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The Se­duc­tion of Veron­ica


by Jack Faber © 2022




In the mid‐1950s, 1954, Jack had asked his mother about his fa­ther over and over again. She con­torted her face and mouth and one day said he had been a British spy who had been ex­e­cuted in 1941. Their mar­riage was in­valid; he had left his wife and child in Eng­land, she learned af­ter­ward. She had been de­ceived by him like ev­ery­one else, she con­cluded bit­terly. Later, she never spoke of his fa­ther again un­til her death.


Veron­ica was a naive, un­e­d­u­cated girl and or­phan, she en­tered the con­vent as a novice at 12. She worked mainly in the food store and in the con­vent kitchen, clean­ing the wash­ing fa­cil­i­ties and the 5 bath­tubs once a week. She was con­tent with the cir­cum­stances and never felt that any­thing was lack­ing. She was very obe­di­ent and did all the work sat­is­fac­to­rily. The sis­ters liked the quiet lit­tle one and taught her ev­ery­thing that was needed to know as a cook. She re­ceived no ed­u­ca­tion ex­cept for a few hours of re­li­gious in­struc­tion in el­e­men­tary school.


Veron­ica had no idea about sex­u­al­ity. Sis­ter Mathilda, her care­giver and room­mate, was about 20 years older than her. She had given her a rudi­men­tary ex­pla­na­tion of monthly hy­giene with her first men­stru­a­tion, but never went be­yond the purely tech­ni­cal. Veronika had never seen an­other hu­man be­ing naked, nei­ther woman nor man.


That was not so true, but Veronika had erased all that from her mem­o­ries. First, there was Fa­ther Anselm. The Catholic priest came over twice a week from the nearby men’s monastery to hear the con­fes­sions of sin­ful sis­ters. Af­ter con­fes­sions, weather per­mit­ting, Anselm would go to the nearby stream to wash his cock. All the con­vent women pressed their noses to the win­dows to watch him do it. Sis­ter Mathilda and Veronika too, she had to tell short‐sighted Mathilda ex­actly what the Fa­ther was do­ing, twice a week. He went to the stream, took off his san­dals awk­wardly and flipped up his smock, tuck­ing it into his belt. There’s some­thing stick­ing out in front of him, Veronika said un­cer­tainly, and Mathilda squinted her eyes and said it was the cock. Now he washes the cack very quickly, back and forth and Mathilda clar­i­fied, he jerked off. Veronika used the words im­i­ta­tively, not know­ing their mean­ing. He is still jerk­ing off, Veronika an­swered the im­pa­tient Mathilda. Now too, but much faster, Veronika said. And now he’s squirt­ing into the stream, she said ex­cit­edly, he’s still jerk­ing off and his cock is squirt­ing into the wa­ter. Mathilda nod­ded mean­ing­fully and Veronika said that Mathilda agreed with that. Now it’s just drip­ping a lit­tle, the priest shakes his cock a lit­tle, Veronika said. Then the Fa­ther got into the wa­ter up to his calves and washed his cock with wa­ter. Mathilda pulled Veronika away from the win­dow, work was call­ing. But com­pletely naked Veronika had never seen Fa­ther Anselm, al­though they watched him jerk off twice a week.


The other was bathing Fri­day in the morn­ing. Fri­day, be­cause in the evening Mathilda had to go to the men’s monastery to clean the chapel and do the monks’ bid­ding. When she grew up, she would like to clean the chapel and do the will of the mas­ters, the stupid child bab­bled, and Mathilda was fu­ri­ous and scolded, you don’t know what you’re talk­ing about! The two of them sat in the bath­tub, fac­ing each other. Mathilda was very tall, with a Rubens‐fig­ure and the largest breasts Veronika had yet seen. There was no soap in these wartime times, the luke­warm wa­ter was com­pletely trans­par­ent and Veronika could see the deep hole in Mathilda’s pee hole clearly. They washed each other and Mathilde checked each time to see if Veronika was still a vir­gin. Veronika didn’t know what it was and what Mathilda was look­ing for in her pee crevice, but the ex­pla­na­tion that she was still thank­fully in­no­cent was enough for her. She was thank­fully in­no­cent, that was a good feel­ing. She loved to wash Mathilde’s big breasts, and when she grew up, she wanted to have such big fine breasts, too. Mathilde laughed, the lords monks loved those breasts too. She did so with plea­sure and Mathilda closed her eyes, it was so fine! Veronika was sure one day she would grow breasts and a cli­toris like Mathilda’s. Since Mathilda had shown her the clit, she searched un­der­wa­ter for Mathilda’s clit and rubbed it ex­actly as Mathilda had in­structed. First slowly, un­til it was hard, and then very quickly, un­til Mathilda sighed and jerked, trem­bling, and her hand stopped.


Mathilda opened her eyes. With one hand she reached into her hole her­self and jerked off for a long time with quick move­ments un­til she had enough. She didn’t care that other sis­ters were watch­ing her from their bath­tubs, shak­ing their heads. Hyp­ocrites, she mut­tered, god­damn hyp­ocrites! Veronika didn’t like to hear her swear­ing, but Mathilda was right for once. She had been able to ob­serve time and again how the hyp­ocrites jerked their clits just as vig­or­ously and just as long as Mathilda when they thought they were un­ob­served. Veronika, of course, al­ways watched them from her hid­ing place, all jerk­ing off in the bath wa­ter, some quickly and briefly, oth­ers for a very long time. The few young novices like her­self did not jerk off, they had not yet grown breasts and clits. Some of the younger sis­ters had big, ugly bel­lies and a baby in there, and they jerked off in the bath wa­ter all the time. Then when the baby came out, it went to the or­phan­age and the moth­ers were slim and beau­ti­ful again and could sneak back into the men’s monastery. In the evening she al­ways told Mathilda which sis­ters had bathed and jerked off. Mathilda al­ways wanted to know that in de­tail. 


Af­ter dry­ing off, they both sat naked in their shared cell, Veronika was al­lowed to sit astride Mathilda’s naked lap and fon­dle her naked breasts, deep hole and es­pe­cially clit for as long as she wanted. Mathilda es­pe­cially liked the stroking of her clit very much and told her in whis­pers what she had had to con­fess. There were only two things, but Veronika never un­der­stood ei­ther of them. The first was that she did “it” ev­ery night, and the sec­ond was that be­fore the chapel clean­ing, she lay naked on the bed all Fri­day night at the will of the dozen monks, Fa­ther Anselm was al­ways there too. He gig­gled there at ev­ery con­fes­sion. He was the one who found out from the be­gin­ning that Mathilde loved to fuck. So he or­dered her to come to the priests ev­ery Fri­day evening. Veronika didn’t un­der­stand a word, but she no­ticed how much the tickle stroking ex­cited Mathilda. Mathilda, moan­ing, enu­mer­ated the names of the monks to her in­vis­i­ble con­fes­sor. Mathilda had to un­cover her breasts at the end of the con­fes­sion, Fa­ther Anselm opened the wooden grate and ca­ressed her large breasts while re­peat­ing the Ego‐Te‐Ab­solvo a dozen times. His hand also ca­ressed her sex ex­ten­sively un­til she cli­maxed, when there were no sis­ters wait­ing to con­fess. Some­times even more, Mathilda had to reach over and “do it” Fa­ther Anselm with her hand. In the con­fes­sional! Mathilda shud­dered, in the con­fes­sional! 


Mathilda was al­ready highly ex­cited when she con­fessed to Veronika that Fa­ther Anselm was fuck­ing quite ex­cel­lently, Aaah! Veronika had to get off Mathilda’s naked lap at this Aaah! and sit nes­tled next to her, but was al­lowed to put her face on Mathilda’s naked body or her naked breasts. Mostly, though, Veronika squat­ted on the floor, right in front of Mathilda’s hole, and was al­lowed to watch as she rubbed her pee hole and clit fast and hard. Mathilda’s clit was al­ways very small at first, then got a bit big­ger and quite stiff. Veronika al­ways watched the clit very closely, it only came out half an inch and was in­con­spic­u­ously small at first, but as Mathilda’s fin­gers kept teas­ing it, it be­came stiff and pointy. Veronika watched very care­fully as Mathilda’s fin­gers rubbed the clit from side to side, then up and down again. She be­came quite ex­cited when Mathilda’s fin­ger be­came fast and faster, then Mathilda pushed her ass up and higher. She would make a loud hiss­ing sound with her lips and slump down. This was very ex­cit­ing ev­ery time. When she was done, Mathilda would drop back­wards on the bed and pull Veronika on top of her. Veronika liked this the most, Mathilda pressed their naked bod­ies tightly to­gether, rubbed and cud­dled them very af­fec­tion­ately and rubbed their pee‐pee gaps very tightly and long against each other. She pressed her clit on Veronika’s cleft and searched if Veronika al­ready had a clit too, then she rubbed clit and clit to­gether un­til quite a lot of flashes came, dozens.
Mathilda had de­manded that she moan pleas­antly when the clits rubbed to­gether pleas­antly and call out “Now!” when she had the flash. So Veronika moaned again and again when Mathilda pressed her to her but­tocks and called out sev­eral times, Now! So they had a won­der­ful and horny af­ter­noon rub­bing naked on each other and get­ting lots and lots of flashes. Veronika loved these Fri­day af­ter­noons very much, and the body rub­bing lasted at least an hour. Then Fri­day was over, they got dressed and Mathilda dabbed a few drops of per­fume un­der her chin and un­der her armpits. The per­fume was al­ways well hid­den un­der her mat­tress and Veronika was not al­lowed to tell any­one. Af­ter that, Mathilda went over to the men’s con­vent smelling good and Veronika started scrub­bing the bath­tubs clean. Fri­day was the only night when she slept alone, press­ing one hand on her pee‐pee and also squeez­ing her legs all to­gether. She tossed and turned as she did ev­ery night be­fore fall­ing asleep un­til the lit­tle flashes twitched through her pee slit all the way to her legs, she loved that and Mathilda didn’t mind. 


When Veronika first saw Mathilda’s big hole, Mathilda asked her to take a good look. Veronika cu­ri­ously pulled the hole apart and looked in­side. It seemed to be wet and very deep. Mathilda was very proud of her hole and Veronika com­plained that she didn’t have a hole like that. Mathilda laughed and said that was good, she should have promised the abbess that the lit­tle girl would re­main in­no­cent. Just wait un­til you are as old as I am, said the 36 year old, when you have had about 400 peck­ers in your pussy like I have, then you will also have a nice big cunt like me. The 14 year old didn’t un­der­stand a word, was that be­ing to will? Yes, it was 400 or more, Mathilde re­peated, Fri­day night there must be a dozen monks wait­ing to plow around in my pussy with their wieners. She paused and Veronika said with down­cast eyes that she also wanted to go on Fri­day and let the monks plow with their wieners in her pussy. No way, Mathilda raged in­dig­nantly, you lose your vir­gin­ity when a wiener pokes into your pussy, and from squirt­ing you can have a baby! Ugh! Squirt­ing, Veronika asked, try­ing to put the pieces of the puz­zle to­gether, squirt­ing like Fa­ther Anselm in the brook? Mathilde nod­ded af­fir­ma­tively and Veronika shud­dered, that must be dis­gust­ing! Of course Veronika al­ways asked how it had hap­pened on Fri­day and Mathilda told her ev­ery­thing truth­fully, al­though Veronika didn’t un­der­stand a word, ex­cept that the monks stuck their peck­ers into Mathilda’s pussy, in out and bang, then they squirted in her pussy. Veronika wanted to know ex­actly how it was for her, how the wieners poked in her pussy. Mathilda was in her el­e­ment and told ram­blingly and piggy talked how the monkies waited du­ti­fully one af­ter the other to fuck. Most fucked fast as bun­nies and and squirted loudly pant­ing. How dis­gust­ing, Veronika said, rolling her eyes, then Mathilda con­tin­ued her tale. Most of them lined up again af­ter fuck­ing to get an­other turn. Veronika wanted to know where the splat­tered went, Mathilda laughed up, it just trick­les out again. Dis­gust­ing, said Veronika, the wieners dipped into the splash of the oth­ers, yuck! Ev­ery time Veronika wanted to go to the men’s monastery and stick the wiener in her pussy and let it squirt, but Mathilda was fu­ri­ous and scolded, she was still too young for it, it would come soon enough! Veronika liked the piggy talk of Mathilda very much and brought the dug in of the  Schniedels (cocks) in her  Fötzchen (cunt) again and again on the Tapet. Mathilda al­ready wanted to an­swer some­thing, but she kept silent, it was prob­a­bly enough of the sex­ual en­light­en­ment. 


Mathilda had ex­plained to Veronika ex­actly how con­fes­sion went. With her heart pound­ing, she went into the con­fes­sional, at first a ter­ri­bly con­strict­ing place. Fa­ther Anselm looked at her through the bars un­til she calmed down. Well, what do you have to con­fess, my daugh­ter? Veron­ica stam­mered that he was not her fa­ther. Fa­ther smiled and said that was how he ad­dressed ev­ery­one at con­fes­sion, they were all daugh­ters in the faith. Veron­ica nod­ded, al­though she did not agree. Well, what sins do you have to con­fess, he asked and she stam­mered, none, Fa­ther, none! He asked af­ter a while if she touched her­self down there? No, never, only be­fore go­ing to sleep. And how? She ex­plained to him ex­actly how she pressed her hand on the pee‐pee slit and clamped it with her thighs. Then she would roll back and forth un­til the lit­tle flashes came and then she would sleep. Be­fore he could drill fur­ther, she added that Sis­ter Mathilda knew about it and ap­proved. He was speech­less and time passed. What could he do, he mused aloud, and Veron­ica blurted out, ego‐prayer still miss­ing, nib­bling at her frock and ex­pos­ing her young‐girl breasts. Fa­ther Anselm smirked and mur­mured, oh Sis­ter Mathilda! and opened the grate. He good‐na­turedly groped her small breasts and mut­tered the Ego‐Te‐Ab­solvo sev­eral times, and Veronika could see quite clearly that he was clutch­ing the stiff cock with his other fist. Then the con­fes­sion was fin­ished, she pulled the robe into place and left. In the evening she told Sis­ter Mathilda about the con­fes­sion in de­tail and was sur­prised that Mathilda laughed so heartily that tears ran down her cheeks. Veronika mur­mured bit­terly that the adults did not un­der­stand any­thing and never went to con­fes­sion again.


It was also ex­cit­ing when Mathilda got a thick pus pim­ple on her labia. She was too fat and couldn’t see the grue­some pim­ple. She took off her frock and lay naked on the bed. She ex­plained to Veronika how she had to squeeze the pim­ple. She had to reach deep into Matilda’s wet, warm hole with four fin­gers and push up the pim­ple from be­low to squeeze it out with her other hand. Veronika gasped with ef­fort and Mathilda with horni­ness, fi­nally the pim­ple be­gan to pop and Veronika thor­oughly cleaned off the pus and blood with the towel. She no­ticed an­other one and wanted to ex­press it too, but Mathilda laughed and cooed, No, that’s my clit! Veronika did not un­der­stand a word and did not move. I need the clit to mas­tur­bate, Mathilda said, but Veronika shook her head in de­nial, she didn’t un­der­stand. For a few mo­ments there was si­lence, then Mathilda touched the thing with a fin­ger and wig­gled it back and forth. First very, very slowly, so that Veronika could see ex­actly what she was do­ing. Faster and faster. Mathilda gasped with ex­er­tion. Faster still. Mathilda’s ab­domen twitched as if she were giv­ing birth. She didn’t stop un­til her hole was flap­ping open and closed like the mouth of a dy­ing fish. Only when it stopped flap­ping and the hole re­mained wide open was Mathilda fin­ished. Did she un­der­stand, Mathilda asked, and Veronika shook her head in the neg­a­tive. Mathilda mum­bled to her­self while get­ting dressed, why the child did not un­der­stand any­thing like that. Veronika im­me­di­ately for­got this episode. She never thought of Fa­ther Anselm and Sis­ter Mathilda again when she had to leave the con­vent.



Dur­ing the war, the con­vent kitchen sup­plied the old peo­ple’s home and the two or­phan­ages un­til the money ran out and they could not get any more loans. The con­vent had to close, the sis­ters went to other con­vents, the novices were re­leased from all vows and had to fend for them­selves. Veron­ica, soon to be 22 years old, was very lucky. An aunt, to whom she was only dis­tantly re­lated, took her in as a nurse. The old woman owned a large town­house in the villa dis­trict of Un­ter­haching, and Veronika cared for her un­til her death a year later. The aunt had no chil­dren or other rel­a­tives and had left her the house and a con­sid­er­able amount of cash in her bank ac­counts.


The large amount of money in the bank came from the aunt’s de­ceased hus­band, who was an ar­dent Nazi and had ex­torted the large amount of money from the Jews. He at­tacked the Jews with his three thugs, squeezed all the money from them and put it into his own pocket. His gang of thugs took all the valu­ables and jew­elry, then they raped the wives and daugh­ters as they pleased. And he made a tidy profit from the sale of the apart­ments and houses of the Jews whom he had had trans­ported to Poland. The aunt had never been a Nazi, she just wanted to be fucked by the neigh­bor once a week and sent Veronika for a walk dur­ing that time. 


Veronika liked very much to go for a walk once a week when the dear neigh­bor had come. He al­ways came on the same day at the same time, be­cause that was when his jeal­ous wife went shop­ping in the city. As soon as he lay down in bed with dear aunt, she stayed there un­til dear neigh­bor lay down on dear aunt un­der the blan­ket, put his wiener in aunt’s pussy, and the two of them wig­gled very tightly. Veronika lifted the blan­ket up to the neigh­bor’s ass to check that Mr. Neigh­bor had re­ally stuck his wiener in the pussy and was not just pre­tend­ing. Mr. Nach­bar liked it very much when Veronika watched him rub his dick and winked mis­chie­vously. Some­times it was the aunt who rubbed him stiffly. Veronika watched very closely that the pecker was go­ing in and out of Aun­tie’s big hair­less hole, just as Mathilda had de­scribed it to her. The neigh­bor proudly showed off his cock and cel­e­brated the in­ser­tion very slowly, so that Veronika could see ev­ery­thing very clearly. She stayed with the fuck­ing for the first few months, pushed the blan­ket up over the neigh­bor’s ass and bent over to watch very closely as the wiener slowly and firmly drove in and out of her aunt’s pussy. This usu­ally lasted 20 or 30 min­utes, then Mr. neigh­bor be­gan to gasp and moan. I’m squirt­ing now, Ilse, I’m squirt­ing! he gasped and squirted very la­bo­ri­ously. Veronika loved to watch them, but when the aunt be­came sicker and sicker af­ter a year, she didn’t want Veronika there any­more, al­though the dear Mr. Nach­bar did want her to. Veronika nod­ded when the aunt gasped that it was all right, he was al­ready do­ing it right, and that she should fi­nally go god­damn now. She wished them a nice fuck­ing, went off and fed the poor spar­rows in the park. 


She talked to the bird folk and told them that she was only there be­cause aun­tie re­ally wanted to be fucked once a week. The spar­rows did not un­der­stand that, so Veronika had to ex­plain to them, he put his pecker in aun­tie’s pussy and they wig­gled. No, she con­tra­dicted the spar­rows, I have seen it my­self many times. She was al­ways there in the first year, be­cause she didn’t know Mr. Neigh­bor well yet and al­ways looked un­der the cov­ers to make sure that Mr. Neigh­bor was do­ing his job prop­erly. She was also ready to in­ter­vene if he hurt the sick aunt. But she al­ways felt sorry for him, be­cause he had to make an in­sane ef­fort to squirt in the pussy. He groaned like the old lum­ber­jack and gasped in agony, I’m squirt­ing now, Ilse! and squirted all strained. 


The aunt grad­u­ally told Veronika her life story. The dear neigh­bor fucked with the aunt for a long time, even when the aunt’s hus­band was still alive, but spent a lot of time in the party head­quar­ters and watch­ing the war and fucked with Ilse only in pass­ing. She had given her vir­gin­ity to the neigh­bor, Heinz, at 15 and fucked him ever since un­til now. At 17, they were go­ing to get mar­ried be­cause she was preg­nant. But she suf­fered a mis­car­riage in the 4th month and al­most died. There­fore she could never have chil­dren of her own and the re­la­tion­ship with Heinz be­came dif­fi­cult. At 18, she was con­quered by her fu­ture hus­band, a four‐haired party com­rade of the first hour, a for­mi­da­ble war­rior in a smart uni­form. But his wiener was even shorter and thin­ner than Heinz’. The first time she saw the huge war­rior with the much too small dick naked, she laughed hys­ter­i­cally. Their first times were al­most like rape, he pre­vailed and they got mar­ried af­ter ten days. He wanted to fuck and squirt in the evening, hastily and quickly, that was it. He had to squirt, but if she needed any­thing, he didn’t care. She be­came an ad­dicted, ob­ses­sive mas­tur­ba­tor at that time. They were both younger then, Ilse and neigh­bor Heinz, and they fucked as of­ten as they could man­age. Her hus­band at the time didn’t play much of a role in it, Ilse let his brief fuck­ing roll off her like rain, and he never knew that her heart al­ways be­longed to her neigh­bor. Their mar­riage vows were not worth the pa­per, her hus­band wasted his seed on rap­ing Jew­ish women. Ilse de­tested her hus­band who robbed the Jews, raped their wives and daugh­ters, and sold their houses af­ter send­ing them to their death. She knew what was hap­pen­ing first­hand from day one. She didn’t cry for him for a sec­ond when he put a bul­let in his head the day af­ter the beloved Führer. His party com­rades praised him for how bravely he had fol­lowed the Führer to his death. Ilse later learned from an eye­wit­ness that he whim­pered, howled and cried in fear for hours. One of his fe­male co‐work­ers, whom he had bru­tally raped so many times, sim­ply could not stand the cow­ardly whin­ing any longer, res­o­lutely brought his lame hand with the gun to his tem­ple and pulled his fin­ger through on the trig­ger. Well, that wasn’t so hard, you cow­ardly car­rion! she screeched loudly be­fore shoot­ing her­self in the mouth.


Now the neigh­bor al­ways hastily set off to await his jeal­ous wife with an in­no­cent ex­pres­sion, hun­gry for time. She had ev­ery rea­son for her jeal­ousy, be­cause she vis­ited her re­tired hair­dresser in the city to fuck and get fucked and was able to keep it se­cret un­til now. There was of­ten lit­tle time for shop­ping, the hair­dresser got the money for his ser­vices. When the gen­tle­man neigh­bor had gone, Veronika washed the aunt’s pussy un­til the splashed was gone and dried her pussy. The aun­tie was very grate­ful to her and sent her out any­way, be­cause when she jerked off af­ter be­ing fucked, she didn’t want Veronika there. Only when she was fin­ished and Veronika lis­tened at the door to hear that she was done, was she al­lowed to come back in and dry the lit­tle hole and the red­dened clit again. 


Veronika was an­noyed that the spar­rows jumped away and did not lis­ten. She scat­tered a hand­ful of grains, then the spar­rows came again, pecked and lis­tened again. So, the aun­tie mas­tur­bated mostly in the morn­ing and again in the af­ter­noon, ev­ery day, of­ten for hours. Since she was con­fined to bed, there were only two things for her to do, smoke, drink tea and jerk off. If Veronika re­mained silent and did not move, the aunt did not no­tice her and she could watch her jerk off. The aunt un­cov­ered her­self un­til she was com­pletely naked, pulled her knees up and un­folded them. Her lit­tle hole was much smaller than Mathilda’s, her pu­bic hair had all fallen out and her body was very wrin­kled all over. Her pu­bic, her sex was just ugly. Her clit stood out mostly stiff and dark red from her vulva, it was vis­i­bly highly aroused and quite sore from all the jerk­ing off. She jerked off just like Mathilda, only much slower and she took a very long time. In the end she only wrig­gled a bit and was very grate­ful that Veronika was right there and dried her hole and the red­dened clit. As time went by, she didn’t care if Veronika was present. Mean­while, the aunt needed two bot­tles of booze a day to drink her tea. The dear neigh­bor, who did ev­ery­thing for the aunt, brought booze in quan­ti­ties and dis­posed of the empty bot­tles. He also got the hay‐flower oint­ment that Veronika ap­plied to her aunt’s sore pussy and clit. When the aunt was drunk, Veronika had to smear the cli­toris very firmly with the oint­ment and was not al­lowed to stop rub­bing it in un­til her legs had wrig­gled very firmly and for a long time. Aaah, that was good, stam­mered the aunt and drank on. 


In her last four months, the aunt could no longer fuck, she coughed mis­er­ably when the dear neigh­bor lay on top of her and squirted in her pussy. Grad­u­ally she saw that fuck­ing no longer worked, the neigh­bor still came and groped Veronika’s pussy while mas­tur­bat­ing. The sec­ond time she had no un­der­pants on and was naked un­der her skirt. She hoped the dear Mr. neigh­bor would fi­nally put his wiener in her pussy. But far from it! Al­though Veronika had laid down next to her aunt ready to fuck, had flipped up her skirt and spread her legs, the dear man did not get his thing hard. Un­der the watch­ful eyes of the ter­mi­nally ill, he rubbed and squirted on Veronika’s cleft from afar. Af­ter a few times he man­aged to stick his soft glans into her vagi­nal vestibule, rub­bing and squirt­ing through the lit­tle hole in the hy­men into Veronika’s pussy. The aunt shouted to him that Veronika was still a real vir­gin and he must not dis­honor her un­der any cir­cum­stances, ever! The neigh­bor feared the aunt’s an­gry flash­ing eyes and fear­fully watched over Veronika’s vir­gin­ity. Thank God the aunt in­ter­vened, she rubbed Veronika’s pussy while Heinz stuck in her hy­men and mas­tur­bated. The aunt made her legs twitch and she got the lit­tle flashes. Ilse stopped mas­tur­bat­ing Veronika when he started to squirt and held his wiener. That was the real rea­son why Veronika let him do that to her, be­cause her aunt’s rub­bing put her in the high­est plea­sure. Veronika dis­gust­edly wiped off the dis­gust­ing squirted with the tail of her skirt. He soon learned how to push his pointed, thin glans all the way through the hole in the hy­men and squirt it into her vagina. The aunt held his wiener very still as he squirted. It was very im­por­tant to him and the aunt that his squirt squirted into her pussy and noth­ing missed. She told Veronika that the squirt­ing was very good for her pussy. He did this for four months, once a week, some­times more, un­til the aunt died. It was dis­gust­ing and arous­ing at the same time, Veronika fan­ta­sized about it ev­ery night when she rolled around. The silly lit­tle birds didn’t un­der­stand a word, of course. 


Veronika told the poor, hun­gry peck­ing spar­row folk how badly the aunt was do­ing be­cause she was smok­ing like a chim­ney and her lungs couldn’t take it any­more. On her last day she died in an in­stant while jerk­ing off. She wrig­gled for a long time while jerk­ing off, coughed like crazy, and con­tin­ued to rub her clit ob­ses­sively even af­ter or­gasm. She stopped cough­ing and breath­ing. She re­mained ly­ing in her un­chaste po­si­tion, the red clit fac­ing for­ward like a how­itzer and stayed that way. Veronika rubbed her pussy and sore clit dry, but her aunt did not move and stared into the fu­ture with a bliss­ful smile. Veronika’s first thought was how ugly she looked, how stupid and un­chaste her erect clit pointed to the ceil­ing be­tween her bent knees. Veronika rubbed her clit as hard as she could for quite a while, squeez­ing out the pent‐up blood. Aun­tie didn’t make a sound, and Veronika didn’t stop un­til her clit hung limp and wrin­kled. Veronika put her legs down de­cently, crossed her arms saintly and cov­ered them neatly. She called the fam­ily doc­tor from the neigh­bor. She did not cry, be­cause the aunt had died in the mid­dle of jerk­ing off with beau­ti­ful feel­ings.


Neigh­bor Heinz re­ally took care of Veronika. He or­ga­nized the fu­neral, ac­com­pa­nied her to the no­tary when the will was read. He went with her to the mu­nic­i­pal of­fice to sign the house over to her and to the bank so that Veronika could get the aunt’s ac­counts. He sim­ply owed it to Ilse; he was thor­oughly de­cent. He came week af­ter week, of course, to squirt into Veronika’s pussy. But she didn’t want to be there just to squirt in, and de­manded that he rub her pussy with one fin­ger. Her legs twitched and wrig­gled won­der­fully and she felt the lit­tle flashes. She loved that very much. Be­fore his squirt­ing, he let go of her pussy. As long as his cock was still nar­row and not quite stiff, Veronika didn’t stop him from pen­e­trat­ing a lit­tle deeper through the lit­tle hole in her hy­men and pre­tend­ing to fuck. But he al­ways had to pull his cock out to the glans as it grew. Af­ter all, they both still had their aunt’s voice in their ears, he was not al­lowed to dis­honor her. Only one thing both­ered Veronika, when old Heinz squirted la­bo­ri­ously and strained, he still called, Ilse, I’m about to squirt! and Ilse, I’m about to squirt! al­though she was not the Ilse, be­cause she had died.



He learned how to in­sert his old, thin cock into the lit­tle hole and how to keep it im­mo­bile in the vagina to squirt. He rubbed Veronika’s pussy and the wrig­gling of her legs and the flashes in her twitch­ing pussy were enough for the old man to squirt with­out fuck­ing. Veronika al­ways let him squirt as long as he rubbed her pussy quite vig­or­ously and made her legs wrig­gle. He en­joyed this very much and waited obe­di­ently un­til his cock had swollen down, only then he care­fully pulled out his flac­cid thing.
Veronika al­ways checked af­ter­wards with the lit­tle pocket mir­ror to see if the lit­tle hole was still there as usual and not torn. It went on for al­most a year un­til his wife found out. Loud scream­ing. Shat­ter­ing porce­lain. Heinz sit­ting in the rain on the con­crete steps. In his un­der­pants. Freez­ing. Curs­ing be­cause cig­a­rette and lighter were wet. He didn’t come back af­ter that. She was very lonely and com­plained her sor­row to the birds in the park. 


Veronika cooked a dozen meals a day for one of the or­phan­ages, and it was al­ways Jack who gave her a hand with the food dis­tri­bu­tion. So Veronika’s bond with the bright Jack, who had re­cently turned 14, soon de­vel­oped. She of­ten talked to the or­phan­age di­rec­tor about her cook­ing and daily life, look­ing for mean­ing in her life. The wise di­rec­tor as­sured her how valu­able and how mean­ing­ful her mid­day meals were. Veronika promised to keep cook­ing as long as she had the money for food. The di­rec­tor did not ask how much money she ac­tu­ally had, but only asked if she could con­tinue cook­ing for the whole year. Veronika thought only briefly, be­cause she her­self did not know how much money she had, and nod­ded that it would surely work out. But Veronika wanted to achieve more in life, that was soon clear. One day, the di­rec­tor brought up the idea that Veronika could adopt one of the chil­dren af­ter all.


Veronika thought about it for weeks and asked the di­rec­tor daily for ad­vice on how she could do it in con­crete terms. She also asked Jack, of course, what he thought. So it came about that she went to the town hall with Jack and the di­rec­tor and adopted Jack.


Jack was happy to get out of the or­phan­age, to have his own room and to go to school reg­u­larly. He judged Veron­ica cor­rectly. The woman was naive and un­e­d­u­cated, had a spa­cious house, money in the bank and wanted to be a good mother to him. Even be­fore the adop­tion, they spent some time to­gether and told each other their life sto­ries. 


Jack didn’t even have to hag­gle for her to take him out of school and into high school. He had al­ways wanted to be a doc­tor and needed a high school diploma, Latin and Greek to go to col­lege. Yes, she said en­thu­si­as­ti­cally, that was a good plan! He was very smart and had writ­ten down ev­ery step needed for this, but when he handed the sheet to Veronika, she blushed and said that un­for­tu­nately she couldn’t read. Jack re­acted very con­fi­dently and didn’t let his sur­prise show. All right, he said, no prob­lem! We’ll go ev­ery­where to­gether and do ev­ery­thing to­gether, I’ll read ev­ery­thing to you and write. But the first thing she had to learn was how to sign. It took all day be­fore she could write her sig­na­ture per­fectly. Jack said he was go­ing to teach her to read and write soon, it wasn’t very dif­fi­cult.


They went to school to­gether, where he nim­bly filled out the forms and had them signed. Like­wise af­ter­wards at the high school, he filled out all the pa­pers and had them signed. Then it was done, he was to come for the en­trance exam in three days. He was given some pieces of pa­per with in­struc­tions on how to pre­pare for it. Fi­nally, the di­rec­tor asked if Veronika was Jack’s mother. No, she said, but Jack quickly cor­rected that she was his adop­tive mother. He rum­maged in his school bag and pre­sented the cer­tifi­cate to the prin­ci­pal. The nod­ded af­ter read­ing it care­fully and mak­ing notes.


Jack stud­ied for three days and two nights, went to the exam and passed with ‘ex­cel­lent’. He was ac­cepted into the fourth grade and was as­sured the fifth was al­ready too far ahead with the ma­te­rial. He was dis­sat­is­fied only for a short time, but he was firstly ad­mit­ted to the Gym­na­sium and sec­ondly in a grade whose ma­te­rial he knew for the most part. That was per­haps a good start. 


He had helped with the shop­ping and cook­ing in the morn­ings, ac­com­pa­nied Veronika to the or­phan­age and helped with the dis­tri­bu­tion. In the af­ter­noons he taught her con­sci­en­tiously and she learned quickly and very thor­oughly. Quite soon she was able to re­cal­cu­late the re­turn money while shop­ping and was soon able to read the daily news­pa­per. Af­ter din­ner he went first to the bath­room, bathed daily — what a lux­ury! He got up af­ter wash­ing and mas­tur­bated, Veronika was al­ready stand­ing un­der the bath­room door, naked ex­cept for her un­der­pants, watch­ing him as she did ev­ery evening. He rubbed right af­ter the first squirt and af­ter some time squirted the sec­ond time. When he was done squirt­ing, he went to her for the good‐night kiss, the di­rec­tor had ex­pressly urged her to do so. She hugged him, briefly pressed her lips to his and wished him a good night. He im­me­di­ately un­der­stood that she could not kiss. He also noted that she didn’t seem to no­tice his naked­ness dur­ing the good­night kiss. He had sug­gested that the bath­room door re­main open be­cause if one called for help, he or she could not be heard. Veron­ica thought for just a mo­ment and nod­ded that was true. Then she got into the bath­tub, daily bathing had stim­u­lated Jack and it seemed more cor­rect to her than bathing only on week­ends as in the monastery. She got into the bath­tub un­aware that a spy was crouched out­side in the dark watch­ing her naked. Jack took a close look at Veronika’s body ev­ery night.


She was not a par­tic­u­larly beau­ti­ful woman, but pretty she was. She was slim, about a head taller than him. Her breasts were medium sized and very firm, the nip­ples had pointed nip­ples and were light pink. The pu­bic hair above her cleft was quite sparse and dark, about the color of her dark hair. He could not see her cleft well from a dis­tance. There was also a lit­tle hair un­der her armpits. She had no belly and un­der her breasts her ribs were al­most vis­i­ble, over­all she was slim and lean. Her nicely curved back ended in a flat, small bot­tom and then went into long, very thin legs. Jack thought her friendly face with the small nose was half nice, but it was a very kind face. Her dark eyes matched her hair color, dark brown or black. He no­ticed that the skin of her body was strik­ingly white, only her face and slen­der hands were a bit darker. He re­mem­bered that she had been a nun and had spent her life wrapped in long robes, hence the flaw­less white skin. Jack felt guilty, but he had to keep look­ing at her com­pul­sively and watch­ing her bathe.


Even in the first few hours he had re­al­ized that she had a kind, gra­cious and very lov­ing char­ac­ter. All right, she was naive, un­e­d­u­cated and un­fa­mil­iar with ev­ery­day things, but she was in­quis­i­tive, a quick learner and pos­sessed a nat­u­ral clev­er­ness. Jack de­cided to teach her the lack of school­ing over time. Silently, he was very sur­prised that the con­vent had not taken care of the ed­u­ca­tion of the novices. In school he had only ever heard that the monas­ter­ies in the Mid­dle Ages were ex­cel­lent places of ed­u­ca­tion, the only ones. It was a dis­ap­point­ing and con­fus­ing re­al­iza­tion.
 

She couldn’t miss his naked­ness! She stood ev­ery evening in the bath­room door and watched him cu­ri­ously mas­tur­bat­ing. Dur­ing the evening mas­tur­ba­tion in the bath­room the de­ci­sion ma­tured in him to se­duce Veronika prop­erly. Step by step and very care­fully. The next day he dared the first step and mas­tur­bated not in the bath­tub. She stood un­der the bath­room door as usual and was very sur­prised, be­cause he usu­ally mas­tur­bated ev­ery evening and squirted twice. A strange feel­ing came over her, some­how she guessed what would come now. He had rubbed his cock stiff, but he did not con­tinue. He got out of the bath­tub and em­braced her, pro­long­ing the good­night kiss. She had stripped down to her un­der­pants as usual, she was go­ing into the bath­tub right af­ter. She felt his erec­tion, which he pressed against her pu­bic area. In­stinc­tively she reached for it and in­stantly let go. For the first time she seemed to look con­sciously at his naked body, her eyes lin­ger­ing on his stiff cock, which he had not made squirt to­day. Is ev­ery­thing all right, she asked sanc­ti­mo­niously, star­ing at his stiff cock. Ev­ery­thing’s fine, Jack said provoca­tively, haven’t you ever seen a naked man be­fore? She shook her head and lied, no, never, and she had never rubbed a naked cock ei­ther. She blushed shyly, be­cause she didn’t like to lie, but Fa­ther Anselm ap­peared in vague im­ages and of course the neigh­bor Heinz, who had to be rubbed fre­quently. He re­frained from laugh­ing out loud and looked at her kindly. Yes, that’s what I look like and that’s my dick.


He took her hand and clasped his cock with it. The cock is for pee­ing and fuck­ing. She didn’t un­der­stand that,
 Veronika lied fur­ther, cu­ri­ously fin­ger­ing his cock, what is fuck­ing? Jack had never fucked be­fore and only knew the­o­ret­i­cally. He briefly sum­ma­rized the tech­ni­cal side of fuck­ing and showed her the tech­ni­cal by wag­ging his cock back and forth in her hand. Veronika knew ex­actly what was go­ing on and didn’t bat an eye. She had de­cided to play the clue­less one, she was ex­cel­lent at that. Bet­ter a naive saint than a dirty piglet! He held her hand and formed with her hand the tun­nel in which he darted back and forth. With his other hand he slipped un­der her panties, pressed her but­tocks to him and greed­ily pal­pated her ass cheeks and ass crease. His fin­gers sought their way along the back of the ass crease to her sex and pal­pated her sex care­fully. Veronika di­rected his thrust­ing glans to her cleft and in­wardly cursed that she still had her un­der­pants on. She un­ob­tru­sively pulled the un­der­pants down quite a bit, ex­pos­ing her sex. She strad­dled her legs ever so slightly and her sex opened au­to­mat­i­cally. Maybe he could in­sert his cock into her as care­fully as the neigh­bor Heinz? But then again, her boy’s cock was much too big to fit through her lit­tle hole. 


His glans kept bump­ing against her labia. Jack al­most went crazy when his glans touched the naked labia and rhyth­mi­cally pushed through. She con­trolled the glans with her hand and let him thrust in be­tween her labia. He kept churn­ing in her hand un­til he squirted in her hand. She had al­ready guessed that he was about to squirt and held the glans be­tween her labia. The se­men splashed over her wrist and over her labia. Veronika held his cock be­tween her labia as the boy stopped squirm­ing when the squirt­ing started. Go ahead and squirt, squirt! she breathed and rubbed him hard. She pressed the glans firmly be­tween her labia and let him fin­ish squirt­ing there. He stared dumb­founded and aghast at his glans stuck be­tween her labia and squirt­ing in. She had ap­par­ently un­in­ten­tion­ally pressed his glans be­tween her labia and in there he squirted! Mad­ness! She waited un­til he was done squirt­ing and squeezed the cock a few times. Veronika wiped the se­men and her wet hand on her panties and dropped them care­lessly to the floor. 


She grabbed his cock anew and her hand mim­icked the rub­bing, won­der­ing if he wanted to be rubbed again? Jack shook his head sadly. The naive saint asked, why do they do the fuck­ing? and just kept on rub­bing his cock, some drops spilled out while rub­bing af­ter all. He replied, firstly to have chil­dren and sec­ondly for the phys­i­cal fun of it. Adult cou­ples did it ev­ery evening with each other, ev­ery day. Screw­ing was sim­ply a part of liv­ing to­gether. Veronika thought, “But that isn’t screw­ing?” the dirty piglet asked in­no­cently and kept on rub­bing and rub­bing him hard. Jack shook his head, it’s not screw­ing. Veronika leaned her head against his chest and looked down. She rubbed his glans in the ex­act spot where Heinz, the neigh­bor, had rubbed it, on top of her pussy. Her legs started to shake as she rubbed the glans re­ally hard, she felt the lit­tle flashes in her pussy and writhed. Af­ter a few big flashes it was over, she straight­ened up again and rubbed his cock vig­or­ously. She pressed the glans be­tween her labia and silently chafed him. It took a very long time, then she re­al­ized that he was go­ing to squirt now. She pressed the re­cal­ci­trant glans into her vagi­nal vestibule and rubbed him quite vig­or­ously. Again she breathed that he should squirt, he squirted in­stantly and she stroked his head with her free hand. She let him fin­ish squirt­ing and abruptly stopped rub­bing his cock. She hugged him tightly. For min­utes she pressed her horny wet sex very tightly on his cock, which she still held. She had made him squirt twice and he had had enough with that oth­er­wise, she thought. She very slowly let go of his cock, kissed him good­night once again and wished him a good night. 


They left the door be­tween their bed­rooms wide open at night, as if to hear cries for help, Veronika had un­der­stood that. He watched her in the twi­light as she lay naked on the bed ev­ery night. She pressed one hand on her cleft and clamped it with her thighs. She lay awake for a long time, rolling from side to side un­til her ab­domen and legs twitched briefly. Only then did she cover her­self and im­me­di­ately fell asleep.


The next night he didn’t mas­tur­bate again and pulled her by the hand into the bath­room. He took her hand and put it around his cock. Rub me, he said, guid­ing her hand un­til she un­der­stood. Rub, she asked in­no­cently, rub like yes­ter­day? Jack nod­ded. Mak­ing the squirt? the naive saint asked and he nod­ded im­pa­tiently. She asked him what he thought it was all for. He pa­tiently ex­plained that this was the way to squirt out se­men when you didn’t have a girl and there­fore couldn’t fuck. A man needed this ev­ery day, one had to squirt out the se­men, by screw­ing or rub­bing to­gether. She lis­tened at­ten­tively and nod­ded, she un­der­stood that now. Fuck­ing or rub­bing, I un­der­stand that, so I have to rub your cock, she said re­signedly. She took off her un­der­pants and stood even more wide‐legged than yes­ter­day. She wedged his glans firmly be­tween her labia and rubbed it. No, don’t push it in! she warned softly and con­tin­ued to churn. His glans bumped into her vagi­nal vestibule, that’s how far she let it go. He held onto her shoul­ders and her breasts and squirted. She breathed softly for him to just squirt qui­etly. She let him fin­ish squirt­ing and asked if he wanted one more and just kept squirt­ing. Again she rubbed his glans on the right spot and got small flashes and fi­nally a big one that went through her pussy. Dur­ing the flash
she had curled up twitch­ing and af­ter the last flash she straight­ened up again. She was chaf­ing his cock anew, en­joy­ing his fin­gers feel­ing her pussy very del­i­cately. He had felt his way along the crease of her ass un­til he reached her sex. He ex­plored it lust­fully and squirted as his fin­gers pal­pated her pussy. His cock go­ing limp, he kissed her good­night and went to his room. 


It re­peated night af­ter night, she chafed him twice and made him squirt. She got her flashes when she rubbed his glans over her pussy. She left her pussy open all soft, his glans didn’t even go in an inch. His cock was def­i­nitely too thick to pen­e­trate her. She found that out ev­ery time she squeezed his glans into her vagi­nal vestibule. She saw her fan­tasy fade away from the wiener into the pussy. It was so easy with Heinz’s lit­tle cock, but it cer­tainly couldn’t be done with Jack’s thick one. She clearly felt his se­men spurt­ing in thick jets through the hole and run­ning warmly into her vagina. That was some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent than the thin lit­tle wa­ter­ing from neigh­bor Heinz!


They of­ten talked about the rub­bing and fuck­ing in the evenings, she couldn’t hear enough about that. She liked to talk about how she felt dur­ing the rub­bing and squirt­ing and told him how beau­ti­ful the flash­ing in her pussy was. She was the one who al­ways brought up fuck­ing and wanted to know ev­ery­thing in great de­tail. She loved his way of talk­ing about sex, learn­ing from him all the vul­gar words and pic­tur­ing ev­ery­thing. She used to make him pig­gish and talk vul­gar stuff. Usu­ally they laughed un­til they had tears in their eyes. Veronika was very proud of how well she could play the clue­less and naive saint. 


He could hear and see through the open bed­room door that she was toss­ing and turn­ing rest­lessly be­fore fall­ing asleep, but he still had no idea how to push the game fur­ther. Af­ter that, she tossed and turned in her bed to no end, sigh­ing and moan­ing un­til it twitched. The street­lights il­lu­mi­nated both of their bed­rooms and she watched him mas­tur­bate as well, while she thought­fully tick­led her labia. He de­lib­er­ately didn’t cover him­self so she could get a good look at him mas­tur­bat­ing. 


Jack de­cided to take the next step.  He called her into the bath­room to soap and wash his back. She took off her panties as a mat­ter of course and got into the bath wa­ter with him. It was quite strange for both of them when their naked bod­ies touched. She washed him care­fully and he re­turned the fa­vor, soap­ing her back and wash­ing her whole body. Veronika’s tense­ness eased only af­ter a while, for it dis­turbed her to see him stand­ing naked be­side the bath­tub, work­ing her back. His stiff cock wig­gled next to her face and it was strange yet ex­cit­ing. She would sit in the bath­tub and he would bend over her from the front and wash her back. He stood in front of her in such a way that he could press his wig­gling cock back and forth on her face, on her lips, over and over. She flinched at first when the cock touched her lips as it wig­gled. Later she found it fun and horny to snap at his glans with her lips, she liked this game of catch more and more ev­ery minute. She play­fully grabbed his glans with her lips and they both laughed when she grabbed it with her lips. She ini­tially turned away in the bath­tub as Jack mas­tur­bated stand­ing in front of her. He, how­ever, poked his glans lur­ingly be­tween her lips and wig­gled his glans right in her mouth. She was soon laugh­ing glee­fully and snap­ping her lips at it. She suc­ceeded again and again and laughed hap­pily.


Play­fully she held the glans with her lips as he squirted at the ex­act mo­ment she had grabbed the glans. She stum­bled for a mo­ment and wrenched her eyes open, se­men run­ning out of the cor­ners of her mouth left and right. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, the se­men had long since lost its dis­gust. They both laughed bois­ter­ously and con­tin­ued to play the lips‐catch game for quite a while. He squirted again later and she let the se­men ooze out of her mouth, let­ting it drip onto her pointed breasts. The naive mer­maid emerged from the waves of the bathing sea and snapped his glans with her lips.


