mured, half de­fi­antly, half meekly, that she should then ask one of the other nuns to jerk him off.


Ce­leste gasped. Good. Very good. No­body looks at me.


So she went over and asked Sis­ter Agnes. The old woman had been in the monastery for a long time, broad, strong, with red hands from soap and work, and not one that adorned for long. She came over, looked the boy up and down, said dryly that it was a neat lit­tle job and that she could jerk him off three times if she had to.


Ce­leste stood next to her.


And sank in shame.


Not be­cause it was some­thing for­bid­den. But be­cause it was the most nat­u­ral thing in the world: a naked old nun kneel­ing next to the boy, wrap­ping one hand around his cock, hold­ing his bot­tom with the other like one would hold a calf, and then calmly and evenly be­gan to jerk his cock off. Not squea­mish, not pi­ous. Dry, mat­ter-of-fact, three times with great ef­fort un­til it squirted out of the boy, the first time quickly, the sec­ond time harder, the third time with a moan that rang through the en­tire shower house.


Ce­leste stood there, wa­ter run­ning down her face, and she couldn’t see any­thing else. She heard the sis­ters across the show­ers whis­per­ing. She heard Agnes say: “So, boy, jerked off three times, as or­dered.” And she heard, very qui­etly, within her­self, her own voice, which was no longer pi­ous:


Three times. From old Agnes. From the old woman! And I, the chaste nun, didn’t touch the boy just around his cock. And next time, next time  —  when I’m the one hold­ing him  —  what do I do then, holy vir­gin, what do I do then?


Jack said, “Sis­ter Ce­leste, look, you’ve to­tally messed up your habit!” She looked down. It was true. The wa­ter and the soap had soaked through the heavy ma­te­rial up to her knees, and the bot­tom hem hung soak­ing wet and dark on her legs. “To­mor­row you’ll take off your clothes like ev­ery­one else here and wash me naked,” said Jack, “you’ll hang your robe or habit on a hook like the oth­ers do. You’d be pretty stupid to keep your robe on while show­er­ing me and mess it up.”


Ce­leste nod­ded be­cause it sounded very sen­si­ble. Of course, she usu­ally show­ered naked like ev­ery­one else. Of course that was the only right so­lu­tion. And of course, she thought as she nod­ded, it’s ex­actly the so­lu­tion I was just try­ing to avoid.


She said, “Okay, we can try it to­mor­row. But you have to prom­ise to keep your hands to your­self. I’m a chaste, asex­ual nun, young man! No grop­ing, no touchy-touchy!”


Jack nod­ded and promised never, ever to touch her.


Ce­leste said it loudly so she could hear it. Chaste. Asex­ual. It’s all there. Ev­ery­thing has been dis­cussed. Ev­ery­thing is se­cured.


And un­der­neath, with­out her be­ing able to con­trol it: naked. To­mor­row. Morn­ing. Me naked in front of the boy, with soap, wa­ter, and a cock that squirted three times with old Agnes. And he keeps the pens with him —  which means I have to touch his cock. Which means I have to go di­rectly on the cock! Which means I have my hands on him and my eyes on him and no cowl in be­tween. Lord, if this doesn’t go wrong.


She forced her thoughts back and pulled her­self to­gether. There was the sec­ond thing.


He dressed and she ac­com­pa­nied him to his sparse cell. Cold light, a cot, a chair, a cross. She folded her hands.


“So, now the sec­ond prob­lem comes up, Jack. The fuck­ing. Well, def­i­nitely not with me, be­cause of be­ing a nun and all. But if you ab­so­lutely have to fuck —  I could ask one of the novices. They haven’t taken a vow of chastity in the first four years like I have. What do you think?”


Jack nod­ded, smil­ing in an­tic­i­pa­tion. “Oh yes, a young and pretty novice to fuck, you would do your job well, Sis­ter Ce­leste.”


Ce­leste nod­ded, scur­ried out, and it was only min­utes be­fore she re­turned with a young girl in her hand.


Rosie.


She in­tro­duced the two of them to each other. And Jack no­ticed as he looked at her — slen­der, round face, short-cropped hair un­der her novice hood — that Rosi was deaf and dumb. Maybe fif­teen, def­i­nitely not six­teen. And Ce­leste in­sisted rigidly that Rosi was al­ready eigh­teen, al­most nine­teen.


Why do I say this? Ce­leste asked her­self as she spoke, calmly, firmly, as if it were of­fi­cial. Why do I em­pha­size her age as if I have to sell her? Why am I in­tro­duc­ing the girl here like a thing to be de­liv­ered? And why, holy vir­gin, why do I feel like I’m be­ing tested all the time —  whether I’d rather give the boy to Rosi or whether I want him.


She watched as Rosi and Jack looked at each other. Rosi didn’t know where to put her hands. Nei­ther does Jack, but for a dif­fer­ent rea­son. Ce­leste, the nun who wanted noth­ing to do with it, stood by and thought:


I said, def­i­nitely not with me. I said it twice, to­day. First in the shower, then here. And ev­ery time I say it, it sounds less like con­vic­tion and more like wish­ful think­ing.


To Ce­leste’s amaze­ment, Jack raised his hands and be­gan to sign. And Rosi’s face lit up like a can­dle. She an­swered with her fin­gers, quickly, an­i­mat­edly, and Jack laughed back, and Ce­leste stood by, not un­der­stand­ing a sin­gle move­ment from this quick lit­tle con­ver­sa­tion. What are they talk­ing about? What does he tell her? Why is she blush­ing? Why doesn’t she blush with shame, but blush with joy?


Gen­tly and slowly, Jack be­gan to un­dress Rosi. He didn’t do it greed­ily, but neatly, one piece at a time, and Rosi let it hap­pen with­out be­ing em­bar­rassed, raised her arms where nec­es­sary and even helped a lit­tle. Then they sat naked next to each other on the cot, the hunch­backed lit­tle boy and the deaf-mute girl, and con­tin­ued their con­ver­sa­tion with their hands.


Jack ques­tioned her im­pu­dently. Ce­leste wouldn’t have done it any other way, but she never asked so di­rectly. Rosi said —  with her fin­gers, with her eyes, with her whole face —  that she was al­ready over fif­teen and had been fuck­ing her dad, her un­cles and her neph­ews at home for two years; it was com­mon for them. No, she hadn’t minded. Her older sis­ter had to do the same. Un­for­tu­nately there are no men here in the monastery, so she has to jerk off with her fin­ger ev­ery night, but that is not the same as fuck­ing.


No, Ce­leste thought, that’s not it. That’s not it at all. And her fist was al­ready on her lap, even though she hadn’t no­ticed it yet.


Jack talked back about how things were go­ing with him and his mom. Ce­leste lis­tened —  now it is, now comes the in­cest, now let’s see how the girl re­acts to it —  and Rosi didn’t bat an eye­lid. In­cest or not, that was be­yond her ass. Ce­leste was al­most out­raged. Out of your ass? I crossed my­self be­cause of it! And the lit­tle one sits here and doesn’t even flinch!


Then Rosi asked if it was true that Ce­leste had brought her here to fuck. Jack con­firmed, but only if you want it your­self  —  he’s not a rapist.


Then Rosi turned to him, kissed his cheek, and spoke with her hands, and Jack didn’t trans­late it for Ce­leste, but she still un­der­stood enough: You look a lit­tle slanted with your hump, but your cock looks great, enough to bite into. Come on, let’s fuck, I’m re­ally keen on it!


Ce­leste hardly un­der­stood a word of it. Just this much: that the two of them ob­vi­ously got along and smiled at the same time, that Rosi even gave Jack a kiss on the cheek as if she had known him for years.


And Ce­leste re­mained seated on the stool, pressed her fist into her crotch — right where her cunt and clit were anatom­i­cally — and forced a neu­tral ex­pres­sion on her face.


Neu­tral. Stay neu­tral. You are the su­per­vi­sor. You are only here to ful­fill the or­ders of the Mar­quise and the Mother Su­pe­rior.


Jack laid Rosi out on the cot, calmly, mat­ter-of-factly, as if he had done it a hun­dred times be­fore, and the hunch­backed, short boy knelt be­tween her bare thighs. Rosi’s knees fell apart. She waited, with­out im­pa­tience, with shin­ing eyes.


And Ce­leste saw his cock —  which she had avoided this morn­ing, which she had not dared to go around, which old Agnes had made squirt three times —  at­tached to Rosi’s cunt.


Jack’s cock slid in slowly and gen­tly.


Ce­leste let out a sigh, “Oh my God!”


And she heard her­self, and she was im­me­di­ately ashamed of the sound, and she pressed her fist even tighter into her lap, and some­thing screamed in­side her:


Oh my god, look at that. Look at that. That’s how it works. So that’s how it works. And I’m sit­ting here on my stool like an old prayer sis­ter, press­ing my fist be­tween my legs be­cause oth­er­wise I would scream. Chaste, asex­ual nun. Yes Yes Yes. Look at her. Look at him. The way he pushes his cock in, the way she closes her eyes. And the whole room sud­denly smells like meat, and I haven’t added any­thing to it, noth­ing at all, and yet I’m tin­gling like a young thing. Lord, help. Or don’t help. Doesn’t mat­ter. I’ll just keep watch­ing.


Jack fucked Rosi slowly and care­fully, with long, calm strokes, the way you calm an an­i­mal be­fore rid­ing it. Ce­leste’s fist on her lap acted in­no­cent, ly­ing there as if by chance, as if dis­carded. But in re­al­ity, she was rub­bing her clit through the fab­ric with her knuck­les, just as she did naked in her cell ev­ery night when ev­ery­thing was quiet and the cross was in the dark. And she hid it very clev­erly. I’m just sit­ting there. I’m just watch­ing. My hand rests. Noth­ing more.


Noth­ing more.


But Rosi, she fucked very ac­tively. She didn’t lie there like a piece of drift­wood, she hugged Jack’s thin back and the strange hump, she held on to him as if she might fall, and she re­sponded beau­ti­fully to his rhythm. They found each other in sec­onds. ‘In sync,’ Ce­leste would have thought if she had known the word. Rosi’s face glowed with lust. The boy had found her G-spot im­me­di­ately, right at the first ap­proach, like a dows­ing rod, and now he was driv­ing the girl up the hill, step by step, thrust by thrust, and he would send her fall­ing over the cliff into her or­gasm in a few min­utes.


Rosi croaked in her deaf-mute voice, rough, bro­ken, like a sound that wasn’t prac­ticed: “Jack, I’m al­ready very close!”


And Jack re­dou­bled his ef­forts.


Mean­while, Ce­leste’s fist had done its own work. With­out her notic­ing, the pres­sure had in­creased, gath­ered, pulled on a sin­gle small spot un­der her an­kle —  and tipped. She, Ce­leste, had just had an or­gasm, silently, with­out a sound, on a stool, with her fist in her lap, while two naked young peo­ple fucked in front of her. Now the or­gasm passed in her, seeped away, be­came cool, and she strained to look over it so as not to miss any­thing.


Does any­one here be­lieve that? she thought. Does any­one think I just came? No. None. Be­cause I’m hid­ing it. Be­cause no one should see it. Lord, what kind of per­son am I?


Oh yes  —  and Jack’s cock was a real beat­ing. He kept widen­ing Rosi’s fuck hole, pushed it open, let it give in and close again, and Rosi clung to him with her in­ner walls like a drown­ing woman clutch­ing the rope. Her whole body twitched, heaved, trem­bled, arms, thighs, stom­ach, ev­ery­thing moved, ev­ery­thing worked to­wards one point.


Ce­leste saw juice be­ing squeezed out of Rosi’s fuck hole, white and foamy, and run­ning down her ass cheeks. And then, fi­nally, Jack squirted with all his might into Rosi’s pussy hole. Ce­leste saw it clearly. She saw Jack’s scro­tum bounc­ing up and down, in time with the pump it­self, and she saw Rosi jerk her head back and say some­thing in her croaky voice that couldn’t be un­der­stood but was very well in­ter­preted.


Yes, Ce­leste thought as she stared. Now he in­jects his juice into Rosi. Just like my dad had in­jected it into me.


And her own body was shak­ing.


And the shak­ing didn’t stop when Jack stopped. It con­tin­ued to run, rip­pling through her, as if Jack had fucked her and not Rosi. As if it had been her fuck hole that he had just left open, her clit that his cock had touched, her stom­ach into which the juice was now spurt­ing, only through the air, only through the dis­tance to her stool.


Shut up, Ce­leste, she told her­self. You are the su­per­vi­sor. You are only here to ful­fill the Mar­quise’s mis­sion. What you feel here is noth­ing spe­cial. Ev­ery nun has what you feel here. What you feel here — 


And then her eyes fell on Jack’s cock, which was slowly slip­ping out of Rosi, still shiny, still half-stiff, and on Rosi, who didn’t want to close her legs yet, and on the small pud­dle be­tween her thighs.


“It’s noth­ing,” she fin­ished her thought. Ab­so­lutely noth­ing.


And pressed his fist again, very firmly, against her lap.


Jack fished two joints out of his back­pack and lit them, one for him­self, one for Rosi. And they smoked, and the sweet smoke soon hung un­der the low ceil­ing, and Ce­leste, who had never tasted one be­fore, just in­haled it through her nose, and her head felt a lit­tle light, with­out hav­ing lifted a fin­ger.


The two seemed to have for­got­ten her. Rosi’s face shone in the holy smoke, half in the dim light, half in the can­dle­light, and she kissed Jack’s cheek again and again, ca­su­ally, as if it were a breath. And they spoke in sign lan­guage again.


Rosi said —  her hands were quick, her face was lively —  that she had never had an or­gasm with ei­ther her dad or her un­cles. With them she had just laid there and en­dured it, and then mas­tur­bated alone in her room at night in or­der to have some­thing at all. But there was a nephew, Leo, the lion, who also had a cock like Jack, and she reg­u­larly had her or­gasms from him. That’s the only rea­son she loved her nephew.


That’s where she gets it. In which. Like Jack. A beat­ing too, she said. Ce­leste looked at the cot. So there is, this kind of cock. Sev­eral. And I re­ally saw her for the first time to­day. All right, I’ve seen it be­fore, but  —  oh well. Not in ac­tion.


Jack nod­ded and an­swered with his hands.


“Mom al­ways rubbed my cock,” he said loudly be­cause it was eas­ier, “and when I was seven, al­most eight, she made me squirt. She had bought an oint­ment from an herbal witch, rubbed it on my cock three times a day, and so it be­came a meat cock. Big and thick. Be­cause of the witch. For mom.”


Rosi grinned and ges­tured back that Leo also had a meaty cock like that, and it never went limp like the oth­ers —  it re­mained at least semi-rigid, and they fucked one af­ter the other so of­ten that Leo’s back hurt.


Jack grinned. “Mom didn’t do it with­out ul­te­rior mo­tives,” he said bla­tantly as Ce­leste lis­tened. “Now she had a son with a mag­nif­i­cent cock, a meat cock, and she en­joyed be­ing fucked twice in the morn­ing and then sev­eral times in the evening when dad was away or was al­ready deeply asleep.”


Ce­leste tried in vain to de­ci­pher the sign con­ver­sa­tion. She only picked up scraps, and the scraps were sus­pi­cious. Tail. spank­ing. Meat cock. Fuck. Twice in the morn­ing. Sev­eral times in the evening. When daddy sleeps deeply. With a vo­cab­u­lary like that, you don’t need any other words. She waited for a word about the nun. It didn’t come. Ap­par­ently it was no longer there for the two of them.


Good, she thought. Very good. Then I can let my­self be ob­served undis­turbed. Er  —  ob­serve undis­turbed. I mean, ob­serve undis­turbed that they are not watch­ing me. Doesn’t mat­ter.


And as she sat there, the other thing came back to her. Jack’s cock. She had seen him in ac­tion —  in the shower room, stiff and heavy, and just in­side Rosi, push­ing it in and squirt­ing the juice into it. And now, in the smoke, with the slight pres­sure in her head, in the warm cell, with the two naked men on the cot, her body wanted to feel him in­side her too. Very easy. In it­self. And get pushed. And have that mo­ment that Rosi had just had.


And then the in­ter­nal po­lice of­fi­cer spoke up.


And? she said. And? What are you imag­in­ing? You are a nun. You are chaste. You are asex­ual. You said it three times to­day, three times, so you mean it. So what do you want with his cock in­side you?


First of all, Ce­leste an­swered in­ter­nally, I only said it twice and wasn’t en­tirely con­vinced the third time. Sec­ond  — 


Sec­ond! The po­lice­woman raised her voice. Sec­ondly, you sat on the stool ear­lier and rubbed your clit through the fab­ric un­til you came, and that’s prob­a­bly the nas­ti­est thing that can hap­pen to a nun while she’s su­per­vis­ing. And thirdly, you want to be fucked now, you pig.


Fourthly, Ce­leste added de­fi­antly, and she didn’t know where she got the courage from, fourthly, I want it from that hunch­backed lit­tle guy over there, just like he did it to Rosi. Twice in the morn­ing and sev­eral times in the evening, like he did with his mom.


She pushed her fist back into her lap. And she said noth­ing, and no one saw it. But her mind was now on two things at the same time: the bright, warm smoke that wafted through the cell —  and a beat­ing, a meat cock that she now knew very well what it looked like, how it felt, how it worked.


And she still hadn’t said a word to ei­ther of them.


And now Jack dived. He sat down be­tween Rosi’s thighs, buried his face in her lap, took the whole cunt into his mouth, and his tongue danced polka on the clit of the com­pletely sur­prised but laugh­ing Rosi. At first Rosi laughed, gig­gled, croaked, and then the gig­gles be­came shorter and shorter, whistling more and more, and then stopped.


A hot feel­ing ran down Ce­leste’s spine. She knew that. She knew it ex­actly, that path, the mouth, the clit, the or­gasm. Be­cause Sis­ter Car­men, the hot-tem­pered Span­ish woman, some­times used to dive be­tween her thighs, in the shower room or in read­ing class or wher­ever it was con­ve­nient, and lick Ce­leste’s clit to or­gasm. And the other nuns who were present nod­ded thought­fully and en­vi­ously: “Yes, yes, Car­men. That’s a brave pig, the pig is lick­ing the Ce­leste here in front of all of us.”


Brave pig. Ce­leste had never liked the term. She was the quiet one, the se­date one, the de­mure one, the one who was licked by an­other. And if Car­men does it, then it’s still half­way okay. Be­cause Car­men is it. Be­cause she has the rep­u­ta­tion, she can do it. But if I were to do it —  if I, Ce­leste, were to put my tongue on some­one, a boy at that, a naked lit­tle boy —  then I would sud­denly be such a brave pig my­self. And then I couldn’t say any­more, it’s Car­men, that’s how she is.


And then I would have to ad­mit that it is me. A pig. One with clit and pussy and ev­ery­thing.


In these mo­ments, in the sec­onds of sad­ness af­ter Car­men’s licked or­gasm —  and Ce­leste knew these sec­onds only too well —  Ce­leste wanted to sink into the ground.