She loved this game, for as a child she had rarely played. It didn’t seem to bother her that his glans was still wet and ex­cited and drip­ping. She was re­ally into the game of snap­ping and she pursed her lips when it came to squirt­ing. They both paused and she pressed her lips very tightly around his glans. He rubbed the cock and squirted. She let the se­men drip out of her mouth and spit it all out, rub­bing the se­men off her tongue and out of her mouth with the towel. They played the game of snap­ping over and over and he al­ways squirted be­tween her lips. For her, it was part of it now, even as she chafed and rubbed him. Fi­nally, she al­ways took his glans be­tween her lips and let him squirt into. She al­ways let the se­men run out of her mouth. She played this for a few days or longer, usu­ally two or three times an evening, as long as he could squirt. They talked about it later, but she saw the whole thing only as a game, the sex­ual com­po­nent per­sis­tently ig­nored by the dirty lit­tle piglet.


Dur­ing one of their next con­ver­sa­tions, he boldly said that al­most all women would let the se­men squirt into their mouths when they squirted, and swal­low or spit out the se­men if they didn’t like the taste. He then spent prob­a­bly half an hour ex­plain­ing how a blowjob went. Veronika’s eyes widened, she kept in­ter­rupt­ing him, and he had to re­peat and ex­plain again. But she still didn’t dare to take the cock all the way into her mouth or let it squirt deep into her throat. She played around his cock with her lips, he loved that, and only squirted into her mouth at the very front.


Soon she dared. She opened her mouth very wide while rub­bing his cock and that ex­cited him so much that he squirted al­most in­stantly. Juicy jet shot into her mouth, the rest on her breasts. She care­fully closed her mouth and tasted the cum with her tongue. He looked at her cu­ri­ously and she said it was a lit­tle salty but tasted good. She swiped the se­men off her breast with a fin­ger and licked it off her fin­ger. Yes, it tastes very good! she stated. The fol­low­ing evenings she let all the se­men squirt into her open mouth, af­ter squirt­ing she got a lit­tle braver and licked the rest off his cock. He praised her how fine her lips licked the glans. Very, very fine!


When rub­bing, she took his glans be­tween her lips and opened them a lit­tle when he squirted. Of­ten he put his hand on her head and very gen­tly made fuck­ing move­ments, which she al­lowed. She puck­ered her lips, pressed them tightly around his glans, and let him fuck and squirt be­tween her lips. She smiled kindly and was proud, be­cause this was some­thing he ob­vi­ously liked very much. She will­ingly let him fuck her mouth from then on and swal­lowed his cum, but she was care­ful not to let him go too deep into her mouth while mouth fuck­ing. They talked about mouth fuck­ing in the evenings, so they knew quite well about each other’s de­sires and ideas. Of­ten they talked about how mouth fuck­ing was like fuck­ing. She al­ways wanted to know ex­actly how it felt to him. But she ig­nored his hints that they could try it. She al­ways got all horny while mouth‐fuck­ing and couldn’t do any­thing with her arousal. At night, he held his breath to lis­ten to the sounds com­ing from Veronika’s bed­room and watch her. She had one hand pressed be­tween her closed thighs and was toss­ing and turn­ing. Her half‐sup­pressed pant­ing grew faster and faster, and her legs twitched wildly un­til she stopped. Sud­denly it was silent, as quiet as a mouse. Shak­ily, she breathed in and out un­til she calmed down, then tucked her­self in and fell asleep.


Fi­nally, he got a school­mate to ex­plain what was miss­ing. She was very ar­ro­gant and proud but pre­tended to be sexy and friv­o­lous like no other. No, she didn’t want to show it to him, only ex­plain it the­o­ret­i­cally. She told him ev­ery­thing about fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion, that girls rarely did it and only a few did it daily, and that men and boys couldn’t do it to girls be­cause they were too im­pa­tient and too rough. How she knew this she would not say, but that she was an ex­cep­tion, in fact she did it daily be­fore go­ing to sleep and of­ten sev­eral times a day. He kept ques­tion­ing her un­til she told him all her se­crets. In re­turn for her open­ness, she wanted to see and touch his cock. Here, be­hind the gym, there was no one. She looked at his cock and felt it thor­oughly, then rubbed it. She seemed to know ex­actly how the hand­job went. He let it hap­pen and squirted into the grass. She was so ex­cited that she pushed her panties aside and un­abashedly mas­tur­bated in front of him. He looked very closely and un­der­stood the the­ory in prac­tice. Af­ter her or­gasm, she some­how tri­umphantly showed him the clit, which would be the most im­por­tant thing in fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion. Why she no longer had a hy­men, she did not want to tell, as much as he drilled with ques­tions. But she was happy to show him a sec­ond time how she mas­tur­bated and agreed to let him lie down in front of her and watch the mas­tur­ba­tion up close. Now he knew how to help Veronika. Watch­ing, he had got­ten a de­cent erec­tion and drove around be­tween her legs un­til she gave in and let him fuck her. While squirt­ing, she pulled his cock out so late that he had al­ready squirted most of it in. Af­ter squirt­ing, she took off her panties com­pletely and gen­er­ously granted him to fuck her again. It took a long time this time and she was very aroused be­fore he squirted. She mas­tur­bated very quickly and he squirted ev­ery­thing in­side her again. Af­ter her or­gasm, she im­me­di­ately pulled out his cock and jerked it quite vig­or­ously, but he couldn’t squirt any­more. 


He took it upon him­self to teach Veronika how to mas­tur­bate now. She was in great tur­moil due to his breast stroking while rub­bing, her heart was pound­ing up to her throat and her face was red with ex­cite­ment. Af­ter she licked his glans bare with her lips, he said he wanted to show her some­thing new. She had to lie back­wards in the wa­ter. He gen­tly spread her legs and felt her labia. She gasped fear­fully and looked spell­bound at his fin­gers. Her gasps be­came more vi­o­lent as his fin­gers stroked her labia, search­ing for her clit. It was god­damn hard to find, but he found it. Gen­tly, he pressed on it a few times and watched her re­ac­tion. She gasped and panted with arousal, the im­age of Matilda ap­pear­ing in her mind. Now, put your fin­ger right there, he urged her, right there! and gen­tly pressed on the clit. She put her hand on her pu­bis, the in­dex fin­ger groped for the clit and found it im­me­di­ately. Ah, at last! At last she had grown a cli­toris, a tiny one though, just as her breasts had grown, they were also tiny to be­gin with. She saw Mathilda’s clit in front of her and au­to­mat­i­cally knew what she had to do.


None­the­less, she du­ti­fully fol­lowed his in­struc­tions. Gen­tly cir­cle the clit, then touch it. Gen­tly, not hastily. Af­ter a few min­utes, Veronika said she had a strange feel­ing in her ab­domen, which she usu­ally only had when she tossed and turned at night, un­til her ab­domen twitched quite firmly and her legs wrig­gled. Yes, he said, that’s good! Then she should rub the clit very finely, first slowly and then faster, as the clit wanted it. She fol­lowed obe­di­ently and sud­denly stopped, I have to pee, she cried, ran next door and splashed long and loud. He beck­oned her to get back in the tub, we’re not done yet! She came and picked up where she left off. She gasped anew, her fin­ger rub­bing faster and faster, and she let out a soft cry as she cringed and or­gasmed. It took a minute for her to calm down. He said this was the new thing he wanted to show her. She smiled hap­pily and said it was never this strong when she had rolled around in bed. That was your way of re­leas­ing your sex­ual ten­sion so far, lec­tured Jack, who was now at the end of fifth grade and had paid close at­ten­tion dur­ing the loose talk of class­mates. It means mas­tur­bat­ing, he added, and she re­peated the word sev­eral times. When you’re ly­ing in bed at night and you’re sex­u­ally aroused, mas­tur­bat­ing is much more in­tense than rolling around. Veronika nod­ded and said, much bet­ter! And be­cause there is no wa­ter in bed, you have to wet the fin­ger and clit with spit, he re­mem­bered mas­tur­bat­ing school­mate.
.

That night he heard her quite clearly. He strained his eyes to make out any­thing in the dim light. She was ly­ing naked on her bed, spread­ing her legs wide apart. She rubbed her cleft and clit sev­eral times with saliva. Her wet fin­ger squelched and squelched in her pu­bis for what seemed like an eter­nity, then she sighed deeply, her legs flap­ping fran­ti­cally like bird­calls, and he heard her sti­fled cry. She had learned it and that made him quite proud. From now on she would do it when she had rubbed him and swal­lowed his cum. He tried it too and suc­ceeded, he had copied her style ex­actly. Some­day he would tell the school­mate that boys can do it quite well too. Veronika let him mas­tur­bate her over and over again, it was so fine to do noth­ing her­self, to think of noth­ing and just feel the ris­ing ex­cite­ment. Soon she was no longer ashamed when she peed while or­gas­ming and it ran warmly over his hand. Jack smiled that it was nat­u­ral and she should not be ashamed of it. Bliss­fully, she poured her­self over his hand and twitched and trem­bled in or­gasm. He widened her labia and watched very closely as it squirted out of her tiny hole. It squirted right in rhythm with her or­gasm and he let it splash over his hand. He smil­ingly as­sured her it was quite all right and could be washed off with wa­ter. So it re­mained, when he mas­tur­bated her in the bath­tub, she squirted in bursts as she or­gasmed and let it spurt out in a very re­laxed man­ner. He looked at it with alert eyes and then care­fully washed her off.


For Veronika it was all new and she found it great, ex­cit­ing and horny. They talked at din­ner mostly about sex, rub­bing and se­men swal­low­ing and mas­tur­ba­tion. Veronika slapped her fore­head with the flat of her hand. She was silent and stared thought­fully at the table­top; it would have been bet­ter if she had known about mas­tur­ba­tion then and had not had to roll around un­til she fell asleep. Rolling, of course, had al­ways ended with a firm twitch in her ab­domen, but that was nowhere near as pow­er­ful and lib­er­at­ing as the real or­gasm. Jack said that al­most ev­ery woman and al­most ev­ery man mas­tur­bated ev­ery day, that was so. Of course, so did Sis­ter Mathilda and the priest who read the masses. Veron­ica stared at him in amaze­ment and Jack nod­ded in con­fir­ma­tion, yes, all of them! How Jack just came up with these two was mys­te­ri­ous magic to her. She had even more re­spect for Jack than be­fore.


Veronika then told him all about the monastery. Fa­ther Anselm, who twice a week stood in the lit­tle stream, jerked off and splashed in the wa­ter. Bathing with Mathilda, who went to the men’s monastery ev­ery Fri­day, so that the lit­tle monks stuck their wieners in her pussy and squirted. That she spied on the hyp­ocrites jerk­ing off in the bath­room. The beau­ti­ful rub­bing to­gether of her clefts when she lay naked on Mathilda, the many lit­tle flashes. The con­fess­ing and show­ing off of the breast. The pus pim­ple and Mathilda’s clit. The aun­tie and the neigh­bor who moaned to God’s mercy when he squirted into her pussy. That she watched them from be­gin­ning to end, un­til the aunt did not want her there any­more. That the aunt sent her out the door for mas­tur­bat­ing at least twice a day and wouldn’t let her watch. That she then dried her hole and clit af­ter mas­tur­bat­ing. How the neigh­bor squirted over her and later into her pussy. Jack lis­tened to her at­ten­tively and probed un­til she had de­scribed all the se­crets to him in nat­u­ral, of­ten pig­gish terms. 


Jack turned 16, was one of the best in school, and he hit pu­berty. His voice deep­ened, his dick thick­ened, and his sparse pu­bic hair be­came a thick bush. He now ex­am­ined Veronika’s pu­bic area and hy­men more of­ten. It was quite thin, al­most trans­par­ent and had a large hole. They talked about screw­ing ev­ery day, even though they both al­ready knew ev­ery­thing about it. Veronika used to tell with shin­ing eyes about the neigh­bor’s wiener, how it went in and out of the aunt’s ugly pussy and squirted with un­speak­able ef­fort. This was one of her fa­vorite sto­ries, be­cause it was the only time that she had seen the fuck­ing her­self and felt the neigh­bor’s nasty squirt­ing in her vagina. Veronika, how­ever, was not yet ready for screw­ing, she blocked ev­ery time he brought it up specif­i­cally. He felt the fierce de­sire for it and could have fucked her x‐times al­ready, but he knew it wouldn’t have been right, that it would have been like rap­ing her. He was abun­dantly aware of how im­por­tant mu­tual trust was and that he would have to wait un­til Veronika was ready for it.


Ev­ery day Jack talked about how mouth fuck­ing was nice, but that real fuck­ing was even nicer. As be­fore, she blocked on the sub­ject and steered the con­ver­sa­tion to study­ing. Last year, with Jack’s help, she had man­aged to pass the ex­ter­nal exam of the el­e­men­tary school and was pre­par­ing for the mid­dle school leav­ing cer­tifi­cate. Last year, the or­phan­age had also gone to pub­lic hands and her cook­ing was no longer needed. How­ever, her re­sis­tance to think about screw­ing grad­u­ally sub­sided. He kept talk­ing about con­cep­tion and con­tra­cep­tion. He drew up a cir­cu­lar lu­nar cal­en­dar of 28 days, recorded the days of her men­stru­a­tion and on the op­po­site side the days ready for con­cep­tion. Veron­ica nod­ded, un­der­stand­ing ex­actly what this cal­en­dar meant. They were both pleased that her men­strual cy­cle worked punc­tu­ally and ab­so­lutely re­li­ably. It ra­di­ated a great con­fi­dence that they could pre­vent an un­wanted preg­nancy.


In the days that fol­lowed, she re­mained silent when he spoke softly about get­ting laid. She in­stinc­tively un­der­stood that his bad­ger­ing was not evil. He never said it, but she found his love warm­ing and con­fus­ing at the same time. When she re­turned his French kisses, the arousal rose hot in her ab­domen and vis­i­bly con­fused her, urg­ing her to mas­tur­bate im­me­di­ately, though she al­ways post­poned it. It was he who had brought her out of ig­no­rance. It was he who in­sisted that she take the exam and was proud of her cer­tifi­cate. It was he who in­tro­duced her to the mys­ter­ies of sex­u­al­ity and gave her daily phys­i­cal ec­stasies. She was flooded with grat­i­tude and dropped the block. She didn’t care that the bath­tub was over­flow­ing as she quickly latched onto him. She re­turned his French kiss with great fer­vor and pressed her body against his. She shook her head de­ci­sively, not want­ing to mouth fuck now. An­other in­ti­mate French kiss sealed her de­ci­sion. Come, she said softly, let’s do the fuck­ing!


He said noth­ing and swal­lowed a few times. They dried them­selves hastily, he took the towel to her bed­room. He spread the towel out with­out a word be­fore she lay down. He didn’t lie down on top of her right away, though she spread her legs will­ingly. He lay down next to her, it had to start slowly, he knew that very well. He kissed her on the mouth and all over her body. His hands also ca­ressed her all over her body at the same time and she held her breath in sur­prise as his mouth en­closed her labia and his tongue gen­tly touched and licked her clit. He had never licked her be­fore, but he kept go­ing and go­ing, his tongue be­com­ing a mas­tur­bat­ing fin­ger. He lis­tened to her breath­ing and ex­cited gasps and matched her rhythm. Even in or­gasm, he con­tin­ued to lick, even though her thighs pressed quite firmly against his head. Her or­gasm lasted an eter­nity and her ab­domen con­tin­ued to burn brightly as he con­tin­ued to lick her very gen­tly. He felt how hot her body was burn­ing, how highly aroused she was and stopped lick­ing.


Now? he asked in a whis­per and she nod­ded with her most beau­ti­ful lit­tle girl smile. Now he knelt be­tween her thighs and whis­pered for her to guide his cock. She reached for his cock and guided it into her vagi­nal vestibule, then let go as it touched the hy­men. They looked stead­fastly into each other’s eyes, both lis­ten­ing to their phys­i­cal sen­sa­tions and feel­ings. In­fin­itely slowly he pushed for­ward, the hy­men stretched for a very long mo­ment and tore. Her eyes widened and she stam­mered, yes, yes! She closed her eyes and smiled as he pressed the full length of his cock deep into her vagina. He started fuck­ing very slowly and in­creased the beat. Her body swayed along with his beat. He stroked her face and they looked into each other’s eyes. I’m about to squirt, he choked out and squirted. Yes, she said, go ahead and squirt! It took long sec­onds for the rhyth­mic squirt­ing to stop. Veronika’s or­gasm erupted the mo­ment he said he was about to squirt. She pressed her fin­gers to her clit, her whole body rag­ing and un­du­lat­ing as he thrust and squirted. Her or­gasm con­tin­ued even as he pulled out his cock and lay ex­hausted be­side her. Mouth open into a silent scream, her head jerked back and forth, her fin­ger rub­bing her clit hard and choppy as her or­gasm con­tin­ued for an­other two min­utes.


He lis­tened to her for two min­utes and she told him how it had felt to her, but he drifted off. She fell silent when she re­al­ized it and stroked his chest. All the cringe‐in­duc­ing sto­ries about de­flow­er­ing hurt­ing like crazy were wrong. She was tense as a bow­string, wait­ing fear­fully for that pain as his cock slowly en­tered her. She felt quite clearly that the hy­men was stretch­ing and strain­ing, for what seemed like an eter­nity. But it didn’t hurt at all, and when it tore, she felt only a tiny sting. The ten­sion im­me­di­ately dis­ap­peared and she was very re­lieved, yes, yes! she stam­mered, be­cause now she had be­come a real woman and Jack could fi­nally fuck her. She knew noth­ing about be­ing in love or mak­ing love, but she loved Jack and loved him more than be­fore. She was con­fused by the feel­ing, but at the same time felt that it was beau­ti­ful and sat­is­fy­ing. On the towel there was only a tiny lit­tle spot of blood, as small as a coin.


The time of mouth fuck­ing, rub­bing and mas­tur­bat­ing was more or less over. They fucked each other ev­ery day and the mouth fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing was only dur­ing the pe­riod and the days when they were ready to con­ceive. As the months went by, the fore­play be­came shorter and she ac­tu­ally thought it was a shame that the fuck­ing didn’t last very long. They talked about it quite openly and he said there was noth­ing he could do about how long it took him to squirt and that his dick went limp af­ter squirt­ing. He couldn’t de­lay squirt­ing and was to­tally wiped out af­ter squirt­ing. What he could do was lick her to or­gasm ev­ery time be­fore fuck­ing. And he felt it was right for her to mas­tur­bate af­ter squirt­ing if she still needed it. He re­ally tried hard to lick her to or­gasm and she usu­ally mas­tur­bated af­ter squirt­ing be­cause she rarely cli­maxed while fuck­ing any­more. They both felt bal­anced and sat­is­fied with their sex­u­al­ity.


The jan­i­tor re­paired the drain in the kitchen and then he laid Veronika prone over the kitchen ta­ble, then he fucked her. Veronika did not re­sist, on the con­trary, she en­joyed his thick cock very much. In the evening she told Jack, who was very an­gry and wanted to go to the po­lice. But Veronika did not want that and asked him not to do any­thing. Jack calmed down and she told him ev­ery­thing, in­clud­ing that she had en­joyed it. The jan­i­tor had left his cock in her vagina af­ter the squirt­ing and was stroking her but­tocks. She felt that af­ter some time his cock be­came quite hard again and then he fucked her a sec­ond time. Her arousal rose like a rocket this time and cul­mi­nated in a won­der­ful cli­max. He pat­ted her ass kindly and pulled up his pants. Jack was an­noyed and ashamed of his envy at the same time. He nev­er­the­less lec­tured her su­per‐teach­ingly about the wrong­ness of rape. She un­der­stood that it was wrong from the jan­i­tor, one was not al­lowed to fuck a woman just like that. She promised not to let any­one fuck her in the fu­ture if it both­ered him that much. Jack felt very guilty and un­com­fort­able, be­cause he fucked case by case with his girl­friends be­hind the school and never told Veronika.
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Jack was go­ing to leave the let­ter from Eng­land un­til af­ter grad­u­a­tion, but af­ter a week, cu­rios­ity won out. It was surely some­thing im­por­tant, of­fi­cial. The crest on the en­ve­lope was stun­ningly or­nate, and the two li­ons with en­twined tails laughed mock­ingly in his face ev­ery day. Open me up al­ready, cow­ard! Veronika, who had passed the in­ter­me­di­ate school leav­ing ex­am­i­na­tion six months ear­lier and had prob­lems only in the for­eign lan­guage Eng­lish, was plagued by just as much cu­rios­ity as he was, but he in­sisted on wait­ing. The ad­dressee was given as his full name, Ja­cob N. Craw­ley. Very strange.


The Matura‐ex­ams were still two weeks away. Jack and Veronika only slept to­gether ev­ery two or three days, they were both study­ing like ma­ni­acs and so they rarely had time to screw. For Veronika it was no prob­lem. She mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep, re­gard­less of screw­ing. Jack usu­ally only no­ticed it when he was half asleep. If he felt like it and Veronika’s mas­tur­bat­ing pro­duced a good erec­tion, he would fuck her while she was mas­tur­bat­ing, which she loved. Of­ten he would just sleep away, study­ing made him very tired. He had turned in ex­cel­lent work dur­ing the first week of ex­ams and wanted to keep it up. On Sun­day evening he folded up his books and picked up the thick en­ve­lope. Veronika, he called, come! She came rush­ing in, naked and sweaty with a flushed face. Jack im­me­di­ately apol­o­gized sheep­ishly, for his call had ap­par­ently in­ter­rupted her mas­tur­ba­tion. But they had agreed to open the mys­te­ri­ous let­ter to­gether. She pulled up a chair and sat down next to him. He could smell her arousal, trout and vanilla, smelling like dur­ing lick­ing. 


Jack read aloud and trans­lated aloud, since Veronika’s Eng­lish was not so good. The law firm of Figgs, Fer­gu­son & Willis had been re­tained by the British Home Of­fice to re­search him and rep­re­sent him in court in the will‐s mat­ter as the son of Nicholas J. Craw­ley. He had been traced through the school au­thor­i­ties, copy en­closed. His fa­ther, months be­fore his un­mask­ing, shortly af­ter Jack was born, had tele­graphed a last will and tes­ta­ment to his em­ployer, Brit. Home Of­fice, ca­bled, copy en­closed, that he be­queathed all his be­long­ings to his nat­u­ral chil­dren Janet and Ja­cob in equal shares. His wife re­ceived a legacy of £25,000 per year un­til death and £20,000 for the child. Since his widow Naomi Craw­ley had died about four months ago, the Home Of­fice had set things in mo­tion.


Jack in­ter­rupted and said to Veronika that it was strange that the Home Of­fice was in­volved, spies would be more the re­spon­si­bil­ity of the For­eign Of­fice or the War Of­fice. He did not un­der­stand this. Jack kissed Veronika and said that the ten­sion was over, his fear of the con­tent was also over. He was glad to have a sis­ter and that his fa­ther had ac­knowl­edged him in writ­ing as a son. He was silent for a mo­ment and Veronika said it was good and re­as­sur­ing. She nib­bled on his ear­lobe, which she liked to do when she was in a sexy mood, and slowly stroked her labia and clit, which he could see out of the cor­ner of his eye. He cleared his throat be­fore con­tin­u­ing.


On the oc­ca­sion of the death, they had checked the de­ceased’s ac­counts and found that, first, she had sold all of her hus­band’s prop­er­ties and put the pro­ceeds into her own ac­count. Sec­ond, she had with­drawn more than the £25,000 an­nu­ally, av­er­ag­ing just over £45,000. In ad­di­tion, she was with­draw­ing £20,000 a year for Janet’s needs, which was fine. The law firm of Figgs and the like had taken the whole thing to court be­cause the mother, Naomi, owed Janet and Jack nearly £300,000, which she had un­law­fully taken. In ad­di­tion, the court found that all of her as­sets went to the two chil­dren be­cause all of it came from the sales of the prop­er­ties. Janet’s mother had no as­sets or in­come of her own. Janet, for her part, had ap­pealed for the £300,000  and threat­ened to sue if she did not get jus­tice. The law firm of Figgs and the like asked for one or two pro­posed dates when Jack could travel to Lon­don to set­tle his af­fairs in per­son. It might be help­ful if he moved into the home of Nicholas J. Craw­ley to send a clear mes­sage. Then fol­lowed the ad­dress in Hamp­ton, Lon­don. Sin­cerely, Figgs & blah blah blah.


Jack wiped the beads of sweat from his fore­head. That was strong stuff, gen­tle­men! He cast a side­long glance at Veronika. He needed a pass­port, a ticket, and money. He would send a let­ter to his new sis­ter to­mor­row and one to the law of­fice. He looked Veronika in the eye and found that there was noth­ing more to dis­cuss to­day, she was just horny as hell al­ready. Come on, he said, let’s go to bed! Veronika looked at him from be­low, her gaze florid and horny. Do you like fuck­ing? she asked teas­ingly and he nod­ded, though his thoughts were tum­bling around in his head. He left the light on the night­stand burn­ing and watched Veronika’s mas­tur­ba­tion with in­creas­ing plea­sure. It was an­other one of those nights where he got an­other erec­tion af­ter five min­utes of rest­ing and watch­ing. Veronika was very pleased with the sec­ond fuck­ing as usual and reached her x‐th or­gasm shortly af­ter he had squirted. He im­me­di­ately fell asleep, deep and dream­less. Veronika con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing un­til she fell asleep. 


The next morn­ing he quickly ran to the bank to ask for the con­ver­sion rate of the pound and then to the mu­nic­i­pal of­fice for a pass­port. That would take about three weeks, he would still need two good pass­port pho­tos from the pho­tog­ra­pher and his mother would also have to come along, since he was not yet of age. Then he went back home to study. By evening he had drafted the rather short let­ter to the law firm, leav­ing only the dates open. The let­ter to Janet was longer, men­tion­ing the in­her­i­tance mat­ter only in pass­ing. He was pleased to have a sis­ter and to meet her. He told his re­sume in hon­est, frank terms, leav­ing out only the sex­u­al­ity. He an­nounced when he would be in Lon­don, ap­prox­i­mately, and that he would send her a tele­gram as soon as he knew the ex­act dates. He was very happy to have a sis­ter, he as­sured her sev­eral times, and that she would be happy to know her as well. 


The next 14 days flew by, and he stud­ied late into the night and shined on his ex­ams. He did what he had im­pressed upon Veronika months ago. Ev­ery­thing other than the cur­rent ma­te­rial was put aside and full con­cen­tra­tion was on the exam. He suc­ceeded quite well. He and two girls passed ‘cum laude’ and he cel­e­brated that with Veronika in one of the best restau­rants in town. They treated them­selves to a de­li­cious meal with ap­pe­tizer, main course and dessert. They drank two bot­tles of wine and went home by cab. He had grad­u­ated from high school, had grown up overnight, and was in a car for the first time in the life. That night they fucked as of­ten as they could. He couldn’t keep up with Veronika’s or­gasms, of course, but to­ward the end he sur­pris­ingly had a third erec­tion and fucked Veronika laugh­ing and gasp­ing. They cud­dled un­til they fell asleep. 


In short, ev­ery­thing went like clock­work. He got the pass­port, the no­ta­rized dec­la­ra­tion of Veronika to travel to Eng­land, the ticket, the ex­act train sched­ule. He sent the tele­grams to the law of­fice and to Janet. Veronika had got­ten him a lot of Eng­lish Pounds and opened a bank ac­count for him, he was to live on it un­til he re­ceived his money from the in­her­i­tance. They slept to­gether dur­ing the day and at night un­til they left, build­ing cas­tles in the air about what he could do with his in­her­i­tance. The big­ger the cas­tle in the air, the longer they laughed and built new ones. They dis­cussed all the de­tails, he would call the Gold­ener Hirsch inn ev­ery Fri­day evening at 7 and re­port back. He in­cul­cated Veronika not to fuck with strangers and to keep up the con­tra­cep­tive cal­en­dar scrupu­lously. No, he was not jeal­ous at all, she could fuck any­one who was not a stranger. Of course, only if she wanted to do it her­self. She liked it when he talked to her about screw­ing and used filthy ex­pres­sions. For hours they went through all the ac­quain­tances and imag­ined how she would fuck ev­ery­one.


It took him more than two days to get to Lon­don. The ferry ride across the chan­nel was an un­for­get­table ex­pe­ri­ence, a won­der­ful sun­rise on deck in a com­pletely smooth sea. The steam lo­co­mo­tive pulled into Vic­to­ria Sta­tion more than an hour and a half late. He hur­ried to the agreed meet­ing point at the cab stand at the south exit, of course Janet was no longer there. He spoke to her on the phone, she ad­vised him to take a cab. It should not cost more than £6. He took the cab to her place.


It was an an­cient, beau­ti­ful house, with a well‐kept gar­den in the front and to the back he could also see a large park. He rang the bell and heard the clack of high heels, she opened for him. Hello Jack, she said and ex­tended her hand to him. They shook hands, he took a step for­ward and hugged her. She wanted to re­coil at first, but then re­turned the long hug. She in­vited him in and led him up the curved stair­case. She showed him to his room and sug­gested they meet back down­stairs in a few min­utes. While he put down his suit­case and hung up the new suit in the closet as per Veronika’s in­struc­tions, Janet pre­pared a snack down­stairs with the help of Rose, the house­keeper, and waited for Jack.


He came right down and sat across from Janet at the ta­ble. She thought he must be hun­gry af­ter the long trip, which he con­firmed. He de­clined the drink and asked for a glass of wa­ter. Janet called Rose and or­dered lemon­ade. They ate and drank, talk­ing lit­tle in the mean­time. Janet lit a cig­a­rette and waited pa­tiently for him to fin­ish. He poured him­self an­other glass of lemon­ade and sat back, then thanked her for host­ing him. Janet wanted to know how long he would stay. He said he didn’t know yet, but he wanted to han­dle the mat­ter with the law firm and the court. Smil­ing, he added that med­i­cal school started on Oc­to­ber 1, and ev­ery­thing should be set­tled by then. This brought them in­stantly to the cen­tral is­sue, her fa­ther’s will. She said that it was okay for her what the fa­ther had de­cided. That they shared the in­her­i­tance fifty‐fifty, that was quite all right. That they shared the in­her­i­tance of the house, this house, was also okay with her. I won­der if he was think­ing of sell­ing it, Janet said. Jack was a bit caught off guard and said he hadn’t seen the house yet and no, he didn’t have an idea yet. Sell­ing was only the very last op­tion af­ter all. Af­ter all, she lives here, doesn’t she? They were silent for a mo­ment, then he asked if she wanted to tell him more about her­self, the house and about her par­ents? 


She nod­ded and said that they should sit com­fort­ably on the sofa. She was ea­ger to tell him ev­ery­thing and stood up. He looked at her in­tently, she was tall like him, very slim and had im­mensely long legs, the long­est he had ever seen. He could see no sign of a bra un­der her sheer white blouse, so what he could make out was all na­ture. She had a slim lit­tle butt un­der the miniskirt, that was in fash­ion at the mo­ment. Only her torso was strangely short, and only now did he no­tice that she had a hump. While stand­ing up he had al­ready no­ticed that she pulled her shoul­ders back, now he un­der­stood. She had no­ticed his glance and put a hand on the hump. I’ll call him Robert, she said, smil­ing un­hap­pily, then sat down on the sofa. He sat down in the arm­chair op­po­site her and re­laxed. She lit a cig­a­rette and be­gan to talk.


The house was over 200 years old, built by the Craw­ley fam­ily and had al­ways been oc­cu­pied by the fam­ily since. Her mother had had both the roof, win­dows and doors re­placed 10 years ago, as well as the plumb­ing. She had not lived to see the elec­tri­cal sys­tem re­paired. She looked at him sharply. That’s why she had ap­pealed the £300,000. The fa­ther had said noth­ing about main­tain­ing his fam­ily home, but the mother had spent the money on just that. She looked at him in­quir­ingly. He scratched his head and said he had no idea what this ren­o­va­tion might cost. She made a move to get up and bring in the pa­per­work, but he waved it off. To­mor­row, okay? She nod­ded and went on.


Her par­ents had mar­ried in 1935 and she had been born in 1939. So a good two years be­fore him, she added and he nod­ded, he al­ready knew that. Mar­ried life — she looked him straight in the eye, the sex­u­al­ity — just never worked. Her mother had no de­sire for sex at all and he could never come to terms with that. He in­vested his for­tune in real es­tate, gam­bled and won re­ally big at the casi­nos. He bought land and houses in the coun­try and kept metic­u­lous records of it all. He never told about his work for the min­istry, her mother only re­ported that he of­ten trav­eled for weeks. Even in her old age, Naomi, her mother, spoke only well of him and greatly re­gret­ted their sep­a­ra­tion. It was her fault, Naomi told Janet, she was heav­ily preg­nant and ag­gres­sive at the time. Dur­ing a very nasty ar­gu­ment about the lack of sex, she threat­ened to leave him. He calmly stood un­der the door and said she needed to stay in the house and raise his child. He would leave and make sure she and the child made a good liv­ing. He never came back.


Janet asked if he could tell about his par­ents. Jack replied that he hardly knew any­thing. He stared be­tween Janet’s thighs at the flash­ing white of her panties. His fa­ther had met his mother, Hermione, as a typ­ist in a Nazi‐min­istry, but she was not a Nazi. When she be­came preg­nant in 1940, he mar­ried her im­me­di­ately. When he was five months old, the fa­ther was ar­rested and af­ter a few days shot as a spy, there was no grave. The mother had a hard time, be­ing the wife of a spy, and of course lost her job. She went clean­ing by the hour and did not find a job as a typ­ist again un­til 1943. The chaos at the end of the war mostly spared her and she died when he was 13. She spoke of his fa­ther only once just be­fore she died; she was bit­ter and never for­gave him. But she was a good, lov­ing mother and gave him a happy and care­free child­hood, for which he was for­ever grate­ful. She never let him feel that he was the son of a fa­ther she de­spised. He was al­ways her child, never his. Janet, af­ter a few min­utes of si­lence, said it was a great pity they didn’t know more about what her fa­ther had re­ally done. It was con­ceiv­able, she said with a look in Jack’s eyes, that he was not a spy and had been falsely ac­cused. Jack mused. It was pos­si­ble, he said, but he doubted that the British or the Ger­mans would re­lease any doc­u­ments to that ef­fect. 


Jack was sur­prised that Janet made no ef­fort to con­ceal her panties and stared at the breasts clearly show­ing un­der her blouse. Not want­ing her to get the im­pres­sion that he was con­stantly star­ing only at her breasts or at her panties, he glanced to­ward the dark win­dows. It might one day be­come pos­si­ble, he said, to find out more about her fa­ther. He was will­ing to do that, but first they would both have to fin­ish the in­her­i­tance mat­ter. Janet nod­ded in agree­ment and asked if he wanted to have din­ner. He nod­ded and she went into the kitchen. It took him a minute, then he went af­ter her. The house­keeper had ap­par­ently al­ready left, he said ques­tion­ingly, and Janet con­firmed Rose came at 7 p.m. ev­ery day and left at 4 a.m. in the af­ter­noon, on time. They fixed the meal to­gether and car­ried it back into the great room, where they ate and chat­ted. They car­ried things into the kitchen, and Janet held him back when he wanted to wash the dishes. Rose does that, she said, and went back into the room, to the sofa. I al­ways drink some wine in the evening, she said, and he shook his head in de­nial. He got him­self a glass of lemon­ade and sat down across from her.


She brought up the bath­room. It was right next to his room and her room was on the other side of the bath­room, she said. That way they could both go to the bath­room at night too, each from his side. He asked if he could take a bath be­fore bed, he was so used to it. And af­ter the long jour­ney it was also high time. She laughed af­fir­ma­tively and that she al­ways show­ered or took a bath in the morn­ing be­fore Rose came. He grinned, that was a good thing, he usu­ally got up be­tween 7 and half past seven. Rose pre­pares break­fast at half past seven, so be on time! Janet laughed and he nod­ded, he un­der­stood.


Jack said he was very pleased to have found such a kind and pretty sis­ter, he had ex­pected a bit­ter, an­gry sis­ter af­ter the cor­re­spon­dence from the law of­fice. Pretty, you think, and what about Robert? she asked with a se­ri­ous look. Oh, I haven’t seen him in a long time, he said glibly, the guy is al­ways mak­ing him­self in­vis­i­ble. She laughed that he was but­ter­ing her up, but her look said that he had given the right an­swer. And, she asked, you speak per­fect Eng­lish, how come? He told her that he had just grad­u­ated  cum laude  and had learned Eng­lish quite well in six years. He had to ex­plain the ‘cum laude’ and she lis­tened with her mouth open. She had only had good and av­er­age grades and was pre­par­ing to study fash­ion and tex­tiles. With the Robert, she prob­a­bly wouldn’t have many op­por­tu­ni­ties to find work. She cur­rently worked two days a week for BBC in the sci­ence de­part­ment. He wanted to study medicine, Jack said, he knew next to noth­ing about fash­ion and tex­tiles. They chat­ted for prob­a­bly an­other hour, Jack get­ting his fill of her breasts, long thighs and panties. She made no ef­fort to es­cape his horny looks, on the con­trary! With in­creas­ing in­tox­i­ca­tion, Janet touched her­self more and more of­ten, thought­fully ca­ress­ing a breast or slid­ing a fin­ger un­der the panties and mind­lessly play­ing with the hem. He some­times thought he saw her cleav­age. Janet ended the evening af­ter the fifth or sixth glass of wine and they went up­stairs. He quickly un­packed his suit­case and travel bag while the bath wa­ter ran in. He quickly un­dressed and sat in the tub. He re­ally, re­ally needed it now. 


He flinched when he heard the latch and Janet en­ter. She was naked and sat down on the toi­let with­out a fa­cial move­ment. She looked at him cu­ri­ously and kindly and pried. He tried to hide his erect cock in the wa­ter af­ter a few mo­ments of mar­veling at her naked­ness and Robert, but the wa­ter level did not hide the cock. She wiped her pu­bic with toi­let pa­per, stood up and stepped to the bath­tub. He didn’t miss an inch of her naked body as he looked at her. She looked at his mus­cu­lar body briefly and then at length at his cock, which he could not hide. She nod­ded ap­pre­cia­tively and said very kindly, glanc­ing at his cock, she also did it at night be­fore she went to sleep and some­times in the morn­ing when she show­ered. She nod­ded at him with a mis­chievous grin and left. Had he mis­heard or had she said on the way out that he could watch? You may watch,  she had whis­pered. Or was it just imag­i­na­tion? Com­pletely in the dark, he waited a few min­utes and fin­ished. He slept deeply, dream­ing of Veronika and Janet, non­sen­si­cally.


Night he woke up. Janet was re­ally a pretty girl, her face was very pretty and looked aris­to­cratic and very no­ble with the sharp‐edged nose that was very much like his own. The black hair con­trasted with her bright, mys­te­ri­ous eyes that shone light gray or light blue. Her torso was clearly too small, the Robert de­form­ing her shoul­der blades to ei­ther side. She had nice medium sized breasts with small pink nip­ples and a slim, shapely body. Her bot­tom was small and ran out into long, thin legs. She had only a tiny black bush above her pu­bic cleft. Her pu­bic area was not as full and bulging as Veronika’s, he had not been able to see any­thing more de­tailed. Her fair skin was flaw­less and with­out any birth­mark or pim­ple, it looked vel­vety and silky. She seemed to have no prob­lem show­ing her­self naked. He scolded him­self, she was his half‐sis­ter af­ter all! He fell asleep again.


Jane, as Janet pre­ferred to be called, showed him the house, the park, and the well‐stocked wine cel­lar. Then she showed him her mother’s pa­pers, re­gard­ing the ren­o­va­tion. He cal­cu­lated twice, it was about £295,000. He con­firmed to Jane that this was about the amount in dis­pute. Jane looked at him ex­pec­tantly. He con­firmed her view that the mother had spent the money on the house, on our house. He would sup­port her in the ap­peal, Jack said, but not right away. He wanted to hear how the law firm ar­gued, he said, it would give him a clearer pic­ture. In the days that fol­lowed, he wrote a long let­ter to Veron­ica and spoke with her by phone on Fri­day.


The week passed qui­etly and un­spec­tac­u­larly, Jane drank her 4 or 5 glasses of wine in the evening and they chat­ted about this and that. Jack gave a very de­tailed ac­count of how things had gone with the Figgs law firm. He, of course, looked at Janet like a fool, her blouse was even more see‐through than yes­ter­day and she kept pulling her shoul­ders up in a strug­gle against Robert. All the while her girl­ish breasts looked won­der­ful. He could look up along her in­ner thighs as far as he could. He was left breath­less, Janet had no panties on! He could only guess at her cleft, yet he stared at her and she smiled be­cause he was so easy to see through. His star­ing made her proud in a strange way. She let him stare at her cleft, that some­how did her good. She put one leg up and clasped her knee. Of course she was aware that her sex was com­pletely ex­posed. His eyes were glued to her labia, her prom­i­nent clit and the clearly vis­i­ble hole. Dur­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, he just stared at her jew­els, tak­ing in ev­ery de­tail. Lost in thought, she played with her­self, stroking her labia and ab­sently pulling back the small fold of skin over her clit, again and again, un­til the clit was vis­i­bly aroused. She dipped her in­dex fin­ger into the wine and then into her lit­tle hole. Com­pletely un­self­con­scious, she stroked the lit­tle hole and the bon­net over her clit. She looked at him with glit­ter­ing eyes, this boy she had to have! Af­ter an hour she low­ered her leg to the floor and they went up with­out a word.


The law firm was ster­ling and the ad­vice first rate. They felt that Jane was wrong to ob­ject and that the court might soon see it too. For the rest, they were un­cer­tain how large the in­her­i­tance was; the court and the bank did not dis­close the amount. Jack signed a power of at­tor­ney and an agree­ment that the law firm would re­ceive 4.5% of Jack’s in­her­i­tance. He in­sisted that this did not ap­ply to the Hamp­ton house. So it went up from the orig­i­nal 4% to 4.5%. Jack couldn’t fig­ure out with men­tal arith­metic if that was more than the val­u­a­tion of the house, but his gut said no. Jane looked at him with wide eyes as he re­ported at din­ner. He shrugged and said he would have been un­com­fort­able with com­plete strangers tramp­ing through the house and pos­si­bly say­ing neg­a­tive things about things that were im­por­tant to Naomi or Jane. Jane hugged him, quite touched, and kissed him on the mouth for the first time as they sat down to the sofa.


Nat­u­rally, Jane came ev­ery night when he bathed. She let him look las­civ­i­ously at her naked body when she got up from splurg­ing and stepped over to the bath­tub. He no longer hid his erect cock and pa­tiently let her look, so what? She touched his cock with her in­dex fin­ger be­fore say­ing she did it too, ev­ery time be­fore she went to sleep and also when she show­ered in the morn­ing. Then she went to her room. The next evening, she came to the bath­tub af­ter piss­ing and stood there in­de­ci­sively, her eyes fixed on his cock. She reached down with her thumb and fore­fin­ger on his cock and in­fin­itely slowly pulled the fore­skin all the way back un­til the glans was com­pletely ex­posed. She looked at it for a long time be­fore she left. He mas­tur­bated splash­ing in the wa­ter and sat still af­ter he squirted. He heard her loud gasps and sighs and the pro­longed moans when she was done.


The next morn­ing he woke up to the sound of a knock and the bath­room door be­ing opened. Jane was stand­ing there stark naked and said she was go­ing to take a shower, did he want to watch? She left the door open. He didn’t hes­i­tate for a mo­ment and put on his box­ers, then went into the bath­room. She was al­ready stand­ing in the tub, wa­ter gush­ing from the show­er­head, soap­ing her body. He mar­veled at her sexy dis­play, watch­ing her soap up Robert and rub him with a long brush. He hadn’t looked at her hump that closely be­fore and now he looked closely. She rubbed the soap with ris­ing ex­cite­ment, stroking her body with in­creas­ing horni­ness. At some point she put one leg up on the edge of the bath­tub and be­gan to mas­tur­bate while stand­ing. Af­ter quite a while it went through her like a flash, she stopped mas­tur­bat­ing and pressed her fin­gers on her clit. She looked at him smil­ing and he didn’t know what to say. How­ever, when she looked at his hard‐on in his boxer shorts and gave him a prompt­ing look, he shook his head in de­nial and went to his room. He was con­fused and ag­i­tated, but se­cretly he was pleased that she was so happy to act out her ex­hi­bi­tion­ist ways so freely and took the ini­tia­tive with­out shy­ness. 
 


They looked at each other in si­lence over break­fast, then she had to go to work. He said good­bye to her with a kiss on the cheek. In the evening they still ate in si­lence, but af­ter­wards, while drink­ing wine, he be­gan. He was very flat­tered (he had to look up the word in the dic­tio­nary) and she laughed brightly, no one uses that word to­day. He was very proud, he said, that she let him watch her shower and she in­ter­rupted, af­ter the shower there was more? He was flus­tered and kept silent. She leaned for­ward so he had full view of her breasts and held his hand. Jack pulled him­self to­gether and said it was a great priv­i­lege and he was grate­ful for it. Did he like it, she asked, and he im­me­di­ately replied pas­sion­ately, Yes, very much! And Robert? she asked un­cer­tainly. He didn’t have to think, yes, I saw him too, but I don’t care about him at all. You are a beau­ti­ful and sexy girl, with or with­out Robert, re­ally! She sighed deeply and took a breath, then told that be­cause of Robert it was im­pos­si­ble to get a boyfriend . He asked if she was still a vir­gin and she laughed, by God, no! Stock­ingly she con­tin­ued, at 15 she had given her­self to her crush, in love and com­pletely vol­un­tar­ily. The cad fucked her for a few months and be­came more and more grumpy, then it was over. She lay in bed cry­ing for two days and then went back to school. She did not dig­nify him with a glance and en­dured the ma­li­cious ru­mors he spread. The hunch­back couldn’t fuck well, the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion didn’t work be­cause of the hump, the doggy po­si­tion stared at the hump, and so on. Jane gulped, by the end of school time no one could be found to fuck. Oh dear, said Jack sym­pa­thet­i­cally, all those years with­out sex, that’s hard! She in­ter­rupted him, she had sex ev­ery night, but very lit­tle, far too lit­tle fuck­ing.


There was a long si­lence. Jane fin­ished her glass and lit a cig­a­rette with shaky fin­gers. I’m sorry, Jack said, grab­bing her hand. She smiled shyly and said, it’s no big deal, Jack! I’ve had one night stands, you know, drink­ing to­gether, screw­ing and bye‐bye, on and off since school. She smiled re­ally wide, there no one cared about Robert any­more, they just wanted to stick it in and cum in­side. And it was fine with me, the or­gasm of fuck­ing is a fine thing. Jack raised his head and asked, or­gasm while fuck­ing? She nod­ded, yes, al­most al­ways. Ex­cept for the few that squirted im­me­di­ately upon pen­e­tra­tion, that was al­ways very dis­ap­point­ing, she said. 


Jane silently fin­ished her glass, then they walked up in si­lence. At the top, Jack em­braced her and kissed her in­ti­mately. It was their first French kiss, and Jane re­turned it en­thu­si­as­ti­cally and pas­sion­ately. Then they went to their rooms. As usual, she came to the bath­room to piss and then to the bath­tub. She slid two fin­gers onto his cock and pulled the fore­skin all the way down to ex­pose the glans. He touched her pu­bic area for the first time, parted the labia and looked at the prom­i­nent clit. She was much nar­rower at the bot­tom than Veronika, who had thick and bulging labia. In re­turn, Jane’s clit was a few mil­lime­ters larger than Veronika’s and stood out promi­nently of it’s hood. Jane hes­i­tantly pulled his fore­skin up and down a few times, then left. But she did not close the bath­room door. He re­mained sit­ting qui­etly in the bath­wa­ter, lis­ten­ing and not mas­tur­bat­ing. He didn’t even have to wait long; she gasped loudly and vi­o­lently. Jack waited a few more sec­onds, then qui­etly got out of the wa­ter and dried him­self su­per­fi­cially.


A fash­ion­able lamp on the night­stand dimly lit her bed­room. She mas­tur­bated with her eyes closed and didn’t no­tice him un­til he was stand­ing next to the bed and, af­ter her or­gasm, qui­etly asked if he could join her in bed. She moved to the side and flipped back the cov­ers invit­ingly. Jack lay down with her and hugged her. She had fin­ished her fore­play her­self, he knelt be­tween her legs and they kissed for a long time. No words were spo­ken, his cock waited in front of her sex and he looked at her silently. He wanted to leave the ini­tia­tive to her and waited un­til she put her hand on his cock and into her vagi­nal en­trance. Her body was still vi­brat­ing from mas­tur­bat­ing, he could start right away. Her vagina felt warm, tight and good. He fucked slowly, but with en­er­getic thrusts, watch­ing her re­ac­tion. Much ear­lier than ex­pected, a flash ran through her body, a very soft cry ac­com­pa­nied her or­gasm. He gave her no respite and kept fuck­ing, her arousal ris­ing and ris­ing. He gasped in Ger­man, I squirt, I squirt! and squirted in rhyth­mic jets into her vagina. At the same mo­ment that she heard the for­eign words he gasped in her ear, the or­gasm jerked her around so that as he squirted, he slipped out and squirted some­where. She clawed at him un­til the con­vul­sions stopped. He slid to the side and strug­gled for breath.


Jane ca­ressed his chest and kissed him. It was won­der­ful, so won­der­ful! she whis­pered, and Jack growled that it was in­cest. She froze and whis­pered, “just ten days ago we were strangers, now half sib­lings and it’s only half in­cest, damn it! It was won­der­ful, please don’t ruin it!” He stroked her re­as­sur­ingly and said we’ll never talk about in­cest again. Then he asked her if she could have got­ten preg­nant and she replied she was al­ready on the pill be­cause of the one night stands  so don’t worry, my brother Jack! He wanted to get rid of some­thing and asked if he could touch Robert. Word­lessly, she sat up and turned her or­ga­nized back to him. He felt the hump thor­oughly and asked if it hurt. She laughed brightly as a bell and said never when screw­ing. 



Af­ter a while she turned to him again and said she wanted to know some­thing too. He looked at her ex­pec­tantly and she pushed around a bit. Show me how the men mas­tur­bate, I have never seen it be­fore. Okay, he said and started rub­bing his flac­cid cock. She watched very in­tently and he stared be­tween her legs. The cock grad­u­ally be­came stiff and he felt great plea­sure. Abruptly he stopped and gasped, let’s fuck! She im­me­di­ately lay down and spread her legs, she guided his cock into her vagina with one hand and pa­tiently let her­self be fucked. Grad­u­ally she got go­ing too and was soon pant­ing with ex­er­tion as she fucked along like a fool. Her eyes widened as she was swept away by her or­gasm. He spurted shortly af­ter, thrust­ing and thrust­ing like crazy, and then fell to the side, ex­hausted. When their breath­ing calmed, he said she was the first woman to or­gasm while fuck­ing. I don’t have any­thing to com­pare it to, she said, and he replied that he had only fucked five or six women, but they all failed to or­gasm, only when rub­bing the clit se­lec­tively. Aha, she said, that’s in­ter­est­ing. They cud­dled some more, then fell asleep.


The next few days passed qui­etly, with no spe­cial events. Jack wrote a let­ter to Veronika ev­ery other day and called her ev­ery Fri­day. In the evenings, he bathed only briefly and fol­lowed Jane to her bed­room to fuck. Jane wanted to try it her­self one evening and mas­tur­bated him. She was very adept at it, but when she wanted to see ex­actly how the se­men squirted out of the lit­tle hole in the glans, the full load splashed onto her face. Her eyes had closed in a re­flex, the se­men ran over her face. She was told to taste it, how it tasted, and when she tasted it, she frowned at first. Later she said it didn’t taste like any­thing. Now Jack ex­plained to her about mouth fuck­ing, some men liked it bet­ter than hand­job, so did he. Don’t you like to fuck me when I’m men­stru­at­ing? she asked and he replied in the neg­a­tive. He ad­mit­ted that screw­ing dur­ing men­stru­a­tion re­pulsed him, sec­ondly there was the ad­mit­tedly small chance of in­fec­tion of the woman. No, he much pre­ferred mouth‐fuck­ing dur­ing her pe­riod.


On an­other oc­ca­sion, he tried mas­tur­bat­ing Jane with his fin­ger. Her clit looked very dif­fer­ent from Veronika’s. It was em­bed­ded in a thick mass of flesh and only peeked out a tiny bit. Jane’s clit, how­ever, stood out promi­nently from the lean sur­round­ings, clearly vis­i­ble un­der a small thin hood. It was just a bit larger than Veronika’s and very easy to find. Jack started very care­fully and in­creased the pace in uni­son to her re­ac­tions. He man­aged it the first time and at her or­gasm he con­tin­ued to rub very gen­tly. Jane liked that a lot, he could tell.



They de­bated ev­ery night, Jane drink­ing her white wine and putting her leg up on the sofa. Of course, she had no panties on again and let him see the lit­tle hole. She kept this habit for the next few years, dur­ing their con­ver­sa­tions she would ca­su­ally play with her labia and clit with­out los­ing con­cen­tra­tion on the topic. She stim­u­lated her clit in the be­gin­ning only to the point that it ended up be­ing prop­erly aroused when they went up to fuck. But it also hap­pened that she got too ex­cited, then she pulled up her miniskirt and mas­tur­bated ly­ing down. They were both silent, you could only hear her soft pant­ing and the very soft sound that was made when her fin­ger slipped through the wet flesh. It sounded like wa­ter bub­bling softly. When she came to or­gasm, her look be­came some­how plead­ing and suf­fer­ing. He re­turned that look with an ap­pre­cia­tive and af­firm­ing ex­pres­sion. Her or­gasm while ly­ing lasted only a split sec­ond, a loud ex­hale and then si­lence. She looked at him each time, de­pressed, guilty and em­bar­rassed, but in her bright blue eyes the stars twin­kled. He smiled at her kindly and ap­prov­ingly, he loved to watch and she knew it. She pulled both legs up onto the sofa and folded her knees to the side, her pu­bic open­ing soft and wide. She pro­ceeded quite de­lib­er­ately, the clit played along won­der­fully and was aroused in no time. Again she got that plead­ing and suf­fer­ing ex­pres­sion on her face, beg­ging for cli­max and suf­fer­ing at the same time for be­ing so self­ish in her de­sire. She pressed her legs to­gether as she or­gasmed and opened them again in­stantly. Again her ex­pres­sion changed and he stared at her pussy, which twitched and worked mys­te­ri­ously as long as she touched.


They con­tin­ued to talk and she played with her clit ca­su­ally. They both fell silent when she sat­is­fied her­self again. Once they talked about it, he said that on the evenings when she mas­tur­bated on the sofa, the fuck­ing af­ter­wards was classes bet­ter. He had the im­pres­sion that the more times she had or­gasmed be­fore­hand, the bet­ter it got. Jane no­ticed his com­ment and acted ac­cord­ingly. She usu­ally mas­tur­bated only once while sit­ting, ly­ing down for the other or­gasms. He in­ter­rupted the con­ver­sa­tion as soon as she lay down and they both kept silent. She or­gasmed very quickly while ly­ing down, it rarely lasted more than a minute. She spread her legs so he could get a good look at her mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gasms. When she sat up again af­ter­wards, stars glowed in her eyes.


Jane took birth con­trol pills with the pre­ci­sion of a Swiss watch, she said em­phat­i­cally. He ques­tioned un­til she told him that she had got­ten preg­nant at the end of their re­la­tion­ship, at 15. She se­cretly had an abor­tion and didn’t tell her mother un­til weeks later. That’s when she started tak­ing the pill, she only got that with her mother’s con­sent. The pill was quite new on the mar­ket, but she re­lied on it and so far there were no prob­lems with it. She knew that she had got­ten screwed a few times on days when she was ready to con­ceive.


Naomi was hor­ri­fied, Janet had had sex at 14 or 15 and re­ally en­joyed it she said. Of course, it was a good thing that she was on the pill, be­cause Janet was no longer will­ing to live chastely. She trusted the pill and hooked up with a lover once or twice a week. Naomi couldn’t deny her and would some­times sneak up to the bath­room to se­cretly watch her daugh­ter make love and fuck. She had lived asex­u­ally all her life, had never mas­tur­bated or had an or­gasm un­til now. Her class­mates at board­ing school al­ways wanted to see, feel or stiffen her big clit. She her­self could not do much with the cli­toris. But the girls would lie down with her ev­ery night to play with her clit. Some­times she would get very sex­u­ally aroused when a girl would vig­or­ously rub her clit like a man’s pe­nis. Then lit­tle flashes would go through her sex and make her twitch a lit­tle, but that was all. One even tried to put Naomi’s clit into her vagina and fuck her, but it didn’t work, the clit only went in an inch. The fuck­ing was not ex­cit­ing in the least and lasted way too long. The girl thrust her vagina on her clit and fucked her with in­creas­ing ex­cite­ment. She let the clit pen­e­trate her vagina as deep as it could go and gasped with plea­sure and ef­fort. Naomi felt very dis­gusted, her vagina was wet and slip­pery and the fat girl lay heav­ily on top of her as she fucked. Naomi was dis­gusted be­cause at the same time the girl was play­ing with her­self and gasp­ing in her ear it was com­ing. It came to her and she plunged her vagina as deep as she could over Naomi’s clit. Naomi felt with her clit as the girl quiv­ered and twitched, then it was over. Naomi avoided let­ting this girl into her bed as of­ten as she could, but she kept com­ing to fuck. Naomi learned to push her clit deep into the fat girl’s vagina un­til the girl or­gasmed and soon didn’t find it so dis­gust­ing as she felt very pleas­ant sex­ual arousal.


When she mar­ried Nick, she en­dured daily be­ing fucked with dis­gust and af­ter years be­came preg­nant. Her sex­ual dis­in­ter­est be­came a def­i­nite re­jec­tion, they slept in sep­a­rate bed­rooms, and she was in­dif­fer­ent to Nick fuck­ing the young house­hold help, the sim­ple‐minded Rose day in and day out. If she hap­pened to catch them fuck­ing, she watched cu­ri­ously but felt no sex­ual arousal. That only came at night when she stroked her clit and fan­ta­sized be­fore fall­ing asleep, but she stopped stroking her clit with­out cli­max­ing. That came only when she watched Janet and her lovers mak­ing love. The men were rub­bing their dicks to get hard, Naomi was now try­ing that with her clit too. She re­mem­bered board­ing school, the girls had rubbed their clits like this too. Her clit be­came stiff and long like half her lit­tle fin­ger. Ev­ery day she in­creased the clit rub­bing, she mas­tur­bated the clit like men do their pe­nis, pushed the skin of the clit en­er­get­i­cally back and forth, up and down. This is how she ex­pe­ri­enced her first or­gasm. For the last years of her life, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery night and ex­ploded silently. She liked the way Janet fucked her lover, but felt no pres­sure at all to be fucked her­self. 


Jane made Jack fuck her twice. Af­ter the first squirt she would take a five minute break, then she would take his flac­cid cock in her hand and mas­tur­bate it un­til it was hard again, then he could fuck her a sec­ond time. He liked it best when she sat cross‐legged across from him and he could look at her sex as she mas­tur­bated him. He was very proud that he could cum twice in one evening like he did with Veronika.


Jane was also happy that she had two or­gasms in one evening. Over time, she was able to con­trol her arousal to the point where her or­gasm came right be­fore he squirted. The or­gasm be­came a real ex­plo­sion when he thrust and squirted her wildly in the mid­dle of her or­gasm. It was beau­ti­ful for both of them.


Jack had been in Hamp­ton for eight weeks now, and the wait for the fi­nal court date was wear­ing him down. Be­sides, Veron­ica had told him in whis­pers that she had been get­ting towed ev­ery Fri­day af­ter their phone calls. She knew the men, all reg­u­lars at the Gold­ener Hirschen inn, so they were no strangers. She whis­pered that most of them were just bor­ing fucks, only a few of them did a good job. Jack was very stupid and of­fended. He also had a girl­friend here in Lon­don, he said, and maybe one day he would fuck her. Veronika said only Aha! and noth­ing else. He was ashamed that he had re­sponded to Veronika’s hon­esty with a lie. Af­ter the con­ver­sa­tion, he re­solved to tell Veronika the truth, but he just couldn’t. But he was glad that Veronika was do­ing well and kept re­port­ing to her about the state of af­fairs.


The court was fi­nally ready, Jack and Jane had been wait­ing twelve weeks for this. They went sep­a­rately, Jane had her own lawyer. Jack was at the posh Re­gent Street law of­fice an hour be­fore the court date as or­dered, he had his nice suit on and Jane was ty­ing his tie knot. He looked very grown up, car­ry­ing all the pa­pers and doc­u­ments in the el­e­gant leather brief­case he had bought with Jane. Rose had cooked an­other sub­stan­tial meal, vir­tu­ally as a sec­ond break­fast. But the ex­pe­ri­enced house­keeper said, eat, chil­dren, eat! The trial may take a long time, she growled, stuff­ing two more sand­wiches in the brief­case. 


It took ex­actly an hour for the two smartly dressed lawyers from the firm to join him and es­cort him to court. The hear­ing was over much faster than the pre­lude, he even had to show his pass­port to see if he was re­ally him. With­out much ado, the judge read monotonously from the page, mum­bling so in­dis­tinctly that Jack had to ask one of his lawyers to re­peat the last facts in a whis­per. First, Janet’s ap­peal had been fa­vor­ably de­cided; Naomi Craw­ley had, with good rea­son, main­tained and ren­o­vated the house. The judge looked up and asked if the other side had any ob­jec­tions. Jack looked his at­tor­ney firmly in the eye and he an­nounced that they ac­cepted the court’s view. Jack had made it clear to coun­sel be­fore the hear­ing that he did not share the view of the Figgs, etc., law firm and in­sisted on ac­cept­ing Janet’s po­si­tion. The judge con­tin­ued, the re­ceipts were only less than Naomi C’s with­drawals by about £12,000, so Janet and Jack would each be en­ti­tled to £6,000 com­pen­sa­tion. The first part of the trial was over in less than 20 min­utes. Break, Jack bought a lemon­ade and two cof­fees for his lawyers.


Janet joined them and took him aside. I am glad that the ren­o­va­tion work was rec­og­nized, she said. He was glad too, be­cause it was very im­por­tant for her that her mother did not look like a thief. He said he didn’t un­der­stand about the £6,000, it didn’t make sense. She looked at him big, then laughed. Jack, it goes from your left pocket to your right pocket. He looked at her in dis­be­lief and amaze­ment, then re­al­ized. They were get­ting £6,000 each from their ac­count, which they were split­ting 50‐50 any­way. Hadn’t any­one no­ticed? Jane mur­mured softly, the money was not the im­por­tant thing, she was only con­cerned with whether her mother had stolen money. The ghastly bell called them  back into the court­room. 


Af­ter ev­ery­one was awk­wardly seated again, the judge again read monotonously from the sheet, prop­erty by prop­erty and each time the full ac­count num­ber of Naomi C. The lawyers du­ti­fully wrote down, prop­erty, value and date. They noted the ac­count num­ber only once. The sec­ond at­tor­ney typed the amounts into his clunky Texas In­stru­ments cal­cu­la­tor, Jack could cu­ri­ously see. The red num­bers on the small field of view grew and grew. Then the judge paused and cleared his throat so awk­wardly that Jack feared for his health. Then, af­ter an­other the­atri­cal pause, he read the to­tal off the page. Jack re­al­ized it matched the Texas In­stru­ments fig­ure. He leaned to­ward the lawyer ques­tion­ingly while the judge let out an­other tor­rent of words. Jack rec­og­nized only their names, Janet Lil­iane Craw­ley and Ja­cob Nicholas Craw­ley. The lawyer scrib­bled on a piece of pa­per and held it out to him. 24.8M/2.


24.8M/2.


The lawyer made an­other line un­der it and scrib­bled. ‐12,000/2. Jack was close to faint­ing at the stag­ger­ing sum and laughed hys­ter­i­cally with­out mak­ing a sound. The mi­nus twelve thou­sand had brought him back down to earth. He glanced quickly at Jane in the other half of the bench and saw her smil­ing brightly. She now looked to him as well and sent a kiss through the air. At some point the judge fell silent, a young man in robes nim­bly jumped up and shouted some­thing loudly like a her­ald in a me­dieval joust­ing match, then ev­ery­one rose and peo­ple streamed out. Jack looked at his lawyers, who stowed their pa­pers in their brief­cases and nod­ded to him that they could leave now. The lawyers said they were done here and they were free to go. Jack was un­cer­tain whether they wanted a whiskey or a pound note as a tip, but he re­frained from any non­sense. In­stead, he asked what would hap­pen next. One of the lawyers ex­plained that the court would send the de­ci­sions to the law firm in about a week or 10 days, then the fi­nal act would come. The law firm would give him ev­ery­thing in writ­ing, and then they would be done. They would call him and make an ap­point­ment. Only now did Jack no­tice that the lawyer had spo­ken in flaw­less Ger­man. They shook hands, then the lawyers left. He waited im­pa­tiently un­til Janet and her lawyer ended the con­ver­sa­tion with a seal car­rier.


Jane said she needed a drink right away and hooked up with the lawyer and Jack left and right. They drank a whiskey, a large glass of white wine and a soda in the bar next to the court­house. Jack lis­tened po­litely in si­lence while Jane talked with her lawyer. The lawyer promised to get back to them as soon as the writ­ten doc­u­ments were avail­able. He kept glanc­ing at his wrist­watch and quite soon went his way. Jack knew Jane well enough and waved to the waiter, an­other wine please. No, thank you, he had more lemon­ade. Jack said qui­etly that he was happy for her that her mother’s honor had been re­stored. He re­gret­ted how the Figgs law firm had un­fairly at­tacked her and her mother, re­spec­tively, but that was be­fore he was in­volved. Jane looked at him through a veil of tears and said she knew that, he was a kind and hon­est guy. Then she whis­pered with a grin, “and a good fucker!”


They fin­ished their drinks and took a cab. Jack ac­tu­ally wanted to take the bus as usual, but Jane in­sisted on the cab, they could af­ford it, dammit! They were both shy about bring­ing up the in­san­ity in­her­i­tance specif­i­cally. They joked and, grin­ning, ad­dressed each other by their mid­dle names, Lilly and Nick. To their amaze­ment, Rose was still there, wait­ing for them with a hot din­ner. The house­keeper was all flus­tered and asked how things had gone in court. Jane ca­su­ally com­mented that Mrs. Craw­ley’s honor had been re­stored and Figgs’ in­sin­u­a­tions had been dis­missed in court. She did not men­tion the in­her­i­tance in a word. Rose gave a lit­tle curtsy and said that she had never be­lieved that the for­mer lady had em­bez­zled any­thing. Then she dis­ap­peared into the kitchen and served the sup­per. She went home at once, for it was al­ready very late and very dark out­side.


Rose did not have to puz­zle when one of the beds was un­used. It wasn’t right, she thought, but she pushed those thoughts aside. Brother or not, her young mis­tress was happy and in love all around. Rose had ar­rived on duty far too early and had found the two of them sleep­ing naked on her bed. The boy was well built and had a nice big cock. Rose had of course seen Janet naked many times, she had seen the young lady mas­tur­bate in the shower many times, but that was noth­ing spe­cial and didn’t in­ter­est her, girls just did that. Of course she had con­tin­ued to watch through the crack in the door, fol­low­ing Janet’s mas­tur­ba­tion to or­gasm, be­cause she couldn’t take her eyes off it be­cause it was kind of ex­cit­ing.


Now Rose stood there for min­utes, star­ing at the erect cock. It was thrillingly stiff and pointed to­ward the ceil­ing, seem­ing more mas­sive and larger to her than her hus­band’s mem­ber. Jack turned side­ways in his sleep and his glans rested on Jane’s butt crease, her knees drawn up in the lat­eral po­si­tion. Rose fan­ta­sized for a mo­ment that the cock was thrust­ing for­ward, into par­adise. A blink later Rose saw that the cock had pen­e­trated nowhere and no one was fuck­ing. But the boy woke up and now he pushed his cock un­der the butt fold, into the vagina. Janet made a few sounds as he pen­e­trated, but she con­tin­ued to sleep. Jack fucked very slowly and gen­tly, but Janet slowly awoke and clutched her knees with her arms to thrust her cunt wide open for him. It took quite a while and she or­gasmed softly sigh­ing, her knees bob­bing back and forth vi­o­lently. Jack held still and squirted into her vagina. He pulled the cock out im­me­di­ately and rubbed it with one hand very quickly, he squirted thick jets onto her but­tock and mas­tur­bated for quite a long time un­til the last drop had splat­tered onto Jane’s but­tock. Rose went down qui­etly like a cat and pre­pared break­fast.


Rose couldn’t get these im­ages out of her head, they popped up ev­ery time her hus­band fucked her hastily and to­tally unimag­i­na­tively at night. She dreamed of Jack’s cock fuck­ing Jane very slowly and pulling his cock out to squirt af­ter Jane or­gasmed with her legs twitch­ing. She saw Jack mas­tur­bat­ing on Jane’s butt cheek and squirt­ing in long, thick jets across it. As if in slow mo­tion, she kept Jack mas­tur­bat­ing and squirt­ing in rich jets. She kept Jack squirt­ing un­til she started to or­gasm. This was arous­ing and very ex­cit­ing. She never got that from her hus­band. He just wanted to cum quickly and no frills, he was no dif­fer­ent than Sir Nick, God rest his soul! How­ever, Sir Nick had fucked her much more of­ten than her hus­band, of­ten sev­eral times in a row, and had watched her mas­tur­bate af­ter­wards, greedy and horny, be­cause she did not or­gasm while fuck­ing. Un­like her hus­band, who was nei­ther in­ter­ested in her mas­tur­bat­ing nor in the fact that the lord fucked his wife dur­ing the day. She re­sented her hus­band for that all her life. He sim­ply wanted to fuck and squirt ev­ery night, and that was that! 


She had al­ways had a guilty con­science to­wards her lady, and yet she loved her idol­a­trously. And when the Lady caught them both — and that hap­pened al­most daily — Rose made sure that Sir Nick never no­ticed his wife. The Lady would watch them cu­ri­ously un­til the fuck­ing was over, and qui­etly leave long be­fore Rose mas­tur­bated af­ter squirt­ing. The Lady of­ten asked her if she re­ally liked the sex and what she got out of it. Rose was of very plain dis­po­si­tion and very sim­ple mind. She de­scribed the sex in de­tail with her lim­ited vo­cab­u­lary and with crude and pig­gish ex­pres­sions, since she knew no oth­ers. Yes, she liked be­ing fucked a lot and the longer it took him to cum, the bet­ter it was for her. She also said that fuck­ing Sir Nick was much bet­ter than fuck­ing her good‐for‐noth­ing hus­band. The mis­tress never asked any­thing re­gard­ing mas­tur­ba­tion, so Rose left that out. She didn’t un­der­stand why the mis­tress de­tested get­ting fucked so much and was con­tent with a bit of clit play be­fore fall­ing asleep, she had blush­ingly con­fessed that to Rose once.


Years later, when Naomi had dis­cov­ered mas­tur­ba­tion and or­gasms, she asked Rose for the first time if she did it to her­self. Rose, who took great pride when the lady dis­cussed more than just mun­dane things with her, con­firmed it with­out hes­i­ta­tion. They talked about de­tails, when and how they did it. One word gave an­other and the Lady said she would like to see it. This was no prob­lem at all for Rose, she flipped her skirt back and mas­tur­bated. Lady Naomi watched her very closely and said she was do­ing it very dif­fer­ently. For days the is­sue was set­tled, but a week later Naomi wanted to see it again, no prob­lem for Rose. Af­ter she or­gasmed, the lady bent over and ex­am­ined her cunt very closely. It looks very dif­fer­ent from mine, the lady said to Rose and pulled up her skirt with a high red head. She showed her sex and pointed to her big clit, if I tease it a lit­tle it will get even big­ger! She saw in­ter­est and cu­rios­ity in Rose’s face. She teased her clit for a minute un­til it was all tight and hard. Rose’s eyes got all big, and she just said Oh! I’m do­ing it very dif­fer­ently than you, Naomi said, hes­i­tat­ing for a long time. Then she grabbed it with her thumb and fore­fin­ger and mas­tur­bated in her manly way.  My lady, Rose groaned, you are do­ing it like a man! Then she asked if the big clit could squirt like a man, but Naomi shook her head in de­nial. She had closed her eyes in shame and felt the arousal ris­ing hotly. She wanted to stop, but she couldn’t; she had to keep go­ing. She no­ticed that Rose was also mas­tur­bat­ing and this ex­cited her so much that she rubbed her­self faster than ever be­fore. She in­vol­un­tar­ily held her breath as she ex­ploded. She quickly cov­ered her­self and looked at Rose, who took quite a while be­fore she or­gasmed. It re­mained the only time Naomi ex­posed her sex to Rose. But she de­manded more and more of­ten that Rose mas­tur­bate in front of her and watched very at­ten­tively.


Rose re­freshed the im­ages of Janet and her brother fuck­ing when she mas­tur­bated and day­dreamed af­ter­wards af­ter the brief con­ju­gal fuck. Her hus­band was usu­ally asleep by then, but she didn’t care if he wit­nessed her mas­tur­ba­tion or not. He knew, but he didn’t care. He just wanted to sleep af­ter fuck­ing and he had seen Rose’s mas­tur­bat­ing so of­ten that sleep was more im­por­tant to him by now.


Jane drank an­other whole bot­tle of white wine and smoked. They talked for the first time about the in­her­i­tance, which they had yet to pay taxes on. Jane said she wanted to call the tax ac­coun­tant first thing in the morn­ing, who had al­ready given her mother good ad­vice. But even con­ser­va­tively es­ti­mated, they each re­ceived £10 mil­lion, Jack said, which was a tremen­dous sum and could give them a care­free life. But he had set his sights on be­com­ing a doc­tor, and he wasn’t about to give up his dream so eas­ily. Whether he stud­ied in Eng­land or back home, it didn’t mat­ter to him. Jack looked at Jane from the side. Could she imag­ine him stay­ing here in this house, their house? Jane im­me­di­ately said yes, but they could never marry. That weighed on her mind. Yes, if the in­her­i­tance was there, she wouldn’t need to work at BBC any­more, could per­haps set up a small work­shop along­side her stud­ies and start fash­ion de­sign­ing. Her eyes lit up quite brightly when she said that we could fin­ish Naomi’s project first. The ren­o­va­tion. The new elec­tri­cal sys­tem. Just ev­ery­thing.


While Jane con­tin­ued to drink silently, Jack took a port from the drinks cab­i­net and mut­tered that it was just to cel­e­brate, he didn’t usu­ally drink. Jane waved her glass glee­fully and elat­edly and they toasted each other. Jack was not used to al­co­hol and he had poured him­self a glass to the brim. Still, he thought aloud about how he could man­age to stay here and study medicine. Jane en­cour­aged him and held the un­fin­ished busi­ness repet­i­tively. They talked again about his stay­ing in the house and she as­sured them the house was both theirs whether he stayed or not. They agreed to keep the house and fin­ish the ren­o­va­tions Naomi had started. Jack in­sisted on con­tribut­ing fi­nan­cially to his stay and wres­tled down her re­sis­tance. He knew Jane loved him madly and would put up with him, but that was ex­actly what he didn’t want. He was not sat­is­fied un­til she agreed to the fi­nan­cial con­tri­bu­tion. He stood up, leaned over Jane and gave her a long French kiss. Too bad, he said softly, too bad we are brother and sis­ter, too bad we can’t marry, too bad we can’t have chil­dren. Jane squeezed his hand and wept silently. He hugged her un­til she vig­or­ously wiped away the tears with the back of her hand. Then they re­turned to the sub­ject at hand. 


Jane had tried mouth‐fuck­ing as soon as he had talked about it. That he de­tested men­strual blood was noth­ing spe­cial to her, be­cause all the men she knew in­ti­mately de­tested it. They had only fucked in her mouth a cou­ple of times and she had to mas­tur­bate him in her mouth be­cause she just couldn’t do the mouth fuck­ing yet. He said af­ter­wards that it went like that too, she should not blame her­self. But to­day she was dis­in­hib­ited from the wine and knelt in front of him, she ca­ressed his body, his butt cheeks in love and said she re­ally wanted to do it now. He put his cock com­pletely into her mouth and she en­closed it tightly with her lips. Veronika had never let him pen­e­trate that deep, but Jane wanted to know for sure and pressed firmly on his ass cheeks to make him pen­e­trate deeper. She let him go all the way in, breath­ing through her nose and en­gulf­ing his cock to its full length with­out gag­ging. Her fin­gers clawed at his butt cheeks and pushed rhyth­mi­cally as she fucked him. He gasped louder and louder and poured out. She swal­lowed the se­men in­stantly and kept the cock in her mouth un­til it went limp. They hugged and cud­dled, she wanted to know if it was right this way and he nod­ded in af­fir­ma­tion. She let him doze for fif­teen min­utes be­fore she stiff­ened him again with her hand. “I want to fuck with my mouth again,” she said, and it went eas­ily this time, she had learned it.



Fri­day evening he phoned Veronika and re­ported ev­ery­thing, but did not name a sum. Veronika was con­tent that the court prob­a­bly needed an­other two weeks. She was pleased that he got along so well with Janet and un­der­stood very well that the most im­por­tant thing for Janet was to de­fend her mother’s honor. She told him that she was very care­ful who she let fuck her, ev­ery Fri­day night. He re­as­sured her that it was all right and he wasn’t jeal­ous, he was do­ing quite well with his girl­friend and no, they hadn’t screwed yet. The Eng­lish women are very shy, he claimed. It was al­ready much eas­ier for him to lie to Veronika. What son doesn’t lie to his mother about sex? She asked if he would be back soon, and he evaded, say­ing he wanted to stay un­til the in­her­i­tance mat­ter was set­tled. She grum­bled, but was sat­is­fied with his an­swer.


Jane went with him to see the ac­coun­tant, who promised to see to a good so­lu­tion im­me­di­ately. He also said that he had al­ways ad­vised Lady Naomi against sell­ing the prop­er­ties, be­cause cash did not bring in as much as the ap­pre­ci­a­tion, but the lady was un­teach­able. They then went to that elec­tri­cal com­pany that her mother had al­ready con­tacted. All the out­dated elec­tri­cal had to come out and be re­placed. New light­ing, out­lets, new lamps and over­haul of the beau­ti­ful an­tique crys­tal chan­de­liers in the two halls. The small gar­den shed needed to be elec­tri­fied; she could set up a fash­ion work­shop there, Jack said. And the path to the street also needed to be lit, as did part of the park. They dis­cussed all the de­tails with the project man­ager, who was able to make them un­der­stand that af­ter elec­tri­fi­ca­tion, it would need a thor­ough in­te­rior ren­o­va­tion. They went home and dis­cussed the in­te­rior ren­o­va­tion for hours, they both had quite good ideas and wanted to make the house new and mod­ern. I think, Jack said, your mother will be very proud of you when she looks down on us, on you, af­ter the ren­o­va­tions. He held her ten­derly while tears ran down her cheeks. He got a bot­tle of white wine and they drank un­til they went up­stairs.


He was des­per­ate to do some­thing good for her, she was so vul­ner­a­ble and gave her­self to him will­ingly, she let go com­pletely and whis­pered for him to take her, right now, and closed her eyes. He didn’t hes­i­tate for a mo­ment and dove. She flinched briefly as his lips tasted her labia. He found the clit in­stantly and licked her. Jane had never been licked be­fore and en­joyed the un­fa­mil­iar ca­ress in won­der. It was a vi­o­lent, ex­plo­sive or­gasm and she pressed her thighs tightly against his cheeks. He con­tin­ued with­out pause and made her ex­plode again. She opened her thighs very wide and pushed her pussy for­ward de­mand­ing. He let his tongue trill on her clit very quickly un­til she let out a long drawn out scream. The third or­gasm was so vi­o­lent that she pushed him back, writhing and jerk­ing from side to side. She was ex­hausted to death and im­me­di­ately fell asleep. He waited a few mo­ments and mounted her. She was very tired from the wild or­gasms and des­per­ately re­sisted doz­ing off, ly­ing there asleep and al­low­ing her­self to be fucked com­pletely pas­sively. Her body had al­ready sunk into a deep sleep and didn’t seem to re­act to the fuck­ing. It was the first time that she re­ally fell asleep while fuck­ing. But her body did re­spond even in her sleep as he thrust and squirted her quite hard. She also didn’t wake up when her body or­gasmed ever so slightly be­fore squirt­ing. 
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Three quar­ters of a year later, the ren­o­va­tion of the house was com­plete. Jack had passed the en­trance exam to the Royal Acad­emy, and in three months medicine‐lec­tures would be­gin. Jane’s men­stru­a­tion was caus­ing prob­lems and she had to en­dure sev­eral ex­am­i­na­tions. Jack ac­com­pa­nied her to each ap­point­ment, but the re­sults did not come for a long time and Jack’s de­par­ture was ap­proach­ing. He went to Veronika for a month to say good­bye to her and his home. His fu­ture lay in Lon­don.



Veronika met him at the train sta­tion, even though the train was a good hour late. Her heart was beat­ing wildly when she fi­nally hugged him. Her Jack was back! The pre­pared meal had to wait, it pushed her and him to bed. He clearly felt the dif­fer­ences be­tween Veronika and Janet, phys­i­cally and emo­tion­ally. Veronika was ten years older and had learned a great deal about plea­sur­able fuck­ing in the past few months. Jack poured him­self out twice and liked Veronika’s love­mak­ing tech­nique very much, yet Veronika seemed like a whole new con­quest to him. She didn’t have an or­gasm, of course, and af­ter he squirted in, she mas­tur­bated with her eyes closed. But his stom­ach growled and they ate din­ner. Af­ter­wards they went back to bed and fucked. Jack was ex­hausted and let Veronika talk. She talked end­lessly about her one night stands and de­scribed the pri­vate parts of her fuck bud­dies and how they did it in great de­tail. Jack lis­tened with in­ter­est and even­tu­ally fell asleep.


Af­ter the morn­ing fuck, they had break­fast naked and Veronika wanted to know what Janet looked like; if maybe he had a pic­ture of her? Jack had to de­cide in a split sec­ond how to pro­ceed. He de­cided to take the straight line. Yes, he had a photo of Jane with him, but he warned her it was a re­veal­ing nude. Veronika looked un­com­pre­hend­ing and asked what a nude was. He ex­plained to her that it was an in­ti­mate nude photo, the nude. He took it out of a hid­ing place in his wal­let. Veronika looked at it for a long time. Janet’s face was very vis­i­ble, her naked body as well as the beau­ti­fully rounded, girl­ish breasts, Robert was not vis­i­ble. On the lower half of the pic­ture her sex was vis­i­ble in great de­tail, the labia, the lit­tle hole and the clit. Ap­par­ently Jane pulled her sex apart with her hands when the pic­ture was taken, with­out her hands com­ing into the pic­ture. All the de­tails were in fo­cus, the clit was stand­ing highly ex­cited be­tween the opened labia, it was ob­vi­ous that it was aroused to the break­ing point. One could see quite deep into her lit­tle hole. Ev­ery­thing was sharp and well lit, the pho­tog­ra­pher had done a good job of cap­tur­ing Janet as a sex­u­ally aroused per­son. The some­how su­pe­rior smil­ing face, the breasts and the sex should say ev­ery­thing im­por­tant about this young woman. Jack men­tioned that a pro­fes­sional pho­tog­ra­pher had taken it. He said noth­ing about the fact that the pho­tog­ra­pher had taken well over 100 pic­tures, many of Janet fuck­ing the pho­tog­ra­pher and many more shots of Janet mas­tur­bat­ing. The pho­tog­ra­pher had taken quite ex­cel­lent close‐up pic­tures of Janet mas­tur­bat­ing, taken over the course of sev­eral days. They had re­mained so that he could sell those shots that did not show her face. Months later, the pho­tog­ra­pher handed her a check for £18,000 as her fee; he had sold the pic­tures for £50,000. Jack had looked at the pic­tures with Jane, she told him how this or that had been taken and she had told him all about her brief and friendly af­fair with the pho­tog­ra­pher.


Veronika looked at Janet’s face for a long time and mur­mured that you could see from her face that you were sib­lings. She stared at Janet’s sex for a long time, her eyes soak­ing up the im­age. Af­ter long min­utes, she gave it back to him. You’re fuck­ing each other, was her dry com­ment. She’s a very pretty young woman, Veronika said with a prompt in her now husky‐sound­ing voice. Jack told her truth­fully about his re­la­tion­ship with Janet. Veronika en­cour­aged him to talk about screw­ing and all that. Jack did her the fa­vor and de­scribed how it was in the bath­room at the be­gin­ning, him with the hard‐on in the bath­tub and Janet strut­ting around naked. Veron­ica laughed, be­cause she could vividly imag­ine it. How he over­heard her mas­tur­bat­ing and how she in­vited him sev­eral times to watch her shower and mas­tur­bate. He had watched her shower and mas­tur­bate sev­eral times, only get­ting laid long af­ter that. Veronika smiled and imag­ined the sit­u­a­tion each time.


Sud­denly she fur­rowed her brow. She asked him di­rectly if half‐sib­lings were al­lowed to screw each other? Jack said no, of course not. They couldn’t marry or have chil­dren and told that Janet was con­sci­en­tiously us­ing birth con­trol pills. Veron­ica was afraid it would all come out and Janet and he might go to jail. Jack re­as­sured her that no one but the house­keeper would know any­thing, they were very care­ful about that, and the house­keeper was trust­wor­thy and dis­creet, she loved Janet de­vot­edly and with all her heart. And now you, of course, but I trust you, Jack said. He hated the sub­ject of in­cest and told Veronika straight. Veronika thought for a long time and mur­mured un­cer­tainly, this with us is in­cest too? Jack an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive, though he wasn’t quite sure. Veronika brooded silently to her­self. She didn’t want to talk about it any­more. 


Jack, who was as naked as Veronika, helped her clear away break­fast and they fixed a snack, for it was al­most noon. Jack hugged her stand­ing up and kissed her. You know how much I love you, Veronika! She re­turned his French kiss, no an­swer was nec­es­sary. He now told how ex­actly the in­her­i­tance mat­ter had pro­ceeded. That he owned half of the manor house and that the cash was about 10 mil­lion pounds, the equiv­a­lent of about 45 mil­lion Marks. Veronika was as­ton­ished and said that she still had over 3 mil­lion Marks from her in­her­i­tance, which would last un­til the end of her life, be­cause she lived very fru­gally and had no large ex­penses.


She smirked and said teas­ingly, the most ex­pen­sive thing in the week was the Gold­ene Hirsch inn on Fri­day, but mostly the lovers paid, she said grin­ning. It makes me feel like a whore, she grinned wryly. He lis­tened pa­tiently, she had screwed all the reg­u­lars, all the em­ploy­ees and even the fat friendly land­lord. But, Veronika said in a con­spir­a­to­rial tone, you won’t guess! She paused dra­mat­i­cally and he raised his eye­brows ex­pec­tantly. She had the best screw­ing with the land­lady, the pretty lit­tle fat one who com­manded the kitchen. She had had some­thing with one of the wait­resses be­fore, but it was all new to her, un­fa­mil­iar, and she was very self‐con­scious about what women could do with each other. The wait­ress ac­tu­ally had no idea ei­ther. But the land­lady was a true artist in bed! Never be­fore had she had such beau­ti­ful, lov­ing and in­cred­i­bly in­tense or­gasms as with the sweet land­lady. He smiled and said, maybe you are a les­bian, only you never knew it? Veronika was a lit­tle un­set­tled and said, so far she had liked fuck­ing with men very much. He re­as­sured her that many peo­ple are bi­sex­ual and love their own sex as well as the other. She should not feel in­se­cure, it was very com­mon and quite nor­mal. He em­braced her and ca­ressed her cheeks. At her sul­try de­scrip­tion of les­bian acts, mas­tur­bat­ing and in­tense clit lick­ing, his erec­tion had gone off like a rocket, she no­ticed it at his em­brace and pulled him grin­ning into the bed­room.


One of the next days, when he was re­port­ing on the ren­o­va­tion of the house, he men­tioned that he had charged Veronika twice what she had lent him for the trip. She had been his mother, his sal­va­tion and his in­spi­ra­tion, he would never for­get that and would sup­port her fi­nan­cially in the fu­ture if nec­es­sary. She was touched and let him tell her at length how the med­i­cal stud­ies were go­ing. He as­sured her that the Royal Acad­emy was con­sid­ered one of the best in the world and that he was the luck­i­est man in the world be­cause he was al­lowed to study there. (He didn’t know then that Sir Pe­ter’s in­ter­ces­sion had got­ten him in there; they didn’t know each other then). In the course of the con­ver­sa­tion, Veronika wanted to see Janet’s pic­ture again. Jack brought it out and she stared at it again for min­utes. She pointed to the lit­tle hole and said, look, you can see all the way into her vagina! He nod­ded in agree­ment and Veronika said how big and firm her clit was, much big­ger than hers. 


He looked at her from the side and she blushed. Some­times when I mas­tur­bate I look at my clit in the mir­ror, that’s when it’s the big­gest, Veronika mur­mured softly, as if con­fess­ing. But Jane had a much big­ger clit than she did. Jack thought of the dick com­par­isons be­tween boys and won­dered about Veronika’s clit com­par­i­son. He had to get Veronika off of it. Now Jack had an op­por­tu­nity to tell Veronika about Janet’s hump. Veronika slapped her hands in front of her face and moaned, poor thing! Jack talked about the hump at length, say­ing that Janet would not let it stop her from liv­ing a care­free and self‐de­ter­mined life. The prob­lem of find­ing a lover longer than just to screw was in­deed a prob­lem. Janet had not been able to solve it, ex­cept for many one night stands, noth­ing was go­ing so far. He didn’t care about the peo­ple who stalked her. And he didn’t mind at all, Janet was ed­u­cated and very smart, she was pretty and could dress very fash­ion­ably, which was im­por­tant in the Lon­don cir­cles. And in bed she was great, a rocket, a woman like fire­works! He loved her ex­hi­bi­tion­ism and that she was not afraid to take the ini­tia­tive. She was a very con­fi­dent woman with an im­por­tant and chal­leng­ing job for the BBC, where she was held in high es­teem. Jack no­ticed the tears in Veronika’s eyes and gave her a com­fort­ing hug. She whis­pered that Janet had all that she did not. Jack re­peated that she had done at least that much for him and that he loved her very, very much. Veron­ica low­ered her eyes and saw that his cock was hang­ing down quite re­laxed. She sighed deeply and took hold of the plea­sure‐giver, she al­ways felt like fuck­ing.


Jack did his agen­das point by point. City hall, reg­is­tra­tion of­fice, bank, old friends. In the days be­fore his de­par­ture, Veronika was fid­dling with a prob­lem and only came out with it af­ter a few at­tempts. She also wanted to have nude pho­tos taken of her­self and send them to him. Jack’s as­ton­ish­ment gave way only when he re­al­ized her se­ri­ous­ness. He had no idea how to go about it, but he went with Veronika to the post of­fice and called the two lo­cal pho­tog­ra­phers. But both po­litely de­clined, say­ing that one did not make a nude record. They de­bated the is­sue, call­ing pho­tog­ra­phers in the im­me­di­ate area. In the end, only one thing re­mained, an ad­ver­tise­ment in the lo­cal news­pa­pers. He helped Veronika to write the text, that she had to in­di­cate it ab­so­lutely un­der box num­ber. Oth­er­wise, in ad­di­tion to in­ter­ested par­ties, scam­mers, legacy hunters and se­rial rapists would come for­ward. Veronika’s eyes snapped open; she hadn’t thought of that. The ad­ver­tise­ment was on its way and so was Jack, home to Lon­don.



The re­union with Jane was stormy, af­ter the pas­sion­ate fuck­ing he im­me­di­ately asked about the med­i­cal find­ings. On the phone she would not say more than that she was healthy, fur­ther de­tails then in per­son. Now he looked at her ex­pec­tantly. A good news and a good news, which one first? she asked teas­ingly, but he waited silently. My men­stru­a­tion has com­pletely dis­ap­peared, Jane said, the gy­ne­col­o­gist sus­pect­ing that some things had gone wrong with the abor­tion. She would not have chil­dren and no longer needed the pill. Jack gave her a com­fort­ing hug and stroked her hair. Adop­tion is still pos­si­ble if the de­sire to have chil­dren be­comes great, he mur­mured, and she nod­ded. Still, he could feel her tears drip­ping onto his shoul­ders. He had been adopted, he said, and that had been his sal­va­tion. Slowly Jane calmed down.


She, of course, wanted to know how his home leave had gone. Jack again de­cided to go the straight and nar­row. Slowly and halt­ingly, he told ev­ery­thing be­gin­ning with the adop­tion. How he had se­duced the good‐hearted but in­ex­pe­ri­enced and sim­ple‐minded Veron­ica. He was not proud of the fact that he had won over a chaste con­vent girl, but his ur­gent sex­u­al­ity was his ex­pla­na­tion. He con­cealed noth­ing, he em­bel­lished noth­ing. A heavy bur­den fell from him when he had told Jane ev­ery­thing. She looked at him, and now you were fuck­ing too, on your trip? He nod­ded, “yes, now too, ev­ery day four times or more, Veronika loved screw­ing very much and wrung ev­ery drop from me, tire­lessly.” He scratched his head, Veronika wanted to see a pic­ture of you, he said un­hap­pily. She im­me­di­ately hooked up, that photo? Yes, said Jack, she wanted to look at it again and again, be­cause your face was clearly vis­i­ble. “And ev­ery­thing else too,” Jane shot af­ter bit­ing, “ev­ery­thing else too!” He tried to ex­plain that it matched the re­la­tion­ship with Veron­ica. Jane wanted to see the pic­ture im­me­di­ately and he dug it out. Jane’s fa­cial ex­pres­sion changed im­me­di­ately, it be­came soft and erotic. “Alan, the pho­tog­ra­pher, had fucked me just be­fore and asked me to ex­cite the clit vi­o­lently when he took this pic­ture.” Jane looked thought­ful again, “and she wanted to see this pic­ture again and again?” she asked, and Jack nod­ded. Then he told how he had writ­ten the ad­ver­tise­ment with Veronika, she was also ea­ger to have nude pho­tos taken of her­self. Jane grinned wryly. “I’m not an­gry with you, be­cause I un­der­stand the sit­u­a­tion quite well, and I’m very grate­ful to you for telling me truth­fully ev­ery­thing.” She also said that ini­tially she had be­come jeal­ous and she re­sented him for be­ing un­faith­ful to her on the trip. But now she un­der­stood ev­ery­thing, she was no longer jeal­ous and she would not call it in­fi­delity. Dur­ing the next days and weeks she talked to him again and again about his re­la­tion­ship with Veronika, she wanted to hear more and more de­tails while she drank her wine in the evening. He an­swered and told ev­ery­thing, he stuck to the straight line.