It wasn’t lust that made her sink. The plea­sure was beau­ti­ful, it was easy. It was the sec­ond af­ter that. The post-coital sad­ness. When the body was still shak­ing and the head was al­ready cold and be­gan to cal­cu­late. Then she heard the oth­ers nod: “Car­men, the brave pig,” and she knew that she her­self wasn’t even in­cluded in the sen­tence, as a per­son. It ap­peared as a place. As a stain. Than the place where Car­men had her tongue. As the clit that Car­men licks. And then she sat up­right, neatly, and nod­ded along, as if she wasn’t the per­son af­fected, but some­one who hap­pened to be sit­ting next to them.


Be­fore she went to the monastery, Ce­leste had a girl­friend. Her name was Marie and she was six months older. They lived two yards apart, they were the same age and the same level of bore­dom, and they took turns sleep­ing next to each other once a week, as chil­dren do in the coun­try. Some­times in Marie’s bed, some­times in Ce­leste’s bed. The moth­ers thought they were friends. The fa­thers thought it would be safe be­cause two girls to­gether can’t do any harm.


The fa­thers were wrong.


It started with a tickle. Marie was tick­lish, Ce­leste was too, and in the evening in bed they started tick­ling each other, un­der the armpits, on the stom­ach, on the knees. And at some point one of Marie’s hands slipped a lit­tle too far up be­tween Ce­leste’s legs while she was tick­ling, and Ce­leste made a sound that Marie had never heard her make be­fore.


Marie paused.


“What was that?” she asked.


“Noth­ing.”


“Do it again.”


And Marie did it again, and Ce­leste made the sound again, and then they stopped tick­ling, but Marie just left her hand there, and then she went a lit­tle fur­ther, and then she touched the clit, com­pletely by chance, com­pletely with­out a plan. And Ce­leste, who at eleven al­ready knew what her clit was and what you could do with it, but not that you could let an­other hand touch it, lay very still and al­lowed it.


It was the first con­tact with a sec­ond per­son who was not a man.


It’s not like daddy. With dad, it’s a process. For Marie it’s a tick­ling sen­sa­tion. Marie tick­les me down there where dad pushes his Schniedel­wutz in, and it tick­les, and it’s not stren­u­ous, and it’s not of­fi­cial, and Marie waits. Marie just waits un­til I tell her to go ahead. And I say: keep go­ing.


That night Marie did it right.


She pushed the blan­ket away, she pushed Ce­leste’s night­gown up to her armpits, and then she lay down next to it, on her side, her head propped up, and looked. She looked Ce­leste up and down, the way men did, but with a dif­fer­ent face. Not greedy. Cu­ri­ous. Re­search­ing. With a small, nar­row grin at the cor­ner of her mouth, which was not yet a woman’s smile, but no longer a child’s smile ei­ther.


Then she grabbed it.


Not with a fin­ger, but with the palm of your hand. She put her whole hand on Ce­leste’s cunt, like one puts one’s hand on a warm stone, and kept it there, and then she be­gan to rub. Not at one point, but over the en­tire crack, with the heel of the hand, with the en­tire length of the hand, in a quiet, long, even stroke that started some­where at the top and ended some­where at the bot­tom and came up again.


Ce­leste held her breath.


I’ve never done it like that be­fore. I al­ways do it se­lec­tively. Al­ways on the clit, al­ways im­me­di­ately, al­ways hard. Marie does it like a long line, from top to bot­tom, and the clit is in the mid­dle of it, and it is taken along with­out it be­ing the only one. And that is com­pletely dif­fer­ent. And that’s quite good. And the whole time I thought I knew how to do it.


Marie took her hand away af­ter a while and looked at Ce­leste.


“Show me how you do it,” she said.


And Ce­leste, who had never shown any­one how she jerked off, raised her hand and showed her. Just as she would show it to Jack later, she showed it to Marie first. Showed where the fin­gers are, in what rhythm, with how much pres­sure, at what speed, where it stops, where it pulls, where you shouldn’t stop. Marie watched, and then she placed her hand on Ce­leste’s hand and let her­self be guided un­til she knew Ce­leste’s rou­tine.


Now she knows. Now Marie knows how I do it. Now she can do it to me like I do it to my­self. And that’s good be­cause then it’s no longer she who does some­thing with me, but it’s mine who just guides her. And Marie is not the dad. Marie is not the school­boy. Marie doesn’t do what she wants. Marie does what I want.


And Marie did it. Fol­low­ing Ce­leste’s in­struc­tions. And Ce­leste came for the first time in her life in the pres­ence of an­other hu­man be­ing. Not alone in bed. Not in hid­ing. But in front of Marie. And Marie watched as Ce­leste twitched, and Marie smiled, and Marie said when Ce­leste was fin­ished, “Aha. So that’s what it looks like.”


Then they swapped.


Ce­leste laid Marie down. She pushed her night­gown up. She looked. Marie was softer than her, had lit­tle hair, had breasts that made Marie squeak a lit­tle when you touched them, and she al­ready had the first down on her pussy be­tween her legs. Ce­leste looked for a long time. It was the first time she had seen a pussy up close that wasn’t her own in the pocket mir­ror. She felt her, with one fin­ger, with two fin­gers, on the labia, on the fold, on top of the clit, on the lit­tle point that was smaller than hers and that lay un­der the fore­skin like a pearl that wanted to hide shame­fully. Marie had never re­ally jerked her clit be­fore.


And then, all of a sud­den, out of an in­stinct she couldn’t ex­plain, Ce­leste did some­thing she’d never done be­fore.


She dove head down and licked Marie’s clit.


Marie jumped up like a fish.


“What are you do­ing?” she croaked.


“I don’t know,” Ce­leste said, her mouth al­ready down again.


And Marie let her­self lie down again and let it hap­pen, and Ce­leste licked. First at the crack, with the flat tongue, like a kit­ten drinks from a bowl. Then at the top of the clit, with the tip of the tongue, in time, al­ways at the same point, al­ways with the same pres­sure, again and again.


Marie twitches. Marie twitches un­der my tongue. Marie twitches like me when I do it with my hand. But she twitches un­der my mouth, my tongue, and that’s some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent. That’s  —  that’s my mouth in her pussy. My mouth. And I’m thir­teen, and I’ve al­ready fucked a lot of men, and I’ve never been in a mouth. And yet Marie lies here and twitches be­neath me, and her pussy twitches, and her hips twitches, and she holds my head with both hands as if she couldn’t let me go.


Marie came. With a small, short, sur­prised cry, like a girl who has just dis­cov­ered that her own body is ca­pa­ble of more than ex­pected. And when she was done, she pulled Ce­leste up and looked at her, for a long time, with a face Ce­leste didn’t rec­og­nize. Not girl­friend. Not com­rade. Some­thing third, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble.


And then Marie said:


“Now me.”


And she dove down.


Ce­leste had an ex­pe­ri­ence she would never for­get. A girl be­tween her legs. A tongue on her clit that wasn’t her own. A mouth that did what her mouth would have done, only with a dif­fer­ent tongue, with a dif­fer­ent pres­sure, with a rhythm that wasn’t hers and that hit her in such a way that she al­most came up twice and al­most screamed once and then, on the third at­tempt, came, re­ally, long, in waves, with tears in her eyes.


And Marie car­ried on, as one car­ries on when one has just ex­pe­ri­enced it and knows how good it is. She didn’t let up. She held the clit be­tween her lips and licked while Ce­leste was still twitch­ing, and Ce­leste twitched again, again, and Marie licked, and Ce­leste screamed, re­ally loud this time, and Marie kept lick­ing, and Ce­leste brought her knees to­gether, and Marie forced them open with her hand, and kept lick­ing un­til Ce­leste fell com­pletely dis­traught against the pil­lows and lay there pant­ing, pulling up the cov­ers and clos­ing her eyes.


That was it. That’s it. That’s what a mouth does. Not the dad. Not the mayor. Not the sur­geon. A mouth. A girl’s mouth. And it’s so much dif­fer­ent. It is soft, and it is ten­der, and it has time, and it wants noth­ing. It doesn’t want any­thing from me. Marie doesn’t want any­thing from me. Marie lies down there and licks me and doesn’t want any­thing, she doesn’t want to fin­ish, she doesn’t want to go, she doesn’t want it to stop. She wants me to feel it. Just that. And I feel it. And I feel it more strongly than ever be­fore.


From that evening on­wards there was no girl’s room with­out it.


They did it ev­ery week. And soon it won’t just be ev­ery week any­more.


It be­came a habit, and it grew more and more. They did it in the crib, they did it in the hay, they did it be­hind the shed, they did it in the woods, they did it in the laun­dry room when the moth­ers were out. And it be­came more and more dar­ing, more and more long, more and more pig­gish. Marie wanted to try it with a can­dle one day, and then Ce­leste was ly­ing there with her legs spread and Marie pushed the can­dle into her, slowly, care­fully, and Ce­leste felt some­thing in­side her for the first time that wasn’t a cock, but just a round, smooth, warm thing, and it didn’t hurt, and it didn’t hurt, and it didn’t hurt.


That’s it. Some­thing warm, smooth that pushes in­side and doesn’t pump around. Not like these guys. Like a hand that is just vis­it­ing and doesn’t want any­thing. And I now re­al­ize that there is a feel­ing in­side me that doesn’t hurt. Only men hurt. Not things. And Marie and the can­dle don’t hurt. And I still don’t know what it all means. But I no­ticed it.


And Marie also wanted Ce­leste to do it to her with the can­dle, and Ce­leste did it, and they pushed the can­dle into each other’s cunts, and they took turns lick­ing each other, and they rubbed each other with the palm of their hand, with their fin­gers, with the back of their hands. They lay on top of each other and rubbed their clits against each other un­til they both came at once, in a sin­gle, shared spasm that sur­prised them both and made them both gig­gle, and then they lay there, wet and sweaty and happy, and Marie said:


“If only these guys knew.”


And Ce­leste said:


“You don’t know.”


No. They don’t know. The guys don’t know. They come, they take us, they go. And they don’t know what the two of us are do­ing here. That’s our thing. Our girl thing. And if the men knew that we lick each other un­til we scream, they would won­der why they were needed at all. And then maybe they would try to join in. And then things would get com­pli­cated. So we don’t tell them.


And they didn’t tell them.


And it went on like that for two years. Un­til Marie, at six­teen, mar­ried a man from the neigh­bor­ing vil­lage who knew noth­ing about her and who would one day ask her why she was so good at it. And Marie would say: “I was mar­ried early on.” And she wouldn’t say with whom.


And Ce­leste came to the monastery at sev­en­teen. And in the con­vent there was Sis­ter Car­men, the hot-tem­pered Span­ish woman, who started lick­ing her just like Marie had done. And Ce­leste im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized what was hap­pen­ing and al­lowed it to hap­pen with­out be­ing sur­prised. Be­cause she knew what it was like. Be­cause she knew it from Marie.


Car­men licks me. Car­men is not Marie. Car­men is a nun and a pig. But Car­men licks just like Marie, at the top of the clit, with the tip of her tongue, in ex­actly the right rhythm. And all the other sis­ters say: “Yes, yes, Car­men, she’s a brave pig.” And none of them know that Car­men is just do­ing what Marie did years ago. And none of them know that I, Ce­leste, the chaste, the asex­ual, the chaste, have known for years what it’s like to be licked by a girl. And that if no one sees it, some­one could do it too. And if I were to do it to Car­men, then ev­ery­one would say: “Ce­leste? She’s do­ing it to Car­men? But Ce­leste is oth­er­wise so re­served.” And then sud­denly I would no longer be a nun. Then I would be some­one who licks. A pig like Car­men or old Agnes, that is.


And that’s why Ce­leste kept quiet for seven years. Be­cause she knew how good clit lick­ing was, and be­cause she knew that a nun who was good at it would be a very dif­fer­ent nun. One with a clit and mouth and fin­gers and ev­ery­thing. One that would have to be clas­si­fied into a sub­ject, and she didn’t know which one.


She could have clas­si­fied her­self as “girl who fucked Marie” and then as “nun who jerks off at night” and then as “nun who gets licked by Car­men” and then as  —  well, then what?


Car­men was the heat that came in where the other sis­ters were cool­ness. A Span­ish woman, tall, dark eyes, red lips, hands that grabbed hold where oth­ers only dabbed. She turned the re­treat into an an­i­mal en­clo­sure and made her­self the mis­tress of it. And her fa­vorite ob­ject was me.


She licked me in front of the other sis­ters. Not in a cor­ner, not in the dark —  but quite openly, in the mid­dle of the day, in the re­fec­tory, on the bench next to the wall, or in the wash­room where the oth­ers were wring­ing out the sheets. She pushed my habit up, knelt down, and licked. Wild, un­abashed, with tongue and lips as if that were her real de­vo­tion. The sis­ters stood around, look­ing, whis­per­ing, gig­gling, and Car­men didn’t look up, didn’t let her­self be dis­turbed. She licked un­til I col­lapsed into her hands. She called it “El cas­tigo con la lengua” or “La pen­i­ten­cia con la lengua”. The pun­ish­ment, the penance with the tongue.


And I —  I never touched her. Not a sin­gle fin­ger. Never. She licked me and I lay there and let it hap­pen be­cause I was the ob­ject she had cho­sen. I never licked her back. I never stroked her breast. Just ac­cepted.


And when she was fin­ished, she sat up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, looked at me —  and then she dragged me into the flag­el­la­to­rium.


It was cool there, semi-dark, it smelled of sweat, leather and dust. She had me kneel down, lean­ing against a low tres­tle, with my habit folded over my hips. And she whipped me. Not your back. The cunt. She slapped her rod — thin, sup­ple, braided leather — on my clit and labia, stroke af­ter stroke, slowly, in rhythm. The pain burned and glowed and soon be­came so hot that it was about to ex­plode, close to cli­max, close to, any mo­ment be­fore I came —  and then she stopped.


Al­most any­way.


Be­cause when I was ready, trem­bling on the edge, she took the han­dle of her whip. It was made of leather, firm, thick, smooth, made in the shape of a large pe­nis —  a tool that the nuns showed each other like a mir­a­cle. She pushed it into my pussy, slowly, very deep, and fucked me with it. With her hand on the whip han­dle, Car­men fucked me much harder and more force­fully than any man in my sin­ful past. Her face con­torted with ex­er­tion, she fucked me so force­fully, so pow­er­fully, un­til the penance col­lapsed in an or­gasm that I didn’t hear com­ing, but had to come, it screamed so loudly.


And that was the pun­ish­ment for my nightly mas­tur­ba­tion on the clit. Penance for ev­ery night I spent jerk­ing my­self off just to be able to breathe. The more nights, the more blows, the deeper the grip. Car­men called this “hav­ing the mas­ter un­der con­trol.”


I never ad­mit­ted it. Never. Not in front of the sis­ters, not in front of Car­men, not in front of my­self. I just held still and waited for her to come get me. And hoped that she would come for me. And ev­ery time she left me stand­ing af­ter the last push and left, I re­mained ly­ing on the box, my face buried in the leather in shame, and knew: to­mor­row she will come back and make me re­pent like an avalanche.


And so now I’m sit­ting again, she thought, while Jack danced the polka with his tongue on Rosi’s clit and Rosi kicked into space with her heels. That’s ex­actly how I’m sit­ting now. On the stool. With legs pinched to­gether. And right when it’s over, that sec­ond comes again, and then again the de­sire to sink into the ground.


She looked over at the two. Rosi’s stom­ach rose and fell, her hands were on Jack’s head, her eyes were wide open yet turned in­ward.


And this time, Ce­leste thought, it’s not even Car­men who’s do­ing it. This time it’s a boy. A small, hunch­backed, naked boy, with his face be­tween the legs of a deaf-mute girl. And the girl is younger than me. And both of them are more naked than me. And they both have more sex a day than I have in a decade. And if that’s all the case —  and it is —  then I don’t know what I am any­more. Nun? Yes. Chaste? Hmm. Asex­ual? Ha!


Sow? Per­haps.


And in the chest, where the pi­ous side sat, and in the cunt, where it still res­onated, it be­came quiet and rest­less at the same time.


The lit­tle girl, Rosi, was in the mid­dle of an or­gasm when Jack slid up and his cock slid all by it­self into her fuck hole —  into that twitch­ing, heav­ing, trem­bling fuck hole of the fif­teen year old. He didn’t have to aim, he just found it, like a key in a lock that was al­ready open for him. Rosi clasped his crooked back and hump again, held him tight, clung to him like she had done be­fore, and they both fucked so won­der­fully, so lost in each other, that Ce­leste’s cunt burned like fire.


All she could do was press her fist into her crotch and rub her clit through the rough ma­te­rial with her knuck­les. Un­ob­tru­sive. Dis­creet. Just like a nun does, who does noth­ing but su­per­vise.


But the two of them were so en­grossed in fuck­ing that Ce­leste could have been singing or yo­del­ing and the two of them wouldn’t have no­ticed. She could have sung a psalm. She could have been wav­ing a censer. Noth­ing. No re­ac­tion. So Ce­leste re­mained silent, no song or yo­del, just her tight mouth and her shal­low breath­ing as her knuck­les obe­di­ently rubbed her clit.


Bravo, Ce­leste. Very sub­tle. Very nun-like. If any­one came in, they would see a se­date sis­ter sit­ting on a stool watch­ing two young peo­ple hav­ing sex. And no one would sus­pect that this se­date sis­ter is work­ing her own clit with her knuck­les and mas­tur­bat­ing. Keep it up. Just your teeth to­gether. And don’t stop. And above all, don’t be loud.


Rosi now took much longer than Jack. They fucked and fucked end­lessly. Ce­leste had long since lost con­trol of her rhythm — she was no longer rub­bing, she was be­ing rubbed, or it was the same thing, she didn’t know any­more. Rosi reared up. Her back arched up from the cot, her heels braced, her hands clawed at Jack’s back, and she screamed it out in her rough, croak­ing deaf-mute voice, long, hoarse, drawn out.


Jack also reared up a tenth of a sec­ond later.


His cock flopped out of the fuck hole and his se­men sprayed in wide, white jets over Rosi’s pussy and stom­ach. Not in this time —  out, over her, on top of her, like a foun­tain that can no longer hold the foun­tain.


Ce­leste came at the same mo­ment.


Her body bucked, and this time she couldn’t con­tain it any longer. Not the legs, not the back, not the mouth, not the trem­bling. And then came the in­sane or­gasm at the sight of Jack’s cheek­ily spurt­ing cock —  stand­ing there, the se­men squirt­ing in an arc over Rosi’s stom­ach, the boy pant­ing, the girl un­der­neath, and ev­ery­thing was steam­ing, ev­ery­thing was alive, ev­ery­thing was naked and warm and real.


That was too much.


Ce­leste silently prayed a prayer: Lord, for­give me for earthly lust —  and grant me it. Just that. Noth­ing more. For­give and grant. Both, if pos­si­ble. And if only one works, then treat your­self. Then grant rather than for­give. No —  for­give too. For­give first. And then grant, Lord. That’s it.


No, that’s all she wanted from the Lord.


And then she sat again. Up­right. Hands in lap, fist this time. Mouth closed. Eyes wide open. And in her, be­neath ev­ery­thing that still trem­bled, was the quiet, fright­ened, al­most joy­ful shock:


What just hap­pened to me here? And why was it so beau­ti­ful? And why was it the most beau­ti­ful thing that has hap­pened to me in a long time? And why didn’t I think of Car­men? And why was Rosi the girl and Jack the boy, and I was there, and it was me, and I was still com­pletely by my­self?


Lord, let me think about it some more. But not for too long. Oth­er­wise it will be pi­ous and cool again.