How sur­prised he was when sud­denly a pack­age ar­rived from Veronika. He opened the pack­age to­gether with Jane, it con­tained two pack­ets of cof­fee. He looked at Jane in de­spair and mut­tered, “now she has be­come com­pletely fool­ish!” But Jane had a sus­pi­cion, emp­tied the fruit from the fruit bowl and poured in the cof­fee beans. Lo and be­hold, there was an Ex­tra in both pack­ets. They opened the ex­tras, in­side was a let­ter to Jack and lots of color pho­tos. Nude pho­tos. Jack trans­lated the let­ter sen­tence by sen­tence while Jane flopped down on the bed and looked through the pic­tures cu­ri­ously.


Veronika wrote that it worked with the ad­ver­tise­ment. She only had to go to the nearby cap­i­tal, the pho­tog­ra­pher was very nice and took a good 300 pic­tures that af­ter­noon. Be­sides the pho­tog­ra­pher, an older gen­tle­man, his ap­pren­tice and a “Wisatschistin” were in the nice photo stu­dio. The makeup artist was there to fix her hair and make her up like an ac­tress. The pho­tog­ra­pher made a short meet­ing how this had to be done. First she fucked the ap­pren­tice, who fucked ex­cel­lently and she was so aroused af­ter the squirt­ing that she mas­tur­bated very quickly, it didn’t take her three sec­onds. There was no em­bar­rass­ment at all in the shoot. The mas­ter pho­tographed her tire­lessly, es­pe­cially while mas­tur­bat­ing. Af­ter some time, he also wanted to fuck Veronika, the ap­pren­tice crawled with the cam­era al­most un­der their skin and shot pic­ture af­ter pic­ture. In be­tween was in­ter­rupted again and again, the makeup artist fixed her hair and makeup and kissed her on the mouth, later with long, in­tense French kisses with tongue. The mas­ter barked an or­der, the make‐up artist un­dressed will­ingly and lay naked with Veronika. This is how the great les­bian pic­tures were cre­ated. In the end the ap­pren­tice fucked Veronika once again and right af­ter that the make‐up artist, who al­ready knew him well and got one or­gasm af­ter an­other while fuck­ing the young boy. The pho­tog­ra­pher promised to make her two sets of all the pho­tos, even the ones she wasn’t in. In re­turn, he was al­lowed to sell the pho­tos and pay her 20% of the fee.


Jane and Jack looked at the pic­tures to­gether on the bed, ly­ing on their stom­achs. Veronika was barely rec­og­niz­able with her plat­inum blonde wig and pro­fes­sional makeup, yet Jane could eas­ily imag­ine what she looked like. Veronika fuck­ing with the ap­pren­tice, fuck­ing with the pho­tog­ra­pher and with the makeup artist. The pic­tures were of very good qual­ity and all ra­zor sharp. Jane es­pe­cially liked the pic­tures with the makeup artist, there were many close ups show­ing only the tongue, clit and pu­bic cleft. Jack im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized which clit be­longed to Veronika and which to the makeup artist. The makeup artist’s clit was much big­ger than Veronika’s and looked very sim­i­lar to Jane’s clit, she and Jack agreed. One pic­ture caught their at­ten­tion. It copied Jane’s pic­ture, Veronika spread­ing her sex with her fin­gers so that her labia, clit and lit­tle hole were clearly vis­i­ble. The head of her clit stuck out just a bit, as Veronika’s labia were thick and bulging. It usu­ally melted into its fleshy sur­round­ings. In ad­di­tion, there was an­other pic­ture that showed di­rectly through the lit­tle hole the whole vagina and a lit­tle se­men in­side. It was the only pic­ture Jane didn’t like, a vagina with noth­ing around it looked yuck. They spent many hours later look­ing at the pic­tures and got horny.


Jane had started read­ing her mother’s di­ary to him weeks ago. She had not read it be­fore and wanted to dis­cover her mother’s world to­gether with him. To her as­ton­ish­ment, she wrote al­most ex­clu­sively about sex and her ex­pe­ri­ences in this re­gard. 


She wrote in great de­tail about the years at board­ing school and about the girls there. She wrote pages and pages about how she in­dulged in sex­ual fan­tasies be­fore go­ing to sleep, care­fully stim­u­lat­ing her clit and mak­ing it ex­cit­ingly stiff, but never go­ing any fur­ther. She wrote very lit­tle about her sex life with Janet’s fa­ther and his best friend, only ex­press­ing her dis­gust at be­ing fucked ev­ery day. Jane looked up and said the boyfriend could only be Un­cle Pe­ter!
Naomi wrote more about it dur­ing preg­nancy, the two men she loved fucked her day and night. She wrote how much she longed to en­joy be­ing fucked and how dis­gusted she was when they squirted their seed into her. But she was very will­ing and let them fuck her when­ever they wanted. She de­scribed how her hus­band later took ad­van­tage of Rose, the young do­mes­tic help, day af­ter day. How she watched them fuck­ing in the kitchen ev­ery time. How ex­cited lit­tle Rose was when they fucked and how she gasped vi­o­lently as her arousal rose and rose. How Rose kept eye con­tact with her as she was fucked and how her vagina clenched around Nick’s cock in or­gasm and she ex­changed a tri­umphant look with Naomi, I’m cli­max­ing right now!  Her eyes shone brightly, re­flect­ing the stars of or­gasm. How she gave the mis­tress the sig­nal to leave when the squirt­ing was fin­ished. Naomi only briefly noted that she had had a ter­ri­ble row with Nick and he was leav­ing the house for good. He had put a fat en­ve­lope con­tain­ing £10,000 in Rose’s hand, thanked her for her lovely screw­ing and had said a friendly good­bye. This went through Naomi’s mind for weeks af­ter, from her he had only said good­bye qui­etly, busi­ness‐like and with­out a word of thanks. That hurt her very much.


She wrote how hor­ri­fied she was that Janet was al­ready screw­ing at 14. How aw­ful it was when Janet came home from the abor­tion. How for weeks her sus­pi­cions were con­firmed that Janet had had an abor­tion. Her par­a­lyzed be­hav­ior of not be­ing able to talk to Janet prop­erly about sex, even though she re­ally wanted to. How she sup­ported Janet get­ting the pill, de­spite her com­plete lack of knowl­edge about con­tra­cep­tion. How in­com­pe­tent she felt when Janet fre­quently took boys and men into her bed­room. Her daugh­ter had been trained bet­ter than her and won ev­ery de­bate when it came to Janet’s fuck­ing. Naomi be­gan sneak­ing up to the bath­room and watch­ing her daugh­ter get fucked through the crack in the door. The arous­ing feel­ing of the man him­self or Janet rub­bing the cock so they could keep fuck­ing. She de­scribed how she mim­icked those move­ments on her tick­ler cock, night af­ter night. (Naomi al­ways wrote ‘tick­ler cock’.)


Once she saw Janet rub­bing the cock more and more vig­or­ously un­til the boy squirted on her breasts, she im­i­tated it too, rub­bing her cock‐shaped clit faster and more vig­or­ously, and hav­ing her first cli­toral self‐in­duced or­gasm. That was un­der­lined four times:  First or­gasm! Jane told Jack she never no­ticed her mother watch­ing her fuck. But Naomi crept up to the end and watched the daugh­ters fuck­ing with cu­rios­ity. She de­scribed in the di­ary mak­ing a mark on the page for or­gasm each time, some­times it was two or three marks on week­ends. Then a Mr. Brown from the for­eign ser­vice came and gave her the news of her hus­band’s death a year ago. She could only cry and the young man left. For days she made no strokes in the di­ary. 


Mr. Brown came again and spoke to her at length, sooth­ingly. (She didn’t learn un­til a year later from Pe­ter, her hus­band’s friend and work col­league, that Nick had been caught as a spy and shot). Mr. Brown came daily; she was soon mak­ing strokes in the di­ary again. Mr. Brown’s French kiss­ing re­sulted in her mak­ing three or four strokes more of­ten. The in­ex­pe­ri­enced Naomi was easy prey for the ex­pe­ri­enced se­ducer. She still had a re­vul­sion at first when fuck­ing Mr. Brown, but he fucked much longer and more del­i­cately than Nick. Her re­vul­sion evap­o­rated, she or­gasmed the first time while be­ing fucked and made four strokes. Now she or­gasmed ev­ery time while fuck­ing Mr. Brown and found it won­der­ful. Nick could have had it all too. No, Mr. Brown didn’t want to watch her mas­tur­bate, he wasn’t in­ter­ested. She let him fuck her al­most ev­ery day for al­most a year, mak­ing her three or four strokes, but one day a tele­gram came in­stead of him say­ing he had been trans­ferred. Jane looked up and smiled, she had watched her mother fuck the much younger Mr. Brown reg­u­larly, al­most ev­ery time, well hid­den on the top step of the stairs. She never thought any­thing of it, she was only five or six at the time and fuck­ing was ter­ri­bly ex­cit­ing and new to her. On the con­trary, she had been very happy be­cause her mother seemed to vis­i­bly en­joy be­ing fucked and was no longer sad. 


Naomi kept writ­ing, telling about mas­tur­bat­ing to­gether with Rose and how ashamed she was of it. She wanted to make a plus sign ev­ery time she made Rose mas­tur­bate. At ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals there was a plus, about one ev­ery week. Naomi re­ported how she had grad­u­ally quizzed Rose. She had started a note­book of her own to write down Rose’s life sto­ries. 


Rose’s fam­ily lived very poorly, kitchen and room of four, with street lights il­lu­mi­nat­ing the room at night. As far back as she could re­mem­ber, her par­ents fucked ev­ery night. She and her brother pre­tended to sleep un­der the cov­ers, but they watched the nightly fuck­ing snug­gled close to­gether. Frank, her 6 year older brother, would press his hard‐on firmly on her pee slit as they watched them fuck. When they fucked, the par­ents were al­ways naked, she could see quite clearly how the mother put the thick cock into her pee hole her­self. Af­ter the first fuck­ing they took a break, then the mother rubbed the cock with her hand and they fucked a sec­ond time. The fa­ther im­me­di­ately fell asleep, the mother pulled her knees up and spread her legs. She rubbed her pee hole for a long time, then she also cov­ered her­self with the blan­ket and fell asleep.



The chil­dren had to keep it a se­cret that their mother took strange men into the apart­ment dur­ing the day and let them fuck her for money. When they were not at school, the chil­dren had to sit on the bed as quiet as mice. Rose had seen a great many men un­but­ton­ing their fly and tak­ing out their cocks. They were al­lowed to fuck the mother while she was dressed, with some she re­fused to let them cum in her and made them cum by hand. She some­times did the same with the fa­ther when she didn’t want to fuck. Then she took the fa­ther’s cock in her mouth, rubbed it very hard and licked up the se­men as if it were honey. Brother Frank al­ways waited un­til his par­ents fell asleep and then rubbed his cock. At 11, he could al­ready squirt, and a pleas­ant shiver ran through Rosa when he squirted on her lit­tle pee‐pee cleft. Af­ter years, the mother had saved up enough to move to a larger apart­ment. 


Rose had lost her vir­gin­ity at 10, and the fam­ily had two bed­rooms in the new apart­ment, her par­ents in one and her and her big brother in the other in one bed. There was no door be­tween the bed­rooms, and there were al­ways ar­gu­ments about the fa­ther not buy­ing a door and sink­ing the money for it. She and the 16‐year‐old brother would hide un­der a blan­ket and watch their naked par­ents fuck. Ev­ery evening, at the same time, al­ways ex­actly the same and then they cov­ered them­selves with the blan­ket. First the fa­ther fell asleep, the mother wig­gled un­der the blan­ket for a while, sighed deeply at the end and fell asleep too. Dur­ing the day, the mother con­stantly brought men to fuck and the chil­dren had to be quiet as mice. The mother ex­plained to them that the fa­ther drank away half the money and she had to make sure to get some money from the other men, oth­er­wise they would starve. They un­der­stood that. 


Brother Frank was talk­ing more and more about they should fuck like the big boys. Rose wanted it too, of course, and they whis­pered to each other about what it would be like if. The first time you feel a lit­tle prick, whis­pered her hero Frank, but only a very small one. They fid­dled with their pri­vate parts and one night they fucked each other. It gave her a tiny lit­tle prick, it was the first time like that, her hero ex­plained again. But then they fucked and Rose liked it a lot, she en­joyed be­ing aroused and some­times had a teeny tiny or­gasm, not al­ways. They fucked for three years. Mostly they fucked in the af­ter­noon, the mother knew it ex­actly and came into the room ex­actly when the brother wanted to squirt. Don’t make her a child, she said, curs­ing, and stayed un­der the door un­til the brother had fin­ished squirt­ing, wait­ing for him to fuck Rose a sec­ond time. Rose feared at first that she would be pun­ished, but she got used to the mother watch­ing them an­grily for a quar­ter of an hour or more, wait­ing an­grily un­til the brother had cum the sec­ond time. Don’t make her a child, her mother cursed through­out the years, but she re­mained stock‐still, watch­ing war­ily to see that ev­ery­thing went on as usual. Rose was glad that the mother was there to su­per­vise the fuck­ing with Frank. It was ob­vi­ously im­por­tant that Frank didn’t make her a baby, al­though Rose didn’t know what was meant by that, but her mother said it ev­ery day. She had picked up the habit from her mother of grab­bing Frank’s cock and putting it in her vagina her­self. Af­ter they had fucked enough, the mother cleared her throat and went into the kitchen. As Rose got older, she came closer as he was about to squirt. She grabbed his cock, pulled it out and mas­tur­bated it vig­or­ously with her hand. Af­ter a pause, she mas­tur­bated him a few more times un­til he ran out of se­men. 


She re­peated this for a few days un­til the brother grabbed her all at once, threw her down on the bed curs­ing and pulled down the panties of the speech­less mother. Then he fucked her quite bru­tally, but she vis­i­bly en­joyed it and even cheered him on. From that day on he fucked the mother daily, usu­ally twice in a row and the sec­ond time she got vi­o­lent or­gasms. Fewer men came to fuck, but they didn’t have to starve. Rose was a silent spec­ta­tor in the af­ter­noons and could fuck with the brother only af­ter the par­ents fell asleep. The blan­ket over the mother’s knees kept slip­ping un­til the mother kicked free, so the chil­dren could watch her vig­or­ously mas­tur­bate ev­ery evening. Most of the time she looked over at her chil­dren as she mas­tur­bated, ap­par­ently not both­ered by be­ing seen mas­tur­bat­ing. 


Rose had im­i­tated mas­tur­bat­ing right away and or­gasmed just as vig­or­ously as her mother. When she did it the first time, while the brother fucked the mother bru­tally as al­ways, the mother smiled sur­pris­ingly kindly and said, good that you can do it al­ready! Her mother told her about men­strual hy­giene dur­ing her first men­stru­a­tion and that she could get preg­nant from squirt­ing into it. She had a stern word with her now 18 year old son that he was no longer al­lowed to squirt into Rose’s vagina. She promised to let him fuck again that night. She had a lot to do, first get­ting fucked by her boozer in a hurry, then mas­tur­bat­ing and later join­ing Rose on the bed and fuck­ing her son. That soon changed, now she came as soon as the fa­ther had fallen asleep af­ter the quick cum and let Frank fuck her bru­tally. Only af­ter that she mas­tur­bated and put an arm around Rose while she mas­tur­bated. From this her son should get horny and he did. Dur­ing the sec­ond bru­tal fuck­ing, she had vi­o­lent, wild or­gasms. She slept with Rose un­til dawn to pro­tect her when an erec­tion haunted the son. Most of the time he was sat­is­fied with her do­ing it to him with her hand while he fon­dled her sex. Most of the time he tried to mas­tur­bate her af­ter she squirted and learned quickly. She was happy to let him sat­isfy her and play with her tongue on his glans. But she did not go fur­ther yet. She only taught Frank how to mouth fuck when Rose was no longer liv­ing at home.


Rose fin­ished el­e­men­tary school and went to work as a do­mes­tic helper. She stayed with the rich Conolly‐sis­ters for three years, learn­ing the trade of house­keeper in that posh, friendly house. There were only women there, and Rose was bound to de­pend on mas­tur­ba­tion. There was no man for miles around ex­cept the old gar­dener who lived in the gar­den shed. Rose spent her free hours with him and yet it took her al­most half a year to se­duce him. He was ac­tu­ally too old for her, over 40 and bearded. He couldn’t get her preg­nant, he said, he was a war in­valid. He showed her the ugly scar where both his tes­ti­cles had been re­moved and the re­mains of the scro­tum dan­gled. He liked to fuck the blood young girl very much and she learned with him for good to or­gasm ev­ery time while fuck­ing. She pre­ferred that to mas­tur­bat­ing. Af­ter three years she came to the Craw­ley house and be­came Sir Nick’s mis­tress.


Her fa­ther died in her sec­ond year with the Conolly‐sis­ters, when she was 17. She was al­lowed to take the day off and go to the fu­neral. There was no one else at the fu­neral but them, sup­port­ing her mother from left and right. They had talked to ev­ery­one about an ac­ci­dent at work, but the mother said he fell off the stool dead in his reg­u­lar bar, his heart just stopped. Af­ter the fu­neral, Frank vig­or­ously pulled her into the old chil­dren’s room. The mother sat im­pas­sively by the door, ab­sent‐mind­edly watch­ing them fuck. She did noth­ing as Frank twice squirted a con­cen­trated load of se­men into Rose’s or­gas­ming vagina. They stayed in bed un­til evening, ca­ress­ing each other. Frank said her breasts had be­come very nice and her fig­ure very wom­anly. Af­ter an hour of men­tal ab­sence, the mother took off her fes­tive robe and lay naked with them. All three stroked and ca­ressed each other to get rid of the sad­ness. Rose held the mother lov­ingly and ca­ressed her face and later her ema­ci­ated breasts while Frank kiss­ingly fucked the mother. The mother smiled as her or­gasm came. Frank had not yet cum and im­me­di­ately pounced on Rose, who got the full load of se­men. All three ca­ressed and stroked each other un­til Rose had to leave.


Weeks later, her mother wrote to tell her she was preg­nant and very happy. Then she heard noth­ing for months un­til Frank showed up at the Conollys’ com­pletely dis­traught. Rose pulled him into the kitchen, where he de­scribed his un­hap­pi­ness. The mother had given birth pre­ma­turely and the child, his son, had died af­ter a few hours. He howled in pain and Rose held her weep­ing brother in her arms and let him cry. There was no fu­neral, al­though the child had re­ceived the emer­gency bap­tism, the hos­pi­tal took care of the lit­tle corpse. Frank had never seen the child and was still heart­bro­ken. Rose lis­tened to him and com­forted him un­til he was half­way calmed. She promised to visit him soon and kept her prom­ise. About two or three times each year she went to see her mother and Frank. She loved that Frank fucked her del­i­cately and gen­tly. Her mother pre­ferred to be fucked hard and firm. Her mother en­joyed sneak­ing a fin­ger on Rose’s clit while she was get­ting fucked. She in­duced sev­eral or­gasms in Rose be­fore Frank came to squirt. Rose was a lit­tle un­sure as she touched her fin­ger to her fuck­ing mother’s clit, she had never touched it be­fore. The clit was stiff with ex­cite­ment and stood out boldly. It felt fine to touch. So Rose was able to trig­ger some or­gasms with her as well and kept rub­bing, from cli­max to cli­max. This be­came a per­ma­nent part of the rit­ual from then on. Rose also liked to mas­tur­bate her when Frank needed a break. Rose watched very cu­ri­ously when her mother took Frank’s cock all the way into her mouth, suck­ing on it with pas­sion and rub­bing it with her hand at the same time. Frank was quick to get hard this way. Some­times she did it too pas­sion­ately, then he squirted all the way down her throat and she swal­lowed the cum with a full smile. Rose never took Frank’s cock en­tirely in her mouth, with pursed lips she let the glans pen­e­trate and licked it with her tongue. She spit out his se­men as he fucked tightly be­tween her lips and squirted into her mouth. He held her head tightly and fucked faster and faster, pen­e­trat­ing deeper into her mouth even though she coun­tered with her tongue. So he squirted deeper and deeper into her mouth and throat each time. She spit out some, but the rest she had to swal­low.  He wanted it again and again and Rose gave in, let­ting the way­ward squirt deep into her throat and swal­low­ing most of it. He would not al­low any­thing else. The three of them spent the whole af­ter­noon in bed ev­ery time, un­til Rose had to leave.
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Sir Pe­ter


by Jack Faber © 2022





Jack had passed the sec­ond se­mes­ter with Ex­cel­lent, the ex­am­iner grumpily said af­ter the exam he just needed to work on his Scot­tish ac­cent. Jack smiled, but af­ter a brief dam­age as­sess­ment, he said it had to be a Ger­man ac­cent. The ex­am­iner smiled and put his hand kindly on his shoul­der, well, at least not a Scots­man, he didn’t like them at all. Robert Bruce, their su­per­star, he chewed con­temp­tu­ously be­tween his teeth and left. Jack looked up Robert Bruce, King of Scots, 1306 etc. in the dic­tio­nary at home. Jack chuck­led, such a silly drip, still grum­bling about lost bat­tles af­ter 650 years! There were more im­por­tant things to do, he was go­ing back with Jane by train to Ger­many, Aus­tria and through Switzer­land, 3 or 4 weeks. They would also visit Veronika, who was very happy about it.


Jack put his hand on her back and told Jane he now knew Robert’s fam­ily name. Robert the Bruce. He ex­plained the back­ground to her and they laughed at the cranky pro­fes­sor. 


A week later they were on the road, vis­it­ing the sights. One evening they ar­rived at Veronika’s house, who wel­comed them with a warm din­ner de­spite the late hour. Jane didn’t un­der­stand Ger­man, but Veronika made an ef­fort with Eng­lish, she un­der­stood ev­ery­thing and could also ask ques­tions care­fully. They soon went to bed. Through the half‐open door, Jane and he could hear Veronika’s loud and en­er­getic mas­tur­ba­tion, as if they were with her. Al­though they were dog‐tired, Jane pulled him on top of her and they fucked, qui­etly and lis­ten­ing for Veronika’s noises. Jane or­gasmed quite hard and it took him a lit­tle longer to squirt. When they were ly­ing next to each other again, Jane whis­pered in his ear that it was so ex­cit­ing to lis­ten to Veronika mas­tur­bate. Veronika mas­tur­bated from or­gasm to or­gasm with loud gasps and moans. They only fell asleep when Veronika had mas­tur­bated enough and it be­came quiet. 


When Jane got up in the morn­ing, Veronika and Jack were al­ready pre­par­ing break­fast. They were both split naked. Jane dropped her robe right back on the bed and joined them both naked as well. It was ap­par­ently the right thing to do and they chat­ted about this and that over break­fast. When they washed the dishes af­ter­wards, Jane saw Veronika look­ing cov­etously at Jack’s semi‐stiff cock. She sur­rep­ti­tiously reached out and rubbed the glans with her thumb, Jane could see it quite clearly. She looked plead­ingly into Jane’s eyes and held the cock, which was be­gin­ning to stiffen. Her thumb stroked the glans. Jane hugged Veronika, who winced at the touch of their bare skin. Their naked breasts, their naked bod­ies touched each other for a long time. Jane put a hand on Veronika’s hand, clutch­ing his cock. For only a split sec­ond, Jane con­sid­ered leav­ing them alone and tak­ing a walk. But she im­me­di­ately de­cided oth­er­wise. She looked deeply and un­der­stand­ingly into Veronika’s eyes and asked re­dun­dantly, “Do you like? Do you want to?” And with­out wait­ing for Veronika’s an­swer, she pulled both of them by the hand into Veronika’s room, where the big­ger bed was. With­out words she pushed Jack next to Veronika on the bed. They waited silently for a few sec­onds, but Veronika couldn’t wait any longer and pulled Jack be­tween her legs. Jane gave Veronika long French kisses and ex­cited her nip­ples while Jack fucked Veronika. They got out of bed for three days and three nights only to dine at the Gold­ener Hirsch. Veronika in­tro­duced ev­ery­one to her son and his sis­ter from Eng­land. The land­lady cooked them the very finest steaks, which she picked up from the butcher next door. She was the only one in the inn who needed only sec­onds to re­al­ize that all three of them were fuck­ing each other. She didn’t think for a sec­ond about in­cest, she didn’t give a damn. She would ask Veronika later once prop­erly, how it all went.
.

Jack re­ally had to sweat, fuck­ing two greedy women was very ex­haust­ing. He needed breaks, please, an­other break. The women mas­tur­bated each other when they were horny. Jane had quite soon taken the ini­tia­tive and was lick­ing Veronika’s clit. Jack soon found that the tim­ing was right for him to fuck each licker from be­hind in the dog­gie po­si­tion. This seemed to be quite good for all three of them.


 Veronika asked Jane if she re­ally or­gasmed while fuck­ing and Jane replied with a smile, al­ways with Jack. Veronika said she had never had an or­gasm while fuck­ing, but some­times she was so aroused from fuck­ing that she had to mas­tur­bate im­me­di­ately, then it took only a mo­ment to or­gasm. She only needed to stroke her clit three or four times and the or­gasm was im­me­di­ate. 


And she had only been licked by three women so far, an in­com­pe­tent wait­ress, in a photo stu­dio and by the land­lady of the Gold­ener Hirsch, she could do it best. Jane replied that she had seen the pho­tos, of course, and no, she had never been in­ti­mate with a woman be­fore. Both saw that Jack’s cock was ready again and grinned at each other to see who would get it first. They fucked for three days and three nights, as of­ten as he could. When he took a longer break, they licked each other, be­cause they both loved that very much. Veronika would some­times get out her nude pic­tures and tell Jane in halt­ing Eng­lish how the pic­ture was taken and all the trim­mings. Jane laughed heartily, be­cause Veronika’s nar­ra­tion was horny and dirty. Some­times Veronika’s nar­ra­tion would fal­ter if she was un­fa­mil­iar with a piggy term and then she had to para­phrase Jane with her hands and feet what the piggy meant. This was in­cred­i­bly funny and com­i­cal. They con­tin­ued on the fourth day. 


Af­ter a to­tal of four weeks they ar­rived back in Lon­don, their own home was much nicer than any ho­tel room. Jane im­me­di­ately no­ticed that some­one had been rum­mag­ing in her se­cret com­part­ment. She im­me­di­ately took Rose into prayer and she im­me­di­ately ad­mit­ted to hav­ing looked at Veronika’s pic­tures and also all of Jane’s nude pic­tures. The sim­ple ser­vant said that she had found the pic­tures beau­ti­ful and horny. She had also read Lady Naomi’s di­ary. She had al­most com­pletely writ­ten off the chap­ter the lady had writ­ten about her. Jane scolded her prop­erly for dig­ging into her se­crets, but she gave her the note­book back so she could fin­ish copy­ing it. That would be all right. She felt sym­pa­thy for Rose, whose good‐for‐noth­ing hus­band had sim­ply run off and never reap­peared. Rose sus­pected he had met a rich widow and was sun­ning Spain, that was his dream. That he might have fallen on the way home from the pub, choked on his own vomit and ended up in pathol­ogy as a John Doe, never oc­curred to her; the Spain‐ver­sion was more ro­man­tic. She had moved into the tiny ser­vant’s quar­ters be­hind the kitchen af­ter she quit the apart­ment and was avail­able to her mis­tress and mas­ter full time.


They still had all sum­mer and fall to lounge around and went to the clubs and bars al­most ev­ery night, life could be so easy. Jack got mail ev­ery other week with let­ters from Veronika, once she also sent a packet of cof­fee. It con­tained the last 180 nude pic­tures that the pho­tog­ra­pher had sent along with the fee of 11,500 Marks. The pic­tures were mostly of the make‐up artist and the young as­sis­tant. Jane liked the re­ally good and horny shots of the les­bian makeup artist. Jack no­ticed one close‐up in par­tic­u­lar, the ap­pren­tice spread­ing the makeup artist’s vagina with one hand and squirt­ing into it in a rich stream. The pho­tog­ra­pher had mas­ter­fully cap­tured the di­lated hole, the full‐length tun­nel‐shaped vagina, and the jet of se­men shoot­ing out from the glans; Jane didn’t like it much. Some­how, she said, pho­tograph­ing in­side the vagina seemed in­de­cent to her. Veronika wrote that the pho­tog­ra­pher had ap­par­ently made a mis­take and in­cluded a good 50 pic­tures of per­fect strangers. Jane looked through all the shots with Jack, they were re­ally mas­ter­fully done shots that cap­tured the most beau­ti­ful mo­ments of these women. They were all a feast for the eyes, the women pic­tured sen­sual, erotic and in full swing. They were all dif­fer­ent beau­ties whose dif­fer­ent pri­vate parts the pho­tog­ra­pher had cap­tured mas­ter­fully. He ap­par­ently had a pref­er­ence for women with eas­ily rec­og­niz­able and prom­i­nent clits and the mo­ment of their or­gasm, which they trig­gered with their fin­ger on the knob of the clit. The im­ages were so per­fect that you could al­most hear the women’s re­leased sighs. Jane found these im­ages very arous­ing. Jane and he looked at the pic­tures again and again, they were a source of plea­sure.


Veronika had agreed to the pho­tog­ra­pher to par­tic­i­pate in porn films. She wanted to be in­volved in the sales again and get two copies of all the raw footage, un­cut and un­cen­sored. Two things were im­por­tant to her: no ass fuck­ing and no shots on the days when she was ready to con­ceive. The deal was per­fect, she would drive into town for two days ev­ery other week and stay overnight at the stu­dio, al­though there was lit­tle time to sleep. On those two days, all she had to do was get fucked or be filmed mas­tur­bat­ing. Usu­ally three cam­eras were film­ing at the same time, the pho­tog­ra­pher giv­ing in­struc­tions on what she or her men had to do. She quickly got used to it, al­though these shouts from the di­rec­tor dis­rupted the nat­u­ral flow. Ev­ery day she was fucked by six to eight well‐built men and made her­self or­gasm af­ter fuck­ing with a few strokes on her clit. Af­ter the men, she mas­tur­bated two or three times in front of the cam­eras. In the evening the whole film crew went to the restau­rant and then usu­ally two or three of the crew came with her to the stu­dio to fuck her with­out cam­eras be­fore she could sleep. She loved film­ing, get­ting fucked and teas­ingly mas­tur­bat­ing in front of the cam­era. She was usu­ally pretty ex­hausted by the time she was on the bus home. When she got the film copies, she sent them to Jack. He had bought an 8mm‐pro­jec­tor and watched the films with Jane. He could not get enough of them, Jane had usu­ally seen enough af­ter watch­ing once and re­treated to her study to study sci­en­tific pa­pers. 


Jack some­times let the film run frame by frame and en­joyed ev­ery mo­ment of Veronika’s screw­ing. He could see quite clearly that Veronika was only mas­tur­bat­ing re­strainedly in front of the cam­era, not giv­ing it her all, as when she did it in front of him. This filled him with a strange sat­is­fac­tion, she kept that to her­self and to him. Her arousal at be­ing fucked was real and needed no act­ing tal­ent. Equally real and au­then­tic were the three or four strokes of the fin­ger across the clit to trig­ger the or­gasm af­ter each fuck. Most of the men squirted deep in her vagina, but a few pulled out their dicks and squirted in plain view on her body. Veronika wrote that fuck­ing with the cam­era men in the evening were the most in­tense, much more real and pas­sion­ate than fuck­ing with the paid mus­cle men. More and more of­ten Veronika did les­bian scenes, the girls were of­ten barely 16 or 17 years old, amped up and very sex‐hun­gry. She found it dis­gust­ing to see shots of bloody young girls who were ap­par­ently made sub­mis­sive and horny with some pills be­fore they were bru­tally de­flow­ered in front of the cam­era. She also sent these record­ings to Jack, who also did not find it horny, but still looked at them.


Ev­ery two weeks came a pack­age with cof­fee, the lat­est films and the long let­ter in Veronika’s most beau­ti­ful school writ­ing. The study con­tin­ued, Jack of­ten put Veronika’s films un­seen in the lock­able closet. What would Rose have said to the ti­tles, too: ‘The Fuck­ing Won­der of Berlin’ or ‘The Whore of the Reeper­bahn’. He stud­ied hard and crammed to be­come best in the col­lege. Jane worked harder than ever for her ed­i­tor­ship and her pay ex­pressed more and more how much her con­tri­bu­tions were ap­pre­ci­ated. It was Jane who planned their evenings at the clubs when they both took a break from study­ing. This is how Jack’s first meet­ing with Sir Pe­ter came about. Jane in­formed Jack shortly be­fore the en­counter. Our fa­ther’s and my mother’s best friend, I called him then to get you into the Royal Acad­emy. Then they strode to the lit­tle ta­ble where Sir Pe­ter was sit­ting.


“Sir Pe­ter,” Jane said, “this is my brother Jack, Ja­cob. We spoke on the phone,” Jane re­minded, and con­tin­ued. “Jack, this is Sir Pe­ter, Lord Moss­ley and Earl of Pem­broke, he has known me since I was born and has al­ways been a good friend to my par­ents.” Jane smiled, “he pre­tends not to know any­thing more about it, but he had had in­flu­ence at the Acad­emy.” Jack im­me­di­ately grabbed Sir Pe­ter’s hand and thanked him warmly. Af­ter they were seated, Sir Pe­ter in­sisted on be­ing ad­dressed only as Pe­ter. He was a slen­der, ath­letic‐look­ing man, his sharp tanned face with bright gray eyes ap­pear­ing en­er­getic. He had a neat white lion’s mane that made him ap­pear ex­tra­or­di­nary. On sec­ond glance, Jack es­ti­mated that Sir Pe­ter might be around sev­enty. The fa­mil­iar­ity be­tween Jane and Pe­ter was ob­vi­ous. “For­get the aris­to­cratic non­sense, I’m a hard‐work­ing clerk to Her Majesty the Queen.” He laughed sym­pa­thet­i­cally as he looked at Jack and added that he worked for the se­cret ser­vice MI6 and had a high po­si­tion, but it was so se­cret that he didn’t know for sure him­self. Jack was as­ton­ished and looked at Jane, who said to Pe­ter, she shouldn’t have told Jack this se­cret, Un­cle Pe­ter! He smiled adorably. How I missed be­ing called Un­cle Pe­ter, Princess! he said, send­ing her a lit­tle kiss through the air.


They chat­ted about the court rul­ing that cleared Naomi’s mother of any theft, Jane’s work for BBC, her first trip to Eu­rope, and Veronika, Jack’s adop­tive mother. What she was do­ing, Pe­ter wanted to know and Jack didn’t think long, “she was a con­vent woman be­fore my adop­tion and now she works in porn movies, as the main at­trac­tion.” Pe­ter’s smile was wide and en­gag­ing, “if I had known how hon­est you an­swer, I wouldn’t have had to use three men to do the re­search.” He grinned even wider, “I al­ways try to be well pre­pared. Main at­trac­tion, but the word was not in the re­port. A strong word,” said Pe­ter, “how is it for you?” asked Pe­ter. Jack im­me­di­ately replied that it was okay for him, his adop­tive mother had found a job that matched her strong sex­u­al­ity. She was do­ing it vol­un­tar­ily and with real com­mit­ment, and she wasn’t do­ing any­thing she didn’t want to do her­self. Jack looked Pe­ter firmly in the eye. “I love her with all my heart, as a son should love his mother.” Pe­ter re­turned his gaze just as firmly and said, wel­come to our fam­ily, Jack, son of Nicholas! Jane ended the solemn si­lence and con­tin­ued her nar­ra­tive about the Eu­ro­pean trip.


On ar­riv­ing home, Jack asked if she could ex­plain to him fully the phe­nom­e­non of Sir Pe­ter, Lord of bla bla. Jane poured her­self white wine and Jack a port. She lit a cig­a­rette and be­gan. Pe­ter was his fa­ther’s clos­est friend and a work col­league. She knew noth­ing about his work with MI6. She knew him as Un­cle Pe­ter from a young age and he was like a real un­cle, chil­dren’s birth­day par­ties, zoo vis­its, es­cort­ing her to her first dance, birth­day presents, etcetera. Jack gave her time, waited pa­tiently un­til she was vis­i­bly emo­tional to con­tinue. When Mr. Brown stayed away, he came once a week to fuck Naomi. I know it, I watched them se­cretly ev­ery time. Ev­ery time, with­out ex­cep­tion. It did Naomi a lot of good, she ex­pe­ri­enced re­spect, phys­i­cal highs and lov­ing friend­ship with him. She was an all‐around happy woman for the rest of her life, ex­pe­ri­enc­ing sex­ual ful­fill­ment with him. He en­joyed watch­ing her mas­tur­bate, un­like Mr. Brown, be­cause she mas­tur­bated com­pletely dif­fer­ently than other women. He vis­ited her un­til the end, even though they were no longer fuck­ing. In her last weeks, he sat by her bed­side daily and se­cretly brought her enough mor­phine to en­dure the pain of ab­dom­i­nal can­cer. I know, be­cause it was I who gave her the shots. Jane fell silent. For min­utes it was silent, very silent.


In her last year, Naomi was no longer ca­pa­ble of screw­ing. Un­cle Pe­ter still came ev­ery week and chat­ted with her. “Then he came up to fuck me.” Jane looked at Jack out of the cor­ner of her eye, but he lis­tened in­tently with folded hands. Yes, we had a re­la­tion­ship for a year and a half, Jane said with down­cast eyes. “Are you judg­ing me?” Jane asked, and he shook his head in de­nial. Naomi slipped up be­hind him and hid in the bath­room. I told him, he walked into the bath­room split naked and took her by the hand. He put a chair very close to the bed, made her sit down and kissed her deeply. Then we fucked in Naomi’s pres­ence, and Naomi came along ev­ery time we fucked. Un­cle Pe­ter was the first and only man who didn’t give a damn about Robert. Pe­ter was ob­vi­ously spurred on by my youth­ful body and made won­der­ful sex with me, al­though it was of­ten dif­fi­cult for him due to his age and I also of­ten had to help him. Some­times with the hand, mostly with a lot of ex­cit­ing mas­tur­ba­tion. Some­times also with mouth, lips and tongue, and some­times he lost his tem­per and squirted in my mouth. I swal­lowed the se­men and made him stiff again when he wanted it.
He was the first man I let watch me mas­tur­bate. Jane paused for a long time and hung on to her mem­o­ries. Naomi was too sick to come up later. We also fucked on the day she died, be­fore that we both sat by her bed­side and held her hand un­til she was dead. It was the only time I saw tears in Pe­ter’s eyes, Jane said softly. Af­ter that we fucked soul­fully and he talked about Naomi cry­ing for a long time. Pe­ter was deeply sad and opened one of his se­cret cas­kets.


This is how I learned that Pe­ter and my fa­ther both fucked Naomi for four years be­fore I was born, and that Naomi cried the first time be­cause she de­tested be­ing fucked at the time. She only en­dured it be­cause Nick was her first and she loved him idol­a­trously. Nick had con­quered her and af­ter only a few days in­vited Pe­ter to fuck Naomi for two. Naomi didn’t want it, but she gave in to Nick. Over four years this three­some re­la­tion­ship lasted, and Naomi wa­vered in the first year whether she wanted to marry Nick or Pe­ter. Pe­ter soon re­fused, for those who worked for the ser­vice were bet­ter off with­out a fam­ily. The first day, only Nick fucked Naomi and Pe­ter just watched them. When Nick had cum, Pe­ter bent over her and she started to cry, maybe she didn’t want to be fucked twice. Pe­ter stared into her hole di­lated from fuck­ing and squirted into her hole while mas­tur­bat­ing with­out touch­ing her. The two men were young and fully juiced, fuck­ing Naomi daily. They hoped that Naomi would learn to love be­ing fucked if only she was fucked of­ten enough. Some­how it turned out that way.


Pe­ter had never in­ten­tion­ally squirted into Naomi’s hole in the be­gin­ning, be­cause the kid had to be Nick’s, it was a fore­gone con­clu­sion. Nick never pulled his cock out and squirted his seed as deep into Naomi’s vagina as he could. Pe­ter only squirted on the out­side of her hole the first few weeks when he was done fuck­ing. But al­most al­ways Naomi’s hole was still wide open from fuck­ing, be­cause she never closed her legs af­ter fuck­ing, vig­or­ously grabbed her clit and of­fered her hole to squirt in, grin­ning ob­scenely and frivolously. Pe­ter just squirted his seed in be­cause he ei­ther pulled his cock out late at the last mo­ment or it squirted be­fore he pulled out. When they were drunk, —  as they so of­ten were, —  Pe­ter, like Nick, would not pull his cock out, squirt­ing glee­fully into Naomi’s hole, and Nick would smack his ass am­i­ca­bly, “let it go, old champ, just let it go!” Pe­ter was al­ways fas­ci­nated af­ter fuck­ing her big open hole when he stood up and squirted in. Naomi would stare un­blink­ingly first at his face and then at her hole as he squirted in­side. She had to watch com­pul­sively as he squirted in­side, al­though at the same time she claimed it was dis­gust­ing. Pe­ter was also fas­ci­nated by her stiff clit, half the size of a pinky fin­ger when aroused, which she vig­or­ously grabbed with two fin­gers af­ter fuck­ing and slowly rubbed up and down un­til it soft­ened again. She rubbed slowly but vig­or­ously up and down for a very long time un­til the clit sort of ex­ploded and her legs be­gan to trem­ble. Light­ning bolts went through her ab­domen, just like when she was at board­ing school. She sighed deeply and con­tin­ued to rub the clit very gen­tly un­til it soft­ened and her body calmed down. That, she thought, was the only nice thing about get­ting fucked, she once said to Pe­ter.  
Get­ting fucked it­self she didn’t find beau­ti­ful, she whis­pered, but it ex­cited her sex­u­ally very much and when then her clit ex­ploded and the flashes made her legs twitch, she found that very beau­ti­ful. That’s why she al­lowed them fuck­ing so of­ten, that’s why she made sure they fucked as of­ten as they could ev­ery day. Pe­ter stayed perched on his heels watch­ing her as she slowly ex­ploded her clit and closed her eyes smil­ing pleas­antly to feel the beau­ti­ful flashes in her ab­domen. He was sure then that Naomi had or­gasms while rub­bing the clit, maybe just tiny ones, al­though Naomi de­nied it ev­ery time. She didn’t know what an or­gasm was and how women mas­tur­bated, she had told him sev­eral times. Naomi moaned and gasped with ef­fort while be­ing fucked, but never got real or­gasms, al­though the two friends of­ten took rapid turns. Af­ter each fuck­ing, she would vig­or­ously touch her stiff, aroused clit un­til there were the lit­tle flashes and soothe it with gen­tly stroking fin­gers.


Pe­ter as­sured Jane that Nick was most def­i­nitely her fa­ther, be­cause dur­ing the time in ques­tion he was abroad for four months. Dur­ing the preg­nancy, they fucked Naomi a thou­sand times, usu­ally start­ing in the af­ter­noon and fuck­ing late into the night. He no longer had to worry about squirt­ing and fucked Naomi the same way Nick did, with vig­or­ous thrust­ing and squirt­ing in the fi­nale. Naomi still didn’t en­joy sex, but she had got­ten used to it, went along will­ingly and never re­fused. Pe­ter was sure that Naomi was al­most al­ways so aroused dur­ing the preg­nancy that she was just a mil­lime­ter away from re­ally or­gas­ming. Pe­ter had al­ways re­gret­ted in ret­ro­spect ‘fuck­ing Naomi healthy’ de­spite her dis­gust, the two friends did Naomi no good by do­ing so. When Nick was de­tached to Ger­many af­ter their bad row, Pe­ter con­tin­ued to fuck Naomi, some­times daily, un­til he too was de­tached to pre­pare for war. Then came Mr. Brown. Jane was silent, Jack cleared his throat and said, all in all, Naomi did ex­pe­ri­ence a ful­fill­ing sex­u­al­ity af­ter all, was loved by many and fucked well by some. She dis­cov­ered mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gas­ming late, but still for her­self. I don’t think she was un­happy, Jack said. Jane nod­ded silently in agree­ment.


Jack asked her if she wanted to keep fuck­ing Sir Pe­ter —  and he asked the ques­tion with a friendly un­der­tone. He said he didn’t mind, and that it was her choice, af­ter all. Jane frowned at first, but im­me­di­ately re­laxed. No, she replied, I al­ready told him that. If it was be­cause of his age, he asked un­cer­tainly, and I only an­swered, No, ab­so­lutely not, I just don’t want it any­more. He ac­cepted it. He was al­ways an im­pec­ca­ble gen­tle­man. Jane looked him straight in the eye. The last time we fucked was a few days be­fore you ar­rived. I haven’t fucked any­one since, and I plan to con­tinue not to, as long as it’s right. I love you, I love only you! I fuck only with you!


Jack looked at her fondly, yet se­ri­ously. They had slipped into a de­bate he would have liked to avoid. I cheated on you with Veron­ica with­out hes­i­ta­tion, and I’m sorry and at the same time I’m not, he said, and Jane wiped her hand through the air, that’s not in­fi­delity. I love you with all my heart, with ev­ery fiber of my heart, Jack said, I would so like to swear to you that I will al­ways be faith­ful. But I have a de­fect in my char­ac­ter, I know that, so I do not swear. If Veronika, or God for­bid Rose, were ly­ing there naked and will­ing, I would fuck them both with­out hes­i­ta­tion, for sure! Jane frowned, Rose, no, that would be staff! But he added stub­bornly, leave out our Rose, take Suzy, Marie or Jacque­line, it doesn’t mat­ter! I’m prob­a­bly very messed up and in­ca­pable of phys­i­cal fi­delity!


They de­bated for a very long time. Jane was at an ad­van­tage; she had done a piece on fi­delity only a year ago and read the 18 pages to him. Fi­delity was a woman’s is­sue, es­pe­cially among young women. As women got older, be­ing faith­ful di­min­ished; they were much less likely to let any­one screw them. Men, un­like women, were in­ca­pable of fi­delity, es­pe­cially when they were young. They fired at ev­ery­thing that came be­fore their shot­gun. Even in old age they cheated un­til old joints, ex­cess weight and lack of fit­ness crip­pled them too. Jack looked very un­happy; Jane’s work had been spot‐on with his suf­fer­ing. Jane felt her way very much to the core. “The only thing that mat­tered was if you chose one per­son or if you fell away‐ev­ery time, then you had lost the part­ner­ship.” Jack said he loved her with all his heart, with ev­ery fiber of his heart. He would swear al­le­giance to her, but he knew he could not get past a will­ing cunt. Jane em­braced him warmly and said she loved him and didn’t want to sleep with any­one else. It was eas­ier for her, too, she said, be­cause women by na­ture felt that way. She would leave him if he whored around or lost sight of her love. But she also knew that no man could re­sist temp­ta­tion, so that in it­self would not be a rea­son for her to give up and end the re­la­tion­ship. If it should hap­pen, then he should not fall in love, she did not care about the purely phys­i­cal. She had proven it when they were with Veronika, hadn’t she? As they con­tin­ued to talk about their horny time at Veronika’s, they both felt their de­sire rise and put a movie of Veronika fuck­ing into the pro­jec­tor. Jack came close to con­fess­ing to Jane that he of­ten snuck down to the dark kitchen at night to watch Rose mas­tur­bate. She would leave her bed­room door open at night and mas­tur­bate un­abashedly and loudly. But he said noth­ing; it would re­flect badly on him. 


It hap­pened just a few weeks later. Jane had kissed him while he was half asleep and had gone to the BBC. He dreamed woozily and wildly, woke up with a mighty morn­ing wood, and he mas­tur­bated with­out be­ing able to squirt. He got up and went to break­fast in his robe as usual. Rose stared dumb­founded at his morn­ing wood and stopped, she dusted thought­lessly on the same spot and in­con­spic­u­ously looked at his hard‐on, which he tried in vain to cover. He looked at Rose and shreds of the mem­ory of Naomi’s di­ary con­cern­ing Rose wafted through his hor­mone‐rid­den brain. He de­cided, still rather vaguely, to fuck Rose at some point. He went to his room, he tried again, and he just couldn’t squirt. He opened his books, but stared blindly at the lines with horni­ness, un­able to re­tain a sin­gle word. He called Jane from her study, but she was ter­ri­bly busy and prob­a­bly wouldn’t be home un­til late at night. She soon ended the call. He won­dered why he couldn’t ex­plain his dis­tress to her, why she didn’t sense that he needed her badly now. He went back to his room and called Rose up.


Rose stood in front of him ready for ser­vice, and the fact that he was wear­ing only boxer shorts and a T‐shirt was not un­usual. Of course she no­ticed the erec­tion un­der the boxer shorts, but she over­looked that as a good maid. She waited. He gave a jerk and said, get un­dressed! Rose froze, sure she had mis­heard. He grabbed her bot­tom, un­but­toned some but­tons of her dress and said quite force­fully, un­dress, com­pletely naked! Rose hes­i­tated for a mo­ment, then quickly un­dressed, dress, bra and panties. She stood em­bar­rassed in front of him, think­ing that he some­how needed her naked body for his stud­ies, af­ter all the books were un­folded on the ta­ble and not sup­plied in the tray as usual. 


He or­dered her, lie down on the bed! and quickly un­dressed him­self. His erec­tion stood out bolt up­right. She was abruptly aware of what would fol­low and lay down on the bed, tight­en­ing her knees and un­fold­ing her legs. 


Ready to fuck! she thought dumbly and smiled.


Jack now knelt down op­po­site her, squat­ting on his heels. She must have been 40 by now, had a wom­anly body, flat sag­ging breasts, and a very small blond bush above the pu­bic cleft, criss­crossed with white threads. He spread her sex with his fin­gers and looked at it very closely. She had a sur­pris­ingly large hole, framed by torn‐look­ing small labia. The outer labia were flat and hair­less. The clit was not im­me­di­ately vis­i­ble; it was un­usu­ally small and well hid­den. He could fi­nally feel it and stared into her big hole for a long time. Rose’s sex was not at all aroused yet. He felt the throb­bing in his cock. He wanted to make sure she agreed and asked softly if she wanted it. She nod­ded and im­me­di­ately replied, Yes Mas­ter, she al­ways liked to be fucked, she liked get­ting fucked a lot! And of course she would love to be fucked by Mas­ter Jack now, she let Mas­ter know and looked at him ex­pec­tantly. 


He dropped for­ward from his crouch and quickly pen­e­trated the hole. Rose drew in her breath very quickly and deeply as she al­ways did when a cock en­tered her vagina rapidly. They didn’t kiss, they didn’t hug and Rose only clutched his fore­arms. He had to fuck for a very long time and it took him a long time to fi­nally squirt. Rose was hav­ing or­gasms at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, press­ing her face against his chest and her hole was clam­ming greed­ily and pul­sat­ing. Af­ter squirt­ing, he left his stiff cock in her hole and con­tin­ued slowly. They fucked for over three hours with­out any ma­jor breaks and Rose had sev­eral vi­o­lent or­gasms. He was squirt­ing more and more eas­ily now, the knot in his head grad­u­ally loos­en­ing. In the end he kept fuck­ing even though he had no more se­men to squirt. This erec­tion lasted for a very long time. Even­tu­ally he stopped, his cock had gone com­pletely limp and he sat back on his heels. Her hole had got­ten even big­ger from fuck­ing, he could see all the way in. She was still heav­ily aroused from the last time, he could see that clearly. He said in a rough voice that she should do it her­self, he liked to watch. She nod­ded like a good school­girl and whis­pered, Yes Mas­ter! She spread her legs very wide apart and put her mid­dle fin­ger on her in­vis­i­ble clit. She mas­tur­bated very dif­fer­ently than Veronika and Jane. She stretched all the fin­gers of her hand and vi­brated them left and right like a fan, faster and faster. When she or­gasmed, she pressed some fin­gers into her hole and made vi­o­lent hump­ing move­ments. Then she closed her legs and and pressed her fin­gers on her clit. He looked into her eyes and asked, Once more? She nod­ded shyly with­out hes­i­ta­tion and mas­tur­bated again with her eyes closed, just like be­fore. Be­fore the or­gasm her legs trem­bled un­con­trol­lably, she fanned the or­gasm again and again with her fan­ning fin­gers, a dozen times. At the end her legs were twitch­ing and she made no bang­ing move­ments in her hole, but stroked her clit slower and slower. She opened her eyes and he asked, One more? but she shook her head in de­nial and said, No Mas­ter, it was enough. They got up and went their sep­a­rate ways. Din­ner at 6pm, he called af­ter her, then rushed to his books with a clear head.


When Rose af­ter his lonely din­ner
had car­ried out the dishes and wanted to wash up, he stuck his head into the kitchen, Come up­stairs! he or­dered. When she came, he was ly­ing naked on his bed with a semi‐stiffy. She un­dressed with­out a word and lay down next to him on his nar­row bach­e­lor bed. Do you want me to stiffen it, Mas­ter Jack? and he nod­ded mutely. He didn’t know how she was go­ing to do it. He was all the more as­ton­ished when she took his semi‐hard‐on all the way into her mouth, her hands on his butt cheeks rhyth­mi­cally urg­ing him to fuck. He fucked obe­di­ently in her mouth, that was new and in­sanely fine! In the mid­dle of it she stopped, if he would rather fuck or cum in her mouth now, Mas­ter Jack? He nod­ded, which she took as squirt­ing in her mouth. He con­tin­ued to fuck in her mouth and her tongue ex­cited him im­mensely. She held his butt cheeks with both hands, rhyth­mi­cally push­ing his cock into her mouth. When he came to squirt, she plunged his cock deep into her throat. He squirted slowly and she swal­lowed his se­men with a smile. She kept his cock in her mouth and in be­tween said she was go­ing to make him hard now, Mas­ter! She let him fuck her mouth again and when he had got­ten hard, they switched places. She had laid down again with her knees up and her legs apart ready to fuck. He fucked her and squirted very lit­tle the sec­ond time, his se­men ex­hausted. He asked her to mas­tur­bate and she mas­tur­bated obe­di­ently as if at noon, with of­ten re­peated short cli­maxes be­fore the fi­nal or­gasm and trem­bling legs. She never again put her fin­gers in her hole to make fuck move­ments. The way she was do­ing it now, that was her thing. When she got dressed again, he wanted to know from her how of­ten she did it to her­self. She was a bit puz­zled, but then she said ev­ery day to fall asleep, usu­ally two times in a row with a long pause where she con­tin­ued the horny fan­tasies. Is that okay, she asked un­cer­tainly and he nod­ded, but she could do it more of­ten like all women. Rose nod­ded, Yes Mas­ter! He asked her not to say any­thing to Lady Janet, he would like to do that him­self. She made an­other com­pletely un­nec­es­sary court curtsy, Good night, Mas­ter Jack! and went down­stairs.


Af­ter break­fast he went into Jane’s study, we need to talk, then he im­proved, I need to talk! Jane pushed her pa­per­work aside and clasped her hands. He stam­mered stupidly and couldn’t get a clear sen­tence out. Jane frowned, this was se­ri­ous. Fi­nally Jack got a grip, told her ev­ery­thing, left noth­ing out and didn’t sug­ar­coat any­thing. Emer­gency, can not squirt, fuck Rose twice and once in the mouth, in the evening again. Jack paused breath­lessly, Jane was silent for a long time. She un­der­stood some­how, the emer­gency must have been very great. Whether he still loved her, where she had not come at the right time and left him alone in his dis­tress? Jack didn’t re­spond, Jane wasn’t the prob­lem, he was. He silently hugged her, stroked her face, and mum­bled that he was sorry. Jane punched him in the chest sev­eral times as she pulled free. Rose, she said dis­ap­prov­ingly, why Rose! They talked for a long time about how un­wise it was to fuck with the staff, but that was the way it was now. He kept re­as­sur­ing her how much he loved her and that with Rose it was just some­thing purely phys­i­cal. Jane shrugged, say­ing it didn’t bother her at all, when all he loved was her. 


So it hap­pened that Jack fucked Rose when Jane worked long hours. Whether Jane no­ticed it, he never knew, he kept quiet about it any­way. Only once she said to him at break­fast that she had to work late again, but she knew he was in good hands. She smiled know­ingly and brought the teacup to her mouth with an in­sid­i­ous smile.


Rose al­ways wanted to when he asked her af­ter break­fast. Jane didn’t like fuck­ing in the morn­ing, not even on Sun­day. But he al­ways loved to cum in the morn­ing, af­ter that he felt re­ally fit. Rose gave her­self to him will­ingly, when­ever he wanted, ev­ery day. When­ever Jane went out of the house, he would call Rose af­ter break­fast. Soon they were very fa­mil­iar with each other and she al­ways du­ti­fully said Yes, Mas­ter Jack! when he asked her to mas­tur­bate af­ter fuck­ing. He would lie face down in front of her sex, watch­ing her twitch­ing hole as he mas­tur­bated, and search for her clit. It was light pink and tiny, shaped like a pyra­mid and turned dark red be­fore or­gasm. Her fin­gers fanned very del­i­cately left and right on the stiff clit and so she pro­longed her or­gasm stroking un­til she stopped. He some­times pushed the sur­round­ing flesh down to make her clit come out fur­ther.


When Rose spent her day off with her mother, Jack would ask her em­bar­rass­ing ques­tions. Her mother was high in her six­ties, rarely fucked Frank when she was there, and Rose had to lick her. Lick, lick, lick! Her mother took a very long time to or­gasm and wanted to be licked on af­ter­wards. Rose crouched in front of her, face buried in her sex, tongue work­ing the clit del­i­cately but vig­or­ously. Frank fucked her in this crouch­ing po­si­tion, squirt­ing as of­ten as he could. Ac­tu­ally, she al­ways told Jack the same thing, there was hardly any va­ri­ety or any­thing new. Rose asked if she could ask him some­thing pri­vate. 


She said he was study­ing medicine and might know some ad­vice. Her men­stru­a­tion was some­times ir­reg­u­lar, and when it came back, there were some­times lit­tle lumps in the toi­let‐bowl. It had looked like a small lizard when she looked at it up close, she said. Jack thought in a flash, then picked up the gy­ne­col­ogy text­book. He searched and showed her the pic­ture. She nod­ded ex­cit­edly, only it had been much smaller, Mas­ter Jack. He put the pic­ture of a fe­tus aside and pon­dered. How many times had it hap­pened, she an­swered, about a dozen times, or more. Jack re­mained silent, un­able to think of a way to avoid the truth. Rose’s lower lip trem­bled as she looked at him. He gave him­self a jolt. 


She had been preg­nant, but the fe­tuses, which were the bloody clots, had come off. This is very com­mon, about 30% of all the fe­tuses came off. He held Rose’s hand and ex­plained ev­ery­thing to her in sim­ple words. Rose lis­tened to him at­ten­tively. On the one hand it is sad, but you prob­a­bly won’t have chil­dren, Jack said. That’s good, be­cause you can’t raise a child as a house­keeper, and you haven’t learned any­thing else. They were silent for a long time. Then Rose said, “Don’t make her a child, don’t make her a child!” Then they were silent, both know­ing what she meant. She asked if there was any­thing she should do. Jack shook his head in the neg­a­tive. It will hap­pen again and again, you don’t have to think about it much. If Frank squirts in again, it will hap­pen again and again, but there’s some­thing good about that. It is with­out con­se­quences for you. He left aside the fact that it also ap­plied to him in ex­actly the same way; af­ter all, he squirted into Rose just as thought­lessly as her brother.


Af­ter this con­ver­sa­tion, ev­ery­thing went on as be­fore. Jack en­joyed fuck­ing Rose af­ter break­fast, be­cause he felt fit to study af­ter­wards. Know­ing that Rose could not keep chil­dren freed him im­me­di­ately and Rose grad­u­ally too. The morn­ing fuck­ing pro­ceeded with­out ups and downs. Rose in­stinc­tively knew that Mas­ter Jack loved Mi­lady and that he just needed phys­i­cal re­lax­ation. She be­haved ac­cord­ingly and tried to do ev­ery­thing right, will­ing and phys­i­cally pas­sion­ate. She didn’t want to jeop­ar­dize the beau­ti­ful get­ting fucked. Rose made her­self avail­able for fuck­ing with a breath­tak­ing nat­u­ral­ness, nei­ther mak­ing de­mands nor for­get­ting the re­spect­ful dis­tance to Mas­ter Jack. She had im­me­di­ately ac­cepted Mas­ter Jack putting his head in front of her sex and us­ing his fin­gers to fully ex­pose her clit as she mas­tur­bated. He no longer had to prompt her, for she did it au­to­mat­i­cally to please him as well. 


Jane, of course, in­stinc­tively knew that Jack was fuck­ing Rose when she was at BBC full time or out of the house dur­ing the day. She didn’t re­ally mind any­more, on the con­trary, Jack was much more re­laxed than be­fore. In the evenings she came home ex­hausted and she was quite happy not to have to force her­self to have sex. She loved to calmly come down from her stress­ful state, com­fort­ably smoke her cig­a­rettes in the sa­lon, drink her wine and chat with Jack. She felt his warm­ing love and breathed it in com­fort­ably. How in­dif­fer­ent was the ques­tion of whether Jack had screwed Rose only once or a dozen times that day. He had told her ev­ery­thing in de­tail the first time, the squirt­ing in Rose’s mouth he had to tell three times, and she laughed glee­fully. When he asked once later if she wanted to hear ev­ery­thing in de­tail, she waved it off, say­ing she didn’t want to hear any de­tails about his fuck­ing Rose. That put the sub­ject to rest. She drank her wine, sucked on her cig­a­rette and felt his love in ev­ery sen­tence when he talked about his stud­ies or asked her about her work, lis­ten­ing at­ten­tively. The lit­tle bit of fuck­ing with Rose, it didn’t bother her at all. 


Jane called over from her study, tele­phone for you!, and when he came she cov­ered the shell with her hand and said it was Sir Pe­ter. Jack an­swered in amaze­ment and im­me­di­ately asked how he was, for a few min­utes they ex­changed trivia. Sir Pe­ter asked if he wanted to come to the Men’s Club for lunch. Jack glanced at his watch and im­me­di­ately agreed, say­ing he would be there promptly at 12. He told Jane that Sir Pe­ter wanted to have lunch with him, at the Men’s Club. He had for­got­ten with ex­cite­ment to ask if Jane should come too, but Jane smiled her sphinx‐smile. Pe­ter had said so, she thought, and the gen­tle­men’s club re­quires a pe­nis! She reached down onto his shorts and, grin­ning, kneaded his cock. He tore him­self away though, there was no time for sex now, he had to hurry. Jane tied his tie and said with a smile, you will be the first sur­geon in the world who can’t tie his own tie. She called a cab, the bus would take too long. 


Jack was over‐punc­tual and waited, go­ing to the re­cep­tion­ist only three min­utes be­fore twelve, where he was told that Sir Pe­ter was al­ready ex­pect­ing him. The re­cep­tion­ist did not en­ter his name un­til he went to Sir Pe­ter’s ta­ble. Pe­ter rose to shake hands and they sat down. Pe­ter chat­ted away and then put his fat cigar out in the ash­tray in dis­gust. Even if it was a fa­mous Cuban, it just didn’t taste good to him. The steaks were quickly served and they ate the de­li­cious meal. Jack re­ported on his exam re­sults and his progress, but paused and smiled at Sir Pe­ter, but you al­ready know that any­way, you are al­ways well pre­pared! Pe­ter smiled very kindly and nod­ded, it was sec­ond na­ture to him, some­times that was just nec­es­sary, some­times just good to know, even when meet­ing friends. 


He didn’t say a word about the Se­cret Ser­vice, he just men­tioned with a smile that there would be a lot writ­ten in the news­pa­pers in the com­ing months. He had been the first to dare to hire Ne­groes for the ser­vice, now, to­tally un­think­able in 1963. More pre­cisely, three Ne­groes at once. Yet they were among the best five he en­listed. They were bet­ter than the two whites, they were three out­stand­ing tal­ents, di­a­monds! He re­sisted the id­iocy that only whites were suit­able and that Ne­groes were stupid and un­in­tel­li­gent. He said he couldn’t care less if one was black or green or pink‐dot­ted, all that mat­tered was char­ac­ter and tal­ent, etcetera. Jack said dur­ing the fol­low­ing break that he had never seen a Ne­gro live and had no opin­ion about it. He thought for a mo­ment, green or pink‐dot­ted ones would def­i­nitely be med­i­cally in­ter­est­ing. They both laughed, and Pe­ter looked at him se­ri­ously. Maybe one day, some­time in the fu­ture, I’ll ask you if you want to work for me, he said stretch­ing, maybe you’ll think about it. And let’s be clear, this has noth­ing to do with the fact that I helped you at the Acad­emy! I did that only and ex­clu­sively for Jane, to tell you the truth. Jack sensed Pe­ter look­ing at him in­quir­ingly, won­der­ing how much he knew. He got stuck on the word in­tel­li­gence, his stom­ach churn­ing. Could he get a port, he asked, and Pe­ter hunched his shoul­ders the­atri­cally, Do I look like a waiter? Jack laughed sheep­ishly and waved at the waiter. The port brought calm to his bow­els af­ter mo­ments.


Pe­ter asked him di­rectly how he stood by Janet. Jack said he loved Jane with all his heart and did ev­ery­thing he could to keep their life to­gether beau­ti­ful, har­mo­nious and with­out ridicu­lous quar­rels. Nei­ther he nor Pe­ter men­tioned the words sis­ter and in­cest when he said again how much he loved Jane, loved her like none be­fore. Pe­ter was also com­pletely se­ri­ous and said he loved her like a daugh­ter, she was his princess and even more than a princess. If I find out that you are in­ten­tion­ally harm­ing her, I will wring your neck with my own hands! Jack felt a chill in his chest, be­cause Pe­ter’s smile was se­ri­ous, deadly se­ri­ous. He re­turned Pe­ter’s look with the same se­ri­ous­ness and promised to do ev­ery­thing for Jane’s hap­pi­ness, and if it cost him his life. He put on a lit­tle smile, be­cause if I don’t, you’ll wring my neck, and that will cost me my life, too. He the­atri­cally drew a head­line in the air: The Times re­ports ex­clu­sively: “In­tel­li­gence Chief Stran­gles Med­i­cal Stu­dent, Sin­gle‐Hand­edly!” Pe­ter laughed up­roar­i­ously, wip­ing tears of laugh­ter from his eyes. 


Pe­ter turned se­ri­ous. Jane told me how in­ter­ested you are in learn­ing more about your fa­ther, about Nick, about Nicholas. I’m afraid I can’t talk about his work or ours, or I’d have to shoot you right on it, and I don’t have a re­volver with me, he smirked. So, un­for­tu­nately, no, I can­not and must not give you any in­for­ma­tion. But if you and pos­si­bly Jane could hap­pen to be at this ad­dress next Wednes­day at 4:45pm sharp, it would be good. He pulled a small card out of his pocket and slipped it to Jack. So, Wednes­day, 4:45pm!


Abruptly Pe­ter changed the sub­ject, mun­dane and small talk about Princess Mar­gret’s re­cent es­capades. Af­ter a few min­utes, Sir Pe­ter fin­ished his drink, crushed the x‐th cig­a­rette in the ash­tray and stood up. Nice to have seen you in pri­vate, see you soon. He shook Jack’s hand and led the way, Jack fol­low­ing. He was a lit­tle sur­prised that they didn’t pay for the food or drinks. He later learned that this was done dis­creetly at the gen­tle­men’s club, they were not an or­di­nary inn. 


Jack told Jane about the con­ver­sa­tion with Pe­ter, re­peat­ing the im­por­tant pas­sages word for word and dis­cussing ev­ery­thing with Jane. She grinned from ear to ear. My dear old lover wants to know if we’re go­ing to fuck. I’ll tell him my­self next time, with so many pig­gish de­tails that saliva will run out of the cor­ners of his mouth! She laughed out loud and said, men, oh you men! Jack was very un­com­fort­able with this and said so. She re­as­sured him, of course Pe­ter knows sub­con­sciously, but he doesn’t want to talk about in­cest, I re­al­ize. Maybe I should keep him in the dark, I need to think about it. He said it was prob­a­bly bet­ter not to have an in­cest de­bate with Pe­ter. He was, af­ter all, an of­fi­cer of the king­dom and would not be able to swal­low it light‐footed. Jane laughed at the strange word light‐footed.


On the sub­ject of join­ing the Se­cret Ser­vice, Jane re­mained vague. It’s your de­ci­sion, she said, on the one hand you would be fol­low­ing in our fa­ther’s foot­steps, on the other hand you would have enough to do for two as a doc­tor. The only thing I would ad­vise you to do is to fin­ish your stud­ies and don’t stop! She hugged him. It has al­ways been your dream and you should not de­vi­ate from it my dear­est! If you don’t en­joy play­ing doc­tor, you can al­ways be­come a truck driver, a gar­dener or a se­cret ser­vice agent. Jack laughed, nurse would be more ob­vi­ous, any­way. Then they dis­cussed that there was cer­tainly a long and ar­du­ous train­ing for in­tel­li­gence, that you of­ten had to go abroad af­ter­wards, and that the job was life‐threat­en­ing. She was silent for a long time, gaz­ing silently into the night out­side the win­dow. I wouldn’t let you go. I couldn’t sit here and wait for you to come back healthy, come back crip­pled, or never come back. Jack waited pa­tiently un­til Jane looked at him again. I, for one, have al­ready de­cided to­day that Sir Pe­ter will have to give me much more de­tailed in­for­ma­tion, se­crecy or no se­crecy.


Jane turned the lit­tle card back and forth in her hand. Jack had to re­peat Un­cle Pe­ter’s ex­act words. It has to do with our fa­ther, that’s for sure. They agreed on that and also that they would be there on time on Wednes­day. Jane looked in the city map, an in­con­spic­u­ous lit­tle al­ley in the bank­ing dis­trict. It was not ob­vi­ous from the map if any­thing of­fi­cial was lo­cated there. The days beaded ag­o­niz­ingly slowly un­til Wednes­day, they took the bus down­town on Wednes­day and waited out­side the ad­dress given. On the sec­ond floor was the Royal Scot­tish Bank, oth­er­wise there was no sign on the tall brick build­ing. At 4:45 p.m. sharp, the door opened and Sir Pe­ter ex­tended his hand and beck­oned them in. They silently fol­lowed him to the el­e­va­tor, he put a key in the lock and pressed Base­ment four times. Only then he took off his gloves and greeted them with a hand­shake. I will leave you in a mo­ment, I have a lot to do. We’re go­ing to the Old Ar­chive, you can look through some doc­u­ments there. No cam­eras, don’t take any­thing with you and just make your own notes. The ar­chiv­ist is a friend and he will give us half an hour. All right? he asked, run­ning his hand through his white lion’s mane. 


On ar­riv­ing at the bot­tom, Sir Pe­ter opened sev­eral doors with a key that he did not seem to have at­tached to his key­chain. Hang­ing from the key was a mag­netic card, Jack noted with amaze­ment; mag­netic cards were a new in­ven­tion and still largely un­known. Pe­ter en­tered the last room ahead of them, full of shelves, noth­ing but shelves. And at the very front across the room a counter made of metal, not a sin­gle chair for miles. On the counter a sin­gle file en­ve­lope, not very thick. You’ll be safe here, Pe­ter said, push­ing the dusty file an inch closer. Yes, Jack added, I counted eight gun­men, and Pe­ter raised his eye­brows. Well spot­ted, he said, shak­ing their hands. He left with­out a word.


Jane opened the file cover, but at that mo­ment an an­cient man, tall, pot­bel­lied, be­spec­ta­cled and bald, ap­proached, eyed them closely, and held out his hand. Shak­ing hands, Jane and Jack said their names, but the man waved his hand as if shoo­ing away flies. No names, names abound in the files, and pointed back to the shelves. Then he smiled mis­chie­vously. I’m Henry, Henry Smith or Henry Brown or Henry the Drunk, take your pick. Henry will do, he said, eye­ing them again. No cam­eras, just your own notes if you want. And don’t steal a sin­gle sheet, I counted them off. If you still want some­thing, write the file num­ber here in the up­per right cor­ner on a sheet, I’ll for­ward it. But usu­ally noth­ing goes there, so don’t get your hopes up. He looked at the two again. So there you are, Nicholas’s splen­did chil­dren! He smiled kindly and added, I was one of your fa­ther’s in­struc­tors and Sir Moss­ley’s as well. Jack took a tenth of a sec­ond, that was Pe­ter. He thrust his chin for­ward and nod­ded promptly. Henry con­tin­ued. 


The two of them were in­sep­a­ra­ble, the best agents I ever trained. Undis­ci­plined, wom­an­iz­ing, binge drink­ing, inn brawl­ing. Just reg­u­lar guys. But a great team. Pe­ter, the brains and or­ga­nizer, and Nicholas, the hand for ev­ery­thing. One of the best shoot­ers. Picked all the locks in no time, all the safes, and his hear­ing failed only on fat Bertha, the big­gest safe in Buck­ing­ham. When they both screwed the prin­ci­pal’s 16‐year‐old daugh­ter for a week­end, — ooh, par­don me, madame! — so af­ter that they al­most got kicked out. The one who had be­trayed them, they left hang­ing on the flag­pole for a week­end. Then it was quiet again. Jack saw out of the cor­ner of his eye that Jane was tak­ing notes from the files and en­gaged Henry fur­ther in con­ver­sa­tion, work­ing in par­al­lel could bear fruit twice over. 


And, how did it go with the daugh­ter of the prin­ci­pal? he asked di­rectly and moved a step aside. Henry un­con­sciously went along with the step and, like Jack, leaned for­ward to whis­per man­fully. There were ru­mors all these years that the two of them con­tin­ued to fuck the girl with­out the prin­ci­pal find­ing out. She later mar­ried well and richly, the Lady Bon­naire, she has three chil­dren and a stone rich lord. Once she in­her­its him, she will be one of the rich­est women in the whole king­dom. Her lovers could fill Wem­b­ley‐s bloody sta­dium, goes the ru­mor. Oh, I’m bab­bling like a fish­wife here, damn me! and turned to go. But Jack held him back, don’t, we’re hav­ing a great chat. Is that a Scot­tish ac­cent, Henry wanted to know, and Jack replied, no, his mother tongue is Ger­man. All right, sir, said Henry, I love the Scots, quite ex­cel­lent agents and the tough­est in the field. My fa­ther was a good shot? Jack nudged the flow of con­ver­sa­tion again. Henry nod­ded with ex­cite­ment, damn him, one of the best. In the East he once elim­i­nated a tar­get at 1,400 yards, no one could du­pli­cate that feat for many years! Henry turned to go, I have to pee and An­ima is wait­ing for me. Jack looked puz­zled and Henry added, the ge­nie in the bot­tle. He made the uni­ver­sally un­der­stood sign for drink­ing. As he walked, he re­minded Jack that when they were done, they should call him be­cause he was the only one who could let them out. Okay, Jack called af­ter him.


Jack looked through the doc­u­ments with Jane. Most of the ab­bre­vi­a­tions meant noth­ing to them. Only a very few doc­u­ments noted the lo­ca­tion of the event, the Ger­man‐speak­ing area, the War­saw Pact states. Nicholas was flu­ent in Ger­man, Moss­ley flu­ent in French, Span­ish, some Rus­sian and other Slavic lan­guages. Mainly they cleared safes, bank safe de­posit boxes, and es­pe­cially safes in em­bassies. Once, the team cleared out two safes in the Krem­lin in a feat of hus­sarism and had al­ready left the So­viet Union by the time they fig­ured it out. 


Jane wrote a lot in the note­book, Jack re­al­ized that hardly any­one but her­self could de­ci­pher the scrawl. He glanced at Jane’s wrist­watch, they had been there for over an hour and Henry only glanced around the cor­ner a few times to see if they were still there. Af­ter an hour and a half, they were done. Jane and he looked at each other to see if they were done. Jack called loudly for Sir Henry, tapped the metal counter sev­eral times, and called Sir Henry. He came, asked if they were fin­ished, and ar­ranged the file en­ve­lope on a small ta­ble. Then he es­corted them to the el­e­va­tor. Jack made sure there were re­ally 8 gun­men, 2 on the left, 2 on the right and four in the first room. The guards were read­ing, sub­ma­chine guns at the ready. Henry, who had a clear flag, asked for the ad­dress card, took it, crum­pled it up and put it in the pocket of his gray work coat. The el­e­va­tor was set in mo­tion with the key, Henry pressed sev­eral but­tons. “Just in case Sir Pe­ter hadn’t men­tioned it,” Henry said as they drove up, “you were never there, you for­get this ad­dress, you didn’t read a file, and we never met!” What­ever they had read was top se­cret and they were not al­lowed to talk about it to any­one. Not any­one, not the news­pa­pers! Henry was com­pletely se­ri­ous and sober, de­spite the flag. He stopped in the el­e­va­tor, said good­bye with a hand­shake, and said it was a great honor for him to meet the Craw­ley chil­dren. They drove home in si­lence.


They told Rose they would be down for din­ner at 7:30pm and went right up to Jane’s study. Jack re­peated word for word what Henry had said, and Jane took care­ful notes of ev­ery­thing. Then she flipped back and re­ported what she had noted from the doc­u­ments. Dates of birth, ori­gin. The grand­fa­ther was a Baron Craw­ley, as was Nicholas’ fa­ther. The grand­fa­ther, an en­gi­neer, had made a for­tune build­ing wag­ons and lo­co­mo­tives. The fa­ther, also a baronet, con­tin­ued to earn from the fac­tory and sold it to the king­dom when son Nicholas took a very dif­fer­ent ca­reer path. The fa­ther ap­par­ently had no prob­lem with this and left Nicholas a for­tune of about £20 mil­lion and some posh houses when he died in 1935. Nicholas’s school re­ports were good to very good, and he was still listed as a Baronet. He went to King’s Col­lege at 19 and earned de­grees in math­e­mat­ics and en­gi­neer­ing at 24; he was again writ­ten Baron Craw­ley on the cer­tifi­cates. He had met Moss­ley at col­lege and they both went to MI6.


Eval­u­a­tion sheets from the three‐year train­ing fol­lowed, he had re­ceived very good rat­ings. His knowl­edge of Ger­man was specif­i­cally high­lighted, his mother Therese von Wallfeldt was from Ger­many. There were many slips of pa­per with ad­mon­ish­ments, for drunk­en­ness, in­ap­pro­pri­ate par­ties and row­di­ness. Ex­ceed­ing the cur­few times, unau­tho­rized shoot­ing on the shoot­ing range (that was spe­cially marked clearly with “!!!”). A cu­rios­ity was the prin­ci­pal’s af­fi­davit to pun­ish the se­duc­tion, de­file­ment, and con­tin­ued sex­ual acts on his mi­nor daugh­ter with only three days of dark de­ten­tion and to re­frain from pros­e­cu­tion. Jane turned the page and said, roughly, what Henry had told her. She glanced at Jack. A clever fel­low, our fa­ther, but with a ten­dency to act like Wolf­gang Amadeus. Jack nod­ded, though he had no idea who this Wolf­gang of the House of Amadeus is or was. Jane was much more ed­u­cated than other En­glish­women. 


Af­ter din­ner they con­tin­ued the anal­y­sis, Jane tak­ing a bot­tle of white wine and the port up­stairs. She had put on two ex­tra pages. She de­cided on one first. Those from MI6 es­ti­mated Nicholas’s for­tune at just un­der £26 mil­lion. On top of that, there was £2.5 mil­lion that he had demon­stra­bly won at the casino over the years. Plus an­other £2.1 mil­lion he had bagged in the var­i­ous stakes. That meant, ac­cord­ing to the file, that he and Moss­ley had cap­tured £8.4 mil­lion from var­i­ous safes, half go­ing to the Royal Trea­sury, the rest shared with Sir Pe­ter. He had de­posited about £7 mil­lion in an ex­tra ac­count when he was trans­ferred to Ger­many, he lived on that un­til the end and the rest went back to his widow in Lon­don. There was not a sin­gle line in the act about his cap­ture or ex­e­cu­tion. Jane looked up. Not a sin­gle line. Nick and Naomi didn’t live fru­gally, she said, yet they left us a tidy for­tune. Jack nod­ded in agree­ment; Jane had summed things up in an amaz­ingly short time.


You won’t like the last sheet, she said, I put it to­gether with a shud­der. In sum­mary, Fa­ther had been car­ry­ing out del­i­cate killing mis­sions with Pe­ter, they were fol­lowed by some sort of clean­ing crew that made the bod­ies dis­ap­pear or oth­er­wise made it look like ac­ci­dents or some­thing. Un­der no cir­cum­stances was it al­lowed to look like an MI6 mur­der. Un­cle Pe­ter was the or­ga­nizer and plan­ner, fa­ther the pis­tolero and lock picker. They worked per­fectly and silently, were never caught on as­sign­ment, and were al­ready back on the plane when the clean­ing crew ar­rived. Jane stretched and drank her glass of wine in one go be­fore con­tin­u­ing. Our fa­ther killed more than 40 peo­ple and in­jured about 100. It was ob­vi­ous that the pri­mary pur­pose was to elim­i­nate the tar­get. Body­guards, called serv, and guards, called sold, were only in­jured if pos­si­ble. It seemed that the fa­ther did his ut­most not to kill these in­no­cents. Pe­ter also par­tic­i­pated as a gun­ner when sev­eral had to be taken out at once. For each job, metic­u­lous records were kept of whether the tar­get or tar­gets were elim­i­nated as planned, how many serv and sold were in­jured or killed. No names were ever men­tioned; some­times there was a ref­er­ence to lo­ca­tion. Few were la­beled op­er­a­tion failed, the jus­ti­fi­ca­tions usu­ally brief and vague. Jane took a deep breath. I’m done, she said, com­pletely done. 


They drank wine in si­lence, Jane smoked far too hastily, and Jack silently stud­ied the sheet of the dead and wounded. There were a few places men­tioned, Sofia and Bel­grade, Berlin and Vi­enna, Barcelona and Madrid came up sev­eral times. The world or­der is a big shit, Jack said, why does a ma­jor power like the King­dom have to kill peo­ple in Barcelona or Bel­grade? Don’t we have enough to do here? Kill them? Why not kid­nap, im­prison or what­ever? Killing is so ter­mi­nal, you can’t af­ford er­rors in judg­ment al­ready, god­dammit! 


Jane had drunk the whole bot­tle, she looked at him drunk­enly and could barely keep her eyes open. Jack helped her stand up and sup­ported her as they trudged into the bed­room. She fell like a sack into bed, but awoke af­ter a mo­ment, her hand brush­ing over his blood‐red erec­tion. I can’t take it any­more, she said stam­mer­ing, go down to Rose! She stroked his stiff cock drunk­enly and lov­ingly. “Go down, fuck Rose, that’s fine with me! Quite all right, yes!” A mo­ment later she was asleep, he held her for a mo­ment longer un­til she was very deeply asleep. 


Qui­etly he crept down to Rose and woke her. She im­me­di­ately saw his hard‐on and read­ily made room. They fucked as they al­ways did, al­though he had not fucked her in her room be­fore. Dur­ing the break she lay with her head on his chest and re­ported that she now usu­ally mas­tur­bated 4 times be­fore fall­ing asleep, once as many as 5 times. He re­mem­bered in a flash his re­mark a few weeks ago and con­tin­ued the thread. Yes, most women do it that of­ten too, on av­er­age up to 6 times, un­til they are ex­hausted, he lied. Some more than 6 times, some less, on av­er­age just 6 times. He had re­cently read a story in the Times, he said, about a Sheffield house­wife who could make her­self have over 100 or­gasms in an hour. Rose said, wow, that must be a grand­mas­ter, over 100! They fucked again af­ter Rose stiff­ened his cock in her mouth, then he got up tired, yet some­how re­freshed and went up­stairs. He lay down with Jane and im­me­di­ately fell asleep. How amazed he was when Jane woke him up in the mid­dle of the night, at dawn with gen­tle stroking and stiff­ened his cock in her mouth. They fucked and Jane had to or­gasm sev­eral times be­cause his erec­tion re­mained stiff for a very long time. They slept ex­hausted un­til break­fast. As usual, Jane never brought it up that she had sent him to Rose.


Jack shov­eled the snow clear from the path to the road be­fore break­fast. He was get­ting warm very quickly, al­though he was prob­a­bly the only one in Lon­don shov­el­ing snow bare‐chested. Rose had thrown her hands over her head, oh Je­sus Christ! but he waved it off cock­ily, show­ing off a bit in front of Jane and Rose was just too tempt­ing. He wiped his sweat with a towel and joked about how warm he had be­come. At break­fast they dis­cussed writ­ing the facts from the notes neatly in a note­book of their own. She sug­gested they call it ‘The Life of Nicholas J. Craw­ley’. He thought for a mo­ment, ‘Nicholas J. Baron Craw­ley’ would suit him bet­ter. Jane frowned, then left it open. They went up to the study and be­gan the fair copy, leav­ing the ti­tle open. Jane called Sir Pe­ter’s of­fice and asked for a call back, not ur­gent. 


He called back late that morn­ing, and Jane mo­tioned for Jack to lis­ten in on the wit­ness phone. Un­cle Pe­ter, she said, Jack is lis­ten­ing in. First we want to thank you for the trip to the mu­seum, we learned so many in­ter­est­ing things! Pe­ter was re­as­sured by how un­ob­tru­sively she phrased it. He waited. She asked why Nick was no longer listed as a baron af­ter grad­u­a­tion. Pe­ter an­swered im­me­di­ately. First of all, at his work­place it was not cus­tom­ary to use ti­tles of no­bil­ity. Jane was silent, there was more, but her si­lence told Pe­ter that she wanted to know ev­ery­thing, the sec­ond thing. He cleared his throat, there was a stupid story with the boss’s daugh­ter. I know, Jane said, the mu­seum guard men­tioned it and there was a doc­u­ment in the glass case. Per thought, then re­mem­bered. Yes, right, he said, and as a re­sult it got to the Royal Court and the barony was of­fi­cially taken from him, about two years later. Any­thing else? Pe­ter asked, and Jane replied that she would be grate­ful if he could rec­om­mend a good make or model for a safe. Pe­ter couldn’t name one off the top of his head, but promised to look into it. They said their good­byes only briefly. If Pe­ter didn’t call her Princess, then he prob­a­bly couldn’t speak freely. 


When they came to the “se­duc­tion, de­file­ment, and con­tin­ued sex­ual acts with the prin­ci­pal’s daugh­ter” dur­ing the clean‐up and copied ver­ba­tim the prin­ci­pal’s doc­u­ment, Jane added that for this rea­son the barony was sub­se­quently re­voked from him in 1934. It was Jack who wrote this pas­sage in his finest hand­writ­ing and licked his lips. Jane agreed, with a heavy heart, that he drafted the pas­sage pompously like a pim­ply mid­dle schooler. But they short­ened Lady B’s name and left out her fam­ily, the stone‐cold lord, the vast for­tune, and the sta­dium‐fill­ing lovers; it had noth­ing to do with her fa­ther, af­ter all. He read the pas­sage aloud af­ter­ward and they laughed tears. Jane gasped and said, in my col­lege the teacher would have made you eat that es­say!


Jane and Jack were glued to the small black‐and‐white‐tele­vi­sion in Jane’s study. The Amer­i­can pres­i­dent, John F. Kennedy, had been shot. They watched the news breath­lessly and both felt a deep sad­ness. Jane had watched a pro­gram months ago about the lat­est re­search projects in the U.S.


She had heard many praises about the young pres­i­dent. He had vig­or­ously pushed many of these projects in the face of op­po­si­tion from the old rope teams. Jane had asked Pe­ter’s of­fice for a call back. He called al­most im­me­di­ately. A prob­lem? he buzzed, and Jane an­swered, No, no prob­lem, and hung up. Sir Pe­ter prob­a­bly had a lot on his mind; she was fool­ish to want to ask him about the as­sas­si­na­tion now. They spent the next three days in front of the tele­vi­sion, read­ing all the edi­tions of the Times, the Ob­server and the Guardian. It was im­pos­si­ble to think about work or study at the mo­ment.


A week later, Sir Pe­ter got in touch and told Jane the Wertheim 820 or 1980 were his mod­els of choice. Jane re­mem­bered, the safe. Pe­ter said both mod­els could come with two dif­fer­ent locks and gave Jane the ad­dress of a sup­plier. Then they talked about their ev­ery­day things, not a word about the as­sas­si­na­tion. Jane wove in that Jack was in the mood for a steak. Pe­ter im­me­di­ately agreed. Af­ter a short pause, Pe­ter prob­a­bly flip­ping through his cal­en­dar, he said the day af­ter to­mor­row, Thurs­day, back at the club at 12. Jane agreed, Jack was on the road at the mo­ment and would be on time. He sends her a kiss, he said in con­clu­sion, be good, my princess! I love you very much, Un­cle Pe­ter, she said and they hung up.


The phone buzzed, Jane called from the study, It’s for you, Jack! He ran over and looked at her ques­tion­ingly, Jane smiled broadly and shrugged teas­ingly. It sounded Ger­man, she whis­pered, hand­ing him the re­ceiver. Yes? asked Jack in Ger­man, who is speak­ing? It was Veronika. They greeted each other warmly, though Jack wor­ried that some­thing might have hap­pened. Veronika re­as­sured him it was some­thing good. She had fi­nally got­ten her own phone, a quar­ter line. You know, she ex­plained, there are four peo­ple shar­ing one line. He in­ter­rupted, say­ing he knew what a quar­ter line was. He wrote down the num­ber on Jane’s notepad and re­peated it twice. Jane looked at him ques­tion­ingly and he shook his head, mak­ing the okay‐sign with his thumb and fore­fin­ger. Veron­ica told him about her last movie pro­duc­tion and Jack cau­tioned her not to give the num­ber too freely, you know, ha­rassers, se­rial killers, and so on. 


He heard her smile, she had al­ready thought of that and the post­man who had in­stalled the phone had said so. Sin­gle women, he said. And af­ter that, you’d eat him right up, he joked. Veronika held her breath, there it was again, Jack’s magic! A bit meekly she ad­mit­ted it, but he was such a nice guy and she had only her robe on, with noth­ing un­der­neath. Naked. When he rang, I was in the mid­dle of it, she tried to ex­plain. I un­der­stand, Jack said with a broad grin. Jane didn’t un­der­stand a word, but she knew that par­tic­u­lar grin. Aha!, she said aloud, grin­ning and reach­ing for his boxer shorts. He would give the num­ber only to Jane, re­li­ably, and felt Jane’s hand on his cock. Veronika said the post­man was com­ing over for cof­fee next week and his name was Toni, Veronika said. What am I go­ing to do, Veronika won­dered aloud, I’ve never been in love and never had a boyfriend, you know, just some guys to fuck. Jack said there were ex­actly three pos­si­bil­i­ties. One, he turns out to be a douche, then never in­vite him again. Two, it’s all about get­ting the wiener in the pussy, he laughed softly, then don’t worry about it, it’s prob­a­bly good for you to do it nat­u­rally and off cam­era for a change. Re­mem­ber the con­cep­tion cal­en­dar. When it stops, part in friend­ship. 


And third, if it’s se­ri­ous, give your­self and him at least half a year to get to know each other well. A re­la­tion­ship goes much deeper than a friend­ship, be­cause if it falls apart, you’ll suf­fer like a dog. And dur­ing this half year you also have to tell him hon­estly that you are work­ing in front of the cam­eras. Clar­ity and hon­esty are very im­por­tant, you can’t go wrong. And also give him the op­por­tu­nity to talk openly about his back­ground and past, maybe he was al­ready in jail? Veronika re­mained silent, Jack gave her time to di­gest. And an­other thing, Jack said, he earns his money at the post of­fice, you in front of the cam­era. Leave it at that, don’t say any­thing about the aunt’s money. You must be very sure about his char­ac­ter and plans. Money, lots of money, spoils friend­ship and gives a weak char­ac­ter silly, very silly ideas. They were silent. Veronika said she had to think about all this, she would write down the most im­por­tant things in bul­let points right af­ter their con­ver­sa­tion. They chat­ted on for a few min­utes, Jack started to say good­bye. Veronika thanked him for his ad­vice and promised to take it very care­fully. Then they hung up.


Jane dragged him and his erec­tion to bed, where he re­ported af­ter the plea­sur­able fuck­ing. Af­ter all, it wasn’t that of­ten that Jane dragged him to bed in the af­ter­noon, she usu­ally worked through the day and had Rose bring a snack to the study for lunch. Now they lay side by side, Jane smok­ing and Jack, for once, in these sit­u­a­tions. He re­ported on the new phone and on Veronika’s in­se­cu­rity about male ac­quain­tances. She in­ter­rupted, there was an ex­pres­sion you laughed at, ‘shnidel­wuds’ or some­thing. He ex­plained that those were folk terms for cock and vagina, Schniedel­wutz and Fötzchen. What was that about, Jane asked, and he said he needed to elab­o­rate. Jane shrugged, I have time. So he told about Veronika’s time in the con­vent, Fa­ther Anselm and Mathilda. At some points Jane pressed a hand over her mouth to keep from laugh­ing rudely. She could now bet­ter place Schniedel­wutz and Fötzchen.


Cu­ri­ous, she asked if Veronika had re­ally only learned to mas­tur­bate and fuck at 25. He nod­ded, she adopted me when she was 24. Jane wanted to hear Veronika’s se­duc­tion again, Jack had told her years ago. But he was good na­tured and in a nar­ra­tor’s mood, so he told it all from the be­gin­ning, leav­ing noth­ing out and em­bel­lish­ing noth­ing. How Veronika stood al­most naked in the bath­room in the evenings for the first 14 days, cu­ri­ously watch­ing him mas­tur­bate and squirt, and he grad­u­ally se­duced her. Mak­ing Veronika leave the bath­room door open and the con­nect­ing door be­tween their bed­rooms to spy on her, for ex­am­ple, was some­thing he had done out of youth­ful cu­rios­ity and was not par­tic­u­larly proud of now that he was 23. “Fid­dle‐dee‐dee!” said Jane, pok­ing him on the bi­cep, “watch­ing other peo­ple in their naked­ness or per­form­ing sex­ual acts is deeply hu­man! Ev­ery­one seizes the op­por­tu­nity when it presents it­self, men as well as women. She kissed him gen­tly, so did I, Jack, so did I!