All three were silent.


Jack and Rosi smoked an­other joint. And Ce­leste, who sat next to her and did noth­ing but breathe in, felt dizzy from the holy smoke. She had never smoked. Of course no grass ei­ther. Never a cig­a­rette, never a pipe, never any­thing other than monastery air and in­cense. And now this sweet, heavy, warm smoke was waft­ing into her head, and she felt light, and the cell be­came soft at the edges, and the ceil­ing came a lit­tle closer, and she didn’t know whether that was the cell or her head.


Lord, she thought, if that’s the Holy Smoke, then I won­der what the Un­holy One is do­ing. Prob­a­bly ex­actly the same. Prob­a­bly more of it. Prob­a­bly — 


I sat on the stool while Jack fucked Rosi. That was my job that evening —  su­per­vi­sion, be­cause a sis­ter had to be there when a novice let a stranger into the cell, and be­cause the Mother Su­pe­rior didn’t want it to hap­pen in pri­vate. So I sat there, with my habit pulled over my knees, my hands in my lap, and watched as the lit­tle hunch­back walked over Rosi and pushed her heels into his back and cursed and laughed in Gypsy Ger­man and said “harder, you, cru­ci­fix again!” said and “yes, there, right there!”


And while I watched, I jerked my­self off. Very, very se­cretly. Not with my hand —  it was in my lap, vis­i­ble, civ­i­lized. But with the knuckle, un­der the coarse ma­te­rial of the habit, pressed up and down on the clit, slowly, in the same rhythm with which Jack thrust into Rosi. From the out­side it looked as if I was just the su­per­vi­sor with my hands folded obe­di­ently. From the in­side, I was third in bed.


When they were done, they flopped down on the cot and Jack pulled a small tin can out of his back­pack and rolled two joints and lit one and handed it to Rosi, and Rosi sucked on it and gave it back, and so it went back and forth. “Ce­leste,” Jack said, hold­ing the joint out to me. “You too.”


“I’ve never smoked be­fore,” I said.


“Then now.”


The holy smoke. That’s what Jack called it, and he was right. I puffed on it as one puffs on a pipe and first choked, and then I let it sink into my lungs as I was shown, and then there it was. First a scratch in the throat, then warm, then quiet, then a wave that rose to the head and made ev­ery­thing a lit­tle softer. The cell grew larger. The voices slowed down. My legs be­came light. I was float­ing, some­how, in­com­pre­hen­si­bly, on this stool, with my feet in the air that no longer ex­isted.


And then I spoke.


I had never spo­ken. Not with the sis­ters, not with Car­men, not with Jack all these days. But now I sat there, light and float­ing, and just said it, the way you open a win­dow be­cause it’s stuffy.


“The Mother Su­pe­rior,” I said, “the for­mer one. Not the cur­rent one. The for­mer one, the greedy one. She rented me out.”


Jack stopped pulling. Rosi turned her head.


“Four years,” I said. “The whole four novice years. A car came and I was washed and dressed, and then I drove to a house, and then there was a high-rank­ing gen­tle­man, and then I lay there, he fucked me, and then I drove back. Mostly two or three times a week. Al­ways at night, al­ways in the car.”


“To whom,” said Jack. Not cu­ri­ous, but like a no­tary.


“Bish­ops,” I said. “Ab­bots. A pa­pal nun­cio, twice, a fat man with rings on all his fin­gers. Other wealthy holy men. Canons, provosts, once a vicar gen­eral. All with money. All with an ap­petite. All with the one thing on their minds that they couldn’t get in their houses be­cause their women’s club pres­i­dents sit there count­ing money.”


“And the Mother Su­pe­rior,” said Rosi, “col­lected the money.”


“Ev­ery week. Clink­ing coin. She called it a mass stipend. A stipend for ev­ery night, and I was the mass.” I laughed, for the first time that evening, and the laugh­ter seemed strange to me be­cause it wasn’t the laugh­ter of a sis­ter. “And when I came back, she didn’t even ask me how it was. She just counted the money.”


“And you,” Jack said. “You were ly­ing there.”


“I was ly­ing there,” I said. “For four years. For four years I lay there and they lay on me and I did to my­self what one does: count­ing. How many thrusts. How many min­utes. Whether they started in the breasts or in the pussy. Whether they kissed me or not. Whether they said good night af­ter­wards.”


“Good­night,” Jack said.


“Good night,” I said. And then I said the sen­tence that I hadn’t come up with my­self, but that Jack had given me days ago, dur­ing our first con­ver­sa­tion. “My pussy was just a knot­hole in drift­wood.”


Rosi snorted. Jack re­mained quiet and said, “Who said that?”


“You said that.”


“And who felt it?”


“I.” I just said it like that, drunk, with­out shame, with­out the lids and the wrin­kles and the choir prayer. “Four years. A hole in a piece of wood float­ing in the wa­ter, and all the men who pass by put some­thing in it be­cause it’s con­ve­nient. No pity. No thank you. Just the cart that takes me there and brings me back, and the gold coins that Mother Su­pe­rior puts in the drawer.”


Then there was a mo­ment of si­lence. Rosi took a drag on the joint and handed it back to me, and I took it again, and this time I didn’t cough any­more. I was still float­ing, but dif­fer­ent —  no longer light, but car­ried. Car­ried by two peo­ple who lis­tened with­out cal­cu­lat­ing. With­out judg­ing.


And I re­al­ized that for the first time in my life I had said some­thing with­out think­ing about it first. No pros and cons. No mess­ing around. Sim­ply put. The four years, in one go, like one breath. That was the holy smoke. Or it was Jack and Rosi. Or it was both, and both were the same.


“Come on,” Jack said af­ter a while. “Sit with us. Not on the stool. On the cot. You’re no longer a su­per­vi­sor.”


And I stood up, float­ing, and sat be­tween them, and it was the first time in four years that I sat next to two peo­ple who hadn’t paid for me. Jack and Rosi’s hands slid un­der my habit, stroking and ca­ress­ing my naked body, my bare skin, my full breasts and my pussy, of course. They pet­ted me be­cause they loved me. It can be that easy with holy smoke.


Then it was Rosi’s turn. She didn’t say any­thing, she just sat up straight, pulled the blan­ket up to her armpits and started talk­ing with her hands. In ges­tures. How she did it when Ger­man was too slow for her, or when she wanted to say some­thing that was too dif­fi­cult to say in words. Jack ad­justed him­self on the cot, watched her, and trans­lated.


“So,” Jack said. “She says: the cur­rent Mother Su­pe­rior. The one with the face like a carp.” All three of us grinned. Carp, that was spot on.


Rosi con­tin­ued to sign, quickly, with both hands, with her fin­gers, with her shoul­ders.


“Two or three times a week,” Jack trans­lated. “Hun­dreds of times last year. And just as many times be­fore last year. Not the old one that Ce­leste rented out. The new one. Rosi hooked her up too. To the same gen­tle­men. To bish­ops, ab­bots, canons, the nun­cio, the vicar gen­eral, the provosts. High gen­tle­men, all of them.”


Rosi in­ter­rupted, tapped her fore­head with the back of her hand and made a ges­ture that meant: not al­ways the same.


“Not al­ways for money,” Jack said. “Some­times for fa­vors. Once she got the sac­risty tax waived for the bishop. Once she got a car­riage for the monastery for three weeks, with a coach­man and two horses. Once she got a car­pen­ter who re-laid the sac­risty for free. For the whole win­ter.”


Rosi nod­ded vig­or­ously, con­tin­ued to sign, and now she grinned, and Jack grinned too when he read it.


“And,” said Jack, “she says: some­times the Mother Su­pe­rior put her­self into it. So not as a me­di­a­tor. But as a par­tic­i­pant. She says: the Mother Su­pe­rior went to bed with her. Not with her, but with the Lord, and Rosi lay there and watched with a grin. As an or­na­ment. As a warm-up. As proof that it is an hon­est trans­ac­tion.”


Rosi made a ges­ture like: so, and then an­other like: and so on, and then she pointed to her own clit and then to her cunt and then to Ce­leste, as if she were com­par­ing.


“She says,” said Jack, “so you’re not the only one. She says: you’re just the one with the more years. She says: four years on busi­ness, and with her three or four nights a week on busi­ness, but no more. She says: there’s noth­ing in be­tween. No love, no wages, no noth­ing. Just the car, the door, the bed, the ride back.”


Rosie nod­ded. Then she made a sign with her thumb across her throat: No more. Com­pleted. Ticked off.


And I un­der­stood what she was giv­ing me. Not pity. Not com­fort. But a sec­ond one in my sit­u­a­tion. A girl from the coun­try, with a bit of Yid­dish-Gypsy Ger­man, with un­cles and cousins and grand­fa­thers be­hind her, and still the same prey for the same men. Only with one dif­fer­ence: Rosi took it in a sporty way. “Oh,” she once said, “it’s like peel­ing pota­toes.” And she had said it in such a way that peo­ple had be­lieved her.


“And you,” I said to Rosi. “Did it hurt you?”


Rosi looked at Jack, Jack looked at Rosi, and then she signed some­thing short and Jack trans­lated:


“She says: the third bishop. He had a stom­ach like a bar­rel and she thought she was dy­ing. He fell on her with all his weight and wouldn’t let her up. She says: she thought she wouldn’t be able to get out any­more and started count­ing the cows in her head un­til it was over.”


Rosi nod­ded and made a move­ment with the palm of her hand like: pushed away.


“She says,” said Jack, “that was the worst. But oth­er­wise: ev­ery­thing sporty. And she says: the bish­ops are bet­ter in bed than the farm­ers, be­cause they don’t have to work in bed. She says: a farmer has to work in the day, he also wants to work in bed, and then he works twice. A bishop doesn’t work in the day, he can work in bed, and then he works beau­ti­fully.”


Rosi grinned, Jack grinned, and I no­ticed that I was grin­ning too, for the sec­ond time that evening.


Two sto­ries that were the same thing. The old Mother Su­pe­rior and the new one. The schol­ar­ships and the fa­vors. The four years and the four nights. And both from girls who hadn’t been asked any­thing. Only: one of them lay down as an or­na­ment, and the other counted the cows un­til it was over. And now both of them were sit­ting on a cot in a monastery cell, smok­ing a joint that a lit­tle hunch­back had rolled, and laugh­ing at things that not a sin­gle ser­mon laughed about.


Then Rosi made a ges­ture that I didn’t rec­og­nize, and Jack laughed loudly and said, “She says, and now she wants to know if you only ever jerk off on your knuckle when you’re su­per­vised. She says she saw it.”


And I blushed, un­der the nurse’s uni­form, in­tox­i­cated, on the cot, be­tween two very lovely peo­ple, and said noth­ing.


And that was the an­swer.


The old mother su­pe­rior was called Adel­gund. Al­most no one knew that any­more be­cause for twenty years she had only been called “Mother Su­pe­rior” and be­cause she her­self had en­sured that the name dis­ap­peared. Adel­gund came from a mer­chant fam­ily, three broth­ers, all in the cloth trade, and she was the only one who was sent to the monastery be­cause she didn’t want to get mar­ried and be­cause the dowry should be saved. At six­teen she had al­ready had men —  first her fa­ther, then all three broth­ers and also her fa­ther’s ac­coun­tant, in the of­fice, at nine­teen, be­hind a bale of Kenyan wool. At 22 she be­came a novice and du­ti­fully fucked all the holy gen­tle­men, at 26 she took her vows,


And she kept the taste. Not the thing it­self  —  the men. The busi­ness with men. Adel­gund was not one to be con­tent with choir prayer. She was some­one who did cal­cu­la­tions. And when she was elected su­pe­rior at forty, she had al­ready dis­cov­ered what a monastery earns most quickly: not in hosts, not in can­dles, but in the novices, in the girls who had no fam­i­lies to ask about them.


Her first “rental” was a nun, a young, pretty one from a good fam­ily. A canon had seen her in the nuns’ gallery, at high mass, and asked if she could be sent to his city apart­ment to visit the sick. And Adel­gund un­der­stood. The sick visit lasted one night. There was a gift. There was an en­ve­lope. And then never again had any doubts as to whether this was the right path. It was him.


She rented me out for four years. Two or three times a week, by car, at night, to bish­ops, ab­bots, provosts, the nun­cio, the vicar gen­eral. “Mass schol­ar­ship,” she called it be­cause it sounded pi­ous. She had re­ceived a stipend for ev­ery night, in hard cash, and she hadn’t had to keep a sin­gle night of it for her­self —  that was the rule of her or­der. The money flowed into the monastery. And the monastery let them do it. Be­cause she had the num­bers. Be­cause she wrote the num­bers beau­ti­fully. Be­cause no one else wanted to read the num­bers.


And if she was happy with me, she never said it. If she was un­happy, she said it out loud. Once a bishop had com­plained that I had been too pas­sive, and Adel­gund had put me in the re­fec­tory for two days with­out food and said: “Learn to work with your hips, oth­er­wise I will sell you to the Carmelites.” I learned to work with my hips.


When she died in her bed at fifty-eight of a fever, her es­tate con­tained a book­let with names and num­bers. There was a num­ber next to each name, and some­times there was a word next to the num­ber. The nun­cio said: “big, fight, pay well, dou­ble.” One canon said: “gen­tle, sick, com­plains a lot.” The vicar gen­eral only said: “briefly.” And for me it said: “Ce­leste, four years, no com­plaints, al­ways brings gold.”


And the new one was called Ir­m­gard. The Carp Nun. Forty-three, from a fam­ily of civil ser­vants, with a face that had started to wrin­kle early and with the voice of some­one who had started giv­ing in­struc­tions early. Ir­m­gard was not a busi­ness­woman like Adel­gund. Ir­m­gard was some­one who wanted to en­joy. She had had her first hus­band at twenty-six —  her con­fes­sor —  and was still hun­gry at forty be­cause she had learned about it late and never had enough of it.


When she was elected su­pe­rior, she had not done the math like Adel­gund. She had a dif­fer­ent view of the nuns. She looked at them the way men looked at her. And she saw what Adel­gund had not seen: that the rental could not only bring in money, but also for her­self.


She set Rosi up three times. Not al­ways for money. Once for the sac­risty tax, once for a car­riage, once for the sac­risty car­pen­ter. And with one of them —  with the bishop, the one with the ring on all his fin­gers —  she went to bed with her. Not to work. To be. To feel what it was like to lie next to a girl while a man worked her over. Rosi saw it. Rosi counted the cows. Rosi said: “Oh, it’s like peel­ing pota­toes.”


And I knew the two of them one af­ter the other. One sold me and didn’t ask. The other sold me the same way and added her­self. One wrote num­bers, the other sought ad­di­tional car­nal plea­sure. Both were su­pe­rior. Both were men’s wives in their own way. Both knew more about my flesh than I did. And one had the note­book in which my name was writ­ten, and the other read the note­book when she came and wrote next to my name: “use­ful, silent, doesn’t count.”


She stood up.


Prob­a­bly be­cause oth­er­wise she would have con­tin­ued to think.


She picked up Rosi’s un­der­wear from the chair and be­gan to dress the girl. She did it slowly, even though it would have been quick, and she did it thor­oughly, even though there were only a few parts. And oh, how fine the girl’s flaw­less skin felt! The shoul­ders, the arms, the col­lar­bone, the side. Ce­leste pulled the shirt over her, smoothed the ma­te­rial, smoothed out a wrin­kle that wasn’t there. She put her un­der­wear on, felt her cunt and clit with her fin­ger­tips, and then she had Rosi lift her feet like you do with a child, and Rosi let it hap­pen to her, beam­ing and look­ing at Ce­leste as if Ce­leste were her sis­ter.


Ce­leste fully dressed Rosi. No but­ton re­mained open.


And her hands didn’t re­ally want to leave the girl.


You fucked her, she thought, even though it was Jack, not her. All right, you put them on. You touched her. You felt that skin. And this skin is fif­teen. Or eigh­teen. As I say. In any case, this skin is happy.


Jack said: “Good­bye, Rosi, see you to­mor­row!”


And Ce­leste let the girl go.


Rosi turned around again in the door­way, raised her hand, made a ges­ture —  Ce­leste didn’t know what, but it was friendly, it was warm, it was ad­dressed to both of them —  and then she went out and you could hear her steps run­ning down the hall­way, danc­ing lightly, quickly, al­most skip­ping.


The girl beamed from ear to ear as if she had just seen the Lord Je­sus walk­ing across the Sea of Galilee.


Ce­leste’s eyes filled with tears.


Not be­cause of Jack. Not about fuck­ing. But be­cause of that face. This happy, open, warm child’s face that had just screamed with joy and was now run­ning skip­ping down the aisle, know­ing that to­mor­row would come again. A day when there will be good fuck­ing again. A day when the boy is there. A day when you can be happy with­out it hurt­ing.


That was sub­lime and holy. Re­ally.


So that’s it, Ce­leste thought, wip­ing away a tear with the back of her hand, quickly so Jack wouldn’t no­tice. So that’s what it’s like when a girl is happy. This is what it looks like. And I knelt in church ev­ery day for two years and thanked God for giv­ing peo­ple joy —  but I didn’t know what joy looked like. With a hu­man. With a Rosi. With a girl who has just been fucked and screamed and is now danc­ing and jump­ing.


Lord, you showed me some­thing to­day. Maybe you showed me too much. Maybe not.


She turned to Jack and her voice was firm again, that of a su­per­vi­sory nurse again, just a shade warmer than usual.


“So,” she said. “We would have.”


Jack had dressed and put his text­books on the ta­ble be­cause he had to study now. Al­though he was still in his high school year, he was al­ready in his sec­ond se­mes­ter at the uni­ver­sity. He was so gifted that an ex­cep­tion was made for him. And Jack wanted to aim high. He stud­ied rock­etry and wanted to do a Ph.D. im­me­di­ately af­ter com­plet­ing his stud­ies. in your pocket, start at NASA. He had some ground­break­ing ideas re­gard­ing rocket en­gines, com­bined ion-pho­ton en­gines, and the like. Lit­tle Jack was sure that those at NASA would be amazed.


Ce­leste held the han­dle in her hand. But she wanted to say some­thing else.


What am I say­ing? What am I say­ing? I al­ready have the word bird in my head, but not yet in my mouth. And now he’s sit­ting there with his books like he’s a stu­dent, and I’m stand­ing here with a han­dle and a clit that’s still glow­ing, and I’m about to say some­thing I never say.


She stut­tered a lit­tle. “Jack, I saw for the first time to­day what beau­ti­ful, lov­ing fuck­ing is.”


birds. There it is. Out. The word is out.


“It touched me, be­cause you did some­thing good for Rosi, not like….” She in­ter­rupted, oth­er­wise she would have blab­bered. Not like mine. Not like me, she wanted to say, and if she had said like me, then Jack would have asked, and then she would have had to an­swer, and then she would have had to ad­mit to her­self that she had been fucked be­fore, some­where, at some point, and that it wasn’t nice at all. She swal­lowed it.


“For the first time I saw fuck­ing the way na­ture and God ac­tu­ally planned it, with us lit­tle men and women. Beau­ti­ful and lov­ing, not ugly and hideous, like… it some­times is.”


Jack nod­ded. That came from deep within Ce­leste’s soul, you could hear it. He nod­ded se­ri­ously, not po­litely.


She con­tin­ued: “And to­mor­row, I will do as you said. I will take off my habit and then wash you, and…” She paused. Fur­ther. Fur­ther. Say it. Say it com­pletely. You’ve al­ready come this far, now you’re get­ting past the fi­nal stage.


“And then maybe the old Agnes will come back to jerk off and squirt be­cause I’ve never done it be­fore.”


Now it was out. The truth. She stood at the back, the truth, and looked out of it like a small child through a crack in the door. I, Sis­ter Ce­leste, a nun for seven years, chaste, asex­ual, have never held a cock in my hand and jerked off to make it squirt. Not once. Un­til this morn­ing I didn’t even know ex­actly how to do it.


Jack looked at Ce­leste se­ri­ously.


“I’m happy to shower naked with you, Sis­ter Ce­leste,” he said. “And you don’t have to pre­tend in front of me, not at all.”


And then, with­out fur­ther ado: “Of course I saw you rub­bing your clit. Twice. When I was fuck­ing sweet Rosi.”


Twice. He counted twice. Twice!


“That’s per­fectly fine on my part, I ap­prove of it,” Jack con­tin­ued. “You don’t have to play the strict sis­ter Ce­leste in front of me. I know who you are in­side. And I like you. In­side.”


Ce­leste turned bright red.


She blushed from bot­tom to top, from neck to cheeks to ears, and she had no habit or veil with which to hide it. He no­ticed it. He no­ticed it and counted it, and he thought it was good, and he said he ap­proved of it, and he said he liked me, in­side, and what the hell does in­side mean, in­side doesn’t mean in­side, or does it, yes, yes, prob­a­bly ex­actly that, and — 


She nod­ded at him.


Noth­ing more was pos­si­ble. She couldn’t say an­other word. She nod­ded, and the nod was short, and then she turned, turned the han­dle, and went out.


Out­side in the cor­ri­dor she stopped af­ter three steps, leaned her fore­head against the cold wall, took two deep breaths and thought:


Jack isn’t an ass­hole.


And to­mor­row I’ll shower with him. Naked.


And he said he liked me, in­side.


And I did it twice and he watched and counted both times.


Lord, to­mor­row will be a dif­fi­cult day. But not a bad one. I think. Hope­fully. Be mer­ci­ful. And in­dulge. And for­give. In or­der.


She picked Jack up to shower the next morn­ing. Hes­i­tantly and trem­bling in­side, she took off her habit —  and un­der­neath she had no un­der­wear. Af­ter all, the coarse ma­te­rial was in­tended to drive out un­chaste thoughts from a nun, that’s all. So you didn’t wear any­thing un­der­neath. So she wore noth­ing un­der­neath. So she stood there, and what she had had un­der the coarse ma­te­rial the whole time, with­out any­one see­ing it, was now sud­denly a form, a skin, a fig­ure that could be seen. With ev­ery­thing about it.


Grob­stoff was against un­chaste thoughts. What hap­pens to the coarse ma­te­rial when it’s gone? Was the raw ma­te­rial then free? Seven years for free?


Jack had stopped and stared at the trio where the flag­el­lants were whip­ping a sis­ter and then fuck­ing her with the whip han­dle un­til the woman or­gasmed, cry­ing and sob­bing. He watched with a calm­ness that al­most an­noyed Ce­leste. No grin, no squint­ing. He looked as a stu­dent looks at a prob­lem.


Then he came to her and slowly took off his clothes.


“You know, Sis­ter Ce­leste,” he said as he pulled his shirt over his head, “I’ve been read­ing up on flag­el­lan­tism. It’s ac­tu­ally, at its core, a sex­ual ac­tiv­ity.”


A what?


“And I rec­og­nized it im­me­di­ately,” he con­tin­ued, calmly, al­most mat­ter-of-factly, “how the sob­bing woman had her cunt whipped un­til just be­fore her or­gasm. And then —  the in­ser­tion of the whip han­dle. Just a makeshift. Else­where the whip mas­ter sticks his cock into the flag­el­lated woman and fucks her mer­ci­lessly un­til she or­gasms.”


Ce­leste’s eyes widened.


Around like this. I never looked at it that way. It was al­ways pun­ish­ment. Re­pen­tance. chas­tise­ment. Some­thing you do for the sins of the world. Some­thing that hurts and is there­fore good. And now a sev­en­teen-year-old boy with a back­ful of book­ish knowl­edge is telling me that, at its core, it’s sex. A sex­ual ac­tiv­ity. Sex. Not re­pen­tance. Sex.


And then  — 


The whip han­dle was just a makeshift. Else­where it is the whip mas­ter’s tail. Some­where else. So there are these some­where else. So there are monas­ter­ies in which it is not a makeshift, but the orig­i­nal. So there are monas­ter­ies where the nun is fucked while be­ing whipped, and that is the rule, and the cry­ing is not pen­i­ten­tial cry­ing, but  — 


Oh, damn.


Are we all swine and swine here in the monastery? Dis­guise the sex so no one can see it? Dis­guise him as pun­ish­ment? And I be­lieved it all these years, and I saw the sis­ter cry­ing and thought she was cry­ing out of re­morse, and yet she…


Lord, are you laugh­ing? Or the devil? And if one of them laughs, is he laugh­ing at us? Or is he laugh­ing with us? Or is it the same?


Ce­leste didn’t know the an­swer to that. It was so con­fus­ing to think about.


And while she stood there and turned in cir­cles, Jack fin­ished un­dress­ing and was now stand­ing there naked too. She only no­ticed when he turned on the shower spray next to her and the wa­ter ran in an arc over both of them.


And now. Now he’s stand­ing there. And now there she is. And now they are both naked. And the whip han­dle next door is mak­ing a noise, and the wa­ter is mak­ing a noise, and its cock is — 


Oh, damn. He’s stiff. He’s very stiff. He’s stiff be­fore he’s even done any­thing. He is stiff be­cause he had be­come stiff watch­ing the whip­ping. He’s stiff be­cause ev­ery­thing here — 


Ce­leste reached for the soap, her hand shak­ing a lit­tle.


“So,” she said, in a voice that sounded strange to her­self. “Then let’s do it.”


Jack looked her naked­ness up and down. And he seemed to click his tongue  —  but she was prob­a­bly just imag­in­ing that.


She soaped and washed and stut­tered. “Can I wash the cock too?”


Jack laughed. “Yes, but of course. It’s nei­ther the Holy Grail nor the Rod of Aaron. It’s sim­ply a cock that needs to be cleaned just like your cunt.”


Sim­ply. Sim­ply. It’s easy with this one. For me, this is the big­gest event in seven years, and it’s easy.


“If you al­low it,” he con­tin­ued, “I want to wash out your pussy with my in­dex fin­ger, okay?”


She nod­ded, puz­zled.


And Jack wrapped the wash­cloth around his in­dex fin­ger and drove it right into her fuck hole. Very deep.


Ce­leste held her breath in shock.


He’s in­side. He has his fin­ger in it. In me. See you there. With a wash­cloth. And he washes.


Jack washed it with a face of con­cen­tra­tion like a drain cleaner cleans a drain. No squint­ing, no show­ing off smiles, no ca­sual touch­ing. He went in, wiped, twisted, pulled, came back, the way you clean some­thing that de­serves to be cleaned.


And then he looked up.


“Your clit is re­ally sore, Sis­ter Ce­leste. If you have to jerk off that much, use a lu­bri­cant, oth­er­wise it will get re­ally in­flamed. Okay?”


Ce­leste turned bright red all the way to the base of her chest.


Rubbed sore. He saw it. He looked and saw it. And he didn’t po­litely look away, he di­ag­nosed it. Like a doc­tor. Like a me­chanic. Like a man who knows his stuff and talks about a nun’s clit like a worn out tool. And then he tells me what I should take. A lu­bri­cant. A lu­bri­cant! For a nun’s clit!


“Yeah, I don’t know…” she stut­tered.


Jack smiled. “I told you yes­ter­day, Sis­ter Ce­leste. Sex is not a bad thing and def­i­nitely not the work of the devil. The good Lord —  or who­ever —  made us cocks and pussies and clits so that we could ex­pe­ri­ence sex­ual plea­sure.”


Ce­leste low­ered her eyes. The wa­ter that came from her hair on the tiles ran down her chest and stom­ach. And she heard her­self talk­ing, un­der her breath, with­out re­ally mean­ing to.


“I had to do it all night,” she said. “I kept see­ing you and Rosi, and that fired me up. Oth­er­wise I’ll just do it once and it’s fine.”


There. There it is. Now he knows. Now he knows that I was on him all night, on him and Rosi, that I spent the night mas­tur­bat­ing with him on my mind. And now he’s stand­ing here, with his flan­nel fin­ger still warm be­tween my legs, in my pussy, look­ing at me. And now it’s un­de­ni­able. Now Ce­leste is some­one who jerks off all night long. And if he says some­thing wrong now, then — 


She waited.


She waited for the smile, for the click, for the smug: “Well then, Sis­ter Ce­leste.” She waited for an “I knew it.” She waited for what any­one who knew a lit­tle too much would have said.


But Jack just waited. He stood there, naked, with the wash­cloth in her pussy hole, and waited for her to con­tinue, as if she had just said some­thing com­pletely nat­u­ral.


And that was al­most worse. Be­cause it meant it was true.


Ce­leste arched her back. “Agnes isn’t here this morn­ing,” she said, “only other sis­ters. I’ll go over right away and ask, be­cause I’ve never done it be­fore and you’d have to ex­plain to me ex­actly how to do it. I’ll go ask.”


She said it quickly, she said it firmly, she said it like some­one who wants to sort things out be­fore she gets in her own way. Agnes isn’t there. Good. Very good. Then I go to the oth­ers and they ex­plain it to me, and then it’s not Jack’s busi­ness, but the sis­ters’ busi­ness, and then ev­ery­thing stays in or­der.


But Jack held her back.


“If you want to do it to me, I’ll be happy to show you how to do it. Is that a good sug­ges­tion? Do you want to learn, Sis­ter Ce­leste?”


Do you want to learn it? Not: Do you want to jerk me off? Do you want to learn it? As if it were a les­son. As if it were a craft, a tech­nique, a sub­ject. And I would be some­one who learns a tech­nique. And he would be the teacher. And we would both be naked, with wa­ter, and it would just be lessons.


Just lessons. If only that were it. Then ev­ery­thing would be fine. Then it would be com­pat­i­ble with the vow of chastity. Be­cause you learn some­thing in class. And sex  —  well. That’s just how it is. With oth­ers.


Ce­leste hes­i­tated for a mo­ment. Of course she had seen the jerk­ing off a thou­sand times. She had seen it in Agnes, in Car­men, in sis­ters, in novices. She had seen it in all vari­a­tions, with her fist, with her fin­gers, with the flat of her hand, with the back of her hand, from the side, from the front, from be­hind, with saliva, with­out saliva, with words, with­out words. She had seen it a thou­sand times.


But she never did it to any­one her­self.


“If you show me pa­tiently, Jack,” she heard her­self say­ing, “then I’ll be happy to do it to you!”


Pa­tient. I said pa­tiently. Why did I say pa­tient? Pa­tient means I ex­pect things to take a long time. Pa­tient means I ex­pect tu­tor­ing. Pa­tient means that I ex­pect a slow, thor­ough ap­proach that will take a long time to work out. Pa­tient means it can take time.


Did she re­ally say that?


Had the devil whis­pered it to her? Be­cause Agnes was a pig who had sex with any­one and ev­ery­one, that was just the way it was. Agnes was just a pig. So she was clas­si­fied. With that she was ticked off. So ev­ery­thing was clear to her. That’s just how Agnes is. It’s fine with that one.


But you? She, the Ce­leste? Was this com­pat­i­ble with the vow of chastity? With the vow of chastity that she had taken her­self, with her own hand, in front of the al­tar, with can­dles, with her heart in her chest, with a priest who clasped her hands, with a shout that rang through the church, with the bless­ing of the Lord?


Chastity, said the voice within her. Chastity, Ce­leste. Chastity means not touch­ing. Don’t let it go. Do not use. It doesn’t mean rub­bing his cock in the shower with ev­ery beau­ti­ful boy and mak­ing him or­gasm. It says: don’t touch it. So  —  don’t touch it. So —  go over to the nurses and let them do it so you don’t have to touch him.


On the other hand, the other voice piped up, on the other hand he said, the good Lord made us cocks so that we could ex­pe­ri­ence sex­ual plea­sure. The good Lord. Not the devil. The good Lord did it. So the good Lord wanted a cock in one hand to be beau­ti­ful. And if the good Lord wanted this, then the ques­tion is not: Is this com­pat­i­ble with the vow of chastity? But: Is the vow of chastity com­pat­i­ble with the good Lord?


N/a. Now that’s a ques­tion.


And then the nun in me says: But you are obliged to chastity, you have vowed it! And then the pig in me says: And how com­mit­ted are you to chastity when you’ve been do­ing it with your own fin­ger all night long, twice in the evening and heaven knows how many times in the night, and again this morn­ing be­fore you shower, and when you had a naked boy in your mind’s eye that you’ve only known for two days? How ob­li­gated are you to chastity then, please?


Ce­leste re­al­ized she had taken a step to­ward Jack. She no­ticed it, but she didn’t take the step back­wards.


“Show me,” she said. “Pa­tient. But ex­actly, please.”


Jack took her hand and po­si­tioned it on his cock. He didn’t do it con­de­scend­ingly, he just did it like you would give a col­league a tool. Then he ex­plained.


That the fore­skin had to be pushed back so that the mush­room-shaped glans could fully emerge. That you had to rub the shaft in­clud­ing the fore­skin up and down, start­ing slowly and then in­creas­ing. And then, when he squirted, not to stop, but to con­tinue jerk­ing hard and wildly, just as she jerked her clit hard and re­lent­lessly dur­ing her or­gasm dur­ing the night un­til the or­gasm came to an end. Un­til the squirt­ing stopped, then slow down and stop com­pletely. One minute break, then the sec­ond and third round.


Ce­leste nod­ded.


She nod­ded while she lis­tened, and she nod­ded while she un­der­stood, and she nod­ded when he fin­ished be­cause she couldn’t say any­thing.


He com­pared it to my clit. He said the way you do it. He said, firm and re­lent­less, just like you do at night. He knows my rhythm. He knows him be­cause he saw me. Twice. And not only did he see that I did it, he also saw how. And now he’s giv­ing me in­struc­tions based on what he’s seen in me. The guy is us­ing me as a ref­er­ence. He saw a nun and says: Do it as you would with your­self. As with my­self. As with the cunt he just washed out with his fin­ger.


So  —  there is a stan­dard here, and the stan­dard is me.


She pulled the fore­skin all the way back.


And the mush­room-shaped acorn looked cheek­ily and de­mand­ingly around.


Lord, Ce­leste thought. How long have I had some­thing like this in my hand now? Ten sec­onds? And it hasn’t hap­pened yet, but the ten sec­onds are up and the hand is still on it and I haven’t started yet. And when I start, I start. And then there is no go­ing back. Then I had a cock in my hand, jerked it like I would my clit and made it squirt. Then I am some­one who can do it.


She looked up.


“Thank you,” she said, briefly and busi­nesslike, and then she be­gan.


Slow. Very slowly. And then in­creas­ing.


She did it three times in a row.


The tip of her tongue was stuck in the cor­ner of her mouth, pant­ing with ex­er­tion, her breasts jig­gling in time. She no­ticed it her­self and found it strange, but she didn’t stop be­cause it was just part of it. And Jack tipped his head back and squirted with a smile —  not groan­ing, not croak­ing, just smil­ing, like some­one who is happy and en­joy­ing it and be­ing com­pletely with him­self.


“You can point the jet at your breasts,” he said, “most women like that, Ce­leste.”


Most women. Most. So there are women who do it and who like it, and I’m one of them now, one of the most, and that’s not a bad thing, that’s just true. And be­sides, he said Ce­leste. Not Sis­ter Ce­leste. Ce­leste.


She aimed the beam at her breasts.


And again the sec­ond and third time.


And yes  —  that was a re­ally nice feel­ing. Her clit twitched ev­ery time he spurted onto her breasts, a short, bright, warm, jump­ing stim­u­lus that ran from above down through her en­tire body, like a bolt of light­ning that had gone astray. She smiled. She just smiled be­cause it was nice.


And she had dis­cov­ered why the girls did it that way. Not out of show­ing off, not out of cus­tom, not be­cause they saw it. But be­cause the squirt jumped all the way down to her clit and made her scream in­side. Be­cause the body was built in such a way that a warm, white jet on the skin, which was al­ready aroused, caused a small cheer. Be­cause the whole was a sin­gle, co­her­ent thing and not made up of sep­a­rate parts with a re­li­gious vow be­tween them.


Not a pig. I’m not a pig. And prob­a­bly not Agnes ei­ther. We are both right in God’s plan. We are right in the mid­dle of what the Lord God has imag­ined. And the devil —  yes, the devil is at best an­noyed be­cause these lit­tle peo­ple feel such in­no­cent joy. An in­no­cent joy! The devil wants sins. And we de­liver it — in­no­cent joy. He can’t do any­thing with it. He stands next to it and looks stupid.


And we don’t lose our souls. On the con­trary. Our souls laugh. Our souls re­joice. Our souls sing praises to the Lord.


Ce­leste let go of Jack’s cock, which was still half-twitch­ing, and stood up­right.


Or a hearty yo­deler. A song of praise is nice, but a yo­del is bet­ter. Yo­del­ers are for the moun­tains, and God is great, and the moun­tains are great, and when the soul is full, then an Ave is not enough, then a yo­deler is needed.


Yes, she would yo­del.


She would sing her most beau­ti­ful, trilling yo­del to the Lord. To the dear Lord.


Ce­leste was stand­ing in the shower room, wa­ter was run­ning down her face, a naked boy was stand­ing in front of her, the whips were crack­ing next door, and she, the chaste, asex­ual sis­ter Ce­leste, who two days ago had pressed her fist into her lap so as not to at­tract at­ten­tion, wiped the wa­ter from her face and laughed loudly.


It was in the com­mu­nal shower. Jack had me stand­ing naked next to him, as he had an­nounced, and be­cause it was his sec­ond day in the novi­tiate, he called it ini­ti­a­tion. He said, “To­day you’re go­ing to learn it prop­erly. And of course be­tween six gap­ing nuns. You’re go­ing to learn how to jerk me off.”


I knelt be­cause it came nat­u­rally and took it in my hand as he had taught me. Flat hand. Firmly. Slow. He leaned his head against the wall and breathed. Then he said, “Come a lit­tle higher. Not with your face. With your breasts.”


“What?”


“Let it squirt on your breasts. Take off the habit or push it up. Not in your mouth, not in your hand. You must squirt it on your breasts.”


I had never heard that. And be­cause I had never heard that, he said what he al­ways said when he was teach­ing me some­thing, in that calm, al­most school­mas­ter-like voice: “Al­most all girls do it like that. Some of them can’t come later oth­er­wise. The squirt goes straight into the girls’ clits. Like a lit­tle light­ning bolt. If you want, try it.”


I pushed the habit up over my breasts and knelt in front of him, arms on my thighs, hold­ing my breast out to him like a plate. He said, “So. Keep go­ing. Don’t slow down.” And I kept go­ing, firmly, with the palm of my hand, and he got faster, and I looked at him, and he looked at me, and then he came.