She came back to Veronika. Two ques­tions were on her mind, Veronika’s first mas­tur­ba­tion at 25 and if this was a Catholic con­vent, had she got that right? Jack an­swered, yes and yes. It was true that he had not taught Veronika cli­toral mas­tur­ba­tion and or­gasms un­til she was 25. How he had had a class­mate ex­plain and show him fe­male mas­tur­ba­tion and had juicily squirted in­side her vagina three times to com­pen­sate. Veronika, how­ever, had been do­ing the rolling around as a form of mas­tur­ba­tion since she was a small child, and the flashes she re­ported that made her legs twitch were cer­tainly lit­tle or­gasms. He was only puz­zled by the fact that she had seen Mathilde and the other sis­ters mas­tur­bat­ing the clit in­ces­santly and had never im­i­tated it. Veronika had ex­plained it by say­ing that for years she had be­lieved girls didn’t grow breasts and clits un­til they were adults. 


And yes, it was a Catholic nun­nery and a Catholic men’s con­vent, sep­a­rated only by a drive­way and a meadow. The Catholics were the only ones who preached a strict, al­most me­dieval sex­u­al­ity on the one hand, but when the sun went down, they went wild with all sex­ual prac­tices not even com­mon among sav­age pa­gans. Jack greatly de­spised the Catholics for this. Preach wa­ter, drink wine, that was a com­mon say­ing in Ger­many. Jane knew that he did not live re­li­giously and did not like to broach the sub­ject. Evening came, they dressed and went down to din­ner. Af­ter­wards they sat by the sofa with white wine and port and Jane let him tell her in much more de­tail about Veron­ica’s time in the con­vent. Jack told will­ingly, for it ev­i­dently oc­cu­pied Jane a great deal.


Thurs­day Jack went punc­tu­ally to the gen­tle­men’s club, where he was kindly greeted by Sir Pe­ter. They or­dered whiskey and port, and no sooner were they seated than the de­li­cious steaks were served. The cook ap­par­ently knew 100 ways to pre­pare it, it was dif­fer­ent ev­ery time. Dur­ing the meal, Jack let Pe­ter do the talk­ing, but an­swered ev­ery ques­tion. Pe­ter wanted to know all about the stud­ies, how it was go­ing with the var­i­ous in­tern­ships. How it was go­ing with Jane, he was very in­ter­ested, Jack re­ported joy­fully about ev­ery­thing, leav­ing out only sex­u­al­ity. Jack was clear that Pe­ter knew or at least sus­pected ev­ery­thing. If Pe­ter would ask him con­cretely and di­rectly, he would not lie. Pe­ter was vis­i­bly sat­is­fied and when the waiter came with the box of cigars, Pe­ter picked out a thin cigar­illo. Jack de­clined with thanks, say­ing he didn’t smoke. He had to cor­rect him­self, some­times he smoked one of Jane’s ladies cig­a­rettes, rarely more than three or four a week. Jack made a bet in­side, Pe­ter cer­tainly wouldn’t fin­ish the cigar­illo. He ex­pressed re­gret that they had called him, Pe­ter, in the mid­dle of the as­sas­si­na­tion thing, nei­ther of them had thought it through. Pe­ter wig­gled the cigar­illo, that’s al­ready for­got­ten, some­times he just didn’t have time to talk on the phone. 


Then Jack came to talk about the safe. They had cho­sen the larger model, it was fire­proof and the mas­ter had ex­plained to them that it was bet­ter pro­tected against safe­crack­ers be­cause you had to op­er­ate two keys at the same time. The or­di­nary bur­glar cer­tainly couldn’t do that. Jack said he had a feel­ing the mas­ter might have been al­lud­ing to his fa­ther, some­how. Pe­ter’s sur­prise was not feigned, he low­ered his voice and con­firmed Mas­ter Hal­loway was an in­struc­tor at his ser­vice, he ac­tu­ally trained your fa­ther, but it was top se­cret. He shook his head in amaze­ment, my boy, you re­ally have amaz­ing tal­ents! The way you rec­og­nized the guards of the ar­chive, that was unique. Other vis­i­tors rarely no­ticed them, and you were even able to tell their ex­act num­ber and po­si­tion. Hats off, my son! He took a drag on his cigar­illo and smoked it out half‐smoked in dis­gust. Won, Jack said to him­self as Pe­ter lit a cig­a­rette. Jack smiled at Pe­ter, you seem to be a cig­a­rette smoker, so where did the de­sire for cigars come from? Pe­ter didn’t an­swer, he asked why Jack wanted to have a steak with him? Jack leaned for­ward.


He had been think­ing since the con­ver­sa­tion be­fore last, also to­gether with Jane. He wanted to fin­ish his stud­ies by all means, in­clud­ing in­tern­ships, which means two more years. Af­ter that, he would have to work as a res­i­dent for an­other two years un­til he got a li­cense to prac­tice medicine, at which point he would be 27 years old. Pe­ter nod­ded and nod­ded at his ex­pla­na­tions and mur­mured softly that the only new thing was how clear and se­ri­ous he was about his ca­reer as­pi­ra­tions, the rest he al­ready knew. He con­tin­ued to smoke hastily. Jack hadn’t fin­ished and said he knew about the se­crecy in prin­ci­ple, but he would need to know more be­fore any com­mit­ment, what was ex­pected of him, what he had to do, and so on. Pe­ter sat back and lit a cig­a­rette. He had counted on that, he said, that is ac­tu­ally a solv­able task with­out vi­o­lat­ing se­crecy. Don’t think about it any­more, I’ll come to you at the right time. Pe­ter changed the sub­ject.


Jane is work­ing even more than be­fore. Is there a prob­lem there? Pe­ter looked at Jack sharply, not hid­ing his con­cern. Jack thought, Pe­ter was re­ally in­ter­ested in them both. Still, he wanted to leave their pri­vacy and his away. He scratched the back of his head. Jane had been work­ing full time at BBC for 3 days since the be­gin­ning of the year, sci­en­tific pa­pers piled up in her study, which she read day af­ter day, of­ten late at night. Her stud­ies had com­pletely fallen be­hind, she hadn’t stepped foot in the uni­ver­sity since the be­gin­ning of the year. Pe­ter kept nod­ding his head like one to whom a fa­mil­iar story has been con­firmed. Jack said she’d been vaguely of­fered the head of the sci­ence de­part­ment if she got cer­ti­fied as a jour­nal­ist. She stung day af­ter day to­ward that exam. The exam is in 10 days and he was quite sure that Jane would pass very well. I have al­ready told her my doubts, Jack said, there is not a sin­gle woman in a man­age­ment po­si­tion at the BBC. He had only come to her of­fice twice, he said, but his im­pres­sion was that it was an all‐male af­fair. Jane didn’t want to hear that they were just tak­ing ad­van­tage of her. Her ego wouldn’t al­low it; she wasn’t a vic­tim. She is a very hard‐work­ing woman with clear goals, she does sharp re­search, and her anal­y­sis and re­ports are of cap­ti­vat­ing qual­ity, Jack con­cluded. 


Pe­ter nod­ded in agree­ment. She works her­self to death, he said. But she has more en­viers and en­e­mies in the sci­ence com­mu­nity than King James. They won’t let her rise, they’ll break her and crush her like a cock­roach. Jack looked up, star­tled. How so, Sir Pe­ter? Pe­ter didn’t make a face at the for­mal form of ad­dress. There are a con­spic­u­ous num­ber of in­quiries to us as to whether there is dirt on Jane. Peo­ple don’t know any­thing about my per­sonal re­la­tion­ship with Jane, but it’s not just du­bi­ous peo­ple, it’s very pres­ti­gious peo­ple. We can’t ig­nore this. Pe­ter reached into his jacket and handed Jack two pho­to­graphs. They were blurry pic­tures, black and white and fuck­ing shame­ful. Jack looked at it for a very long time. I can’t be­lieve what I’m see­ing, he said. “What do you see?” Pe­ter asked, “Se­ri­ously!” 


Jack said it’s Jane, clearly. I don’t rec­og­nize the guy, nor the lo­ca­tion. He bris­tled. This is a crude fake! Pe­ter looked at him cu­ri­ously. This is not Jane, there is no Robert there! Pe­ter picked up the pic­ture. “Which Robert?”  This woman has no hump, Jack said qui­etly. Pe­ter dug a small watch­maker’s loupe out of his pock­ets and looked at the pic­ture for a long time. Jack couldn’t ad­dress the sec­ond clue, Jane had never fucked him in that po­si­tion, she never rode. Once on top, she al­ways cud­dled up to him, slid­ing back and forth and ly­ing on top of him as she or­gasmed or he squirted, but she never rode him. He took a chance. When I show Jane the pic­ture, he said, I ask her first who the man is and if sec­ondly she even did it in that po­si­tion. We talk about sex some­times, but she’s never men­tioned that. Pe­ter looked up at him. She doesn’t do it in that po­si­tion? Jack no­ticed the cliff and replied, she has never men­tioned it.


Pe­ter bent over the pic­ture with the small mag­ni­fy­ing glass and mur­mured, my princess never said any­thing like that to me ei­ther. Not on any oc­ca­sion. Jack pricked up his ears, was Pe­ter talk­ing about his re­la­tion­ship with Jane? Pe­ter mur­mured softly, I’m see­ing Jane this af­ter­noon, I’ll talk to her about these pic­tures. The Ob­server prints them to­mor­row, the Times and Guardian not yet. Muck­rak­ing press! My peo­ple couldn’t spot a fake, not sur­pris­ing given the poor qual­ity. Our man at the Ob­server pho­tographed the orig­i­nal ac­com­pa­ny­ing text, silly bum talk. What made me won­der, he writes from the Baroness Craw­ley and the BBC sci­ence desk. It must be some­one who was well in­formed. It will take days to com­pare the writ­ing with all the type­writ­ers. He looked up. We’ve got things like that. We’ll get it in two weeks at the lat­est, but to­mor­row the storm will break over my Princess. I can’t stop it. The time is too short. 


Pe­ter glanced at his wrist­watch, an­other cig­a­rette, an­other whiskey. Jack joined in with a third port, he usu­ally drank no more than two. Be­fore he could ask, Pe­ter said, No, I want to talk to Jane alone. I’ll give Jane the pho­tos, maybe you’ll want to talk about them in the evening. They drank in si­lence, said good­bye with a hand­shake, and Jack took the bus home. As he of­ten did when he was in a hurry, he didn’t buy a ticket. The in­spec­tor’s lit­tle piggy eyes flashed blankly, £35 if he wanted the Fine by mail or £5 cash right now. He pressed the £5 note into the civil ser­vant’s hand and half cursed cor­rup­tion as the bill dis­ap­peared poof into his pocket. He sat sul­lenly and ill‐tem­peredly on his fau­teuil op­po­site Jane’s fa­vorite sofa and waited.


Jane ar­rived rel­a­tively late in a cab, growled a muf­fled hello, and plopped the two pic­tures on the cof­fee ta­ble. “Am not hun­gry!” she hissed at Rose, who paled slightly and dis­ap­peared into the kitchen with the tray. Jack could smell her sub­tle flag as she fetched a bot­tle of wine from the fridge. Fi­nally seated, he re­trieved a pack of cig­a­rettes from up­stairs and sat down. They were silent for a long time be­fore their eyes met. It’s not me, she said, and he agreed. He felt the 5th glass of port, they had both filled up prop­erly. She has much broader shoul­ders than I do and he added, she doesn’t have a hump ei­ther. Jane’s lips trem­bled as she nod­ded, Un­cle Pe­ter re­al­ized it too. 


Do you know this man, he asked, and she shook her head. He looks fa­mil­iar, and I rack my brain, but no name pops up. She drained her glass in one go and he knew she was ly­ing. He was con­fused, the port had gone to his head and Jane had never lied to him be­fore. He took a cig­a­rette and thought. She replied that she didn’t rec­og­nize the room or the cou­ple. Her gaze wan­dered er­rat­i­cally and now he was quite sure she was ly­ing. He re­filled her drink and took an­other port. He stopped count­ing.


He stopped in front of the cof­fee ta­ble and said, you know him, you know her, you know the room! He re­mained mo­tion­less and looked at her for a long time. She raised her wine glass and said ag­o­nized, it was James, it was his of­fice and it wasn’t her rid­ing his damn cock. She, un­like me, has a fat ass, a very dif­fer­ent hole and her face had been copied into it. James, who I was to re­place as boss next year. James who stayed late ev­ery night and fucked ev­ery­one who felt like it, I saw it many times with my own eyes. The rea­son they wanted to get rid of him. There were many that good old James in­vited to plea­sure, they lined up be­cause he was sup­pos­edly sooo good at fuck­ing. Many col­leagues and su­pe­ri­ors had some­thing against him be­cause he fucked their wives. She thought she rec­og­nized his cock, but the very sharply pic­tured pussy hole she did not know, she had had noth­ing with women. And yes, she had fucked James a few times a long time ago, it was noth­ing spe­cial.


So, she said with a heavy tongue, to­mor­row I’ll see you in the pa­per, cheers James! Jane fin­ished her glass in one go and he re­trieved a bot­tle from the small fridge. He strug­gled with the corkscrew, oth­er­wise Jane did it her­self. He poured her, it didn’t mat­ter any­way, and poured him­self a port. “If I were para­noid, I’d think some­one was try­ing to harm not only you, but the sci­ence ed­i­tor, James, and the BBC. Have you told Pe­ter about this?” he asked, and she shook her head, “Where are you think­ing?” He called Pe­ter’s of­fice de­spite her lame protests and asked for a call back, it was im­por­tant and ur­gent, No, it would not have time un­til to­mor­row. It was al­ready af­ter 9 o’clock, Pe­ter was cer­tainly not asleep then. Less than two min­utes later, Pe­ter called. Jack spared any greet­ing. “He’s James, Jane’s de­part­ment man­ager. It’s his of­fice. She couldn’t iden­tify the woman. The tar­get was not only Jane and James, whom she was to re­place next year, pos­si­bly the BBC it­self.” Pe­ter thanked, this was valu­able in­for­ma­tion. He didn’t ask how Jack knew, it was ob­vi­ous. Pe­ter, sur­pris­ingly, chuck­led. “You’re al­ready work­ing for me, with­out a con­tract!” Jack smirked and said jok­ingly, Yes, boss!. Pe­ter im­me­di­ately wanted to have the story edited to in­clude this facet and hung up. 


Jane looked at him wide‐eyed. He looked at her for a long time, his heart still pound­ing from the phone call. “First, let’s never lie to each other again,” he said firmly, “and sec­ond, Pe­ter needs all the in­for­ma­tion he can get if he’s go­ing to deal with your shit!” He didn’t mean to snap at her like that, but now he had to be clear. Jane had crouched down and clutched her glass. “You’re ab­so­lutely right,” she said softly, “I’ll never lie to you again ei­ther. And I am grate­ful to you both for stand­ing up for me like this!” Her gaze grew dim again. “What a shit, to­mor­row it will be in all the pa­pers, ev­ery­one will just be look­ing at my fat ass and the cock stuck in my pussy hole!” They laughed for a mo­ment. 


She looked at him se­ri­ously. End of lies. With James, it had started over two years ago, since he had taken over the de­part­ment. In the be­gin­ning they had screwed very fre­quently, al­most daily. But it waned rapidly, she sus­pected be­cause she re­fused to let him in­ject her mouth. Half a year be­fore he had come, the fuck­ing with James was over. She had never fucked him like the woman in the pic­ture. Jane looked openly into Jack’s eyes. That’s all, that’s all true. He nod­ded and thanked her for be­ing so open. I’m go­ing to stay home to­mor­row and call in sick. Oh, that fuck­ing bull­shit! They drank and talked about pos­si­ble con­se­quences and pos­si­ble res­cue at­tempts for their am­bi­tions. Jack was amazed at how im­por­tant this pro­mo­tion would have been to her. 


She wasn’t sure she wanted to con­tinue work­ing for the BBC af­ter this scan­dal. Jack stopped her ram­page. First, you didn’t make im­por­tant de­ci­sions when you were drunk, and sec­ond, you didn’t let an op­po­nent win with­out a fight! Not if you were a Baroness Craw­ley, he said in a dead­pan tone, and they laughed, slap­ping their thighs. I’m go­ing to sleep, Jane mut­tered, try­ing to get up. He hooked her un­der and they wob­bled un­steadily up. She took a step to­ward the bath­room and he es­corted her to the piss. He took her to bed and gen­tly un­dressed her. She stam­mered that she was no longer good for any­thing, that he should just go down to Rose qui­etly if he wanted to. Yes, if he wanted to fuck, then just go with Rose, I beg you! she whis­pered, when I’m so drunk, I don’t like to be fucked. She fum­bled on his pants and found the stiffy, for it had ex­cited him when he stripped Jane naked. She gig­gled, you need to get down to Rose, you can’t fall asleep with an erec­tion like that! He stripped down to his box­ers and lay next to her, hug­ging her lov­ingly. She pal­pated his erec­tion more and more slowly and er­rat­i­cally and fell asleep. Jack qui­etly crept over to Rose and fucked her un­til af­ter mid­night, then lay back with Jane.


They woke up in the morn­ing only when Rose knocked and called break­fast! The eggs with fried ham were al­most cold, but Rose didn’t want to throw away the good food. Jane drank a headache pow­der and smoked two cig­a­rettes be­fore eat­ing break­fast. Jack glanced at Rose and smiled at her, then turned his at­ten­tion to break­fast. The pa­per boy rang the bell and Rose brought the three pa­pers. He had to leaf through the Ob­server for a long time un­til he found the omi­nous pic­ture quite far in the back. Along with it, a much abridged ver­sion of the pam­phlet. And then, sur­prise! An­other ar­ti­cle, clearly high­lighted, which men­tioned the au­thor of the pam­phlet by name, ques­tioned him about his mo­tives, and where he also ad­mit­ted that the pic­ture was fake. Jack read both ar­ti­cles aloud be­cause Jane was still too stricken. Jane knew the bad guy, he was one who would rather have him­self in the boss chair than Jane. And who wanted to smack James for fuck­ing his wife. Jack had to read the ar­ti­cle twice and Jane’s eyes sparkled. That fel­low will get to know me, she shouted, I’ll give him cold and hard. Jack smiled and reached for the phone. At Pe­ter’s of­fice, he said there was no need to dis­turb Sir Pe­ter, he just wanted to leave a note. He dic­tated, Thank you very much, Sir Pe­ter. Signed Jack Craw­ley and spelled, but the lady knew his name. 


Pe­ter burst in dur­ing break­fast, Jane tried in vain to hold her robe to­gether, but her cleft kept peek­ing out from time to time. It’s the bad guy’s wife, Pe­ter said. His agents had con­fis­cated the orig­i­nal film from the de­tec­tive, Pe­ter placed a large en­ve­lope on the ta­ble be­fore leav­ing. Jack and Jane opened the en­ve­lope, it con­tained about 50 glossy pho­tos. It was clearly not Jane, the naked woman was clearly older. She was kneel­ing in front of James, stiff­en­ing his thick cock with her mouth. Then, sit­ting over him, reach­ing be­tween her thighs and in­sert­ing his cock. A se­ries of shots as she rode him vi­o­lently. She reared up ex­cit­edly and vis­i­bly or­gasmed. She reached be­tween her thighs again and pulled his cock out. His se­men spurted into her mas­sive hole and over her ass cheeks. A pic­ture of his glans squirt­ing se­men into her big hole from a short dis­tance. The last three shots, her fin­ger ro­tat­ing on her clit and in the last pic­ture she crouched her­self over James, press­ing her fin­ger on her clit and vis­i­bly or­gas­ming. Jack and Jane looked through the shots sev­eral times, the de­tec­tive had ob­vi­ously been tak­ing pic­tures through the win­dow, the shots were ex­cel­lent and doc­u­mented ev­ery­thing hair sharp. 



Jane called BBC, but ev­ery­one was in a meet­ing. But the de­part­ment sec­re­tary had to get rid of some things. The Thingam­abob, you know, the one who had sent the fake photo to the pa­per, he was sum­mar­ily dis­missed be­fore he even started work. And James — Jane heard her un­chaste sigh through the phone — so our James has al­ready been trans­ferred too, I think to the sports de­part­ment. And the meet­ing is be­ing held by the pro­fes­sor What’s his name, it’s about re­or­ga­niz­ing the de­part­ment. The pro­fes­sor is now the boss, re­plac­ing James. She sighed and Jane asked if she knew who the screwed woman in the pic­ture was. Well, you, said the sim­ple‐minded sec­re­tary, but no, that was the fake! Jane waited pa­tiently and the sec­re­tary rus­tled with the news­pa­per and mum­bled half aloud, I don’t know her, al­though the pic­ture was fo­cused ex­actly on her lit­tle hole. You can re­ally see ev­ery­thing very clearly, said the sec­re­tary, the labia, the clit, ev­ery­thing. Only over Jaime’s cock was half‐heart­edly placed a black bar. No, said the sec­re­tary, I can’t imag­ine which one it was. Thank God it wasn’t her, oth­er­wise her big birth­mark on one butt cheek would be on it. Be­sides, her own cun­t­hole looked com­pletely dif­fer­ent, and the po­si­tion! No, she would never fuck James in that po­si­tion. She paused, star­tled, per­haps Jane didn’t re­al­ize she had blabbed. When Jane hung up and told Jack about the con­ver­sa­tion, she said the sec­re­tary had also cleaned James’s pipe.


Jack asked if she knew the pro­fes­sor and Jane said yes, he had been in­volved for a very long time as an ‘ed­i­tor in large’, an out­side ed­i­tor. She was com­pletely dev­as­tated, the pro­fes­sor lit­er­ally be­lieved the Lord God cre­ated the world in 6 days. Se­ri­ously. Jack asked how things were look­ing for her ca­reer‐wise now? She’s at the end of her rope, she said, with the pro­fes­sor she just can’t. He’s too old to grasp mod­ern sci­en­tific re­search and too young to die off soon. The post will bring him a triple‐pay­ing ten­ure‐track po­si­tion un­til re­tire­ment, she said, and he won’t have to write a pa­per month af­ter month. Win‐Win. She was re­al­is­tic enough, he said, and would not wait 20 or more years for an op­por­tu­nity. She would prob­a­bly slow down her mo­men­tum a bit and go back to work­ing only 2 days for the BBC. Too bad, she said, it sets us back 100 years. Jack hugged her and stroked her hair com­fort­ingly. Work­ing less will do you good, we’ll have more time to­gether, for each other. And in the sum­mer we’ll have a real va­ca­tion with sun, beach and sea. You’ve been work­ing all sum­mer, you’ve hardly taken a day off. We’ll go away to­gether, we need time for our­selves, time to un­wind. Both of us, he said em­phat­i­cally.


The fol­low­ing weeks she re­ally and en­er­get­i­cally put on the brakes, the pay didn’t change, even though she re­ally only went to the BBC for two days. No over­time, no work­ing un­til af­ter mid­night. She kept a very low pro­file, of­ten go­ing into town af­ter break­fast and meet­ing friends and girl­friends. She loved in­tel­lec­tual de­bates or those about world events. She af­firmed Jack to fuck with Rose af­ter break­fast and sent him to Rose when she didn’t feel like fuck­ing. Some­times she would say it out loud at break­fast so that Rose would have to hear. Jane did not con­sider Rose a ri­val, and Jack felt like fuck­ing more of­ten than she did. Jack didn’t dis­turb her in her study and went to Rose whether it took 2 min­utes or two hours. A cou­ple of times Jane stood in the door­way by sur­prise and watched them fuck­ing with­out hid­ing. Jack didn’t get ir­ri­tated and kept go­ing, even if Rose looked anx­iously at Jane at the be­gin­ning. When Rose started to mas­tur­bate, she usu­ally left. She had looked at it a few times to the point of or­gasm, that was enough for her. Jack spoke to her once quite frankly and she replied that she had just been cu­ri­ous, noth­ing else.


One evening, as they sat com­fort­ably to­gether drink­ing wine and port, the phone rang. They looked at each other in won­der, and Jack picked it up. It was not Veronika, as he had sus­pected, but Pe­ter’s of­fice. He would please open the front door, Sir Pe­ter and his men were al­ready there. He went to the door, the four men were just turn­ing from the street onto the path to their house. He greeted Pe­ter with a hand­shake, who in turn in­tro­duced his peo­ple as Smith, Brown and Mr. Tat­ter­bee. That’s re­ally his name, Pe­ter grinned, and went to greet Jane. I need to search your house, should I re­quest a war­rant? Jane and Jack looked at each other and waved it off, say­ing it wasn’t nec­es­sary. The three men spread out and went off with their suit­cases. One stuck his head into Rose’s room and af­ter 15 min­utes he called out with a grin, “Oh! Oh! Ex­cuse me!” then waited un­til Rose had put some­thing on. Pe­ter gladly took the of­fered whiskey and glanced at his wrist­watch. My shift ended ex­actly 5 hours ago, he said cheer­fully, you don’t drink on duty! Then he ex­plained to Jane and Jack that they had re­ceived tips that the house was bugged. He had to fol­low up on that. 


They chat­ted about this and that, noth­ing spe­cial. When the men came by, they put the bugs on the cof­fee ta­ble in front of Pe­ter. Pe­ter pulled his watch­maker’s loupe out of his pocket and ex­am­ined the bugs closely. Some East Ger­man, some Rus­sian, some of ours. The two from the two phones were Eng­lish. Pe­ter shook his head, prob­a­bly meant to eaves­drop on Jane, one bug in the phone, three well hid­den. This is get­ting com­pli­cated, he said, and asked which com­pany had done the ren­o­va­tion. Jack went up and brought down the folder from Jane’s study. Pe­ter pho­tographed the in­voices; I’ll have to take a close look at those, too. They were ready af­ter a lit­tle over half an hour. Pe­ter said good­bye with a hand­shake and promised to keep them in­formed as they left. Rose came closer, her robe not hid­ing very much. He peeked in the mid­dle of it, she said with an un­happy ex­pres­sion. “In the mid­dle of it, I was in the mid­dle of it. In the mid­dle of it. The light from the kitchen shone straight onto my bed, he just stood there watch­ing me for who knows how long.” Jack smiled kindly at her, the guy was clearly cu­ri­ous, he said. Jane asked Rose with a smile if it wasn’t a horny kick for her to have some­one watch­ing her? Rose stretched her back, then said, if it’s you, my Lady, or Mas­ter Jack, then I’m glad, but a com­plete stranger…? her voice trailed off. Jack was tempted for a mo­ment to sooth­ingly ca­ress Rose’s bare breasts, as he al­ways did with Jane. In­stead, he grabbed her robe to pull it to­gether. He said, the good man will sur­vive, he will dream about your beau­ti­ful body tonight while fuck­ing! He watched you be­cause watch­ing some­one is just horny and all peo­ple are cu­ri­ous. You did noth­ing wrong, be­cause mas­tur­bat­ing is noth­ing wrong and you have noth­ing to be ashamed of! Rose nod­ded un­cer­tainly and left again.


Jack and Jane sat in the par­lor for a very long time dis­cussing what it all meant. They puz­zled over what it could have to do with BBC. Jane said that BBC had enough well‐trained tech­ni­cians who cer­tainly knew a lot about bugs. Jack ob­jected that most of the bugs came from the East­ern Bloc. But they could think of noth­ing to do with the East­ern Bloc. She did not write po­lit­i­cal pa­pers. She read re­search pa­pers from around the world, of course, in­clud­ing from the East, but that was about it. Jack had an idea. Af­ter all, she was very of­ten on the phone with the ed­i­tors, tweak­ing word­ing or text pas­sages. What ar­ti­cles had she worked on in the last year, in the last six months? She thought long and hard, noth­ing po­lit­i­cal, noth­ing mil­i­tary, noth­ing in­dus­trial. There was a lot of re­search for busi­ness, space, and all the nat­u­ral sci­ences. She had writ­ten a long pa­per on the planned use of nu­clear power, there were many files top se­cret, she said thought­fully. As with any non‐triv­ial topic, she had talked on the phone with many re­searchers, and there were bound to be things she was not al­lowed to write about. She had a good rep­u­ta­tion in the sci­en­tific com­mu­nity and was trusted to keep her word. 


That’s the shoe on the other foot, Jack said, the BBC would be spied on through en­tirely dif­fer­ent chan­nels. But eaves­drop­ping on her dis­creet phone calls made sense. They tossed the idea back and forth. She re­mem­bered two more ar­ti­cles, one on the ad­vance­ment of fly‐by‐wire con­trols for jet air­craft, and one on the early the­o­ret­i­cal work on the Ram­jet, which would rev­o­lu­tion­ize jet air­craft en­gines. The re­search had gone on for months, but these pa­pers were never pub­lished. These were the things that peo­ple might have wanted to spy on when it was re­ally about their work. But maybe it was a spurned lover or a voyeur. Jane coun­tered that a voyeur would bug the bed­room, but that wasn’t the case. Jack said with a grin, the lover then! Jane laughed dis­arm­ingly. There isn’t one, she said, and laugh­ing smugly added, I wouldn’t spurn one af­ter all! It was time to go to sleep. Jane promised to let Un­cle Pe­ter know what she was think­ing to­mor­row, if he al­ready cared about our shit. She smiled ami­ably and Jack kissed her.


Ev­ery month Pe­ter sent a tech­ni­cian to check the phones, later only once a month. Some­times the tech­ni­cian ac­cepted a cup of tea, but he could not an­swer any ques­tions, he knew noth­ing about the progress of the in­ves­ti­ga­tion. They didn’t tor­ment him, he was just fol­low­ing his as­sign­ment. The snow was al­ready melt­ing away when a tech­ni­cian again dis­cov­ered two bugs in the phones, East Ger­man ones. An­other tech­ni­cian ex­am­ined the locks but found no signs of in­tru­sion. Jack rea­soned that it must have been Rose’s day off, be­cause that was when the house was empty for hours and that was the only way to get in un­no­ticed. Jane talked to Pe­ter about it and promised to let him know when Rose went vis­it­ing her fam­ily.



 ▪︎ ▪︎ ▪︎








The Medic


by Jack Faber © 2022




Jane was greatly re­lieved when Pe­ter in­ter­jected in an aside that they had caught the bur­glars and the whole gang be­hind them. The mer­ce­nar­ies from South Africa and East Ger­many had been at it for years. He said noth­ing about his in­ter­ro­ga­tion meth­ods, nor where and how long the mer­ce­nar­ies would stay in jail. He im­me­di­ately broached an­other sub­ject, he was very un­happy about Jane’s smok­ing. Mar­i­juana was, af­ter all and all, il­le­gal, even if users usu­ally got off with a small fine. Jane was un­com­fort­able with the topic, she was al­ready ad­dicted af­ter all. But she promised not to deal with it. Pe­ter stressed sev­eral times that he had no com­pe­tence to bail her out. And a crim­i­nal record for deal­ing would end her ca­reer, once and for all. Pos­si­bly Jack’s fu­ture, too, but he didn’t know that for sure. MI6 had noth­ing to do with drugs at the time. As lax as the au­thor­i­ties were about con­sump­tion, they were re­lent­less in their pur­suit of deal­ers. Jane knew that, and she re­ally didn’t deal, she said.


Jack also smoked one of Jane’s roll‐ups now and then, and he liked mar­i­juana, def­i­nitely. But he smoked much less of­ten than Jane did; his stud­ies took a toll on him and didn’t for­give any weak­nesses. Jane had rig­or­ously re­duced her work­load, and they sat in the liv­ing room ev­ery evening as they used to, wine and port and holy smoke mak­ing the stress of the day fade away. Jane’s need for sex had di­min­ished con­sid­er­ably with the Mar­i­huana smok­ing; Jack fucked Rose daily. He treated her re­spect­fully, as she was al­ways there for him and made him squirt out his seed com­fort­ably and ex­ul­tantly with ease. She re­ally liked to be fucked through with plea­sure, whether it took 2 min­utes or 2 hours. She of­ten re­ported to Mas­ter Jack that she did it 6 times in the evening as well. Her menopause had set in, her men­stru­a­tion stut­tered and stopped al­to­gether.


Jack was now in his fifth and penul­ti­mate year of train­ing. He usu­ally man­aged to meet Sir Pe­ter once a month at the gen­tle­men’s club. With un­ex­pected can­dor, Pe­ter talked about the or­ga­ni­za­tion and op­er­a­tions of the ser­vice. He still did not say what he ex­pected Jack to do. At one point Pe­ter made a sug­ges­tion and Jack replied that he was fuck­ing Rose, the house­keeper, daily. Pe­ter was ap­par­ently sat­is­fied and half‐qui­etly won­dered if it ab­so­lutely had to be the staff. The sub­ject of fuck­ing set­tled, Pe­ter breathed a sigh of re­lief. Jack wasn’t fuck­ing his sis­ter, not his princess. Jack clenched his jaw silently when Pe­ter won­dered half aloud who Jane was fuck­ing. Pe­ter had to find out for him­self. Jack was grate­ful for Pe­ter’s can­dor; he was get­ting a good over­view and deep in­sight into the or­ga­ni­za­tion. He lis­tened to the op­er­a­tions and asked any­thing that seemed im­por­tant, and Pe­ter an­swered al­most all the ques­tions. If he changed the sub­ject, it was usu­ally be­cause he didn’t want to re­veal the role of the large Royal Fam­ily and the Par­lia­ment. If you ever sit in my chair, was his stan­dard line. Jack had heard it so many times that it no longer had any mean­ing for him.


Jack now had to do a three‐day shift al­most ev­ery week­end, and he liked the pri­mary ad­mis­sion with the emer­gency ser­vice. Gy­ne­col­ogy sucked, but was nec­es­sary. He was sure he wasn’t go­ing to be a gy­ne­col­o­gist. Nei­ther was or­tho­pe­dics, ENT, and surgery. Surgery was still some­what in­ter­est­ing, al­though the sur­geon treated him very con­de­scend­ingly and said he would never be a good sur­geon. He him­self dis­agreed, but next se­mes­ter he would be in the pe­di­atric de­part­ment, and he was re­ally look­ing for­ward to that. The nights on three‐day duty were long and un­event­ful. It came as it had to come. He cu­ri­ously fucked the young fe­male doc­tors who, like him, were in train­ing and came from var­i­ous uni­ver­si­ties in the king­dom. He fucked for the first time with a Negress and a Chi­nese woman. He had ex­pected whitey, but both the Negress and the Asian girl fucked just like the white girls, they just weren’t as cocky. The per­va­sive racism made them ap­pear more mod­est and sub­mis­sive. The Negress had a beau­ti­ful body and beau­ti­ful, vel­vety skin, but she let her­self be fucked quite pas­sively and did noth­ing to con­trib­ute to the fuck­ing. She was one of the many who mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing, but she turned her back on him and didn’t let him watch. Of course he was watch­ing her, she was mas­tur­bat­ing right in front of the big mir­ror af­ter all, look­ing at her­self. He fucked her only once. The young and del­i­cate Chi­nese girl, Jin or Chin, cap­ti­vated him, but he could never fig­ure out what drew him to her so much. He fucked her as of­ten as they could meet, and Chin ex­ploded in her or­gasm like fire­works. She wouldn’t fuck any fur­ther af­ter that, and he had to fin­ish fuck­ing and cum­ing in her mouth. Again and again he man­aged to cum in the mid­dle of her or­gasm. Then she be­came very quiet and in­tro­verted and whis­pered that she def­i­nitely didn’t want to get preg­nant now. She never wanted to give him a hand­job, she closed her eyes while mouth fuck­ing and only opened them again when she had swal­lowed his se­men with­out any vis­i­ble emo­tion. While mouth fuck­ing she put her hands on his ass and set the pace, her hands gen­tly and erot­i­cally teased his but­tocks and so af­ter a few mo­ments she made him squirt, deep in her throat. She was and re­mained the only one who re­ally wanted the mouth fuck­ing. At some point she said that in her ex­tended fam­ily it was quite nat­u­ral to fuck the young girls in the mouth. It was quite nor­mal.


There were also beau­ti­ful young nurses, but soon the older ones pushed their way in. Yes, they re­ally wanted to fuck the pretty boy. These wanted ev­ery drop of se­men and robbed it from him un­til he could barely stand on his feet. He told ev­ery­thing to Jane, of course, who praised him in­stead of rep­ri­mand­ing him. She liked to lis­ten to his an­tics be­fore be­ing fucked and ten­derly tick­led his mop of hair when he lov­ingly hugged her and fucked her just a tiny bit. She didn’t get any more or­gasms and he didn’t squirt ei­ther. They just fucked a lit­tle, the be­ing to­gether was the im­por­tant thing, not the or­gasm. He didn’t push her and was only sad that the fire was only burn­ing on the small­est flame. She had fallen into drink­ing and smok­ing weed and no longer mas­tur­bated daily. Jack felt Jane slowly drift­ing into an ap­a­thetic abyss. He wasn’t go­ing to take it with­out a fight.


He was still in surgery. The chief sur­geon was a blas­phe­mer, but he was let­ting Jack as­sist more and more of­ten, even on com­pli­cated op­er­a­tions. He praised the other two trainee doc­tors ef­fu­sively, but wouldn’t let them touch any­thing del­i­cate. For once, Jack agreed with the chief, they were bot­tles. The chief let him per­form an ap­pen­dec­tomy in­de­pen­dently for the first time, as­sist­ing Jack and giv­ing him in­struc­tions. When they were done, the chief grinned with sat­is­fac­tion, find­ing fault only with the sur­gi­cal knots. He couldn’t af­ford to praise Jack, af­ter all. But he kept en­trust­ing Jack with chal­leng­ing surg­eries. Jack soon had a good feel­ing about op­er­at­ing and learned ev­ery minute, maybe he would be­come a sur­geon one day. He mem­o­rized ev­ery clue the chief gave him; it would only ben­e­fit him later. He did ev­ery­thing he could to be proud of his ac­com­plish­ments, at least in this spe­cialty. 


On those days he was glad to be at Rose’s for just a mo­ment to re­lieve his ten­sions in her mouth and then go up­stairs to take the wine glass from the clammy fin­gers of Jane, who was asleep at her desk. He car­ried her in his arms to the bed­room and gen­tly un­dressed her. When she was half awake and smil­ing, he fucked her lightly and gen­tly, usu­ally with­out squirt­ing. Most of the time, how­ever, she didn’t want to be fucked, closed her eyes and ten­ta­tively played with her clit for a few mo­ments be­fore fall­ing asleep. He had to sleep ev­ery minute now too, he needed the sleep. In the morn­ing, he let Jane con­tinue sleep­ing and ate break­fast alone. If there was still time, he re­laxed by fuck­ing Rose briefly and walked to the hos­pi­tal, re­laxed and re­freshed. St.Anne’s Hos­pi­tal was af­fil­i­ated with the Royal Acad­emy and peo­ple had taken no­tice of the am­bi­tious young man both at the hos­pi­tal and at the Acad­emy. It was not un­usual for this or that boss to ask him where he was go­ing af­ter grad­u­a­tion? He al­ways an­swered ev­ery­one the same, he would do the two years of res­i­dency at St.Anne’s and then go to Spain for a few days on va­ca­tion. That’s as far ahead as he planned.


At the long three‐day ser­vices, he grad­u­ally be­came aware that the many pretty young things did not give him as much plea­sure as the older ones, who of­ten had great ex­pe­ri­ence. He longed for Rose, she fucked best of all. But he was not al­lowed to sneak home at night, his sense of re­spon­si­bil­ity as a doc­tor did not al­low it. Yes, he stayed half‐dressed even when fuck­ing the fe­male doc­tors and nurses, to be ready to go at any time. He al­ways asked be­fore­hand if he could squirt in, but con­tra­cep­tion was not his job. The girls had to take care of that, that was the so­cial con­sen­sus at the time.


When he fi­nally started his elec­tive in the pe­di­atric ward, it had many ad­van­tages for him. First, to his own amaze­ment, he had a knack for chil­dren. Sec­ond, the work­day ended on time, so he could have din­ner with Jane and then have time with her to chat com­fort­ably and drink wine. Third, he only had a three‐day shift once a month. This was both good and bad, be­cause the pe­di­atric wards were staffed by the horni­est doc­tors and nurses in the en­tire hos­pi­tal. Most were not beauty queens, but they all uni­ver­sally loved fuck­ing and brought some ex­pe­ri­ence to the ta­ble. Not a sin­gle one was pas­sive or lame‐ass like those on the other wards, plus all it took was a friendly ques­tion about sex or an erotic wink and no la­bo­ri­ous se­duc­tion. If one ever said No, I’d rather not to­day! it was in a friendly man­ner and with good rea­son. There was also a very am­i­ca­ble in­ter­ac­tion, with the oth­ers gladly tak­ing over the nor­mal ac­tions dur­ing the three‐day ser­vices and al­most never in­ter­fer­ing with them fuck­ing. Jack felt right at home on these wards, both dur­ing the day treat­ing the chil­dren and at night hap­pily, pas­sion­ately fuck­ing the chubby, lov­ing, ten­der women. Most of them were mar­ried, but that was no ob­sta­cle for them. Carpe Diem, was writ­ten above the en­trance to the nurses’ room, seize the day! Some­one had scrawled in pen­cil next to it, + noctem! Yes, that was a mean­ing­ful ad­di­tion, Jack thought.


In the evenings he sat in his com­fort­able fau­teuil op­po­site Jane and drank one, at most two ports. Usu­ally he skipped the sec­ond port and drank light tea. He poured Jane a cup of tea as well, un­ob­tru­sively re­duc­ing her wine in­take. Jane al­lowed her­self to be led with­out him hav­ing to preach a ser­mon. She was now sober­ing up more of­ten in the evenings, par­tic­i­pat­ing very ac­tively in the dis­cus­sion, and at one point said it was do­ing her quite good not to get drunk night af­ter night. He nod­ded in agree­ment, and that was the end of the al­co­hol is­sue. Af­ter two weeks, two glasses of white wine were enough for her, be­cause she wanted to get away from booz­ing her­self. He lis­tened very at­ten­tively when she told him about the in­ter­per­sonal prob­lems at work. He had an unerring in­stinct and an ex­cel­lent em­pa­thy for sit­u­a­tions, con­texts and peo­ple, even though he did not know them per­son­ally. He used this magic to spot the var­i­ous snags and pit­falls and made them vis­i­ble to Jane. Most of the time she picked up his thread and stretched it fur­ther. She was smart and clever enough to work out her own strat­egy. He just lis­tened care­fully and rarely had a dif­fer­ent opin­ion.


With the mar­i­juana, it was much more dif­fi­cult. She ad­mit­ted her ad­dic­tion to her­self, but he of­ten had to voice his opin­ion. He again led by ex­am­ple. He rarely smoked more than one mar­i­juana cig­a­rette, in­hal­ing with rel­ish and en­joy­ing the ease and re­lax­ation. He ar­gued that he pre­ferred to be ac­tive dur­ing the day and not woozy at work. That was his own de­ci­sion. The one mar­i­juana cig­a­rette in the evening was enough to re­lax him. If he smoked more, his body would de­mand more and more, the ef­fect would be lost in ha­bit­u­a­tion, and he would no longer do his job well. 


Jane didn’t jump at it right away, grad­u­ally re­duc­ing her daily con­sump­tion un­til she only smoked in the evenings. He was able to se­duce her more of­ten again and she en­joyed be­ing fucked again. They made ten­der love like young lovers and could hardly keep their fin­gers off each other some evenings. The old joy of sex reawak­ened in her, and she re­duced smok­ing even in the evening, af­ter smok­ing only reg­u­lar cig­a­rettes dur­ing the day, and that was good for her sex­u­al­ity. Pe­ter, who still went to din­ner with them sep­a­rately, no­ticed Jane’s new, alert eyes and her re­newed vigor, but Jack would have no credit, say­ing dryly that only her own will could keep her from slip­ping into the abyss.


Pe­ter looked at him sharply, you’re sleep­ing with Jane! Jack fin­ished chew­ing the bite, not want­ing to lie to Pe­ter. Yes, he replied, hold­ing Pe­ter’s gaze from the start. Pe­ter said cut­tingly, you lied about do­ing the house­keeper! Jack said that had been true at the time, things were not go­ing well with Jane at the time and she had with­drawn sex­u­ally, so he was fuck­ing Rose at the time,  hon­estly. Pe­ter low­ered his eyes and mut­tered that he didn’t want to dis­cuss for­bid­den sis­terly love now. Jack said, sort of in con­clu­sion, he had only known Jane as a woman, never just as a sis­ter. He loved her with all his heart and she was his wife. He re­called that Pe­ter had wanted to stran­gle him if he caused Jane any harm. Pe­ter smiled and nod­ded that all was well and the sub­ject was over. 


When he told Jane about it in the evening, she laughed and said, he asked me out be­fore you, so he went to you well pre­pared. Typ­i­cal Pe­ter! But I stalled him for a long time. And then I told him, even about Rose. He widened his eyes and took some time to re­al­ize that we weren’t hug­ging each other stupidly, that I knew about Rose and was okay with it. Jane poured more tea and com­mented on how smart Pe­ter was to meet them sep­a­rately and stag­gered so we wouldn’t be able to talk off each other. It hit him pretty hard, though, she said. Maybe the sub­ject would pop up later, but they both didn’t want to have an in­cest de­bate with Pe­ter, be­cause there was a lot that played into it. Later, as they lay re­lax­ing in bed, Jane re­told the story with Pe­ter, Nick and Naomi, then Pe­ter with Naomi, and fi­nally her own with Pe­ter. Jack stroked her gen­tly as she told it, then they fell asleep en­twined.


Pe­ter didn’t stop him from study­ing; on the con­trary, he urged Jack to step on the gas. He made hints that he wanted to get Jack into spe­cial ed­u­ca­tion as soon as pos­si­ble. He ar­gued, to Jack’s as­ton­ish­ment, his own age. He was now the el­dest in a long line of pre­de­ces­sors stretch­ing back to Queen Eliz­a­beth the Vir­gin and Lord Wals­ing­ham. It would not be long be­fore he would be re­tired. But he wanted to keep Jack’s progress go­ing un­til then, he said. My dear Jack, said Pe­ter, my po­si­tion will al­ways be closed to you for var­i­ous rea­sons, for ex­am­ple, you are not British and you have no aris­to­cratic back­ground, for what­ever that is worth. But I’ve al­ways wanted to put you in Lon­don Cen­tral, be­cause you can of­ten achieve more in the sec­ond line than at the top, where you would have to lick the boots of the no­bil­ity or roy­als in par­tic­u­lar. He laughed softly to him­self. I have it a lot eas­ier than Dick, and Jack wasn’t sure if Dick was to be un­der­stood in a deroga­tory sense as a dick, or if he meant the head of Sec­tion 6, Dick White. Jack fol­lowed Pe­ter to a lit­tle ta­ble in a cor­ner that Pe­ter used for awk­ward con­ver­sa­tions. He un­der­stood Pe­ter very well by now, but he had doubts about whether he was up to it. How­ever, Pe­ter in­sisted. His stud­ies had taught him many things that went far be­yond be­ing a doc­tor. And Jack had some­thing that had no name and few peo­ple had. Of course, Pe­ter didn’t be­lieve in ho­cus‐pocus, but this par­tic­u­lar tal­ent in­cluded some­thing like mind‐read­ing, some­thing seer‐like, and a pro­found em­pa­thy for other peo­ple. He had put Jack to the test many times, and each time he was amazed at how ac­cu­rately the boy guessed, an­tic­i­pated, or drew con­clu­sions. A per­son with this gift had to work for the king­dom and the tal­ent did not go to waste. Pe­ter was im­pressed with how Jack re­acted at the time to his men­tion that they had caught the whole gang of South African and GDR mer­ce­nar­ies. Jack was able to say they had been court‐mar­tialed. Three or four main per­pe­tra­tors had been con­victed of some mur­ders and were hanged. The oth­ers were sent to jail for many years, and the low­est ranks were let go. Pe­ter lis­tened spell­bound, for it was all true. Three were hanged, the fourth par­doned at the very last minute to 35 years. Jack couldn’t say how ei­ther, but he just knew. It was as sim­ple as that. 