He came in spurts. Not one gush, but strokes, four, five, six, and the se­men slapped onto my nip­ples, warm, wet, thick, and I had never seen a per­son leak like that, and never a per­son on me. And then I lis­tened to my­self.


And Jack was right.


It wasn’t a light­ning bolt that you feel in your chest. It was a twitch, a short, crooked twitch in the cunt, with the clit in the mid­dle, as if some­one had flicked it briefly with two fin­gers. Just once, just a mo­ment, but it was there. Not a cli­max, but the an­nounce­ment of a later cli­max. And then he was gone and the se­men ran down be­tween my breasts and I knelt there and un­der­stood what he meant and knew that I had learned some­thing again that no one could take away from me.


And the amaz­ing thing wasn’t the seed. The amaz­ing thing was that Jack knew some­thing in me that I hadn’t known in my­self. A lit­tle boy who counted on me like one counts on an aba­cus and who knew what my clit did when it squirted on my breasts. I should have known. I had been do­ing it with my­self for years. And yet it was Jack who told me be­fore I felt it.


I didn’t let go like he said, but kept jerk­ing un­til the last thrust was over, and then he stood there and looked down at me and said, “You see.”


“Yes,” I said. And then I did some­thing I’d never done in the wash­room: I used my fin­ger to wipe the se­men from my nip­ple and licked it off. Not be­cause he said so. But be­cause I wanted to know what it tasted like. Jack saw it, and a look of sat­is­fac­tion came over him, briefly, like one who wins a game of chess of his own mak­ing.


Then I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and said, “Again.” He nod­ded: “Ev­ery morn­ing, three times, like my mom does.”


Not wise, not sub­tle, not rev­er­ent.


Just loud.


And she thought, with an em­pha­sis that she didn’t quite dare to ex­plain to her­self:


That’s it. And that’s how I want to keep it. And to­mor­row I’ll come back, and the day af­ter. And when the job is over, we’ll talk again. With the Mother Su­pe­rior. And then  —  yes, let’s see.


Jack looked at her.


“Ce­leste, Mother Su­pe­rior lied to me and Mama. A cheeky lie. She said you were 41 so I wouldn’t laugh! You’re at least ten years younger, at most 31!”


Ce­leste’s eyes widened. “How do you know…?”


Jack grinned. “Be­cause I’ve seen so many naked women’s bod­ies, that’s why I say the Mother Su­pe­rior lied to us quite cheek­ily. Am I not right?”


Fe­male body. He says women’s bod­ies. To a nun. And he says he has seen many. And he looks at me and does the math. And the worst thing is: he’s right. He’s just right.


Ce­leste looked down. “I would never con­tra­dict Mother Su­pe­rior. But you’re right. I’ll be 31 in three months. Just like you said.”


Thirty. Thirty, al­most thirty-one. And the su­pe­rior says forty-one. Forty-one! As if I were a piece of fur­ni­ture with age. As if I were some­thing dis­carded. As if I were no longer of any use. Like I was — oh. Maybe that’s the point. Maybe a nun at forty-one is more harm­less than one at thirty.


Jack smiled. “You nuns lie that the bars bend when it comes to age, and I have no idea why!” And then he be­came clearer: “You wanted me to be­lieve that Rosi was 18 or 19. In re­al­ity, she’s not even 15 and has been fucked by her rel­a­tives since she was 12. That’s the truth.”


How does he know? He talked to her yes­ter­day. He asked her and she an­swered, in sign lan­guage, hon­estly, straight up, be­cause she’s a child who hasn’t learned to cheat when it comes to age. And I cheated. Not even in­ten­tion­ally. Just the way peo­ple cheat when it comes to age.


“You should please, please stop ly­ing to me,” Jack said. “Please al­ways tell me the truth or keep your mouth shut. Then we’ll both get along well.”


Ce­leste swal­lowed.


Or shut up. That’s how he talks. Not po­lite. Not tor­tu­ous. Just straight. And it’s true. He’s right. And the worst thing: he’s right, and it’s meant in a friendly way. It’s an of­fer. He wants to keep us both out of the mess where the cheat­ing hap­pens.


She swal­lowed a sec­ond time, and then she spoke, hon­estly, straight, just as he wanted.


“I didn’t know how old Rosi re­ally is. All I know is that the Mother Su­pe­rior al­ways di­vides her up when we have a high guest. The bishop, the ab­bot, the pa­pal nun­cio and so on. Lit­tle Rosi has to serve her cunt for these gen­tle­men be­cause, firstly, she loves to fuck and sec­ondly, be­cause she looks so sweetly child­like. The high gen­tle­men al­ways like that.”


She looked up and looked Jack straight in the face.


“That’s the truth, Jack.”


Jack nod­ded. “No more lies. You could have said you don’t know how old Rosi is. I would have pre­ferred that.”


Yes. I could have said that. And that would have been the truth with­out re­veal­ing it to any­one. Rosi, 15, 18, it doesn’t mat­ter. Rosi is Rosi. But I said a num­ber that I came up with to make it fit. For the or­der. For the su­pe­rior. For the strange boy. And so I started ly­ing as soon as he was there.


And now he knows, and now he’s telling me, and he’s not an­gry, he’s just clear. And hon­estly  —  this is the kind­est thing that has hap­pened to me in a long time.


Ce­leste raised her head.


“Okay,” she said, briefly. And then, more qui­etly: “Thank you for say­ing that. That was hon­est. Com­ing from you.”


She turned off the show­er­head.


“And now let’s get dressed. And then I’ll take you to your cell, and you’ll study, and I’ll go into the kitchen and think about the Rosi and about the High Lords. And about me. And about the Mother Su­pe­rior. And about ev­ery­one.”


And about you, she thought with­out say­ing it.


Jack looked at her. “You for­got some­thing, Ce­leste. I want to fuck Rosi. Ev­ery morn­ing. You for­got that.”


Ce­leste looked down.


Damned. Yes. I for­got that. He’s right. And now he wants an an­swer, and now I have to ad­mit that I didn’t for­get it, I pushed it away. And why did I push it away? Be­cause Rosi came too close to me. Be­cause her age was too close to me. Be­cause her rel­a­tives were too close to me. Be­cause ev­ery­thing that has to do with Rosi re­minds me of some­thing that I no longer think about in ev­ery­day life be­cause I push it away. And be­cause he just brought it up again by ask­ing if I was ly­ing.


She took a deep breath.


“I’m not go­ing to lie, Jack,” she said. “I haven’t for­got­ten it. I wanted to sup­press it. Be­cause what Rosi told you —  that she had been fucked by her rel­a­tives since she was twelve —  struck me like a red-hot iron in my heart. It sud­denly stirred ev­ery­thing up again. My whole past. My shame in front of the monastery.”


Shame. Did I say shame? Yes. I have. Be­cause that’s how it feels. Not then, but now. Now that I’m sit­ting across from a sev­en­teen-year-old boy and telling him what hap­pened.


“I’ve been in this monastery for eleven years. Four years as a novice, seven as a vowed nun. In my novice years I was like Rosi. The for­mer Mother Su­pe­rior al­ways pulled me out of her sleeve when she needed a bed warmer for a high lord. She was able to do it be­cause she knew my back­ground. And she sold me for gifts, checks or fa­vors for four years.”


Sold. I said it on pur­pose. Be­cause it was like that. And be­cause it’s true. And be­cause it still feels that way now.


“I say ‘sold’ on pur­pose,” she con­tin­ued. “For she never did any­thing for free or sim­ply did the High Lord a fa­vor. No. She was an­cient and a shrewd busi­ness­woman. Here I have a girl for you, High Lord, and what do I get in re­turn?”


Ce­leste looked down.


Here she stood, naked and vul­ner­a­ble, talk­ing to a sev­en­teen-year-old gifted stu­dent.


It would ac­tu­ally be laugh­able. Seven years of vows, seven years of chastity, seven years of be­ing a nun —  and now I’m stand­ing here in the steam telling a boy that I’ve been hired out as a bed warmer for four years and I’m naked and my hair is stuck to my fore­head and he’s not naked just for the sake of be­ing naked but be­cause he’s there and I’m there and it’s sur­ren­dered. And it would ac­tu­ally be laugh­able, yes. To laugh at my­self.


But she didn’t laugh.


And then, with­out her plan­ning it, with­out her know­ing it be­fore­hand, some­thing else hap­pened. Quiet.


“You know, Jack —  in those four years with the Lords, I al­ways thought, this is my life, this is my lot, this is what I’m here for. Bed warmer in the name of the Lord. And then even­tu­ally the vow came, and then it was over. And then it was quiet. And then I was a vowed nun and chaste and asex­ual and done. And ac­tu­ally it was right. Ac­tu­ally, it was right. For seven years.”


She looked up.


“And now you come, and Rosi, and sud­denly it’s no longer a quiet monastery. Sud­denly ev­ery­thing is back. Sud­denly I’m the one who was ly­ing in a bed and think­ing about things. And you know what’s the worst? I’m thirty. Al­most thirty-one. And I have no idea what to do next.”


Now I’ve said it. Now he knows ev­ery­thing. Now he knows that I am a nun who has had a man, many men, young men, old men, men in the epis­co­pate, and that I don’t know whether I have re­pressed it all or just locked it away, and that I haven’t had a sin­gle cock in­side me since I took my vows, al­though I started feel­ing one when I was thir­teen, and now I’m thirty, and now I’m here, and it would ac­tu­ally be laugh­able.


And she stood there and waited to see what Jack would say.


Jack gen­tly ran his hand over her shoul­der, over her beau­ti­ful, full breast. Not stroking, not dig­ging —  just driv­ing, like some­one who is scan­ning a land­scape to rec­og­nize it.


“Ce­leste, thank you for telling me so hon­estly what the last eleven years have been like for you. And I can un­der­stand if it feels like rape to a novice when she has to fuck such a high-rank­ing gen­tle­man. I don’t even have to ask Rosi —  she would tell me the same thing. And yes, it’s ac­tu­ally a shame how the monastery treats novices. But that’s not what I want to talk about now.”


He paused.


Not what he wants to talk about now. So he talks about some­thing else. So it goes fur­ther. So he has an­other ques­tion. And I know which ones.


“It up­set you,” he said, “that Rosi had been fucked by her rel­a­tives since she was twelve years old —  al­though Rosi seems to have found it more sporty or fun. But you? What was your shame be­fore you en­tered the monastery? Were you also a rape vic­tim?”


He said it. Ex­actly the word. Rape vic­tim. The word I didn’t give my­self for seven years be­cause it didn’t feel like it. But now that he says it, now that he puts it in the room, now it’s there and I have to an­swer it.


Ce­leste slowly shook her head.


“I don’t know if it was rape. De­spite my mom’s ve­he­ment protests, dad de­flow­ered me when I was thir­teen. I didn’t un­der­stand what fuck­ing was. Un­til then, I was a dreamy, with­drawn child who pre­ferred to play with my clit. And what did dad do? He screamed at mom and sent her back to her par­ents and threat­ened di­vorce. She had to lie with her dad again, fuck­ing the old id­iot night af­ter night, even though she hated it. The poor mom.”


That’s how it was. That’s how it was, and that’s how it is, and it still sounds crazy when you tell it. A daugh­ter is de­flow­ered so that the mother can be sent back. So that the fa­ther has a girl in the house who is docile and a woman out­side who no longer dis­turbs things. And I, at thir­teen, was the goods in this store. Like Rosi. How many.


I was thir­teen when my dad took me for the first time. There was no court­ing, no fore­play, no word too much. There was an ar­gu­ment, a giv­ing in, and then I lay there and knew the next morn­ing that some­thing had changed in the house.


The ar­gu­ment was about me with­out me be­ing asked. Mom wanted to send me to the city, to an aunt, to learn French, to learn the art of card read­ing. Dad said no, the girl stays in the house, the girl is needed here to fuck, that’s it! They ar­gued, louder and louder, and as it was with them, who­ever had the money won. Dad had the money. And then he threw mom out.


She had to go back to her old par­ents. To her own fa­ther, the old gen­tle­man. The old bas­tard who had de­flow­ered her and fucked her ev­ery day un­til she got mar­ried, even though she hated it. And the old gen­tle­man had been wait­ing for his daugh­ter for decades. And now he took her ev­ery night. Ev­ery night. In the next room, be­hind a door that had no seal, and I heard it when I was with them, the creak­ing, the wheez­ing, the slight burp­ing of the mat­tress.


And I was with them some­times. Some­times dad sent me to mom when he had to go away, when the es­tate needed it, when he wanted to have his back free. Then I was sleep­ing on the straw mat­tress at the end of the hall­way, and then I heard it, and then the com­pas­sion came, a very soft, very stupid com­pas­sion, and I thought: Mommy is get­ting old, Mommy can’t fuck and or­gasm ev­ery night any­more, or­gasm against her will.


So I lured the grand­fa­ther into my pussy. Not ev­ery evening, not al­ways. Only when I could, when the op­por­tu­nity arose in a hall­way, by a cur­tain, in a half-dark side room. I stood on tip­toe in front of him, let­ting him see that I was al­most as tall as his daugh­ter, and then I waited. It never took him long. One look was enough and he took me by the wrist and pulled me be­hind the cur­tain, and my mother was ly­ing in bed next to me, pre­tend­ing to be asleep, hav­ing a night off for the first time in weeks.


So I spread my­self across two beds, two gen­er­a­tions, two men who didn’t speak to each other and yet wanted the same thing. Nei­ther of them ever thanked me. Nei­ther of them ever asked me. And that was fine.


I was thir­teen when it hap­pened and I can still re­mem­ber the ex­act hour be­cause it was an hour that was sup­posed to be a dif­fer­ent thing. There was an ar­gu­ment be­tween mom and dad about me. About my fu­ture. Mom wanted to send me to the city, to an aunt, to learn French, to learn card art. She said: the girl is tal­ented, the girl should be­come some­thing. Dad said: the girl stays in the house, the girl is needed here, the girl is there for noth­ing bet­ter than to fuck.


They were ar­gu­ing in the next room, get­ting louder and louder, and I sat in the chair and heard it and acted as if I had no ear. Then it be­came quiet and then the door was open and Dad was stand­ing in there, alone. He didn’t say any­thing. He closed the door that led to Mama, first qui­etly, then with a bang, so that Mama heard it and knew: the mat­ter was de­cided.


He lifted my skirt. He did it quickly. He had it with­out a word. He pushed me onto the edge of the bed with one hand and took me with a dozen thrusts, the way you ham­mer a nail to make it hold. He didn’t touch my clit. He didn’t ask if it hurt. When it was over he low­ered his skirt again, looked at me and said: “Sleep well.” And then he went out.


Sleep well. That was my first time. A dozen shoves, three words, and a dad who then went into the next room to mom and scolded her be­cause she had protested and be­cause she lost. Mom had to go back to her old par­ents. She packed, she cried, she drove away, and I stayed in the house be­cause Dad had won and be­cause the girl was needed here.


And from then on I was no longer the daugh­ter. I was the cur­rency and the com­mod­ity. Dad had no­ticed what he had in me, and Dad wasn’t the man to let that go to waste. At first he con­tin­ued to take me, once a day, some­times twice, al­ways in the same room, al­ways with­out fore­play, al­ways with­out clit. Then his friends came.


It started with a chap­lain, a young one with soft hands, who was with us at din­ner and drank too much. He stayed overnight be­cause it was too far, and Dad said, “Go to bed with Ce­leste, it’s warmer.” And then he lay with me and fucked me, and Dad acted like it was the most nat­u­ral thing in the world.


Then the sur­geon. Then the vil­lage mayor. Then the traders who came to buy grain and stayed overnight to hag­gle and then came to my bed be­cause they had bar­gained for it. Then the ser­vants who lived in the house in the sum­mer be­cause there was har­vest. Then there were the drink­ing bud­dies, Dad’s ac­tual drink­ing bud­dies, with whom he sat in the inn and drank un­til it was late, and then brought them home be­cause he was show­ing off about me, like he was show­ing off about his horse.


And I didn’t feel any­thing. Never. For seven years, from thir­teen to nine­teen, a whole gen­er­a­tion of men lay on me and I felt noth­ing. No spark. No pulling. No shiver. They pushed, they came, they fell asleep, and I lay there with my legs open and waited for them to fin­ish. I counted: how many thrusts, how many min­utes, whether they start at the breasts or go straight into the pussy, whether they talk af­ter­wards or snore straight away. Some called me “my child”, some “girl”, some “Edel­traud”, and most noth­ing at all. And no one touched my clit. No­body knew he ex­isted.


And then the night came, and that night I was alone, and then I jerked my clit. That was the thing. That was al­ways the thing. From the seven years since I dis­cov­ered him, he has been my only friend and he has never let me down. Not even. When I rubbed him, at night, un­der the cov­ers, in my bed, as fast and as hard as I needed, then I came. Ev­ery time. Sure as Amen in church. And the men who took me day and evening and some­times at night knew noth­ing about it, they sus­pected noth­ing, and I never told them and they never no­ticed.


This was my life be­fore I came to the monastery. The men had me. And I had my clit. And they were two dif­fer­ent worlds, with a wall be­tween them, and on one side there was push­ing and count­ing and si­lence, and on the other side there was liv­ing and posh mas­tur­ba­tion.


And when I en­tered the monastery at nine­teen, I came with this wall. I came with the face of a good girl and the clit of a glut­ton. And I came with a habit that pro­tected me be­cause it cov­ered me and that be­trayed me be­cause you had to push it up at night to get to your clit. And then Car­men came. And then Jack came. And then ev­ery­thing started to change.


And then she told me what hap­pened next.


How her dad fucked her, in her bed, in his bed, in the hall­way, in the sta­ble, wher­ever it was con­ve­nient. How his friends fucked her, first hes­i­tantly, then nat­u­rally, then de­mand­ingly, then reg­u­larly. How strangers fucked her for a few gold coins —  hik­ers, traders, ser­vants, a chap­lain, a sur­geon, a vil­lage mayor, names she had long for­got­ten. She told it in short sen­tences in which there was no feel­ing any­more be­cause the feel­ings no longer came when she was telling the story.


And she felt noth­ing.


It was just a shame.


And yet —  and I’m only re­al­iz­ing it now as I’m talk­ing —  that’s not true at all. I didn’t feel any­thing. I felt it, but it’s so far away that it looks like noth­ing. And when I look closely, there was a girl in there who knew all along that things had to be dif­fer­ent. Who knew that fuck­ing wasn’t the same as be­ing used. And that this knowl­edge was then put away be­cause it was so used, like a dress that was hung in the closet and never worn again.


She looked up.


“That’s it,” she said. “That was my shame. It wasn’t that they did it to me. It was that I didn’t feel any­thing about it. For eleven years, fuck­ing wasn’t a word that meant plea­sure, but a word that meant process. A process. Some­thing that hap­pened while you were some­where else. And I don’t know if the Lord wanted it that way or if it just hap­pened that way be­cause no one asked if I liked it.”


She was silent.


And re­al­ized that she was still naked, that Jack was still naked. The fact that his hand was still on her breast, with­out press­ing, with­out grab­bing, he was just there.


And he didn’t say any­thing about it. And he didn’t nod, didn’t smile, didn’t say ‘that’s just how it is’. He lis­tens. He just lis­tens. And when he says some­thing now, I want it to be true. And if he doesn’t say any­thing, that’s good too. Then that’s even bet­ter.


Ce­leste sud­denly no­ticed that Jack’s eyes were swim­ming with tears. He wasn’t cry­ing, not yet. But they were there, stand­ing on the edge, hold­ing each other, wait­ing.


And then he spoke.


“Ce­leste, your ex­pe­ri­ence was much more ter­ri­ble than Rosi’s fate. As I said, she took it sportily. My God, the un­cles and neph­ews just want to fuck me, then they should just do it. And one, Leo, who had a meat cock like Jack, was the only one who fucked her to or­gasm. Those were the things that were im­por­tant to Rosi. And the fact that her dad fucked her night af­ter night in front of her mom was some­thing she bore with com­po­sure, if not a lit­tle hu­mor.”


He paused for a mo­ment. And his voice changed.


“But you ex­pe­ri­enced some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent. A dreamy lit­tle girl who pre­ferred to play with her clit in seclu­sion. I know that girl, I can see her in my mind.”


He sees her be­fore me. He sees the girl in front of him. The girl I was. And I didn’t see it my­self any­more. I put it away be­cause it was no longer needed.


“And then, the mon­ster. The daddy who de­flow­ers this del­i­cate crea­ture and fucks her like she was a knot­hole in drift­wood. The mon­ster who sends the beloved mommy back into ex­ile where she has to fuck her daddy again, some­thing she al­ways hated. And now she has to do it ev­ery night be­cause she can’t live on the streets.”


Knot­hole in drift­wood. Just as. That’s ex­actly what it felt like, and I never found the word for it, and now a sev­en­teen-year-old is say­ing it, and the word is per­fect.


“And the mon­ster lets all his drink­ing bud­dies fuck his lit­tle daugh­ter, be­cause he’s the mas­ter and she’s just drift­wood. Who doesn’t feel any­thing while fuck­ing. Who just gets wide-eyed and doesn’t un­der­stand why these strange men stick their dicks into her lit­tle fuck hole, pump wildly and er­rat­i­cally and then squirt in. What’s all this for? I have no idea, she says to her­self, she lies in her bed at night and strokes her clit, plays with her clit, Be­cause he’s her only real friend.”


My only real friend. Yes. He hit it. And I have for­got­ten him, this friend, for the last eleven years I have kept him small be­cause a nun can’t call her clit a friend, that sounds silly, that sounds pigish, that sounds like some­one who has fun at night when she should be­long to the good Lord.


“That was your past life, Ce­leste. And I could cry for that lit­tle, shy girl who al­ways with­drew and played with her only friend, her clit.”


Jack said it, and then he was silent.


And some­thing changed in­side Ce­leste. Not around, but fi­nally to­wards her­self. She saw the girl. She re­ally saw it, for the first time in years, the way Jack saw it: small, shy, dreamy, with big eyes in the bed, the clit as her only friend, and all around her there were strange men who were stick­ing their dicks into her and squirt­ing into her with­out ask­ing.


And she saw the girl slowly be­liev­ing that this was how it had to be. That a fuck hole is just a hole that men stick their dicks into and cum while pump­ing, and that a clit is a toy that you use to pass the time un­til the next man comes to fuck you. And that there is no con­nec­tion be­tween the two. And that what oth­ers fuck is not the same as what you play your­self.


And now here she stood, thirty years old, eleven years in the con­vent, naked, with wa­ter on her skin, and a sev­en­teen-year-old boy told her he could cry for the girl.


Ce­leste got goose­bumps that had noth­ing to do with the wa­ter.


She didn’t know what to say. But she did some­thing else.


She took Jack’s hand that was on her chest and held it for a mo­ment. She squeezed. And then put it back where it had been. On the chest. With­out grab­bing.


“Thank you,” she said. “That you saw her. That you saw the lit­tle girl. I had al­most for­got­ten that she ex­isted, ever ex­isted.”


And then, more qui­etly: “And now it’s good. Now I’ve told enough about my­self. For to­day.”


Jack re­minded her to get Rosi.


Rosi came, danc­ing with red cheeks and burst­ing with an­tic­i­pa­tion. She had al­ready show­ered, she smelled of soap, she had freshly brushed her hair be­hind her ears, and she was jump­ing when she came in.


Ce­leste hadn’t got­ten dressed af­ter show­er­ing. She car­ried her habit un­der her arm, like one car­ries a towel when one no longer needs one.


“I’ll watch you again,” she said. “But this time I’m no longer mak­ing a se­cret about the fact that I’m play­ing with my clit. My dear friend. You can see it. I’m not ly­ing any­more and I’m not hid­ing any­thing any­more.”


There. There it is said. In front of both. In front of the boy and in front of the lit­tle one. No longer the stern Sis­ter Ce­leste who sits on a stool and thinks no one can see. No. This time it’s writ­ten on her fore­head. This time it’s agreed. This time I’m one of the three of us, and the three of us know what we’re do­ing. I have a clit. I have a dear friend. And I like it, and I do it, and you can see it.


Jack and Rosi fucked like they had fucked yes­ter­day. Slowly at first, then faster, then in that rhythm that they had al­ready found yes­ter­day, this boy and this girl who had only known each other for two days and moved like two peo­ple who had been do­ing it for years. Rosi on her back, knees pulled up, hands on the boy’s back. Jack above her, calm, fo­cused, with that hump that moved along as if it were part of him and didn’t bother any­one.


But Ce­leste sat dif­fer­ently this time.


She sat naked on the wooden chair, lifted one leg, placed the sole on the seat next to her butt. So her labia opened on their own and re­leased the clit. She no longer had to put her fist through the ma­te­rial, she no longer had to jerk off un­der her habit. She could just put her fin­gers on it, like she does in her cell at night, naked, undis­turbed, with her­self.


So. This is how I sit. With one leg up. And ev­ery­thing is open. And ev­ery­one can see it. And if you look, you’ll see a thirty-year-old nun rub­bing her clit while two chil­dren are fuck­ing. And the Lord sees it too. And the Lord prob­a­bly nods. The Lord says: fi­nally, girl. Fi­nally.


Ev­ery now and then Jack or Rosi looked over. Rosi openly, with a grin that was half un­der­stand­ing, half com­plic­ity —  a look that said: yes, go ahead, I do that ev­ery night too, just later. And Jack looked over at his own pace, once while breath­ing in, once af­ter breath­ing out, calmly, check­ing, al­most con­firm­ing. And they both saw that Ce­leste was watch­ing them fuck and rub­bing her clit de­voutly.


De­vo­tional. That was the right word. Ce­leste rubbed not greed­ily, not ner­vously, not se­cretly. She rubbed like some­one pray­ing a rosary, only with one hand and in a dif­fer­ent or­der. Ev­ery move an Ave. Ev­ery move a thought of what she saw. And she felt it grow­ing in­side her, not as vi­o­lently as yes­ter­day when she had to hide it, but calmer, deeper, safer. As if this time it wasn’t theft, but a har­vest.


And that’s it, she thought. I earned this to­day. I earned it to­day through hon­esty. Not by sneak­ing. Through hon­esty. That’s the dif­fer­ence. And the dif­fer­ence is big.


She con­tin­ued rub­bing her­self. She watched as Jack took Rosi, as Rosi held Jack, as the two gave and took each other’s rhythm, and it be­came warm and wide and full in­side her.


And the clit —  my dear friend, my lit­tle old friend, my only one since I was thir­teen —  is happy for me. He’s not alone to­day. He’s no longer the only real friend to­day. To­day he has two peo­ple who can see him as he is. As he al­ways was. As he should al­ways have been.


She leaned her head against the cold wall be­hind her. And she let it hap­pen, slowly, at her own pace, with­out haste, while Jack and Rosi pushed each other on the cot.


And she smiled.


Just like that.


Dur­ing the break while fuck­ing, Jack told Rosi what had hap­pened to Ce­leste be­fore she left the monastery.


He did it briefly and clearly, in signs, with his face, with his hands. And Ce­leste watched as Rosi lis­tened. How the round face first dark­ened, then squinted, then opened in­dig­nantly. Tears of pity in the girl’s eyes. And un­der­neath, im­me­di­ately, im­me­di­ately, with­out any de­tour, tears of im­po­tent anger.


Rosi ges­tured quickly, vi­o­lently, with short, hard move­ments. Jack trans­lated for Ce­leste.


“She ex­presses her con­do­lences to you,” he said. “And she says she hopes your heart­less dad falls out of his chair dead and goes to hell.”


Ce­leste laughed.


Half laughed, half cried, a sound that didn’t know where it be­longed and just came out. And now she had tears in her eyes, just like Jack had had them be­fore and like Rosi had them now.


Fall out of your chair dead and go to hell. So sim­ple. So sim­ple. So good. I haven’t thought so clearly in eleven years. I thought: that’s just how dad is. Dad can’t help it. Dad is a child of his time. And then a deaf-mute four­teen-year-old who looks like a lit­tle an­gel comes and tells me: fall dead from the chair and go to hell. And she’s right. She is so right. And it falls like a weight off my heart, a weight I’ve been car­ry­ing around for years with­out know­ing it.


Ce­leste smiled through her tears.


She smiled over at Rosi. And Rosi smiled back. And then Rosi raised her hand and made a small sign, which Jack trans­lated with a shake of the head and a grin, but Ce­leste also un­der­stood it as: Don’t worry, sis­ter. We are all from some­where.


The two con­tin­ued fuck­ing.


And Ce­leste gave her friend, the clit, all the love that the lit­tle girl had given her clit back then. All the love. No longer the dis­carded, locked away, hung-in-the-closet love of a child who didn’t know what to do with it. No. This time the love of a grown woman who knows what she is do­ing and is al­lowed to do it. The love that now had space within her be­cause a stone was gone.


My friend. My lit­tle old friend. You’ve waited so long. You played pa­tiently, in se­cret, in the dark, in the cell, in the bed, in the stool, un­der the habit. And now you can play again. And now you’re play­ing for me. And now it’s me play­ing for you. And there’s a whole thir­teen-year pe­riod be­tween the two of us. And from to­day on, it’s no longer just for me.


She rubbed her­self slowly, to her own rhythm, and she watched two young peo­ple make love in front of her, and she thought of the girl she had been and the woman she was now, and she held both in her hand, the old and the new, and they fit to­gether, fi­nally, with­out one dis­plac­ing the other.


And above her, in the semi-dark vault, a small cross hung on the wall.


And Ce­leste looked up and nod­ded at him, ca­su­ally, in the mid­dle of rub­bing, in the mid­dle of the or­gasm that was slowly build­ing in­side her. A lit­tle nod, a yes, yes, I know you see it, and it’s okay, and this time I didn’t hide it, and if you want, you can en­joy it.


And then she let it come.


Ce­leste dressed Rosi again.


But this time like a lover.


She ca­ressed ev­ery inch of the thir­teen-year-old’s skin — thir­teen, Jack said. Thir­teen. That’s how old I was when it started. And that’s the same num­ber that stands here in front of me and doesn’t know any­thing about it. She stroked her shoul­ders, her arms, her waist, her stom­ach. She stroked the lit­tle breasts, which were al­ready grow­ing a lit­tle, and she felt them un­der her own fin­ger, how they felt, warm, firm, young, like buds. She stroked the cunt that had just had a cock in it and the clit that had just twitched in an or­gasm, and she did it slowly, thor­oughly, the way you ap­pre­ci­ate some­thing by hold­ing it in your hand.


Rosi laughed from ear to ear.


She put up with it. She put up with ev­ery­thing with a mat­ter-of-fact­ness that al­most made Ce­leste jeal­ous. No ten­sion, no ques­tion as to whether it is al­lowed. Just joy, pure joy, a child be­ing pet­ted and en­joy­ing it with­out won­der­ing who is al­lowed to do that.


It wasn’t like that back then. It wasn’t like that for me. For me, stroking was al­ways tied to some­thing. To a man, to an or­der, to a busi­ness. With Rosi it’s just there. How nice. How in­no­cent. How lucky.


When Ce­leste was fin­ished and she had dressed Rosi, Rosi gave her a kiss on the cheek.


Just like that. A kiss. On the cheek. From a child.


Jack didn’t have to trans­late any­thing.


Ce­leste stood still for a mo­ment, her hand still on the last but­ton, her cheek still warm from the kiss, and she felt like cry­ing, but she didn’t cry. She nod­ded to Rosi. And Rosi nod­ded back.


Rosi ran away jump­ing and happy. She was happy that to­mor­row it would be so beau­ti­ful and broth­erly and sis­terly again. She turned around again at the door, raised her hand, waved in her di­rec­tion, in Ce­leste’s di­rec­tion, and then she was gone, her steps skip­ping down the hall like yes­ter­day, only a lit­tle hap­pier.


Broth­erly. Sis­terly. Did she think like that? Has she found a word for three peo­ple find­ing each other in a room and en­joy­ing each other with­out one tak­ing any­thing away from the other? I didn’t even know that ex­isted. I lived for eleven years in a monastery where ev­ery­one was sis­ters, all broth­ers, all chil­dren of the same Lord, and where not a sin­gle one of us had the idea that we could fuck each other like broth­ers and sis­ters. Un­til now. Un­til a sev­en­teen-year-old and a thir­teen-year-old came along and demon­strated it to me.


Ce­leste let Jack learn and closed the door qui­etly be­hind her.


She stopped in the hall­way.


She heard Jack open a book through the door. The quiet rustling of pa­per. Then si­lence. The boy was now sit­ting at his ta­ble study­ing rock­etry, his back full of sore mus­cles from fuck­ing and his belly full of the juice he’d in­jected into a girl, and he was now think­ing about ion-pho­ton en­gines.


Ce­leste shook her head and smiled.


That it goes to­gether. Rock­ets and fuck­ing. Stars and clit. The boy wants to go to NASA and at the same time a nun jerks him off three times and he tells her what an or­gasm is. And both are true. He is both. He can be both.


She put on her habit, the coarse ma­te­rial, the robe of penance and chastity, which had seemed to her like a strait­jacket yes­ter­day and to­day just like a piece of cloth­ing. She put on her belt, put on her hood, and folded her hands, more out of habit than out of com­pul­sion.


And then she went into the kitchen.


Peel pota­toes.


But not to­day to for­get your­self.


In the af­ter­noon the door to Jack’s cell opened.


He looked up from his pa­pers and nod­ded greet­ings to Ce­leste, the way you greet some­one you’ve been ex­pect­ing with­out prior agree­ment.


Ce­leste slowly but surely took off her habit. She did it calmly, she didn’t fold it, she didn’t hang it up, she just let it sink to the floor, be­cause the floor in this cell was now no longer the floor of the monastery, but sim­ply a floor. And then she lay naked on the hard cot.


Her hand was au­to­mat­i­cally on her cunt, on her clit. Not rub­bing, not work­ing, just there. As if she was where she be­longed. As if the clit were a place where the hand rested.


Now Jack looked up. He closed the book and sat on the bed next to naked Ce­leste. He looked at her calmly; noth­ing showed that he knew how much it had hit. No grin, no “Well then”. He just sat there, his crooked back half straight­ened, and looked at her.


Ce­leste half sat up, lean­ing on her el­bows.


“Jack, if you could take a break be­tween chap­ters  —  I’d be happy to take ad­van­tage of that break.”


Jack smiled. “I’ve al­ready closed the book, Ce­leste.”


So sim­ple. So out­ra­geously sim­ple. Book closed, me there, done. And I spent the whole af­ter­noon ag­o­niz­ing over how to say it, and now he’s done it in one sen­tence.


Ce­leste was shak­ing in­side. How could she ask him so di­rectly? But he had said: no more lies.


“No more lies, you said, Jack Van de Meere. I want to sleep with you so much. Fuck you. Fuck you. All three at once.”


So. There. Ev­ery­thing out. Three words, three truths, three stages. Sleep, fuck, fuck. And all three are true, and all three be­long to the same wish, and if you only say one, then two are miss­ing, and I don’t want to leave out two, be­cause leav­ing out has been my spe­cialty for the last eleven years.


Jack slowly re­moved his clothes, but his eyes re­mained fo­cused on her. He didn’t look at the ma­te­rial he was re­mov­ing, he looked at Ce­leste, at her face, at her shoul­ders, at her breasts, at her hand on her clit that she still didn’t take away.


“Your ser­vice, Sis­ter Ce­leste,” he said mock­ingly and hu­mor­ously.


She looked up.


“My real first name is Edel­traud, if you pre­fer, Jack.”


Jack smiled. “You are still Sis­ter Ce­leste, dear Edel­traud.”


Still. He still says. So he knows there is a limit. So he knows I’m fac­ing one. So he knows what’s go­ing on in­side me with­out me telling him. Or he sus­pects it. Or he just says it be­cause it’s true. And it’s true. And that’s why it feels good.


She looked at him for a long time.


“But not for long, Jack.”


And now. Now I’ll say it com­pletely. Now I’m go­ing to tell him what’s been go­ing on in­side me since I’ve known him. I’ve known him for three days. Three days. And in these three days I learned more about my­self than I have in eleven years.


“I’ll be leav­ing here soon, I’ll be called Edel­traud again. I’ll look for a good, hon­est man with a strong meaty cock, have chil­dren and start a lov­ing fam­ily.”


A meat cock. Did I say meat cock? Yes. I have. Be­cause he said so. Be­cause it’s true. Be­cause I now know what a meat cock is and be­cause I want one. And be­cause I can ad­mit it to him.


“And I prom­ise you,” she con­tin­ued, “I won’t lock my hus­band be­tween my thighs, but I will give him the free­dom to make lit­tle slip-ups. That’s hu­man na­ture, the lit­tle slip-ups. And I’ll learn to deal with them. I prom­ise!”


So. And now he knows ev­ery­thing. He knows that I don’t want to marry him even though he’s cute. He knows he was the trig­ger, not the tar­get. He knows that I am grate­ful to him and that I am leav­ing at the same time. And he also knows that I learned from him what loy­alty means and that I won’t be­come the one who mis­un­der­stands her. Not the su­pe­rior. Not the one that sells. Not the one who locks up. One who loves, with room to breathe.


And that’s how it hap­pened.


Jack was jerked off by Ce­leste while she was show­er­ing, and then he fucked Rosi with plea­sure, with the se­ri­ous­ness and joy that he al­ways had with her, and then later, that same af­ter­noon, he fucked Ce­leste too. Naked, on the hard bed, slowly, be­cause he of­fered it to her and she took it as it was of­fered. And the lit­tle hump moved with it, and her legs were not in such a way that no one could es­cape her, but in such a way that both of them could find each other, and in her there was no longer any shame or process or process, but a place that was big enough for be­ing loved.


All three of them had ar­rived.


On the cot, in the af­ter­noon light, with books ly­ing next to them and a robe ly­ing on the floor and the smell of soap and sweat and a lit­tle holy smoke from yes­ter­day, three peo­ple sat and agreed that it was so right.


And Ce­leste thought, with Jack’s weight on her and not yet let­ting go:


So that’s how it works. That’s how it works. You let a per­son in be­cause you want to, and when you want him to go out again, he goes out, and you still keep him. And then he comes back, or he doesn’t come back, and both are good. And you won’t get any less of it. You be­come more.


Lord, you did well. It took me thirty-one years to re­al­ize it. But now I have it.