So Jack came to spe­cial ed­u­ca­tion in his se­nior year. It took up three days a week, Thurs­day, Fri­day and Sat­ur­day. It was com­pat­i­ble with his stud­ies, he just un­for­tu­nately had to de­cide some­times, stud­ies or spe­cial train­ing. The first part was about weaponry and shoot­ing. It was easy for him, the west­ern and east­ern weapons and weapon sys­tems were easy to dis­tin­guish and ba­si­cally all worked the same. Load, pull the trig­ger, bang! These ex­er­cises were child’s play, he could han­dle them well. He wasn’t bad at shoot­ing, but the in­struc­tor thought he was only medi­ocre. He was good, but cer­tainly not a mas­ter. He got very good marks on the spe­cial weapon, the sniper ri­fle with scope. Jack was re­minded of his fa­ther, but he kept it to him­self. Trick­ier were ex­plo­sives, bombs and mines. It was chal­leng­ing to dis­arm them. Time and again, the in­struc­tor would break off, Boom! You’re dead! He had no trou­ble in­tu­itively guess­ing and rec­og­niz­ing the de­sign and mech­a­nism. His fin­gers were just too clumsy. Nev­er­the­less, he passed the fi­nal ex­ams sat­is­fac­to­rily. He con­cen­trated on be­com­ing a doc­tor. He worked on that iron­cladly, the fi­nal ex­ams were within his grasp.


The sec­ond part of his ed­u­ca­tion was about in­for­ma­tion gath­er­ing, con­clu­sions and eval­u­a­tion. They took through ac­tual cases, Op­er­a­tion Mince­meat and Jed­burg. That was highly in­ter­est­ing, as was Op­er­a­tion Gold and the spec­tac­u­lar es­cape of George Blake. Jack was deeply im­mersed in that world; he felt as if his fa­ther was stand­ing be­hind him, giv­ing him tips. With­out ever hav­ing ex­pe­ri­enced an es­pi­onage op­er­a­tion, he moved con­fi­dently and tread­ily on this ter­rain. He had to spend Fri­day and Sat­ur­day nights at the Op­er­a­tion Cen­ter. The task there was sim­ple but tricky. For ev­ery girl in the Op­Cent he se­duced dur­ing the two nights, there were good points. On the other hand, if he was se­duced by a girl, she got the points. A com­pe­ti­tion in the bor­dello that took place two nights in the Op­Cent. Jack didn’t play along. He let him­self be se­duced, did not col­lect a sin­gle point. The girls were de­li­cious, to put it sim­ply. They were fe­male agents who had to con­quer the op­po­nent with their fem­i­nine charms and bring him down.


Jack al­lowed him­self to be con­quered, but the girls had to give it their all. He took his time and en­joyed the se­duc­tion, sit­ting back and let­ting the other guys pedal away and con­quer the girls. His re­straint and re­fusal to play tempted the pret­ti­est and horni­est girls to get the cool young­ster into bed. Jack mostly left it to the girl to ride him un­til dawn. He chal­lenged them, they had to earn their points with a lot of phys­i­cal ef­fort. They had beau­ti­ful and fra­grant vul­vas, their clits were pre­cious jew­els that he and they in­dulged equally. They had to strain ev­ery mus­cle of their bat­tle‐hard­ened vagi­nas to make him squirt out the last drop of se­men even af­ter the x‐th time. Sun­day he spent many hours in bed with Jane, telling her in great de­tail how he had let him­self be con­quered. She laughed glee­fully and was pleased to see how he had turned the game in his fa­vor. She was proud of him, he gave him­self to the most beau­ti­ful daugh­ters in Eng­land and made them sweat pro­fusely. He would ex­plain to the in­struc­tors at the end of this sec­tion of train­ing why he had not scored. They would do well to un­der­stand the deeper mean­ing. 


Pe­ter had been se­ri­ously in­jured in a knife at­tack and re­mained in the mil­i­tary hos­pi­tal for two months. Jane and Jack knew noth­ing about it, and he told them only af­ter­ward. His long­time driver had been killed and his body­guard and he had been left crit­i­cally in­jured. In the mean­time his clos­est ad­viser staff cleared up the as­sas­si­na­tion with­out any gaps, a mem­ber of MI6 had been turned around and had or­ga­nized the as­sas­si­na­tion. He and the two as­sas­sins were killed dur­ing the ar­rest. The de­fec­tor’s last words were: Fuck you, Robert Bruce! Jack winced as if un­der the lash of a whip and looked at Jane. Pe­ter pricked up his ears and looked at him ques­tion­ingly. He was my ex­am­iner years ago, Jack said, low­er­ing his head. Pe­ter nod­ded; he knew that. MI6 man­aged to keep Pe­ter’s name out of the pa­pers and they only re­ported a stab­bing among Al­ba­nian clans. Pe­ter had to use a — nat­u­rally el­e­gant — walk­ing stick and now car­ried a small pis­tol in a hol­ster. He had be­come even more wrin­kled and se­ri­ous, and so far had suc­cess­fully re­sisted re­tire­ment. He had laughed out loud when he read the Op­Cent re­ports. He un­der­stood im­me­di­ately and shook his head. That’s pretty risky, son, he told Jack, you’ll def­i­nitely be looked at neg­a­tively. He was per­fectly aware of that and didn’t care, Jack said, but he didn’t want to be used as Romeo any­way, that wasn’t his thing. And get­ting girls was not a prob­lem. 


At the be­gin­ning of the year, Sir Pe­ter took him to Churchill’s fu­neral in Bladon, where he met some rel­a­tives of the great hero. Jack was in­tro­duced for the first time to the Sec­tion 5 and 6 lead­er­ship, Pe­ter let­ting ev­ery­one know through the grapevine that Jack was his pro­tégé. On the way back to Lon­don, Pe­ter lec­tured about each in­di­vid­ual they had met. Jack took great pains to com­mit faces, names, func­tions, and Pe­ter’s ref­er­ences to mem­ory. Pe­ter en­cour­aged him to meet with the lower batches once or twice. He named two gen­tle­men’s clubs where he had reg­is­tered Jack as a mem­ber and where he could pleas­antly en­ter­tain these agents. In the weeks that fol­lowed, Jack had Pe­ter’s of­fice give him the di­rect tele­phone num­bers of some of these small agent bosses and in­vited them one by one to these clubs. He left the in­for­ma­tion in Pe­ter’s of­fice so his men­tor would know. Jack was not a sub­al­tern, he was a team player, Pe­ter knew that.


His ini­tial shy­ness van­ished in­stantly, he lis­tened in­tently to these agents and let his charis­matic char­ac­ter shine through. Af­ter all, he read the news­pa­pers and watched the tele­vi­sion news ev­ery day, so he knew ex­actly what they were re­port­ing. In many news sto­ries, he could read a lit­tle be­tween the lines and sur­prise his in­ter­locu­tors with ideas and con­jec­tures. He drew cross‐ref­er­ences be­tween news sto­ries that would cer­tainly not come up at any reg­u­lar ta­ble. Im­me­di­ately af­ter these lun­cheons, he would re­turn to the club un­seen and record in key words the con­ver­sa­tion in his note­book. He used a prim­i­tive ci­pher that posed no prob­lems for an ex­pert but left an or­di­nary reader un­able to un­der­stand any­thing. He then com­posed a memo in cues and sent it to a post of­fice box that led to Pe­ter’s of­fice. When, af­ter a few weeks, he wished to speak to the club man­ager and in­quired how he could set­tle his ac­count, the man­ager smiled be­nignly and said Lord Pem­broke re­served that priv­i­lege. Pe­ter smirked when Jack spoke to him about it, say­ing that some­times it was to the Earl’s ad­van­tage to be sin­gled out. He brushed aside Jack’s ob­jec­tions. Af­ter all, you work for the Crown with­out con­tract or pay, so these bills are the least they could do. He em­pha­sized how pleased he was to read Jack’s memos. That, he said, was a good start. Then he piv­oted to the bor­dello and let Jack tell him what the fe­male agents at the bor­dello were like. With his eyes closed, he lis­tened to how the girls be­haved when they fucked, what they were par­tic­u­larly good at, and what they liked them­selves.


Jack had a full sched­ule, cram­ming for fi­nal ex­ams and learn­ing in­for­ma­tion gath­er­ing and anal­y­sis, which was highly in­ter­est­ing. He didn’t mind at all if class­mates grum­bled be­cause he asked so of­ten. But he sensed that this was ex­actly what in­ter­ested him. His fel­low stu­dents wanted shoot­ing, rope climb­ing, and house fight­ing. He was only marginally in­ter­ested in that. When the oth­ers rushed to the shoot­ing range, he en­gaged the lec­turer in two‐hour con­ver­sa­tions, about why, how, and why not. He sharp­ened his think­ing, learned how to cross‐ref­er­ence and when to use hooks to get to the tar­get. He wanted to learn the best in­ter­ro­ga­tion tech­niques, how to turn en­emy agents, which po­lit­i­cal events mat­tered and which didn’t. How to spot false, in­ac­cu­rate or ma­nip­u­lated mes­sages and how to pro­ceed to get clar­ity. If his fel­low stu­dents had known how much his ques­tion­ing af­fected the class, they would have lynched him.


In early March, Pe­ter in­structed him to take time off im­me­di­ately for 3 or 4 days, at Jane’s, the Acad­emy, etc. Pe­ter had a car­riage take him to Mor­ri­son Manor House south of Lon­don. At ground level and on the floors, it was an or­di­nary manor house, such as there were thou­sands of in the king­dom. But he was es­corted to the lift and taken down. Even the el­e­va­tor boy car­ried a pis­tol con­cealed in his hol­ster. Once down­stairs, his name was en­tered into a list, and he de­nied the ques­tion of whether he was armed. Then they went through wind­ing cor­ri­dors to a huge un­der­ground hall. Jack was left breath­less. Men and women worked at dozens of desks, tele­graphs clacked, type­writ­ers ticked, and tele­phone calls filled the air with a deaf­en­ing ca­coph­ony. On two sides of the hall, men and women worked at huge black­boards as if in a bet­ting shop or stock ex­change. 


Jack found Pe­ter in one of the par­ti­tioned sec­tions. Pe­ter was on the phone and speak­ing into a mi­cro­phone, wav­ing Jack over and point­ing to a chair. Jack sat down and pricked up his ears. Pe­ter talked on the phone in French, spoke Ital­ian into the mi­cro­phone, and made his notes in Eng­lish. He passed notes in be­tween to a mute as­sis­tant, who ran off with them and re­turned at a run, with or with­out such notes, and placed the notes on Pe­ter’s desk. Rarely did the slip of pa­per re­main in front of Pe­ter; most were ar­ranged by the as­sis­tant in the long rows of slips of pa­per on the desk. Pe­ter ended the call and turned off the mike, skimmed the new slips of pa­per and nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion. 


He greeted Jack with a hand­shake and said, Op­er­a­tion Ne­fer­titi. We are in Italy, Rome. It is for the safety of the de­posed King Faruq of Egypt. Our op­po­nent the Egyp­tian ser­vice, they want to elim­i­nate Faruq. Our friends, Ital­ian and French ser­vices, co­op­er­a­tive but lit­tle en­gaged. We were pro­tec­tive power of Egypt, so we in­ter­fere. Mia Girotti will guide you, just soak up all the in­for­ma­tion and send your opin­ion di­rectly to me. Oh, the phone! Take care, Jack! Pe­ter spoke on the phone in Ital­ian and turned away. Jack tried to un­der­stand Pe­ter’s Ital­ian, but he could only make out a few snatches. It was about some ho­tel and bou­tique on Via Veneto. Jack looked up and a young girl he rec­og­nized im­me­di­ately beck­oned him to fol­low. She led him to a work­sta­tion within sight of Pe­ter, pulled up a sec­ond chair and they sat down. Shak­ing hands, she said her name, Mia Girotti, and he said his. He added, we know each other from Op­Cent, from the Bor­dello. She nod­ded, I rec­og­nized you, but I couldn’t place you. She smiled. This is not a bor­dello, we are to pro­tect Faruq and lead our peo­ple. My place, my rules. How good is your Ital­ian? she asked and he replied, Niente. Noth­ing. 


She im­me­di­ately de­cided, I’ll do the phone, you do the map. There is a big map of Rome, the red pins are ours, the yel­low ones are our armed com­man­dos. The green ones are the Ital­ians, the white ones are French. The black ones are Egyp­tians and their part­ners. When I’m on the phone, I dic­tate key­words to you. You write in block let­ters, Eng­lish. When I point, you raise a hand with the pa­per and let the aide pick it up. You con­cen­trate on the large card and re­port to me the change on this small card. When I ask, you show me the change with the tip of the pen­cil. And don’t screw up the card for me, I was just able to grab one when I learned to get an aide. He gri­maced. Ohh, pen­cil only and no lip­stick! Mia laughed briefly, then said Go! be­cause her phone was blink­ing. Jack looked at the large map and noted ex­actly when a pin was moved. With a wave of his hand, the off­set was re­peated again, just once. He lis­tened for Mia’s rapid Ital­ian and did not miss any of her short Eng­lish spo­ken cues and phrases. The work de­manded full con­cen­tra­tion, but was not dif­fi­cult. The notes that were sup­posed to be signed with Mia G., he drew with Mia + Jack. He stuck out his tongue when Mia made a com­ment. She was cheer­ful de­spite the con­cen­tra­tion and liked to laugh, even on the phone. 


Mia said in one of the short breaks, Faruq had only one vice. Eat­ing, drink­ing and young girls. Jack grinned and shrugged, so an ex‐king with pocket money. She looked at him fixedly. He un­der­stood young to mean those from 12 to 16, they must not be older. He be­came se­ri­ous. I don’t eat green ap­ples, he said with a grin, I can wait un­til they are ripe, red and juicy. And have nice breasts! He looked demon­stra­tively at Mia’s big breasts. She thanked him with a tiny smile for the com­pli­ment, but the phone blinked. Then, af­ter long hours, a beep. Mia mur­mured to Jack, re­lieve me! and con­tin­ued to talk on the phone. There was move­ment all around, the re­lief went off un­spec­tac­u­larly. Jack glanced at Pe­ter, but he seemed to con­tinue. Jack wrote a fi­nal note with Mia’s cues and drew Mia + Jack, Over and Out. Mia gave the young beard­less a few cues and pointed her fin­ger at a num­ber on the phone list. Jack waited, stand­ing, un­til she fin­ished. 


Mia walked ahead through quiet con­crete cor­ri­dors un­til they were in a small din­ing room. The si­lence re­ally hurt his ears af­ter the noise. It was like the din­ing hall at uni­ver­sity, only the food was classes bet­ter. He passed the beer and wine and took a bot­tle of wa­ter, Mia took a small jug of red wine. He walked to one of the smaller ta­bles with his tray, which had half a roast chicken with sauce and rice on it. Mia fol­lowed, she had cho­sen a large salad bowl and yo­gurt. We have ex­actly 8 hours off, she said, sleep, brush teeth and eat break­fast in ex­actly — she glanced at her sin­fully ex­pen­sive wrist­watch — 7 hours 45 min­utes. At the sig­nal, we must be at the door to the op­er­at­ing room. 


They ate chat­ting, he told a lit­tle of his back­ground and that he would be a doc­tor in six months and then work at St. Anne’s for two years on pro­ba­tion. She said that her fam­ily made Ital­ian fur­ni­ture near Lon­don, 350 em­ploy­ees. Her two older broth­ers had stud­ied eco­nom­ics and man­age­ment and would soon take over the fac­tory from her fa­ther. She could have lived as a jet‐set­ting‐princess, ac­cord­ing to her par­ents, but she pre­ferred to study Ital­ian lit­er­a­ture and even took her in­ter­pret­ing diploma. Two years ago she had come to the Op­Cent be­cause of a stupid thing and was trained as an agent there. He smiled. The stupid thing was prob­a­bly a wrong­ful ar­rest for al­leged pros­ti­tu­tion? he in­ter­jected ques­tion­ingly and she blanched, vis­i­bly shaken. How did…? He lied, “page 78 in the train­ing man­ual. How to make a girl an agent.” He’d made that up, but it was that in­tu­ition that Pe­ter en­vied. 


He was calmly fin­ish­ing his chicken, she had pushed the salad bowl aside and was drink­ing the red wine. She was smok­ing and he could tell she was seething with anger in­side. The ac­cu­sa­tion of pros­ti­tu­tion was shit, of course, Mia said press­edly. I never fucked for money, hon­est! she paused for a long time and added, I only took jew­els and jew­elry, the judge didn’t know that, of course. She thought for a mo­ment. The Op­Cent was just right for me, the train­ing is highly in­ter­est­ing and we don’t screw for money, only for points. They both had to laugh, and the eaters around them looked dis­ap­prov­ing. She low­ered her voice. Don’t know why I didn’t tar­get you, she said mus­ingly. He meant, you must have no­ticed that I wasn’t throw­ing my­self at the girls like stupid, some must have thought I was gay. I’m not, I just wanted to get the points to the girls. I didn’t need points, I just wanted the girls. I got them, ev­ery time. 


Mia smiled as he spoke. So, did you get tricked into pros­ti­tu­tion too? she asked and Jack shook his head. It is very com­pli­cated, he said, chew­ing the chicken meat, just this much, al­ready my fa­ther was in Lord Wals­ing­ham’s ser­vice. He en­light­ened her, Wals­ing­ham founded the se­cret ser­vice un­der Queen Eliz­a­beth I, Eliz­a­beth the Vir­gin Queen. All this around he started 450 years ago. We’re not here be­cause we love King Faruq. We’re here for the king­dom, for the Queen. And, be­cause Wals­ing­ham re­al­ized there had to be a se­cret ser­vice. And, be­cause the Queen re­al­ized per­fectly well that Wals­ing­ham was the right man for the job. Jack was glad that he had clev­erly dodged her ques­tions about his pros­ti­tute sta­tus. He had fin­ished din­ner, or was it lunch? and they were tak­ing the dishes to the rack.


Once again, Mia led the way, through the con­crete cor­ri­dors. She’d been here 11 days, she said, and he noted he had to leave so quickly that he hadn’t packed a suit­case. She said that he could find fresh linen in the room, also a sec­ond pil­low and blan­kets. With us girls, all this is in the left closet. The tooth­brushes are orig­i­nal, I hon­estly don’t know about the tooth­paste. Soap and towel you can find even with­out in­struc­tions. Next to the bed is an alarm clock, set it! They had ar­rived, she pointed to a door with a dark flower. Your room, she pointed to the room op­po­site, with a white flower on the door, mine. She looked at him from the side. I don’t need to set the alarm if you set it for us! He had seen it com­ing, she had been flirt­ing with him all along. Just give me 5 min­utes, he said, so I can wash my face and cock. She smiled brightly, and if you spot the shower be­hind the right closet, you can even shower. I need a shower now, def­i­nitely! 


Jack show­ered in no time. He sat naked on the sim­ple mil­i­tary bed and waited with his heart beat­ing with joy. She knocked and scur­ried in, cov­ered only with a towel. She dropped the towel as he rose. They hugged and kissed, even­tu­ally fall­ing onto the bed. She checked the alarm clock and shook her head fran­ti­cally, oh you men! and set the alarm. Mia was very slim, this showed off her large firm breasts well. She had shaved her dark pu­bic hair off to the side, Jack had heard that was called a land­ing strip. Her pu­bic area looked like a young girl’s, nei­ther clit nor labia mi­nora were vis­i­ble. 


Jack stroked and ca­ressed her un­til her breath­ing was shal­low. As they fucked with plea­sure, she whis­pered, af­ter 11 nights of heavy mas­tur­bat­ing I just needed it! They fucked for quite a long time un­til he felt the squirt ris­ing. I need to squirt now, he gasped and she nod­ded, Yes, okay, you can squirt! and grabbed her clit. She quickly and skill­fully brought her­self to or­gasm and let him thrust and squirt into her or­gasm. They lay close to­gether and he asked how old she was. Twenty‐six, in two months. She didn’t count the men, she replied, there must have been hun­dreds by now, but she wouldn’t care. She prob­a­bly didn’t go into mar­riage a vir­gin, she grinned. She pre­ferred to live by the motto Carpe Diem and Jack, shot like a pis­tol, et noctem! They were still laugh­ing softly when there was a knock. Quick‐wit­ted, Jack pulled the blan­ket over Mia and im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized Pe­ter’s lion’s mane as the door opened. Pe­ter stopped, puz­zled. Mia got off the bed and gave Pe­ter plenty of time to look at her beau­ti­ful body, then picked up the towel and left. Jack rec­og­nized the body­guard, who stood mo­tion­less with his back to the door, watch­ing.


Pe­ter grabbed the stool and sat down. All in the green, so far the Egyp­tians have kept quiet. But they would not leave Faruq alone. They dis­cussed some de­tails and Jack ex­pressed his sus­pi­cion that the Egyp­tians were still pre­par­ing and not yet ex­e­cut­ing. Pe­ter asked. Well, Jack said, there are just un­der 20 black nee­dles. They are about evenly dis­trib­uted in the ex­tended perime­ter of down­town. They form groups of 2 and three. They go to cafes, shop­ping, movies. Only one group was meant for ex­e­cu­tion, the oth­ers are on standby for emer­gen­cies and to keep us busy. The black nee­dles, who were in charge of ex­e­cu­tion, we prob­a­bly don’t even have on the map yet. Jack was silent, Pe­ter was silent. How do we find the miss­ing ones? Pe­ter asked and Jack shrugged, he had no idea. One thing must be clear to us, Jack said, we won’t rec­og­nize the as­sas­si­na­tion un­til the very last mo­ment. Some black nee­dles will go to Ter­mini cen­tral train  sta­tion, oth­ers to Fi­u­mi­cino air­port. In this time it goes: bang!


Pe­ter nod­ded, he had come that far too. He had or­dered to tie a tight cor­don around Ter­mini and Fi­u­mi­cino. Jack nod­ded, but wanted to know two things. How many were di­rectly on Faruq, and how many on the peo­ple feed­ing the girls to Faruq? 8 to 10 around Faruq, the white slavers had been se­cu­rity checked by the Ital­ians be­fore Faruq ar­rived. Could we put more peo­ple around Faruq and watch the girl traf­fick­ers ev­ery step of the way, Jack asked. We don’t know the miss­ing black nee­dles, but if the ex­tra men and women around Faruq keep their eyes open, they will spot them. Maybe. One crow rec­og­nizes an­other among many flamin­gos, doves and spar­rows. As for the white slavers, if I were them, I’d tackle it there. They have no morals, only cash counts there. Not about the kitchen, not about the se­cu­rity guards, not about the ser­vice staff. Also, check what of­fi­cial ap­pear­ances Faruq was sched­uled to make. Sniper. Did we check, none, Pe­ter said, scrib­bling some­thing in his note­book. The night is short, he said get­ting up, I need a cap of sleep. He pointed his chin to­ward Mia’s door. Do what you have to do, but do it soon. Jack waited a few min­utes be­fore open­ing Mia’s room door in his Adam cos­tume.


When the bed­side lamp was turned on, he im­me­di­ately re­al­ized that she was not Mia. This woman was de­cid­edly twice his age and smiled kindly at him, the way women smile when a naked man with an erec­tion un­ex­pect­edly stands in the bed­room. She slowly pulled the blan­ket aside and shifted a bit. He didn’t get a word out and turned to leave, but she made a negat­ing sound and plod­ded with the flat of her hand on the sheet. Here, my boy! she sig­nal­ized. A woman in her mid‐fifties with an invit­ing body. He didn’t need a sec­ond to think, then he climbed into bed with her. She bent over his cock with­out a word and made it stiff with her mouth and hand in no time. She gave him nice French kisses while pulling him on top of her and be­tween her open legs. They fucked word­lessly and she rubbed her clit as they fucked. She or­gasmed within no time and kept rub­bing to the next. It took him 20 min­utes to cum. She no­ticed and stopped mas­tur­bat­ing. He gasped, I’m about to cum and she stroked his head, go ahead and cum, my boy, go ahead and cum! She moth­erly stroked his hair and whis­pered all the time, just squirt, keep squirt­ing and don’t stop squirt­ing. Her vagina greed­ily sucked up his se­men and with one hand on his ass she pressed it deep and rhyth­mi­cally in­side her. One fin­ger pressed deep into his ass­hole and made him squirt again. Af­ter that she em­braced his cock and rubbed the last drops into her vagina with her hand for min­utes. She gasped with greed and horni­ness and rubbed his cock vig­or­ously un­til it was com­pletely flac­cid. They lay side by side in si­lence for a few more min­utes, then he stood up. He looked at her naked body, which was very wom­anly and invit­ing. He al­ready knew her densely hairy pu­bic, her breasts were not lush and hung down sadly. He opened his mouth to say some­thing nice, but her friendly smile rested on his cock. He smiled back and nod­ded ap­pre­cia­tively, then went to sleep. They had not ex­changed a sin­gle word.


Af­ter break­fast, he went to the op room and waited for the sign. Mia was al­ready in her seat, talk­ing on the phone. He waited for the sig­nal and went to her, stroking the back of her hand in greet­ing and look­ing at the board. He rec­og­nized the cor­dons around the main sta­tion and the road to the air­port. The white flag mark­ing Faruq’s lo­ca­tion was now loosely sur­rounded by 20, 24, no 26 red pins. A yel­low one marked that an armed com­mando was near or in the base­ment of Faruq’s ho­tel. The Ital­ians and French were in a heap, ap­par­ently still eat­ing break­fast. The Eng­lish were on their own. Mia ended the con­ver­sa­tion and they fi­nally greeted each other. Mia said the French were gath­er­ing at the meet­ing place, co­or­di­nat­ing the day’s sched­ule with the Ital­ians. Over brioches and cof­fee, Jack said with a grin, star­ing at the map. He couldn’t look Mia in the eye, not af­ter that night. Lit­tle was hap­pen­ing and time was pass­ing slowly. The sig­nal sounded, they were re­lieved. They went to the din­ing hall, ate com­fort­ably, and Jack laid out his the­o­ries and con­jec­tures be­fore Mia. She was one of the bright­est women he had yet met at Op­Cent. She had al­most as broad an ed­u­ca­tion as Jane and un­der­stood his ideas im­me­di­ately. They con­tin­ued their qui­etly con­ducted de­bate in his room. Mia said this 8‐hour ro­ta­tion would con­tinue un­til the end of the op­er­a­tion; they needed ev­ery minute of sleep. They show­ered, and Jack noted that un­seen ser­vants had cleaned the room and re­stocked the laun­dry.


It was nice fuck­ing Mia. Again, she mas­tur­bated only just be­fore he squirted and let him thrust and squirt into her or­gasm. She said that was her thing, that was best for her. Un­for­tu­nately, many men were of­fended when she wanted to mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing, she said. She usu­ally kicked these men out in­stantly. She wanted to know why Sir Pe­ter had shown up yes­ter­day, he was the boss of the whole op­er­a­tion. He re­mained vague, say­ing that he was one of his in­struc­tors and wanted to hear his the­ory, which he had ex­plained to Mia at lunch. Din­ner, she cor­rected, there is only din­ner, sleep, break­fast and work here, in 8‐hour‐cy­cles. The fuck­ing, not to men­tion, he jok­ingly in­ter­jected. She nod­ded and stroked his cock, but he still needed time to re­gen­er­ate, he said.


He told her about the ad­ven­ture af­ter­wards. Mia laughed at the top of her lungs, good Lilly got an ex­tra‐ser­vice! Mia was not jeal­ous for a mo­ment and re­ported that she had heard fuck­ing noises in the mid­dle of the night, but had not paid any at­ten­tion to it, it was horny, but not sooo horny. Lilly worked in the tele­phone ex­change and was also a wire­tap spe­cial­ist. She was al­ready over fifty, but had ob­vi­ously taken care of her fig­ure. She was mar­ried to an older in­side agent and had three grown chil­dren. And, Mia asked, how was she in bed? Jack read­ily told of the fuck­ing, that she mas­tur­bated through­out and had made sev­eral nice or­gasms. How she had en­cour­aged him to squirt and had stroked him moth­erly and gen­tly while he squirted. That she ap­par­ently must be a fru­gal house­wife be­cause she had milked the last drops into her vagina very vig­or­ously for min­utes. Summa sum­marum, he summed up, Lilly was very good in bed, but she rarely got fucked lately. In­tu­ition, he said, just a guess. He fucked Mia again, the girl was re­ally an ex­cel­lent part­ner in fuck­ing. They slept close to­gether un­til the alarm rat­tled. 


The next five shifts went the same way as this one. Eng­lish and Egyp­tian leered at each other and there were no sig­nif­i­cant changes. At din­ner, Mia told him she wanted to sleep alone tonight. The surgery had thrown off her pill’s rhythm and she didn’t want to risk any­thing. He nod­ded and she leaned over to whis­per in his ear that he should go to Lilly! He nod­ded and calmly ate his In­dian style chicken. The kitchen was unique and served dif­fer­ently pre­pared chicken ev­ery 8 hours. He would try the beef next time, al­though he knew the Eng­lish didn’t un­der­stand beef any more than Scan­di­na­vians un­der­stood pizza. They went to their rooms, say­ing good­bye with fierce French kisses. Jack show­ered ex­ten­sively and sat down on the bed. He could go over to Mia, but he had no idea if she liked hand­jobs or mouth fuck­ing. He de­cided to go with Lilly. 


He knocked softly and en­tered her room, clos­ing the door. Lilly awoke and turned on the small light. Her broad smile re­vealed that he was wel­come. He slipped into bed with her and the fuck­ing went the same as be­fore. They smoked and he said he knew her, Lilly from the switch­board, his name was Jack and he worked as a trainee doc­tor at St. Anne’s. He ques­tioned her cu­ri­ously and she con­firmed she hadn’t screwed in at least ten or twelve years, un­til just now. She thought highly of the mar­riage vows, but they were at war now. She was a lec­turer at Kings Col­lege in civil­ian life and taught four lan­guages. She was flu­ent in French, Span­ish, Ital­ian, and Ara­bic, and lis­tened to 8 hours of Rome con­ver­sa­tions per shift. We are at war, Jack, the Egyp­tians are pre­par­ing for a bloody at­tack, al­though she had not been able to learn any de­tails so far. 


He brought the lan­guage back to sex. She em­pha­sized that she usu­ally re­spected the mar­riage vows, af­ter all she mas­tur­bated of­ten ev­ery evening and when needed she also rubbed her hus­band, be­cause he only wanted to be made to squirt with her hand. Even for the con­cep­tion of her chil­dren, she had ma­neu­vered his cock into her vagina and made him squirt with her hand. Be­fore that she was of­ten in the field and in the war, there were other men. She blushed grace­fully when he asked her. There must have been 10 in the war and in the field, she whis­pered, or more. But be­fore mar­riage there were only two or three, she had started screw­ing very early, at 19. Fi­nally, he wanted to know what her fa­vorite po­si­tion was when fuck­ing. I don’t know, she said, red in the face, maybe the dog po­si­tion and you use your fin­ger in my ass­hole. She looked at him very shyly and he kissed her in­ti­mately. Let’s do it like this then, he de­cided. She took his cock in her mouth and made it stiff rub­bing. 


Some­what un­steadily she got on all fours and he pen­e­trated her vagina from be­hind. His in­dex fin­ger quickly found her ass­hole and he fucked her as she had said. She propped her­self up on her el­bow and had one hand free. She mas­tur­bated from start to fin­ish and had count­less or­gasms, moan­ing with horni­ness, greed and lust. He fucked very long and gasped, I have to squirt! She lay down on her back in a flash and said coo­ing, just squirt, my love, squirt as much as you can! She in­serted his cock into her vagina and rubbed it vig­or­ously. Go ahead and squirt, my boy, go ahead and squirt, she gasped. For min­utes she rubbed his cock with slow, en­er­getic move­ments to get ev­ery last drop. He con­tin­ued to fuck her in this po­si­tion with his flag­ging cock, watch­ing very closely as she mas­tur­bated. Her clit was very small like Veronika’s and she mas­tur­bated in the same way. He felt the vi­o­lent work­ing of her vagina in or­gasm. They kissed for a long time and he replied, Yes, maybe to­mor­row too, then he went to his room. 


How sur­prised he was, how­ever, that Mia was sleep­ing on his bed. He lay down with her, his chest pressed against her back. Drowsy, she begged him to tell. He told ev­ery­thing, ev­ery de­tail, and Mia reached be­tween her legs in the side po­si­tion. She mas­tur­bated slowly and plea­sur­ably with her legs closed, lis­ten­ing to him half asleep. She kept her legs closed un­til the end and had her rub­bing hand trapped be­tween her legs. When he had fin­ished, she rubbed her­self very quickly, mak­ing her ass wig­gle, and Jack pen­e­trated her vagina from be­hind. He didn’t move, en­joy­ing her rub­bing and her gen­tle or­gasm. He kissed her on the neck and turned out the light. 


For sev­eral more cy­cles this re­peated it­self. Lilly got won­der­ful or­gasms in the doggy po­si­tion, ly­ing on her back to let him  squirt in­side her vagina and rub­bing him as he squirted. Go ahead and squirt, my boy, she breathed in his ear, squirt deep in­side me! She rubbed him while he squirted and then con­tin­ued to do so un­til his cock had gone com­pletely limp. A lit­tle later, he whis­pered all the de­tails and teas­ing into Mia’s ear as she mas­tur­bated her­self to sleep.


A few shifts later, it was March 18, 1965, Jack would never for­get that date. No sooner had Mia and he re­lieved the oth­ers than he grabbed Mia’s arm and pointed to the board. Those re­lieved must have been asleep! He al­ready had a piece of pa­per in his hand and wrote NOW!!! on it in big let­ters. He waved the note un­til Pe­ter no­ticed and sent a run­ner to him. While the run­ner was still run­ning, Jack pointed to the board, in­di­cated move­ment to the main train sta­tion and the air­port, and stood up. Pe­ter im­me­di­ately made two phone calls, called sev­eral peo­ple, and looked at Jack shak­ing his head. He pointed to the phone and called Mia’s num­ber. Pe­ter said all the bases re­ported NOTH­ING. Not a sin­gle Egyp­tian even close to the ho­tel. Jack was des­per­ate. The move­ments of the black nee­dles were so dis­tinct, he could have screamed! He waved good­bye to Pe­ter and ended the call. The shift ended un­changed, he ate din­ner with Mia and rushed to his room with her. He was very ag­i­tated and needed im­me­di­ate re­lax­ation. They fucked fast and fu­ri­ous, twice in a row. He could, he wanted it a third time, Mia looked at him crit­i­cally but didn’t say a word to the berserker fuck­ing. 


In the mid­dle of the act there was a knock and Pe­ter en­tered. Jack took a few sec­onds and stopped fuck­ing. They dis­en­gaged from each other and cov­ered up in­stantly. Pe­ter waved off, Mia should stay. Mia sat up and didn’t care that the blan­ket slid aside. Pe­ter looked at her naked­ness, beau­ti­ful breasts and her wet hole with plea­sure and re­ported. He had seen Jack’s des­per­a­tion and de­cided to send two agents di­rectly to the ho­tel. They and two of Faruq’s ser­vants dis­cov­ered the dead king and his 14‐year‐old girl, also dead. He had been poi­soned with ricin in the lemon­ade, as later in­ves­ti­ga­tions re­vealed. The girl had brought the lemon­ade with her in three bot­tles, and they had ap­par­ently not checked them care­fully. Pre­sum­ably, the girl had not known about the poi­son, since she did not know the king. Fi­nally, Pe­ter said that the me­dia had been in­formed that Faruq had suc­cumbed to a stroke in Capri. It sounded less puffery than that they had been un­able to pre­vent an as­sas­si­na­tion in the mid­dle of the cap­i­tal. Pe­ter’s eyes broke away from Mia’s wet lit­tle hole and looked firmly into Jack’s. You must ad­mit that you have this spe­cial gift! and with­out wait­ing for an an­swer he stood up. Jack was very af­fected and Mia did not un­der­stand the last re­mark. 


And now, Pe­ter said with a grin, carry on, chil­dren! But this was not to be thought of. Jack and Mia got dressed and hur­ried into the Op­Room. The agents stood in clus­ters and dis­cussed. The loud buzzing was quite dif­fer­ent from the ca­coph­ony that had pre­vailed in the Op­Room un­til now. They moved to­gether or sep­a­rately from group to group, lis­ten­ing and ask­ing ques­tions. Ev­ery­one ex­pressed them­selves com­pletely freely; there were no se­crets here. The con­sen­sus was that the Ital­ians had screwed up. They had only tested one of the bot­tles, the king’s cup­bearer and taster had only tasted this lemon­ade. The girl had been brought here just to get fucked by the fat King, no one sus­pected any­thing. She had been thor­oughly and full of horni­ness groped sev­eral times and her ori­fices in­spected by grin­ning and horny agents. The girl, made docile by pills, was help­lessly at the mercy of the over­weight fat toad, the royal ped­erast help­lessly at the mercy of the poi­son. No one mourned him, he was a mis­er­able pig. But he was their pack­age, their ward. May the fail­ure not have been their fault, they had lost the pack­age, Pe­riod.


Some agents were still on the phone with ra­dio sta­tions and news­pa­per ed­i­tors, the cover story was spread, the dead girl was never men­tioned. Since the cause of death was al­ter­nately stroke and heart at­tack, it made for a good mix of dif­fer­ent nar­ra­tives. Capri was good, the ex‐king loved Capri, Capri had no clinic where the king could have been saved. Capri would not be hurt by a dead king; an as­sas­si­na­tion in the city’s most ex­clu­sive ho­tel would be a dis­as­ter. An agent ap­proached Jack. Sir Pe­ter would be wait­ing in the drive­way in twenty min­utes and would gladly take him. Be­fore he could even say peep! the agent had dis­ap­peared in the thick of the crowd. He was look­ing for Mia. I have to see the boss and then go home, he said. The best lies me­an­der very close to the truth, he re­minded him­self. Mia asked, and he nod­ded, he just wants to see me. She hugged him for a tenth of a sec­ond and whis­pered, I’ll see you again, I hope. He whis­pered back, hope­fully there will be more than just see­ing each other, and she gave him a friendly peck. They shared a fleet­ing kiss, then he left.


He waited out­side the cov­ered en­trance, smok­ing. He was an­noyed that he had be­come a chain smoker dur­ing the last few days. The cab stopped, he stubbed out the cig­a­rette. Sir Pe­ter’s cab was a well‐cam­ou­flaged ve­hi­cle and had a few ex­tras. It was prob­a­bly the only one in all of Lon­don, maybe even the coun­try, that had a ra­dio tele­phone. He waited un­til the chauf­feur had stowed Pe­ter’s lug­gage in the com­part­ment and sat down op­po­site Pe­ter. The drive to Jack’s house took over an hour, Pe­ter had his notepad open and was jot­ting down point by point what he needed to get done to end Op­er­a­tion Ne­fer­titi. Who got which re­port, who had to be in­formed per­son­ally, who only by phone. To whom did he have to com­mu­ni­cate his con­clu­sions. Eval­u­a­tion of the op­er­at­ing room, the ac­com­mo­da­tions, the room ser­vice. The cof­fee once tasted a lit­tle salty (sea­wa­ter?), even for such tri­fles you have to take your time, Pe­ter said.


He read each item aloud and dis­cussed it with Jack where nec­es­sary. But Jack un­der­stood most of the steps even with­out ex­pla­na­tion. At one point, when he said it was such a bloated de­vice, Pe­ter nod­ded and shrugged. It’s too early for re­form, Jack. At Jack’s ob­jec­tion that this or that one was a bot­tle af­ter all, he shook his head thought­fully. Not at all, Jack, not at all! Be­ing taken for a sucker is one of the most ef­fec­tive dis­guises! Jack re­mained silent, there was still so much to learn. Pe­ter flipped his note­book shut, af­ter your PhD you must as­sist me with all this to be fit for your fu­ture.


Tran­si­tion­ally, he asked how it was with Lilly. Jack raised his head in amaze­ment, but he an­swered straight­for­wardly how it had come about. Pe­ter laughed, wrong door, my ass! The girls switched rooms in a flash, you sim­ple­ton, a typ­i­cal Lilly’s ma­neu­ver, I know it! Jack looked at him pierc­ingly and Pe­ter said with a hint of em­bar­rass­ment, we knew each other in the war…. known each other. Jack smiled, Lilly and the mar­riage vows, I’m laugh­ing! He told Pe­ter any­way what Lilly had con­fided in him. Pe­ter nod­ded, most of it was true, only there were many more af­fairs be­fore she got mar­ried, as well as dur­ing the war, al­though she was al­ready mar­ried then. A whole lot more. She was one of the most de­sir­able and will­ing in White­hall. Per­haps she was ashamed of it and there­fore em­bel­lished the story. That she hadn’t screwed in the past 12 years was true, I know from her hus­band. He would have known im­me­di­ately if the hus­band had lied. And since she held a sen­si­tive po­si­tion, any ex­tra­mar­i­tal screw­ing would have been men­tioned in the re­ports. 


Pe­ter changed the sub­ject again. Be aware, Jack, that you can­not have a girl un­no­ticed. That should not stop you at all, take them all. Just know that it will never be se­cret. If you know that, you won’t make any mis­takes. None are worth mak­ing a mis­take. Pe­ter held his gaze. For how long? Un­til you’re in con­se­crated ground, Pe­ter said with­out think­ing. Even if you don’t want to co­op­er­ate, and in prin­ci­ple you can still de­cide that, you’ll never come down from the list of not‐so‐im­por­tant peo­ple. It is im­per­a­tive for the ser­vice to know about their peo­ple, from the chauf­feur to the head hon­cho. That’s been true since Wals­ing­ham and it re­mains true. It is a sen­si­ble thing to do, re­mem­ber George Blake, be­cause if we had paid bet­ter at­ten­tion it would not have come to this. 


They had ar­rived out­side Jack’s house and the chauf­feur turned off the en­gine and got out. Jack asked if he wanted to come in for a drink, but Pe­ter de­clined with thanks. He rum­maged a pack­age out of his pocket. It was your birth­day last week and you couldn’t cel­e­brate be­cause of Op­er­a­tion Ne­fer­titi. Jack ac­cepted the box and thanked him. Pe­ter mo­tioned him to open it. It was a gold‐plated Por­tugieser wrist­watch. He had kept look­ing at the dis­play on the way to the hos­pi­tal and had thought about buy­ing this beau­ti­ful Swiss watch. A doc­tor needed a wrist­watch with a sec­ond hand. Sur­veil­lance has its good points, Jack mut­tered. Pe­ter knocked on the win­dow, I have to go on. They said good­bye and Jack went into the house. He had been gone 12 days, and ev­ery day Pe­ter’s of­fice had called Jane to say that Sir Pe­ter and Jack were well.


The next morn­ing he cel­e­brated his 26th birth­day with Jane, Rose had pro­vided del­i­ca­cies early that morn­ing and served them a fes­tive late break­fast. He had re­ceived from Jane a gold ring, which was worn on the lit­tle fin­ger at that time. The light blue stone was adorned with a fan­ci­ful crest, and a J C was en­graved on it. “Je­sus Christ!” ex­claimed Jack the­atri­cally, and Jane au­to­mat­i­cally cor­rected, No, Jack Craw­ley. Then she laughed be­cause she had fallen for him. Then he put the lit­tle black box on the ta­ble, from Un­cle Pe­ter. He took the beau­ti­ful watch and put it on. It was a pre­cious piece and he liked it very much. Jane picked up the watch, looked at it from all sides. Glass bot­tom, you can re­ally see in­side. She no­ticed the en­grav­ing. 


For Jack Craw­ley by Pe­ter Lord Moss­ley
.

Jack had a lump in his throat and saved him­self with the help of the cof­fee cup.


He had fin­ished his stud­ies, was third best out of 167 stu­dents, and in 10 days was the cer­e­mo­nial grad­u­a­tion. He had not seen Pe­ter since Op­er­a­tion Ne­fer­titi and told him about the grad­u­a­tion via of­fice mes­sage. He would be happy if he could come. He had sent Veronika the train ticket and ex­pected her in a week. It was Veronika’s sec­ond visit to Lon­don, the first time he and Jane had taken turns guid­ing her to the tourist high­lights. They had cleaned out his room and made up his bach­e­lor bed for her. Still, the three of them woke up in Jane’s big bed ev­ery morn­ing. Rose was blind­sided when Jack in­tro­duced her to his mother, surely this was the woman in the nude pic­tures!? She greeted the Lady Veron­ica, oc­ca­sion­ally ad­dress­ing her as Mi­lady. Veron­ica was in­se­cure and in re­turn ad­dressed her as Lady Rose and Mi­lady, se­ri­ously, she didn’t know any bet­ter. Rose didn’t dare cor­rect Lady Veron­ica. Jane and Jack laughed up­roar­i­ously when they were alone and per­formed Rose’s un­for­tu­nate court curt­sies. Lady Janet of the Crawlies and Sir Robert the Bruce, His High­ness the Baron Jacky of Craw­ley Cas­tle. They laughed tears. 


At Jack’s re­quest, Jane es­corted Veronika to a fash­ion bou­tique. Veronika’s fes­tive dress she brought with her was un­speak­ably tacky and red­neck. Jane fit­ted her for a beau­ti­ful dark blue dress that was ap­pro­pri­ate for the pe­riod. Jack had also got­ten a nice, sim­ple suit and had taken Rose with him. Of course she had to be there for the pro­mo­tion, no ar­gu­ments, Jack had said. If I had a dog, he would have to come too, he said, im­me­di­ately re­gret­ting the in­ap­pro­pri­ate com­par­i­son. Rose had not taken it neg­a­tively and protested, a dog would only make our Craw­ley Manor filthy! It was his first time in a ladies’ bou­tique, he stuck his head cheek­ily through the cur­tain. Rose got a red head from his half‐loudly in­sin­u­at­ing pig­ging out and paw­ing. She kept hav­ing to strip com­pletely naked to try on the new bras and fash­ion­able panties he had bought her ear­lier. She still had a beau­ti­ful body, ex­cept for her breasts. He made her try on dress af­ter dress, even though he had al­ready found the right one. With a heavy heart he fin­ished the cha­rade and sighed, Rose re­ally was a splen­did woman and fucked mas­ter­fully. 