Rosi —  The un­cles’ house



Rosi’s fam­ily was not poor, but they were nu­mer­ous. A farm with two houses, a large sta­ble area, a thresh­ing floor where the hay lay in the win­ter and the trac­tors in the sum­mer. And in this court­yard, as hap­pens in the coun­try when a house be­comes too small and no one moves out, three gen­er­a­tions lived on top of each other: the grand­fa­ther, the un­cles, the cousins, the neph­ews. And in be­tween, like a chick be­tween roost­ers, Rosi.


It started when she was twelve. Not with a ma­jor event, but with a hand that was left ly­ing too long.


She was sit­ting on the lap of Un­cle An­ton, a big man with red fists from milk­ing, and he had her the way you sit chil­dren on your lap, and at some point his hand was no longer on her back, but un­der her skirt. He didn’t act like it was a big deal. He just left his hand there rub­bing her clit while he talked to the oth­ers about dairy prices, and when he got up af­ter an hour he acted as if he had done noth­ing but sit down.


Noth­ing more. As if a hand jerk­ing off un­der a girl’s skirt was the most nor­mal thing in the world. As if I were a sack of flour that you wanted to check to see if the con­tents were good. And I, at twelve, sat there and didn’t dare breathe.


Three days later she was naked in his room.


Un­cle An­ton was not a man of words. He pulled the dress over her head like he takes the blan­ket off a calf, and then he looked her up and down with a look that said: Yes. So yes. Why not. He was the first. It hurt, it was short, it was un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous, and when he was fin­ished he pat­ted her twice on the hip, as one tells an an­i­mal that it has been good, and went to the thresh­ing floor.


So that’s how it was. So sim­ple. A man gets up and down on you, and then he goes to work. And I’m ly­ing there with a small trace of blood on my thigh and I don’t know whether I should cry or laugh. I cried. And then I laughed. Both. Both at the same time. And it didn’t feel wrong at all.


And then it started. Like a door that is open once and never closes com­pletely again.


The sec­ond was Un­cle Josef, the younger one, who did it dif­fer­ently —  slower, longer, with his mouth on her neck, with words, with a pause in be­tween that gave her the first inkling of what plea­sure might be. He took his time. He took weeks. And it was he who brought her to the brink of or­gasm for the first time when she was thir­teen —  to the brink, but not over. That put her off. This was Rosi’s pri­vate prop­erty and she saved it for the night.


Then the grand­fa­ther. He was old and slow and had hands like roots, and it was he who once placed her so that she could touch her­self and said: “Go ahead. Do it your­self, Rosi child, while I take you and fuck you. The child should get some­thing out of it too.”


That was a sen­tence that stuck. Over years.


Rosi was twelve when it started, and it didn’t start with her, but with her dad. Dad was tired of be­ing the only man in the house who didn’t get any­thing. His broth­ers, Un­cles An­ton and Josef, had fucked their mother, his cousins had fucked their cousins, his grand­fa­ther had fucked his grand­daugh­ters —  only he, the fa­ther, the lord of the farm, had been left high and dry be­cause the mother, with five chil­dren in bed, only wanted one thing: to sleep.


“Come here, Rosi,” he said one evening as she sat in the kitchen peel­ing pota­toes, and she knew im­me­di­ately what he meant be­cause she had seen it with ev­ery­one else. He pushed her against the ta­ble, lifted her skirt, felt be­tween her legs —  not squeamishly, like a man check­ing a cow to see if it was preg­nant —  and then he fucked her. Away from the ta­ble, onto the bench, onto her back, the potato knife still in her hand. And it hardly hurt. How to peel pota­toes. He worked through it, three min­utes, four min­utes, then he was fin­ished, and then he said, “Good,” and then he went to bed.


From then on, Rosi was no longer a child in the house, but a thing that could serve. The dad fucked her first be­cause he was the dad. Then Un­cle An­ton, his brother, who lived in the next house, came and fucked her straight away, as if she were a field to be plowed when the neigh­bor couldn’t see it. Then Un­cle Josef, the youngest, who worked in the sta­ble with the horses and who took her from the hayloft when she was thir­teen and laughed be­cause she was still so small that his hands were all around her hips.


Then the cousins. Then the cousins. Then the neph­ews, who were barely older than her. Then the grand­fa­ther, who was al­ready in his sev­en­ties and still tried out ev­ery girl in the house be­fore he went to bed, and who fucked her on his lap while the grand­mother sat nearby and knit­ted and acted as if she didn’t see any­thing.


It was one ev­ery night. Some­times two. Some­times three, one be­hind the other, in the sta­ble, in the hay, in the room be­hind the stove, in the shed with the calves. Rosi didn’t re­sist, she joined in, she counted, she learned the holds and the pauses and the fa­vorite po­si­tions of each man in the same way that oth­ers learned the melodies of the hymns. She knew that Un­cle An­ton wanted it from be­hind and quickly, and that Un­cle Josef wanted it slowly and with con­ver­sa­tion, and that Grand­fa­ther pre­ferred to take her sit­ting down so that his back wouldn’t suf­fer.


And the mother? The mother knew, but the mother said noth­ing. She knew what was hap­pen­ing in the house, she had ex­pe­ri­enced it her­self —  she had been taken by her hus­band’s broth­ers, for years, night af­ter night, in the same sta­bles, on the same benches. And dad didn’t know any­thing about it. The dad, the man of the farm, the only man in the house who didn’t fuck, had no idea that his broth­ers, cousins and neph­ews had laid on his wife.


And then, lit­tle by lit­tle, the mother came back into traf­fic. Only be­cause the broth­ers asked about her. Then be­cause they saw how their mother blos­somed over the years, how her hips be­came round again, how she laughed again when she milked the cows. One night, when dad was away at the horse fair in town, Un­cle An­ton came into the room and took not Rosi, but his mother. And the mother al­lowed it be­cause she hadn’t had it for years and be­cause it wasn’t a risk be­cause dad wasn’t there. And then Un­cle Josef came to An­ton that same night, and then grand­fa­ther came be­cause he heard it from his sons.


Since then, the mother, the mis­tress of the farm, was the rel­a­tive’s sec­ond fuck ob­ject. When dad was there, they took Rosi. When their fa­ther was away, they took their mother. And some­times, when the mother thought that the fa­ther would not come back un­til the night, they took mother and daugh­ter at the same time, in the sta­ble, on two benches, and the men went from one to the other as they pleased. And dad never no­ticed any­thing. He came home, drank his liquor, ate his din­ner, and asked his wife if ev­ery­thing was okay. And the mother said: “It’s all right, Joseph.” And then she went to bed, alone, with her back against the wall.


Rosi grew up with the men in the house, like oth­ers grow up with the cows. She learned what a man wanted be­fore she knew the word for it. She learned what a man can do and what a man can­not do. And she met the one, only man with whom she re­ally could: Leo, her cousin, sev­en­teen, whom she loved be­cause he was the only one who didn’t push her legs apart, but looked at her and asked kindly be­fore he fucked her. She came to Leo. She felt it with Leo. She joined in with ev­ery­one else.


And her line about fuck­ing, the line that summed it all up, was, “Oh, it’s like peel­ing pota­toes.” She said it as she said it, with­out ran­cor, with­out trans­fig­u­ra­tion. It was just like that. And when Jack asked her later on the cot what it was like, in the house, with the un­cles, with the cousins and the neph­ews, with the grand­fa­ther, with the dad, then she would say it again, the same thing: “Like peel­ing pota­toes.” And then she pulled the blan­ket up to her armpits and started talk­ing with her hands.


The cousins came along. First one, then the other, then the un­cles’ sons, then the neph­ews from fur­ther away who came to visit and who were gen­er­ously “loaned”. In the hayloft, in the sta­ble, be­hind the shed, in the bath­room. No­body asked. No­body made a cer­e­mony of it. You took Rosi when you needed her, and she let your­self be taken, and some­times she was even the one who started.


And then Leo came.


Leo was a sec­ond nephew, sev­en­teen, with arms like a young ox and a meaty cock that he him­self didn’t quite un­der­stand. Ev­ery­thing was dif­fer­ent for him. With him she didn’t go home empty-handed. She came to him. Twice. Three times. He didn’t stop when she jerked in or­gasm, he kept go­ing, wilder, un­til she writhed and screamed be­neath him. He was the only one who even made it that far. And she loved him for it, so sim­ply, so openly, the way a girl of thir­teen loves: he made her or­gasm, so he was the best.


The Leo. With him I’m not Rosi, with him I’m a hu­man be­ing. I feel some­thing about that. In this case, I’m not the one you take, but the one you do it with. And if he holds my hands as I go in, then I know: I’m com­ing with him. I al­ways come to him.


The mom.


Rosi’s mom was a neat, skep­ti­cal woman. Some­one who went to church on Sun­days, who wiped in be­tween, who stuffed her breasts in her bodice like doc­u­ments in a closet, and who did her duty in bed with a cer­tain con­tempt. She was only soft at night when she jerked her clit. She had mar­ried her hus­band be­cause it was fit­ting, not be­cause she wanted to. And she had thought that the court and the men of the court were rude, that they were peas­ants, that the fine peo­ple in the of­fice would not look af­ter them.


When she no­ticed that Rosi was fuck­ing her un­cles —  her broth­ers —  she frowned. “The child! With his own un­cles!”  —  and then she acted as if it was a mat­ter be­tween Rosi and the broth­ers and she was left out of it.


Un­til the evening when Un­cle An­ton, her own brother, said: “Rosel, now you know. Now tell me why you’re not ac­tu­ally al­lowed to have a go too?”


And he hadn’t asked her like a stranger, but like a man who be­lieved he had a right to her be­cause she was the woman in the house, and be­cause her daugh­ter had long since been re­vealed, and be­cause a mother who doesn’t for­bid some­thing to the child is al­lowed to try it her­self.


It hap­pened in the kitchen. At the ta­ble where pota­toes were usu­ally peeled.


Rosi’s mom wouldn’t let her un­dress her, she just let her lie over the ta­ble and push up her dress. And then she lay there with her stom­ach on the kitchen ta­ble and An­ton did it to her from be­hind and she held her teeth to­gether and af­ter ten min­utes a sound that Rosi had never heard from her es­caped her. Not big, not loud. But a tone. And Rosi sat in the cor­ner on the stool and watched her own mother be­ing taken by her brother at the kitchen ta­ble, and she didn’t see it as com­pe­ti­tion, she saw it as sal­va­tion.


The mom. Fi­nally. The mom who al­ways grit­ted her teeth, who al­ways said fuck­ing isn’t for plea­sure, the mom who looked like she in­vented na­ture so the world wouldn’t die out. And now she’s ly­ing on the kitchen ta­ble, her dress pushed up her back, and Un­cle An­ton is fuck­ing her and she can’t keep her teeth to­gether any­more. She holds her hands on the edge of the ta­ble and shakes her ass. And I’m sit­ting here look­ing at it. And she’s not the mom any­more. She is a woman. She is like me. One to fuck.


That was the break.


From then on, the rosel passed through the hands of un­cles, cousins, neph­ews —  ev­ery­one wanted to have it at some point. She was older than Rosi, she was more ma­ture, she was the woman in the house, and who­ever was al­lowed to look her fa­ther in the eye was also al­lowed to look into her mother’s lap, and some­times they both looked, the mother tak­ing turns with two men, while the child sat in the kitchen peel­ing pota­toes as if it was noth­ing.


Just the dad.


Dad was the only one who never came along. Dur­ing the day he was in the field, or in the sta­ble, or at the of­fice. He was al­ways the man who was some­where where no one else was. And so it hap­pened that dad was the only guy in his own house who couldn’t get hold of his own wife —  be­cause his un­cles, his cousins, his neph­ews were fuck­ing her away from him, in his own kitchen, on his own ta­ble, in front of his own daugh­ter, and he didn’t no­tice any­thing about it be­cause he was at work.


And when he came home in the evening, tired, with a beer in his mouth, he sat down in the liv­ing room and didn’t know that his wife had been taken by his or her brother that af­ter­noon and that his daugh­ter had been watch­ing the two of them.


Dad doesn’t know. Dad doesn’t know any­thing. Dad thinks he has a farm, many broth­ers, a wife, a daugh­ter. And all he has is a bed where he sleeps while the un­cles next door fuck my mom. He’s the only man in the house who doesn’t fuck his mom. He’s the only man in the house who doesn’t no­tice that ev­ery­one else is fuck­ing their mom. And that’s per­haps the worst thing you can do to a man  —  fuck his wife with­out ask­ing him.


And when things were re­ally bad, when two un­cles and a nephew were there at the same time and Rosel no longer knew who she be­longed to first —  then Rosi sat in the cor­ner and was the only one who could still see clearly. And she didn’t think about any­thing else. She thought of Leo. To the only man in this house who made her feel like a hu­man and not like a rose.


The Leo. Just the Leo. If I could choose, it would only be Leo. For ev­ery­one else, I’m the daugh­ter, the niece, the cousin, the lit­tle one who’s al­ways there and her cunt is al­ways a lit­tle open. For Leo, I’m Rosi. And I’ll come to Leo.


That’s how she grew up. Not with scru­ples, not with shame, not with the feel­ing that some­thing was wrong. She grew up know­ing that a house is a house, that a man is a man, that a mother is a woman, and that peo­ple take each other when they need it, and that in the midst of all this, the child is the only one who fully un­der­stands it —  and there­fore the only one who would ever fully un­der­stand it.


And so she came to the monastery at four­teen, with a happy face, with the cer­tainty that fuck­ing was some­thing sporty. That it’s not the end of the world. And that you can do it any­where there is a ta­ble or a bed if you want. And who had no ob­jec­tion to the Mother Su­pe­rior rent­ing her out to the high lords like a pound of flesh. Fuck­ing was a good thing, es­pe­cially with Jack and Leo, they did it best.








Ce­leste  —  The kid with the only friend



When she was still Edel­traud, Ce­leste was a child straight out of a pic­ture book. Dreamy, quiet, with a room to hide in and with hands that knew where they be­longed early on. At eleven she lay in bed in the evening and played with her clit. Not with a goal, not with an ef­fort  —  just like vis­it­ing a friend with­out want­ing any­thing from him. The clit was the only place on her body where she owned her­self. And of course she had fig­ured out how to jerk her clit if she wanted to or­gasm. Usu­ally just one was enough to let her fall asleep bliss­fully. But some­times her friend, the clit, would de­mand that she do it sev­eral times if she had seen a lot of fuck­ing. This was very tir­ing, but she did it so that her friend, the clit, could find peace and also be ready to fall asleep.


The world is big and loud. The mom is tired from all the fuck­ing. Dad is gone. But down here, be­tween my legs, there’s a lit­tle spot and it’s all mine. He’s wait­ing for me. He’s happy when I come to him with my fin­ger. And when I’m gone, he’s still wait­ing. He’s my friend. The only one.


And then the evening came when daddy did it.


She was thir­teen. She was ly­ing in bed, as al­ways, her hand un­der the cov­ers, her clit warm and friendly. And then the door opened and dad came in, not as usual, not to say good­night, but with a dif­fer­ent gait, with a dif­fer­ent look.


He didn’t sit on the edge of the bed. He stood by the bed and looked at her for a long time, and then he pulled the blan­ket away, and then he pulled up her night­gown, and then he looked at what the child had, which he had oth­er­wise only seen in pass­ing.


And then he lay down with it.


He wasn’t af­fec­tion­ate. He wasn’t rude ei­ther. He was like a man who does some­thing that he has planned for a long time and has put off for a long time. He pushed her night­gown over her chest, he left his hand on her stom­ach, and then his hand went fur­ther down to where her own hand was, and then he took it away, her hand, like a teacher takes a pen out of a child’s hand, be­cause now the teacher is writ­ing.


And then he pen­e­trated.


It’s in there. He’s in there. What is this. What is this. This is not like my fin­ger. My fin­ger is small and knows me. He’s tall and doesn’t know me. He pushes him­self into me like a stranger in an apart­ment he doesn’t live in. And then he stays there for a mo­ment. And then he pushes again. And again. And I, at thir­teen, don’t know where to look.


It hurt. Not very, but right. It bled a lit­tle, she no­ticed it later on the sheet. And dad didn’t last long. He made a dozen thrusts, then he twitched, then he lay on her for a while, heavy, with his breath in his hair, and then he got up, said “Sleep well,” and left.


That’s it. That was the de­flow­er­ing. Two min­utes. A dozen thrusts. A man gets up, says sleep well, and leaves. And I’m ly­ing here with a lit­tle hole that’s bleed­ing from it, and with a clit that’s been ly­ing next to me the whole time, watch­ing and not even be­ing asked. He didn’t touch the clit. He just drove past him like he was a neigh­bor you didn’t say hello to. Then why have the clit if no one needs it?


And then mom came.


Mom knew it, she sus­pected it, she protested like you said. But the dad was the mas­ter of the house, and the dad wanted the woman out of the way while he fucked the child. So he sent mom back to her par­ents. And there, in the old house, sat an old man —  Ce­leste’s grand­fa­ther, mom’s dad —  and the old man had a wife who had lost her mind long ago and a bed in which there was still a free place.


And mom had to go in there.


Not once, not twice. Night af­ter night. Be­cause you don’t live on the streets, be­cause you can’t go back into your mar­riage, be­cause a child needs carte blanche in the man’s house and a woman needs a place to sleep out­side. And so, night af­ter night, mom lay with her own fa­ther, fuck­ing the old id­iot she de­spised be­cause he had given her noth­ing all her life but him­self and his puny cock.


My mom. My poor, neat, skep­ti­cal mom. She told me be­fore, “Bet­ter stay where you are, girl.” And then she left be­cause she had to go. And now she lies with the old man ev­ery night and he takes her like a right be­cause he is her fa­ther and she has noth­ing else. And she does it for me. For your child. So that her child can stay in the house while the man uses the child. And she loathes it. And she does it any­way. And I, thir­teen, never found out. Un­til now. Un­til now, when I sud­denly know.


And Ce­leste stayed in the house. As cur­rency.


Dad’s friends came. First hes­i­tantly, then of course. They didn’t come for mom, she was gone. They used to fuck their mom, all of them, be­cause dad looked the other way and didn’t care who fucked his wife. They came for the daugh­ter. Dad was proud, he had some­thing to show for it, he had a girl in the house who was good and quiet and docile and pretty. And so he loaned her out like a tool.


There was a chap­lain, a sur­geon, a vil­lage mayor, hik­ers, traders, and ser­vants. They all took it, each one once, each one a lit­tle dif­fer­ent, each one a lit­tle more like the last. And Ce­leste al­lowed it. She lay there, she held her legs open, she let her­self be in­serted, she let her­self be pumped, she let her­self be in­jected. And she felt noth­ing.


Noth­ing. Re­ally noth­ing. Daddy pushes him­self in­side me and I don’t feel what I feel when my fin­ger touches me. A strange guy is ly­ing on top of me and all I can feel is his weight and his breath­ing. And when he’s done, he pulls his cock out again and I’m ly­ing there with a wet hole and not a sin­gle spark in my clit. Not even a small one. Not even that. Why? Why doesn’t any­thing go over there? Why is the clit so far away when a cock is in­side me?


And she tried. She tried to feel it. She tried to imag­ine her­self with the guys, she tried to get car­ried away, she tried to think about her clit while she was be­ing fucked. It didn’t work. The clit re­mained numb as long as she didn’t touch it her­self. She never came. Not even. Not once in all these years. Not a sin­gle man has made her or­gasm.


Only at night did she jerk her clit to or­gasm.


At night, when ev­ery­thing was quiet, when the house was dark and dad was snor­ing, then she lay in bed, like she did when she was eleven, and then she played with her clit. What­ever the hell. And then she came. Al­ways. Ev­ery time. Un­til at some point she cried be­cause it was so beau­ti­ful and be­cause it was so lit­tle. Be­cause she was a lover by night and a sack of flour to stick a cock in by day.


And the clit re­mains my friend. The only one. The men take the route above me, but the clit takes the route through me. And when I do it at night, I’m the only woman in the house who is at home in her own body. The dad and mom are some­where, and the guys are some­where, and they’re all on the move. And I’m ly­ing here, and my clit and I, we’re all there. And we’re com­ing. And then we fall asleep. And this is the only place in my life where joy is en­tirely mine.


That’s how she grew up. Not with a trauma that she could name, but with a gap: there was noth­ing be­tween fuck­ing and cum­ming. There was no bridge be­tween what a man did to her and what she did to her­self.


And so she came to the monastery at nine­teen. With a clit as the only equip­ment. With a faith that wasn’t wrong, but that no longer knew where to go with her. And with a chastity that she didn’t in­vent, but that she chose be­cause of a lack of bridges —  be­cause chastity is at least an an­swer for some­one who doesn’t feel any­thing when fuck­ing.


When she en­tered the monastery, she was nei­ther frigid nor prud­ish.


She was just one who knew that the clit was the only way to her­self —  and who didn’t know that there was a way back. One where a man and a clit and a fuck hole are one and the same thing. One where she could get fucked and cum.


And that path was be­fore her at the mo­ment when a sev­en­teen-year-old boy with an ugly hump on his back and a meaty cock be­tween his legs said to her:


“I’ve al­ready closed the book, Ce­leste.”


And then she didn’t have to fit in any­more. Then she was just there.








The evening in Jack’s cell



It was the third evening. Rosi was sit­ting on the bunk dressed be­cause she wanted to stay a lit­tle longer even though she had al­ready been fucked, and Ce­leste was sit­ting on the stool with her robe on but with­out a belt be­cause she had left it be­hind at some point. Jack was sit­ting at the ta­ble, chair up­side down, chin rest­ing on the back, smok­ing a joint he’d rolled from two left­overs.


At some point Rosi ges­tured a ques­tion, short and cu­ri­ous, and Jack laughed, and then he trans­lated for Ce­leste:


“She wants to know how it started for me. Be­cause she told me how it started for her. She says fair is fair.”


Ce­leste nod­ded. She felt like she wanted to hear it, with­out be­ing able to say ex­actly why.


Jack sat up. And then he started, speak­ing for Ce­leste and sign­ing for Rosi…


My mom is the Mar­quise, but be­fore she was the Mar­quise, she was the wife of a man who was abroad for three years and vis­ited her twice dur­ing that time and both times fucked her more than she let her­self be fucked. That’s pretty much what she told me later. By the time he got back, it was too late —  she al­ready had me and he had al­ready lost her, and then he tried other women, and then he gave up com­pletely and went away again.


So mom was alone. With me. On an es­tate. With staff, with horses, with a bed­room with a large bed and oth­er­wise only a few fat bank ac­counts and a with­ered aris­to­cratic ti­tle.


She breast­fed me late. She kept me in bed for a long time, much longer than usual. When I was four, she brought me in naked one evening be­cause it was warm, and then I lay in her bed and she ran her hand down my back, the way you rub an an­i­mal’s back when you can’t sleep.


When I was five, I no­ticed for the first time that she some­times didn’t just touch my back.


There was noth­ing clear. A hand that stayed down a lit­tle longer than nec­es­sary. A hand that stayed on my ass when I turned and didn’t move away for a while. A hand that slipped a lit­tle deeper when I was al­ready half asleep. And I was five and thought: Mom touches me, that’s nice, why not?


She started do­ing it with an oint­ment when she was seven.


She said she got it from an herbal witch in the neigh­bor­ing vil­lage and that the oint­ment was for the skin and for growth and ev­ery­thing. She ap­plied it to me ev­ery evening, af­ter the bath, all over my lit­tle cock, with two fin­gers, from bot­tom to top, back and forth a few times. And she didn’t look like a mother looks, but looked like a gar­dener looks at a plant that he has raised.


She got an oint­ment from a witch to make my cock big­ger. And she told me to do it ev­ery night. And she made a face like she was pre­par­ing some­thing. And I was seven and I didn’t know any­thing and I just ac­cepted it. And it was beau­ti­ful. It was the best thing of the whole day. And it should never have stopped.


When she was seven, al­most eight, she made me squirt for the first time.


It wasn’t a big event. She just fin­ished it. She ap­plied the oint­ment like she al­ways did, and then she didn’t stop, but kept rub­bing, faster, harder, and I felt this pulling sen­sa­tion in my balls for the first time and I didn’t know what it was, and she said, “Just let it come, Jack, just let it,” and then it came, and it came with no juice, just the twitch­ing, just the pulling, and then I lay there and laughed be­cause it was so beau­ti­ful, and she laughed be­cause I looked so stupid have.


And from then on there was no turn­ing back. From then on I lay in her bed ev­ery night and she rubbed me ev­ery night and I learned that a cock is a thing that can grow, that can get hard, that can squirt. And that a mother has a hand that can make it squirt. And that there is noth­ing bet­ter than a hand that knows.


She fucked me when I was nine. Not re­ally, just a lit­tle. She sat on me, on the lit­tle cock, with her pussy, and went up and down ten times un­til I squirted in it and then she said: “So, now you’ve squirted in it. Good boy!” And she didn’t go all the way to or­gasm, she just showed what was pos­si­ble and then she got off and lay down next to me and said, “Go to sleep now.”


And I didn’t sleep. I was ly­ing with my lit­tle cock in my hand, with a wet spot from her pussy on it, and I thought to my­self: now I know. Now I know where this be­longs. It be­longs in mom, it be­longs in in­jected. Not just in your hand. In mom’s pussy. And that’s the mom, and the mom is mine.








And then Tr­ish



Tr­ish is my mom’s sis­ter.


She is a year younger, but taller, stronger, louder. She laughs a lot, she rides like a man, she swears like a groom, and like Rosi, she is some­one who takes fuck­ing sportily and has never made a scene out of it. She had men, she had many men, and she talked about each one as if it were a rid­ing ac­ci­dent, and she didn’t talk about any of them for more than a week.


And Tr­ish wanted a child.


Not just any child. A child from a man she liked. And she tried all the men she liked and it didn’t work. Not one. She was twenty-five, then twenty-six, then twenty-seven, and noth­ing hap­pened. And the doc­tor in town said it was prob­a­bly her fault, but he wasn’t sure and she should just keep try­ing.


And then she came to our es­tate.


Not by chance. Mama had in­vited her be­cause Mama al­ways in­vited her when she felt lonely and be­cause Mama needed her sis­ter to keep her from go­ing crazy in the big bed. Tr­ish came with four suit­cases and three rid­ing boots and stayed for two weeks, then two months, five years.


And it took less than two days for Tr­ish to re­al­ize what was go­ing on with us.


She didn’t say it. She just looked. She watched how I moved around the kitchen in the morn­ing, she watched how Mom looked at me, she watched how I re­treated to Mom’s room in the evening while she was still sit­ting in the room. And one evening she stood in the door when I was al­ready in mom’s bed and mom wanted to get the oint­ment and said:


“Oh. That’s how it is here.”


And Mom, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, with a mat­ter-of-fact­ness that al­most stunned Tr­ish:


“Yes. That’s how it is here.”


And then Mom said, “Come in, Tr­ish. Look at it. It’s eas­ier than ex­plain­ing.”


And Tr­ish came in and sat on the edge of the bed and Mom got the oint­ment and started like she did ev­ery night. And Tr­ish was watch­ing. Lis­tened. Watch­ing me get hard, watch­ing mom rub me, watch­ing me cum. And when I was done, Tr­ish just said:


“I want a son like that too.”


Not im­me­di­ately. Tr­ish didn’t want to be like a thief. She only watched for two weeks and then one day she asked if she could join in too.


Mom said, “Try it.”


And then I was ly­ing be­tween two sis­ters. Two sis­ters who look alike and are not alike. The one who rubbed me like she al­ways did, but with a hand that was now parted a lit­tle. The other, who took my legs and ad­justed them, be­cause she slid my cock un­der her own stom­ach and sat on it, slowly, care­fully, and then went up and down with a lit­tle, sur­prised hiss, and then with a long, deep sigh that slid all the way down the small of her back as soon as I squirted into her cunt.


Mom lay there and watched. And mom held my hand. And Tr­ish rode me and I was ten and it was like a dream about a crip­pled boy who had two moth­ers all at once.


One is hold­ing my hand. The other one rides me. And both are sis­ters. And they both have me. And they both al­low each other to do it. And nei­ther of them is jeal­ous. And I, at ten, am be­tween two grown women and don’t know whose I should be­long to, and there­fore I be­long to both of them. And that’s a good thing.


Tr­ish didn’t come the first time. She came the fourth time. And when she came, she sat on me, up­right, with her head back, with one hand in my hair, the other on her clit, moan­ing long and deep, and Mom was watch­ing, and Tr­ish said af­ter­ward:


“If that’s not enough, then I don’t know.”


It wasn’t enough.


It wasn’t enough be­cause it wasn’t enough to fuck ev­ery day for a month when the man only has a ten-year con­sti­tu­tion and the woman has been want­ing chil­dren for ten years in vain. Tr­ish has tried ev­ery­thing. She lay down on the bed, she lay on her stom­ach, she lay on her stom­ach over a chair, she sat on me, she let her­self be taken from be­hind and while stand­ing up, she leaned against a ta­ble, she tried putting pil­lows un­der her bot­tom be­cause they say that helps. And Mom al­ways sat by and helped be­cause she en­joyed it, and be­cause she didn’t want to give me away, and be­cause she didn’t have to be jeal­ous, be­cause Tr­ish didn’t want to take any­thing away from her —  she just wanted a child.


And then it came.


It came when Tr­ish had al­most given up. When she was al­ready half talk­ing about go­ing back into the city, to a doc­tor, to a clinic where there were nuns and white sheets. It came on an evening when there was noth­ing spe­cial. Tr­ish lay on her back with her legs over my shoul­ders be­cause that was the last thing she wanted to try. Mom lay next to her, hold­ing Tr­ish’s hand. And I fucked Tr­ish slowly, calmly, to the rhythm Mom had taught me, and Tr­ish came, and I came, and then the three of us lay there and said noth­ing.


Two weeks later the pe­riod stopped. Then the dis­gust in the morn­ing. Then the doc­tor. Then the cer­tainty.


She was preg­nant. From me. From a thir­teen year old. About a lit­tle guy with a hunch­back who got a meaty cock with an herbal oint­ment. And Tr­ish cried. And mom cried. And I also cried be­cause they both cried. And Tr­ish grabbed me and said, “You, you lit­tle shit, you did it.” And she laughed and cried at the same time. And for the first time I knew that a cock is not only good for squirt­ing, but also for mak­ing chil­dren. And that is some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent. This is a whole new life.


Tr­ish had the child. A boy. She didn’t at­tribute it to me or to one of her old men, she just had it and to this day it looks a bit like me, but no one knows that and she will never say be­cause it makes no dif­fer­ence. He’s her son, and I’m his half-brother and his cousin and his noth­ing, and it’s a good thing.


And she con­tin­ued af­ter that. She raised the lit­tle one and had men again in be­tween, and when she came to the es­tate she would lie with me again from time to time, no longer to make a child, but sim­ply be­cause it was nice and be­cause she had known me since I was ten.


And mom al­lowed it, be­cause mom al­ways al­lowed it.


“And you know what was the best?” he said. “Mom was never jeal­ous. Nei­ther was Tr­ish. We were three who al­lowed each other be­cause we each knew what we had from the other. No ri­valry. No se­crets. No guilty con­science. And that’s per­haps what I brought with me to the monastery and what I like here. That there doesn’t have to be own­er­ship. That you can share if you want.”


Rosi nod­ded, like some­one who un­der­stood. She had ex­pe­ri­enced it her­self, in her rel­a­tives, in her kitchen, in their beds. She had had no ri­valry with her mom. She had been fucked at the same time as her and shared it with her.


But Ce­leste said noth­ing.


Ce­leste was sit­ting on the stool with a belt that she had left some­where and it was work­ing in­side her and she didn’t know where to look. It was work­ing in­side her like it had never worked since she was in the monastery. And it wasn’t the fuck­ing that was work­ing in­side her. It was the word Split.


He says share. He says no prop­erty. He says three peo­ple who al­low each other. And I’ve thought all my life that once you be­long in one bed, you only be­long in that one bed. And at thir­teen I lay in a bed that wasn’t a bed, and at fif­teen in Marie’s bed, and at sev­en­teen in the men’s beds, and then in the monastery bed, and I didn’t be­long any­where, I was just a guest ev­ery­where. And now this boy tells me that there is an­other way. That you can stay and still share. That you can love with­out own­ing. And that the one place I’ve be­longed since I was seven is the clit. And that it can also be shared. With Marie. With Car­men. With him.


She looked up. And she said some­thing she hadn’t planned.


“Tr­ish was lucky.”


Jack looked at her.


“How come?”


“Be­cause she wanted to,” Ce­leste said. “Be­cause she chose it her­self. Be­cause no one forced her. Be­cause she opened a door and went through it, and be­cause there was some­one be­hind it who let her go through. And be­cause the per­son who let her go through was your mom and not a dad who wanted a check for it.”


And then it comes, Ce­leste. And then you say it. And then it’s out. Not to­day. But soon. Soon you’ll say it. Soon you will know what you want, and then you will go through the door that you didn’t open be­cause you didn’t even see it, and be­hind it there will be no one to own you and no one to own you.








Farewell and de­par­ture



Jack stayed in the monastery for 5 weeks, then he went back home, Mom and Tr­ish were back.


But these 5 weeks were a plea­sure, Jack thought. Ev­ery morn­ing Ce­leste jerked him off in the shower, three times like he was used to with mom. The nuns who now came in droves to shower at ex­actly that time (there were 14 open shower com­part­ments) these nuns asked Ce­leste if they could jerk Jack’s cock too? She looked at him ques­tion­ingly and he nod­ded in agree­ment. Now nun af­ter nun came and jerked off Jack. Some­times two came, one jerked him off and the other spread her pussy lips with her fin­gers and the first let his seed squirt into her open cunt. Jack let him­self fall for­ward and drilled his cock deep into the cunt hole to fin­ish squirt­ing, hap­pily squirted to the end in this cunt, and that was a hello! and a blast! Only very few peo­ple wanted to fuck prop­erly in the shower, maybe seven or eight, al­though Jack did it re­ally well.


Ce­leste im­me­di­ately took charge of or­ga­niz­ing the fuck ses­sions. Jack was more than happy to forgo mas­tur­ba­tion if it meant he could fuck three dif­fer­ent nuns in the shower ev­ery morn­ing. Ce­leste in­structed the will­ing nuns to brace their hands against the tiles and present their asses, ea­ger and avail­able. This al­lowed Jack to fuck three dif­fer­ent, ea­ger-to-please nuns from be­hind each morn­ing — a truly heav­enly ar­range­ment for our Jack. He kept a record of the sis­ters he had fucked on his lap­top; it soon went well be­yond the first eight, reach­ing some 30 or 32 dif­fer­ent nuns whom he had taken from be­hind in the morn­ings — in the end the num­ber went up to 76, as with some let­ting them­selves be fucked mul­ti­ple times! The other nuns would stand in a cir­cle around Jack and the nun in ques­tion, sigh­ing, gasp­ing, and be­com­ing highly aroused by the pub­lic act; once it was over, they would pat the nun on the shoul­ders in a sis­terly, ap­pre­cia­tive ges­ture. The Mother Su­pe­rior, of course, found out about it, but she merely smiled. The Mar­quise’s check cov­ered it all — the boy was free to fuck ev­ery sin­gle one of the 114 nuns and novices when­ever he felt like it. It suited her per­fectly, and she couldn’t have cared less which nuns chose to let the boy fuck them. The check was good — a sub­stan­tial, hefty sum — and as solid and gen­uine as a gold bar.


Then Rosi came to his cell and they fucked ev­ery morn­ing while Ce­leste sat naked on the arm­chair and openly did it with her clit. Ce­leste came alone in the af­ter­noon and she fucked Jack ev­ery day. Jack, how­ever, stud­ied at least 12 hours a day, un­til well af­ter din­ner.


On the fi­nal af­ter­noon, Ce­leste re­mained ly­ing down, gen­tly stroking Jack’s cock and bid­ding farewell to this mag­nif­i­cent tool. “Jack, you’ve known this for a long time, but I’m go­ing to say it out loud now, be­cause you de­serve to hear the truth: In a few weeks I’m go­ing to see Mother Su­pe­rior and say­ing good­bye. Noth­ing she could say would stop me, ab­so­lutely noth­ing. I buried a lot of gold coins in the monastery gar­den dur­ing my time as a novice, and I’m dig­ging them up now. I will re­turn to the sec­u­lar com­mu­nity, but not to my fam­ily. I will fuck all the men that cross my path re­mem­ber which of them has a strong meat cock and a good char­ac­ter. And if it takes years and I have to fuck hun­dreds: I will find him. We will start a fam­ily, have chil­dren and I will raise them hon­estly and faith­fully. 


Jack, I’m 31 and I can’t marry a 17 year old, even though I’ve thought about it a hun­dred times. You have a mag­nif­i­cent meaty cock and a flaw­less char­ac­ter. Your hump has never both­ered me, you have to be­lieve me. Be­sides, you’re drawn to NASA, you want to con­quer the stars and will prob­a­bly move to the USA, but I wouldn’t want to go there, I don’t like the crum­bling Amer­i­can so­ci­ety at all. 


I’m say­ing good­bye to you to­day, to­mor­row I won’t be able to say good­bye to you the way I wanted be­cause of tears. Farewell, my dear­est friend, and I will be grate­ful to you all my life for ev­ery­thing you have given me in these 5 weeks. Thank you, thank you, thank you!”


Jack hugged her, held her in his lit­tle boy arms in si­lence for min­utes. “Ce­leste, I am touched and proud that you fi­nally know where your feet have to take you. You were never suit­able to be a con­vent sis­ter, you are not the type to be happy in this ly­ing brothel. Ce­leste, as long as I am still in the coun­try and study­ing, you are wel­come in my bed at any time! No mat­ter whether I am cur­rently study­ing or whether I am fuck­ing with mom, Tr­ish or an­other sweet an­gel, come to me, lie down with me and en­joy it You will al­ways be wel­come in my arms!


With tears in her eyes they fucked again, she jerked from or­gasm to or­gasm while fuck­ing and clung to her hero as he cummed af­ter a long time, hurl­ing his full load in spurts into her wel­com­ing cunt. Jack kissed ev­ery inch of her body. She stood up, dazed and half-stunned by the force of these cli­maxes, and took her habit un­der her arm. Then she scur­ried out into the hall­way in tears.


And in the cor­ri­dor, in the semi-dark­ness, with her habit un­der her arm, she stood naked and thought:


Edel­traud.


My name is Edel­traud.
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