Of course the al­ter­ations to Veronika’s dress weren’t fin­ished, of course not. Jane snatched the nearly fin­ished piece from the protest­ing seam­stress and raced home in a cab. In no time she fin­ished sewing it by hand and saved the sched­ule. Jane, Veronika and Rose looked very el­e­gant, Jane had made up Veronika from scratch so she looked sub­tle and not like a main porn at­trac­tion. They went to the Acad­emy in two cabs, in the first Jane and Jack, in the sec­ond Lady Veron­ica and Lady Rose. The cer­e­mony was car­ried through iron­clad ac­cord­ing to old tra­di­tion, the cer­e­mo­nial speeches in­ter­minable and the fan­fares blown by chubby‐cheeked boys, not from tape as in later times. Jack had not been able to dis­cover Pe­ter. The new doc­tors took the oath of Hip­pocrates, many the oath of Mai­monides. Only now he was Jack Craw­ley M.D. As they turned af­ter tak­ing the oath, 167 young men and women, to bow to the fes­tive guests, he no­ticed Pe­ter next to Jane. The fes­tive guests gave loud, pro­longed ap­plause. The young doc­tors de­flected past the dean’s ta­ble to re­ceive their cer­tifi­cates. Jack im­me­di­ately checked to make sure the three copies of the cer­tifi­cate re­ally bore his name, then walked out like ev­ery­one else. 


In the vestibule the hug­ging and kiss­ing, Veron­ica and Rose blub­bered into their hand­ker­chiefs. Jane beamed like a freshly pol­ished gold coin, Pe­ter just gave him a firm hand­shake. He took Jack aside for a mo­ment. Change of pro­gram, one went to the Coats of Arms. Jack’s eyes teared up, but Pe­ter re­as­sured him, he had al­ready can­celled Jack’s ta­ble reser­va­tion, end of de­bate. Pe­ter had vis­i­bly caught fire when Jane in­tro­duced him to Jack’s mother. Only his good breed­ing kept him from click­ing his tongue. The el­e­gant dress of the main porn  at­trac­tion was top fash­ion and re­vealed ev­ery­thing that was not hid­den un­der­neath. It didn’t take much imag­i­na­tion, af­ter all, the dress was de­signed pre­cisely to veil and re­veal the wearer’s phys­i­cal as­sets. Pe­ter al­most couldn’t take his eyes off her horny body. She was dis­creetly made up and that showed off her fem­i­nine fea­tures well. He had her hooked un­der im­me­di­ately and swung his classy walk­ing stick. To ac­com­mo­date her he spoke Ger­man. The oth­ers fol­lowed them and Jane ex­changed a mean­ing­ful look with Jack. He had hooked him­self un­der Jane and Rose, Rose clutch­ing the dark red doc­u­ment scroll like the crown trea­sure. The Coat of Arms was the best restau­rant in Lon­don at the time, and it was a mys­tery to Jack how Pe­ter had man­aged to get the small, sep­a­rate Vis­counts Room in this sin­fully ex­pen­sive es­tab­lish­ment. Ser­vice brought such a few con­ve­niences, Jack thought silently.


Pe­ter had or­dered a good meal. Know­ing that nei­ther Jane nor Jack liked soup, there were two ap­pe­tiz­ers, trout and seafood, then del­i­cate pink tourne­dos à la Rossini and a lemon ice cream sor­bet. Red wine went with ev­ery­thing, only Jane drank white. Pe­ter ended Veronika’s ef­fort to speak Eng­lish and had al­ready switched to Ger­man on the short walk here. Jack had not known un­til now that Pe­ter spoke Ger­man quite well, but re­ally he knew noth­ing about the man. All four of them com­pli­mented him on how per­sis­tent he had been in his stud­ies. He was re­ally very proud of that, but he raised his voice, with­out them four he would never have made it to be a doc­tor at just over 26. He sin­gled out Jane, who held him up and sup­ported him like a rock. Veron­ica, who had first got him into gram­mar school and en­cour­aged him to study in Lon­don, which meant a great per­sonal sac­ri­fice for her. Rose ran her house­hold with the pre­ci­sion of clock­work and was al­ways there for the bod­ily well‐fare of the mas­ter. Ev­ery­one ex­cept Veron­ica knew what was meant by bod­ily wel­fare. Jack gen­tly stroked her arm, for she was cry­ing again. Rose, you are the good soul of Craw­ley Manor and pas­sion­ately de­light to your mas­ter! And, Sir Pe­ter, you are the best un­cle we Craw­leys have, your sup­port has given Jane and me the good un­cle that fate has de­nied us. Jack stood up and raised his glass, to you all, to us all!


The other day Pe­ter whisked Veron­ica away for two days to show her the coun­try and its peo­ple. Jane and Jack ex­changed mean­ing­ful glances and per­suaded Veronika to go with him. She was brought home the other day tired but smil­ing. She was sur­prised be­cause Jane and Jack quizzed her on all the de­tails that night. Pe­ter re­mained an old‐school gen­tle­man the whole time, and sen­si­tively and pur­pose­fully tucked her into bed, where they spent 24 hours. Pe­ter had learned two new words, Schniedel­wutz and Fötzchen, when she had to tell him the story of her life, from the con­vent to her neigh­bor Heinz, who fucked her for a year with­out dam­ag­ing her hy­men. She left out the sex with Jack and gave a truth­ful ac­count of her work in the porn film in­dus­try. She was clear that she had al­ready passed 35 and was not good for this job for much longer. She didn’t need the money and she still had enough to re­tire. When she had told ev­ery­thing hon­estly and with­out make‐up, Jane said that thank God Pe­ter was still in such a good mood at his age and still en­joyed fuck­ing. Only the ugly scar on his loin still hurts him, Veronika said. Jack kissed Veronika on the fore­head and said, Thank you, that was a good work for his friend, the best he ever had. The other day, Jane gave Veronika a tour of the BBC, where she mar­veled at the state‐of‐the‐art new tele­vi­sion stu­dio. In the af­ter­noon, they vis­ited Jack at St.Anne’s, where he showed them both around. 


It was their last evening, Rose had pre­pared the steaks de­li­ciously and they chat­ted for a long time in the cozy liv­ing room. 


The next day they ac­com­pa­nied Veronika to Vic­to­ria Sta­tion and said good­bye.



 ▪︎ ▪︎ ▪︎







The Ap­pren­tice­ships


by Jack Faber © 2022




Jack kindly but firmly re­buffed bank of­fi­cials when they ad­vised him to in­vest his as­sets. I al­ready have a pretty good idea of what I’m go­ing to do with my money, I have a lot of de­tails to work out, then I’ll def­i­nitely come back to you. They left him alone from then on, at that time the cus­tomer was still king. Be­sides his work at St.Anne’s, he spent ev­ery minute in his bach­e­lor room. Rose reg­u­larly brought him snacks and drinks and did not dis­turb him while he was work­ing. She usu­ally qui­etly re­minded him that he hadn’t fucked yet to­day and that with­hold­ing se­men was very un­healthy. It was fine with him, even if she was spout­ing purely med­i­cal non­sense, but it didn’t take long and he was re­ally re­laxed af­ter­wards. He was grate­ful to Rose for re­mem­ber­ing to take care of him, for mak­ing sure he fucked ev­ery morn­ing or squirt­ing in her mouth. She closed the door when Jane was in the house so as not to dis­turb her. If Jane did come in, she would stop and watch them kindly. Never did she lie down with them, a three­some with a house­keeper was out of the ques­tion. She had to keep her dis­tance.


Jack took his work at St.Anne’s se­ri­ously and re­ally de­voted him­self to his project only in his spare time. One day, he was ready. For weeks, his evening chats with Jane had fallen vic­tim to his project. Now he acted mys­te­ri­ous, set­ting out white wine, port and tea on the cof­fee ta­ble and wait­ing. Jane sat down tensely and looked at him. He had jot­ted down key words on a piece of pa­per and was telling her about his project. 


He had rented three apart­ments side by side on Up­per John Street be­tween Re­gent Street and Soho. He wanted to open an open gen­eral prac­tice. It was to be open to ev­ery­one, whether they had health in­sur­ance or not. Open to ev­ery­one and es­pe­cially to those who were of­ten for­got­ten, poor fam­i­lies, the un­em­ployed, whores and the home­less, beg­gars and up­rooted peo­ple. There were of course al­ready sim­i­lar fa­cil­i­ties on the out­skirts or out­side Lon­don, but they were far out and mostly run by church as­so­ci­a­tions. He wanted to be in the mid­dle of the city and be there for ev­ery­one, nei­ther re­li­gion nor ori­gin, skin color or sta­tus should play a role. He had to start with two col­leagues, come into con­tact pro­fes­sion­ally with spe­cial­ists who wanted to par­tic­i­pate pro bono, i.e. free of charge, on a case‐by‐case ba­sis. He needed three peo­ple for reg­is­tra­tion and cler­i­cal work, three nurses for the three doc­tors, and com­plete, mod­ern med­i­cal equip­ment. He had made a note of the equip­ment, in­clud­ing sup­pli­ers and prices. Phar­ma­cies and medicines posed a prob­lem, he knew that. But it had to be done some­how. Jane asked ques­tions, many ques­tions. He cor­rected the fig­ures for per­son­nel costs, ren­o­va­tion, fur­nish­ings. For the un­cer­tain med­i­ca­tion line item, he set £100,000 an­nu­ally. Jane promised to sup­port him, but she did not want to in­vest money yet, maybe later. He was grate­ful for her open­ness and sup­port. It was im­por­tant to him that they man­aged the project as a cou­ple; she was his rock. And Robert, of course, he joked with a wink. He didn’t want her money any­way. They em­braced, it was a deal.


Well af­ter mid­night, they got up. It was much more ex­pen­sive than he had es­ti­mated. He could not and would not give away that much of his in­her­i­tance. Still, he rewrote the con­cept un­til it was ready. First Pe­ter, then the bank. He met Pe­ter at the gen­tle­men’s club for steaks and cigar­il­los. Pe­ter didn’t want to read the con­cept, he wanted to hear it. He lis­tened with his eyes closed, nod­ding to him­self. At the end, he asked a sin­gle ques­tion. What about af­ter the three years that were planned? I’ll be bank­rupt and Lon­don will have one less wel­fare in­sti­tu­tion, Jack said de­ject­edly. That’s how we get ahead, Pe­ter said. First, in­vest at most a third of your as­sets, maybe only a quar­ter. Sec­ond, de­mand at least twice that from the bank. And third, free your­self or Jane to go af­ter in­vestors, donors, spon­sors, etc. You don’t just start a project like this, you carry it for­ward. It can’t work oth­er­wise. They were silent for a long time. Then Pe­ter cleared his throat. Not that I don’t have enough on my plate al­ready. But I’m go­ing to start you off by work­ing on the rich and su­per‐rich. I’ll just have to make the time. He re­called that the Moss­leys had been suc­cess­ful bankers for cen­turies. He, as the youngest son, was out­ra­geously lucky and didn’t have to work in the bank, Pe­ter said with a grin.


Be­fore they left, Pe­ter tried to bring up the mat­ter of Veronika. Veronika was a great, sen­sual woman who had im­me­di­ately charmed him. Jack quickly waved it off. He and Jane agreed that if two adults were meant to spend time to­gether, then it was their pri­vate busi­ness. He had had a lengthy con­ver­sa­tion with Veronika and she was very proud to be fuck­ing such a dis­tin­guished Eng­lish Gen­tle­man and all that. More­over, he and es­pe­cially Jane were pleased that he could still take time for pri­vate and pleas­ant things. Pe­ter nod­ded silently and squeezed his hand tightly as they left. Jack gazed for a long time af­ter his old friend, who, lean­ing on his walk­ing stick, walked to his cab, fol­lowed by the shadow of his body­guard. 


So it hap­pened. Even be­fore the ren­o­va­tion be­gan, Jane and Jack met weekly with
Pe­ter at the Coats of Arms. They ate the de­li­cious steaks and Jane noted down ev­ery tip, ev­ery name, ev­ery lit­tle clue. They took turns on the phone pro­mot­ing their project. Many con­ver­sa­tions were fruit­less at first, but word seemed to get around and even­tu­ally some­thing moved. Jane kept very ac­cu­rate records of these phone calls. Jack ne­go­ti­ated with the con­trac­tor Pe­ter rec­om­mended and was able to ne­go­ti­ate a price cap for the ren­o­va­tions. If it held, the cost was a third less than his es­ti­mate and they would be done in two months at the lat­est, or sooner. Pe­ter nod­ded ap­prov­ingly, well done son! Im­me­di­ately, Jack got be­hind hav­ing fur­nish­ings and med­i­cal equip­ment de­liv­ered at the right time. Since he was plac­ing such a large or­der, the set‐up of the equip­ment was of­fered free of charge. This point in his con­cept was prop­erly ap­pre­ci­ated.


Jane took it upon her­self to ar­range for two ladies to work in the of­fice and as re­cep­tion­ists; she had some ac­quain­tances in the re­fer­ral mi­lieu. The two most suit­able women were older, but had al­ready worked in this job and were des­per­ately look­ing. Women around 50 who had raised chil­dren and whose hus­bands were now fuck­ing women 30 years younger rarely found good jobs again. They could be paid sat­is­fac­to­rily; there was no cut­ting cor­ners. Jack was able to in­ter­est two doc­tors, whom he knew and ap­pre­ci­ated from his in­tern­ship, in the project. Be­ing able to be their own boss was im­por­tant to both of them, as was work­ing in a pri­vate prac­tice with­out their own in­vest­ment. Jack could not of­fer them as much as they were cur­rently get­ting, but if his changed con­cept worked out, it could be­come more. Jack had changed the con­cept, they would take pay­ing pa­tients when ca­pac­ity was avail­able be­sides of­fer­ing free ser­vices. Col­leagues were pre­par­ing to leave, writ­ing pa­tient lists and putting out feel­ers to see which spe­cial­ists and in­sti­tutes wanted to join pro bono.


Jack bit the bul­let with his bank and oth­ers. No credit for such a project, which did not yield turnovers and prof­its. It would be money wasted. Jack ex­pe­ri­enced a los­ing bat­tle for the first time and cringed with grief. Then came the good news from Jane. Af­ter three long and friendly phone calls, Moss­ley Fi­nanc­ing, owned by Pe­ter’s fam­ily, agreed to con­trib­ute a gen­er­ous amount each year as long as the project did not turn a profit. Pe­ter stonewalled, say­ing he had noth­ing to do with it. Nei­ther Jane nor Jack be­lieved him, but they drilled no fur­ther. Jane had some suc­cess and was able to col­lect gifts and do­na­tions at an in­creas­ing rate. It was soon ap­par­ent that they could do it with­out the bank loans. Jack put in only a quar­ter of his in­her­i­tance, as Pe­ter had sug­gested, and stuck to it iron­clad.


Just as iron­clad, Pe­ter in­sisted on work­ing two at a time in Pe­ter’s of­fice three days a week. It was his train­ing. He lis­tened in on phone calls, read op­er­a­tional plans and drafted memos, file notes and memos. Most of it he spoke into the Dic­ta­phone, af­ter which it was typed, for­warded or filed some­where out­side. Pe­ter al­ways wanted Jack’s opin­ion or as­sess­ment. They dis­cussed ev­ery case, even if in the end Pe­ter some­times de­cided against Jack. He al­ways ex­plained why and what ad­di­tional con­sid­er­a­tions he had for the de­ci­sion. Jack learned quickly and got bet­ter and bet­ter at his as­sess­ments. How to deal with roy­alty and politi­cians and what to avoid. He soon knew the or­ga­ni­za­tion quite well, mem­o­riz­ing faces, re­spon­si­bil­i­ties and spe­cial skills. He had cre­ated a card in­dex for this, which was locked in Pe­ter’s safe ev­ery evening. Pe­ter had it all in his head, but he im­me­di­ately saw that the card in­dex was nec­es­sary. He wasn’t go­ing to live for­ever. He added to the card in­dex daily, so some of it could be of use later. The data in his head could out­live him. 


Jack found the triple bur­den ex­haust­ing, work­ing at St.Anne’s, mov­ing the project for­ward, and work­ing with Pe­ter. Jane had taken over man­age­ment of the project and had lit­tle ap­petite for sex at the mo­ment. Rose awaited him ev­ery morn­ing be­fore break­fast to get Mas­ter Jack ready for the day very quickly. He al­ways fell asleep in the evening with Jane in his arms, mas­tur­bat­ing gen­tly and qui­etly now and then be­fore fall­ing asleep. She pre­ferred to do this when the work day was so long and she just wasn’t up for quick, hur­ried sex. Mas­tur­bat­ing was just gen­tly drift­ing off to sleep, and Jack liked to hold and ca­ress her while he did it. She was still asleep when he slipped into Rose’s bach­e­lor bed­room in the morn­ing. Rose al­ways knew when they were fuck­ing in the evening, then she didn’t have to lie naked on the bed in the bach­e­lor’s room and get ex­cited her­self be­fore fuck­ing. She was very rarely wrong, and then she was called by Mas­ter Jack very qui­etly from the stairs. She liked that less, be­cause then she didn’t have time to mas­tur­bate and get her­self aroused be­fore fuck­ing. Rose knew how stress­ful his day was and set­tled for 5 min­utes of sex. She knew he didn’t want a hand job and mouth fuck­ing only when they had plenty of time. He had apol­o­gized for just fuck­ing her so hastily, but Miss Jane was never one for the quick morn­ing sex. She al­ways tried to keep her­self in peak arousal while rub­bing her clit and trig­ger­ing the or­gasm af­ter he pen­e­trated her. She loved it as much as he did when he fucked her in or­gasm, thrust­ing and squirt­ing in as soon as the or­gasm sub­sided. Rose jumped up lim­berly af­ter­ward and fixed the break­fast she al­ways pre­pared. While serv­ing, Rose wore only her old robe, which re­vealed more of her nu­dity than it hid. Nei­ther she nor Jane made any re­marks about it. Rose sensed that Mi­lady liked look­ing at her as much as her Mas­ter did. Rose’s pussy was still hot from fuck­ing and his se­men slicked in­side her vagina. She had time to mas­tur­bate and shower later, when the gen­tle­men had left. She was very proud to re­lieve her dear Mas­ter of the sex­ual pres­sure ev­ery day, it fit won­der­fully with her self‐im­age and her view of what made a good ser­vant. He started work­ing vis­i­bly en­er­get­i­cally and Rose mas­tur­bated quite in­ten­sively be­fore show­er­ing. Her mas­tur­bat­ing in the evening de­creased, she mas­tur­bated very in­ten­sively in the morn­ing be­fore and dur­ing fuck­ing.


Prepa­ra­tions for the project were in full swing. Jane had taken over as su­per­vi­sor, since St.Anne’s was keep­ing him fully oc­cu­pied. He had to take on at least two three‐day shifts and de­vote him­self fully to the chil­dren’s wards. The pretty and volup­tuous ladies pro­vided him with lovely night du­ties, no ques­tion. It be­came dif­fi­cult to co­or­di­nate work with Pe­ter, but some­how it al­ways worked out. Jane un­der­stood and didn’t blame him be­cause they saw each other only briefly. He had lit­tle time left for Rose, rac­ing by cab to the hos­pi­tal or Pe­ter’s of­fice. At night he held Jane close and qui­etly told her about his day at work. She wanted to be stroked lust­fully by him as she mas­tur­bated sen­si­tively and del­i­cately be­fore fall­ing asleep. His stroking made it even more in­tense.


Jack was wait­ing at the Men’s Club, Pe­ter had never been late be­fore. The waiter brought a mes­sage on a sil­ver plat­ter. Still on the way, about 30 min­utes, sorry, Pe­ter. Jack sat back and sucked on his cigar­illo. Thirty min­utes to him­self. Women swirled in his mind like snowflakes. Mia and the sex with her that could be com­pared to noth­ing. Mia, who had im­me­di­ately con­firmed that Lilly wanted to switch rooms with her. Lilly, who in­sa­tiably wanted to make up for what she had missed. The young women at St.Anne’s who were com­pletely un­com­pli­cated and full of sen­su­al­ity seek­ing plea­sure. Rose, who moth­erly cared for the sperm jam and liked to be fucked. Jane, who was cur­rently just mas­tur­bat­ing a lot and just wanted to be erot­i­cally stroked by him, that’s all she re­ally wanted.


Jack had a re­cur­ring dream, con­fus­ing and mys­ti­cal. He was as­sem­bling a larger‐than‐life fe­male metal fig­ure. Leg by leg, ass cheek by ass cheek. The vulva and the belly. This was no crude tin doll, but an erotic woman whose skin shone like liq­uid fluid and like liq­uid sil­ver. Some force made him feel and ex­plore the metal sex in ev­ery dream. Ev­ery­thing was there that a woman had. In fur­ther dreams he com­pleted the gor­geous woman, shoul­ders, arms and hands. Curls of hair coiled around her head like pure sil­ver. He saw her face, but he could not re­mem­ber her fea­tures. As of­ten as he touched her sen­su­ally, as of­ten as his cock slid into her vagina, a tremen­dous power flowed through him. He knew in the dream that this power was there to en­hance his name­less gift. It was nat­u­ral in the dream to rec­og­nize the power of the All‐Mother, the Pri­mal Fem­i­nine. He could feel the pen­e­tra­tion of the power al­most phys­i­cally, that’s when he woke up. He thought noth­ing of ho­cus‐pocus, yet he knew it was some­thing al­most real. He hur­ried to Rose and squirted full of lust in her throat.


Pe­ter ar­rived, word­lessly greeted Jack, and hastily drank his whiskey. He re­ported that the op­er­a­tion in Iraq, which they had thor­oughly planned only 10 days ago, had failed in­clud­ing Plan B. The team had been un­able to bring the Ira­nian sci­en­tist, who had come to Bagh­dad for a con­gress, to Eng­land, and the worst was to come for the de­fec­tor. The team had been caught and cap­tured ear­lier. Pe­ter had ne­go­ti­ated with Iraq for two hours to get our three peo­ple re­leased. The ex­trac­tion team was stuck with the ve­hi­cle and could not help. Iraqi in­tel­li­gence had to give in to the gov­ern­ment, which wanted to make an ex­am­ple. When pol­i­tics got ac­cess, things al­ways got ugly. Jack sug­gested they put off lunch and go straight to the of­fice. He called the hos­pi­tal from the cab that he would be late, No, he did not know how long. At the of­fice, they spread Op­er­a­tion Bar­duk out on Pe­ter’s desk. Jack got a high‐rank­ing Iraqi on the phone. He pa­tiently sounded him out, in­tel­li­gence man to in­tel­li­gence man. He found out that one of the gen­eral’s fa­vorite cousins was serv­ing time in Is­rael. He whis­pered to Pe­ter whether they had power in Is­rael. Pe­ter nod­ded and picked up the sec­ond phone. He greeted Is­rael with He­brew phrases and switched to Eng­lish. He pulled Jack’s notes to him and read out what this cousin’s name was and what prison he was in. He nod­ded in agree­ment and looked to Jack, go! Jack was ne­go­ti­at­ing with the Iraqi gen­eral. The cousin could be on a he­li­copter in 30 min­utes, head­ing for the Syr­ian‐Iraqi bor­der. Could his 3 agents also be flown to the Syr­ian‐Iraqi bor­der in that time, to the airstrip three miles east of Abu Ka­mal? The gen­eral promised to call back in 15 min­utes. 


Jack glanced at his gold Por­tugieser ev­ery few min­utes. The Swiss pre­ci­sion move­ment seemed to move with dif­fi­culty. Jack knew a minute was just a minute, so he stopped drum­ming his fin­gers on the desk. Pe­ter kept talk­ing to Is­rael. 48 more, he wrote on the pa­per. 52, Jack wrote. The gen­eral said the three men were on their way to the he­li­copter, one was in­jured and would have to go to the hos­pi­tal as soon as they landed. He added that ac­cord­ing to the of­fi­cial re­port, they had es­caped and were shot as they fled. Jack nod­ded, okay sir, I will get this man to the doc­tor as soon as I can. He asked for de­tails of the in­jury. Ri­fle bul­let in left shoul­der, stab wound in left thigh. Artery in­jured, makeshift treat­ment. That was the more dan­ger­ous in­jury. The other two un­in­jured. 


Jack gave the ar­rival time, 42. The gen­eral re­peated that they were on their way. Pe­ter re­layed to Is­rael, one man crit­i­cally in­jured, im­me­di­ately to hos­pi­tal. Is­rael con­firmed that a doc­tor was in the he­li­copter, they would in­form him im­me­di­ately. Pe­ter switched on his phone. Please not now, Mr. Min­is­ter, am in the mid­dle of an on­go­ing op­er­a­tion. Thank you, Mr. Min­is­ter, in about an hour. He looked fran­ti­cally at the ceil­ing. The min­is­ter’s dog had run away. Jack grinned, though he was on pins and nee­dles. “Dog run away, call MI6!” It was hi­lar­i­ous, though they both had to keep their cool. The Iraqi gen­eral said an­grily, they are still re­fu­el­ing the he­li­copter! Do you Brits also have to re­fuel first when there is an emer­gency? Jack replied in the neg­a­tive, say­ing at least one was avail­able at all times, fully fu­eled and ready to fly. That’s good, said the gen­eral, it’s some­times more dif­fi­cult with us. He­li­copter is in the air, he added, still a good 40 min­utes. Jack took notes, Pe­ter too, 28 min­utes. He passed the 40 to Is­rael, they wanted to slow down the flight so as not to be too long on the ground. 


Pe­ter pushed the but­tons again. He lis­tened, then di­aled and got con­nected to the Syr­ian min­istry. He lis­tened, then said em­phat­i­cally that this was not a Syr­ian is­sue. No, the radar re­con­nais­sance was al­ready cor­rect, but it was a co­op­er­a­tion of the King­dom with Is­rael, a pris­oner ex­change. No, he may take it, to­mor­row the For­eign Of­fice will come to him di­rectly. Thank you, sir, just make the call! He ended the con­ver­sa­tion and called the For­eign Of­fice di­rectly. Af­ter a few min­utes, he had the right man and gave him a quick run­down in bul­let points. Yes, the han­dover was in 15 to 20 min­utes. Keep Syria out and back off at all costs! Yes, thank you! He in­ter­rupted and asked Is­rael, they both had he­li­copters on radar, meet­ing in 7 min­utes. The Iraqi gen­eral con­firmed, 7.


All they could do now was wait, wait, wait. Af­ter just un­der 15 min­utes, Is­rael re­ported, pris­oner handed over, three men on board, re­turn flight. Ground con­tact 4 min­utes with ro­tors run­ning.  Pe­ter im­me­di­ately called the Syr­i­ans, he in­formed that the ac­tion was com­ing to an end and thanked them for keep­ing still. The Syr­ian pressed around that the min­is­ter him­self was at an event and had bet­ter not be dis­turbed. Pe­ter smirked and promised that the For­eign Min­istry was ex­pect­ing the call from Syria to­mor­row, but if there was no call, they would not ad­dress it them­selves. Er­ror? Phan­tom sig­nals? Of course, it’s com­mon with radar. Pe­ter hung up with a smile and called the State De­part­ment. The man on the other end lis­tened at­ten­tively and promised to re­port it ver­ba­tim to the Min­is­ter. He asked again for Pe­ter’s per­sonal se­cu­rity code, just to be sure. Pe­ter put the phone down; enough was enough. Jack stayed on the line with the gen­eral and reached for Pe­ter’s re­ceiver. He asked the Is­raeli how things stood. Yes, he was the ad­ju­tant, the boss had gone out for a mo­ment, you know, older gen­tle­men just have to have to more of­ten. The Is­raeli laughed softly, that was in­ter­na­tional. 


The he­li­copter had landed on the hos­pi­tal, the in­jured man in surgery. He said that is all he has, the oth­ers are also be­ing ex­am­ined. He would stay on the line for an­other 15 min­utes and in the mean­time try to find out more from the mil­i­tary hos­pi­tal. The Iraqi gen­eral called in on the other line. One of the men in the he­li­copter knew the cousin by sight and con­firmed his iden­tity. He thanked him suc­cinctly and said he would call Sir Pe­ter again to­mor­row. Good bye, good bye! Jack hung up and waited for the Is­raeli. Pe­ter lit an­other cig­a­rette and of­fered one to Jack. They smoked in si­lence and waited. Then the Is­raeli. The man’s life was not in dan­ger, he said, but he was still un­der­go­ing surgery. It is ex­pected that the men will be able to travel in 10 days. He asked very po­litely that Sir Pe­ter call his boss to­mor­row and clar­ify fur­ther steps. He gave his rank and name, Jack gave his and added, Ad­ju­tant with Sir Pe­ter. He re­turned the Shalom! with Shalom, my friend! and hung up.


Pe­ter re­trieved a bot­tle and two glasses from a cab­i­net. A 120‐year‐old Glen­tur­ret, he said, you can only get at the Queen’s. For spe­cial oc­ca­sions. They clinked the crys­tal glasses and drank the vel­vety del­i­cacy from Scot­land. Jack looked ques­tion­ingly at Pe­ter. How were we? Pe­ter took his time and took a deep sip. Op­er­a­tion Bar­duk failed, de­fec­tor lost, ex­trac­tion team on the way back. Three men freed and safe the same day. Not a bad re­sult. I tried two ad­ju­tants be­fore you, both in­ef­fec­tual. The bet­ter one I held for three days. Pe­ter cleared his throat, say­ing noth­ing about the other. Work­ing with you was a plea­sure. You jumped in, right in the mid­dle of the arena. You work fear­lessly and wide awake. I like that, I will rec­om­mend you to the Lord Chan­cel­lor when the time comes. No, he laughed, that’s not the Prime Min­is­ter, God for­bid! He shook his head laugh­ing, there is still a long way to go.


Pe­ter fol­lowed up. How is the project go­ing? Jack re­ported, the two col­leagues had been work­ing flat out for two weeks and it was far less chaotic than feared. The two ladies at the front desk were worth their weight in gold, bring­ing calm and or­der to the store from the start. The two col­leagues brought a sur­pris­ingly large num­ber of pay­ing pa­tients with them, and a book­keeper would be needed willy‐nilly. Pe­ter asked how he him­self was cop­ing with the task? Jack replied that at the mo­ment he was fully com­mit­ted to St. Anne’s and could only come to his of­fice for an hour or an hour and a half at the most. His col­leagues would have to carry the main load for at least an­other year and a half, and then he would get full li­cen­sure and be able to work full time at Up­per John Street. Pe­ter had lis­tened at­ten­tively and nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion. You’re not the guy to take short­cuts, he noted. Jack raised his eye­brows, two years to li­cen­sure, any­one would have to. Pe­ter looked at him sharply. You be­lieve it, don’t you? It speaks to your char­ac­ter. But in the real, ugly world out there, there are enough peo­ple with no char­ac­ter, no faith, no de­cency. Sorry, son, but that’s the sad truth, the harsh re­al­ity. And short­cuts are tempt­ing to all too many. 


I’m starv­ing, Pe­ter said, look­ing at his wrist­watch, the Men’s Club was still open. Jack nod­ded in the af­fir­ma­tive and Pe­ter called the Men’s Club. Jack called St.Anne’s, it was prob­a­bly go­ing to be very late and in­quired how it was go­ing. All was well, said the head nurse, the young res­i­dent had stepped in with­out hes­i­ta­tion and had ev­ery­thing well in hand. See you to­mor­row, doc­tor! Then he called home, Rose was on the line and he said he was go­ing to the Men’s Club for din­ner with Sir Pe­ter now and would not be in un­til later, she would not have to fix him din­ner. So he went to din­ner with Pe­ter, the Ar­gen­tine style steaks tasted de­li­cious. They talked for a long time af­ter and Jack had a de­cent sit down. Two glasses of the finest Scotch and an un­counted num­ber of ports, that went in neat! He stag­gered along­side Pe­ter to his cab and took an­other home. Jane was al­ready asleep and Rose ush­ered our drunken hero into the bach­e­lor’s room and stripped him naked. He had a three‐quar­ter erec­tion, which she took care of in­stantly. The erec­tion lasted a good two hours and she fucked the sense­less man, whose se­men didn’t spurt out, but just kept pour­ing out. She had to fuck all alone in a sit­ting po­si­tion, and when she rec­og­nized from his moans that he was ready, she pulled out the cock and rubbed it with her fist as long as the se­men oozed out. Then she put the semi‐stiff one back into her vagina and fucked him all over again. She made ev­ery ef­fort, for Mas­ter Jack’s se­men seemed in­ex­haustible. She didn’t put her Mas­ter to sleep un­til the se­men stopped flow­ing. She was very pleased with her­self and cov­ered him moth­erly, he would have a se­vere hang­over prob­lem to­mor­row.


Jack grad­u­ally found a good rhythm to his time man­age­ment. He worked some over­time and night shifts at St.Anne’s so he could get a few days off. He was iron­clad an hour and a half or two at Up­per John Street, treat­ing mainly the non‐pay­ing pub­lic. They did not yet have a name for the or­di­na­tion and were called Craw­ley, Finnegan and Lock­hart as their doc­tors. Sur­gi­cal pro­ce­dures were left to Jack, who was the most ca­pa­ble sur­geon. Larger op­er­a­tions they had to per­form in a hos­pi­tal, which was quite ex­pen­sive. Finnegan and Lock­hart did an ex­cel­lent job and had in­ter­nal­ized Jack’s so­cial at­ti­tudes. Treat­ing the des­ti­tute free of charge was loosely sup­ported by the pay­ing pa­tients. It was fore­see­able that the or­di­na­tion could be prof­itable in the fu­ture. They had hired an ex­pe­ri­enced ac­coun­tant to do the billing and keep or­der in their fi­nances. Of course, there were mi­nor prob­lems to be solved ev­ery day, but there were no real, ma­jor prob­lems. The BBC had made a doc­u­men­tary about them and af­ter it aired, the wait­ing room over­flowed. De­spite all ef­forts, ap­point­ments got mixed up and there was chaos for days. Af­ter the rush, ev­ery­thing calmed down. 


Pe­ter was sym­pa­thetic, but only for a short time. Jack fell asleep on night duty and re­al­ized his lim­i­ta­tions all too clearly. Pe­ter’s chauf­feur took him to the of­fice by the quick­est route; Pe­ter was full of en­ergy and drive. They planned small and large op­er­a­tions with the same pre­ci­sion and pru­dence. The dif­fer­ence was only whether more or less was at stake. They used well‐re­hearsed teams; they trained teams to work as a team. Pe­ter and Jack re­vised the agents’ train­ing pro­grams. Each had to know his place and that of the per­son next to him. An or­ga­nizer, a lock picker, a weapons man, a driver and a trans­porter, re­spec­tively. In­fil­tra­tion teams and ex­trac­tion teams of­ten con­sisted of the same agents and had to be trained on both dif­fer­ent types of ac­tions. Pis­toleros and snipers were rarely used. 


Most tasks re­volved around pro­tect­ing, safely trans­port­ing, or ob­tain­ing in­for­ma­tion. The most ex­cit­ing part was turn­ing agents, plant­ing moles, or get­ting se­cret‐keep­ers to talk. De­fec­tors were very rare, but usu­ally valu­able. Bring­ing them silently and quickly onto one’s own play­ing field was a very de­mand­ing op­er­a­tion.  These op­er­a­tions were of­ten lengthy, but im­mensely de­mand­ing and ex­cit­ing. Jack knuck­led down fully to these tasks and was very re­luc­tant to go to the of­ten fruit­less or sober­ing meet­ings with politi­cians and celebri­ties. Pe­ter knew this, but Jack had to know and be able to han­dle this side of the job as well. What Jack had mas­tered per­fectly by now was the seam­less switch­ing be­tween his dif­fer­ent roles. Nei­ther St. Anne’s nor his or­di­na­tion knew about his dou­ble life in Pe­ter’s of­fice. For Rose, too, Sir Pe­ter re­mained the lov­ing, car­ing un­cle she had en­joyed fuck­ing fre­quently in Nick’s day. She had no idea of the se­cret ser­vice ac­tiv­ity then or now. Jane was in on ev­ery­thing, though Pe­ter didn’t want her to be at first. Jack got his way, Jane was his wife af­ter all. Pe­riod.


At least twice a year, Pe­ter had surgery per­formed at Mor­ri­son Manor to let the agents prac­tice in the op­er­at­ing room. He felt this three‐day train­ing was nec­es­sary; you had to be ready for real, ma­jor op­er­a­tions. Pe­ter smiled mildly when Jack as­signed both Mia and Lilly to the train­ing. Jack had to prac­tice run­ning the op­er­at­ing room. Pe­ter made sure that Jack was ac­cepted by the agents as a leader and that he also per­formed the sub­or­di­nate ac­tiv­i­ties on his own at the end of train­ing. He was, af­ter all, su­per­vis­ing the op­er­a­tion and help­ing Jack where nec­es­sary. He did not spare Jack the un­pleas­ant mo­ments when one had to re­port per­son­ally to politi­cians and no­bles. Jack grew into this task and still man­aged to find time to screw Mia. Jack didn’t even want to know if Pe­ter was ly­ing with Lilly or not. Pe­ter was se­cretly grate­ful to Jack for putting the horny bitch in his bed. Ear­lier, when he was run­ning the op­er­a­tions, he lived as­ceti­cally and didn’t waste time fuck­ing. Lilly was jeal­ous of Mia, but gave the boss and her­self nice hours.


Pe­ter in­vited for the first time to a joint din­ner at Craw­ley House. He had Rose de­liver the finest in­gre­di­ents, she was to pre­pare quite fine steaks. Rose had fes­tively set the ta­ble and de­li­ciously pre­pared ap­pe­tizer, main course and dessert. No one knew what the oc­ca­sion was. They dined and chat­ted about this and that, they praised Rose specif­i­cally and she set up the cof­fee ta­ble so they could con­tinue chat­ting af­ter dessert. Pe­ter said qui­etly to Rose that they wanted to talk undis­turbed. Rose curt­sied in an im­pos­si­ble way and whis­pered, Yes, My Lord! and closed the kitchen door be­hind her. 


They were among them­selves and looked ex­pec­tantly at Pe­ter, who, against his bet­ter judg­ment, was awk­wardly light­ing a thick Cuban and smok­ing it with ob­vi­ous dis­com­fort. In the year of our Lord 1138, King Stephen ap­pointed the first Earl of Pem­broke … well, we can skip the his­tory if you want. Jack breathed a sigh of re­lief; he had al­ready read up on King Stephen’s mar­shal his­tory sev­eral times, and that of sub­se­quent gen­er­a­tions as well. Pe­ter elab­o­rated that the Moss­leys joined the Pem­brokes more than 450 years ago. Ini­tially a dy­nasty of swords­men, they quickly de­vel­oped a knack for bank­ing. The Pem­brokes were rep­re­sented in the House of Lords by Sir Sid­ney Her­bert, Earl of Pem­broke and Earl of Mont­gomery; the Moss­leys were never in the House of Lords. The Moss­leys op­er­ated qui­etly and had amassed a tidy for­tune over the years. His share of the pie was about a quar­ter of a bil­lion, just over £250 mil­lion. Af­ter the re­cent as­sas­si­na­tion at­tempt, while still on his sickbed, he had changed his will. He had no chil­dren of his own, and left a small por­tion to the grand­chil­dren of his brother Henry, with whom he had pre­vi­ously con­sulted. The larger por­tion was to be in­her­ited by Jane and Jack. Henry un­der­stood his thought process right away and en­cour­aged him that he was do­ing the right thing. Pe­ter was silent, all hung up on their thoughts. 


Pe­ter’s voice sounded brit­tle, I have no chil­dren of my own. You two are my only chil­dren, if I may say so. He nod­ded and gave Cuban a pre­ma­ture thumbs up. Al­most in­stantly, he lit a cig­a­rette and re­filled his glass with a three‐story whiskey. Jane, who was al­ready smok­ing her sec­ond roll‐up but had not yet touched her first glass of wine, put her hand on Pe­ter’s hand. Dear Un­cle Pe­ter, let’s not talk about death, cer­tainly not about in­her­it­ing! Tears ran down her cheeks. I wish that you would stay with me for many more years! She wiped away the tears with the back of her hand. She looked at Jack. He shook his head, as un­der­stand­able as that was af­ter the as­sas­si­na­tion at­tempt, it was prob­a­bly too early to think of your death, dear Pe­ter. He was touched to be in his will, he said, but he ba­si­cally didn’t care about money. He could live on what he earned as a doc­tor. They were silent, Pe­ter watch­ing them through the cig­a­rette smoke. 


This is how we get closer, he said. Money, it’s re­ally just a digit on a bank state­ment. What you do with it, that’s im­por­tant. But I didn’t re­ally want to talk about money, you two will have to do that once I’m in sa­cred ground. But I was get­ting at some­thing else en­tirely. It came to my at­ten­tion when I had to be trans­ferred in the hos­pi­tal for three days be­cause of a burst pipe. What a dance the poor ward nurses did to get no­bil­ity and gen­try to share a room! Surely they could not put me in with a bour­geois lieu­tenant. I ob­jected, if the lieu­tenant was half pretty and will­ing….? But they did not laugh, the mat­ter was much too se­ri­ous. Pe­ter grinned, find­ing his re­mark witty and hu­mor­ous. He paused for a long mo­ment. 


Jane and Jack, you are both mid­dle‐class, just ‘mid­dle‐class’, in quotes. That says noth­ing, but ab­so­lutely noth­ing, about your char­ac­ter, skills or other qual­i­ties. You will al­ways hit a ceil­ing at the top, whether it’s the BBC or MI6, your ca­reers will end there. Ev­ery petty, pid­dling aris­to­crat will shit on you from the top! And that, my dears, pisses me off. Mighty! Pe­ter paused and looked at them through the cig­a­rette smoke. Jack, of course, knew what Pe­ter was get­ting at from the men­tion of the bour­geois lieu­tenant, but he kept silent and lis­tened in­tently. It’s been stink­ing to me for months, for years, Pe­ter said. I have to do some­thing about it be­fore I join my an­ces­tors. I want to adopt you both. Then you’ll be­long to the no­bil­ity, then no one will shit on you any­more. And it would also strongly back up my will in the will!


Pe­ter sat back, rum­mag­ing for his pack of cig­a­rettes. He had stated his thoughts, now it was the oth­ers’ turn. Jane col­lected her­self and said she didn’t want to talk about death. Es­pe­cially not about in­her­i­tance, she was too young for that. Pe­riod. Adop­tion was some­thing she would like to think about, it would be a great honor to be his daugh­ter. Whether that could re­ally help her at the BBC, she doubted. You would need a pe­nis for that, and she could only take care of a pe­nis by the hour. They all three laughed and Pe­ter slapped his thigh a few times, hourly in care, that was de­li­cious! 


Jack joined Jane, it was an un­ex­pected honor to be his son. That would be the most im­por­tant thing to him, but he ad­mit­ted that the thought process re­gard­ing their ca­reers car­ried weight as well. He felt some peo­ple would have to be con­sulted first, his mother Veron­ica, the Earl of Pem­broke, Sir Henry Moss­ley and other Moss­leys pos­si­bly. The le­gal side of nam­ing and cit­i­zen­ship would have to be clar­i­fied. Pe­ter nod­ded in agree­ment. He wanted to leave the ques­tion­ing of Veronika to Jack; ev­ery­thing else was al­ready done or in progress. By be­com­ing a Lord he would au­to­mat­i­cally be­come a British cit­i­zen, he could keep the Ger­man one, dual cit­i­zen­ship agree­ment. His brother Henry was de­lighted and wanted to meet them as soon as pos­si­ble. The other Moss­leys had no ob­jec­tions. The nam­ing and in­her­i­tance of the lord­ship were clearly reg­u­lated. The Earl of Pem­broke, Sir Sid­ney Her­bert, also agreed, they were only un­cer­tain whether Pe­ter’s Earl­dom could be trans­ferred to Jack with­out fur­ther ado. Usu­ally, that was a priv­i­lege of the Queen. Pe­ter sat back, he had thought all this through. Jack smiled at Jane, should we say Pa or Pop? She smiled back, she would vote for Pa­poushka, that sounds so ro­man­tic! 


Jack be­came quite se­ri­ous again. The adop­tion meant much more to them than the money that lay in the far fu­ture. He smiled to him­self. Veronika would surely agree, he be­lieved, be­cause this way she, as the adop­tive mother, could re­mind the adop­tive fa­ther of his mar­i­tal du­ties! The sub­tle bon mot made Pe­ter laugh brightly. Bulls eye, he quipped,bulls eye! And Jane, who had de­voted her­self to white wine, joined in the laugh­ter and asked Jack how to say Müt­terchen in Ger­man. Müt­terchens Fötzchen, Müt­terchens Fötzchen!  she re­peated, laugh­ing. Pe­ter and Jane were al­ready a bit drunk and Jane, laugh­ing and chuck­ling, told what Veronika had told about fuck­ing the No­ble Gen­tle­man and Pe­ter laughed un­til his side stung. The evening ended hap­pily, Pe­ter called his spe­cial cab and left, hug­ging them both good­bye. 


Jack called Veronika af­ter a few days. He ex­plained the sit­u­a­tion to her and told her she would have to be in Lon­don on the dead­line to sign her agree­ment. She was be­side her­self with joy and asked to be told in time. Her son an Eng­lish Lord! She wanted to stay a week or ten days and pick out the ap­pro­pri­ate wardrobe with Jane. He sup­pressed the ex­cla­ma­tion Oh, you women! Wardrobe! and promised to get her to Lon­don in time. As ex­pected, Veron­ica had no ob­jec­tions, Jack re­ported to Jane and Pe­ter. 


Jane asked Jack for ad­vice. She had learned that a house di­ag­o­nally across the street, barely a hun­dred yards away, was for sale. The pre­vi­ous owner had died and the heirs wanted to sell it. She wanted to buy it with­out any spe­cific rea­son to do so. She had asked an ac­quain­tance who was in the real es­tate mar­ket for a se­cret ap­praisal. The house was slightly smaller than Craw­ley Manor, in need of ren­o­va­tion, and had a large gar­den all around. The friend looked at it, £500,000 at most. Jack hired a pro­fes­sional ap­praiser who gave a thor­ough ap­praisal, pur­chase at most £450,000, about £150,000 ren­o­va­tion costs. He and Jane ne­go­ti­ated with the heirs. They had their own pro­fes­sional and wanted £550,000. They set­tled at £475,000, which was as far as Jane wanted to go and the heirs wanted to sell quickly. They saved the bro­ker­age fees, and that was that. Jane had the ren­o­va­tion started im­me­di­ately, us­ing the same crafts­men who had al­ready ren­o­vated Up­per John Street. It would take them six weeks at most. 


Jack told Jane about his dream in one of the in­ti­mate hours. The tall woman made of liq­uid sil­ver. His cock, plung­ing softly and with­out fuck­ing into the warm sil­ver of her vagina. His se­men that flowed into the warm metal vagina with­out hav­ing been squirted. The power that passed from her to him, flow­ing into him like his se­men into her. How he woke up with a morn­ing wood and slid over to Rose to thrust his erec­tion into her or­gasm. Jane said af­ter a while that was a very nice dream. She en­vied him, she would have liked to be the Sil­ver Woman her­self. Jack hugged and kissed her gen­tly. 


Jane lay with her back on his chest af­ter fuck­ing him, mas­tur­bat­ing soul­fully and del­i­cately. He ca­ressed her breasts, belly and labia. He teas­ingly dis­turbed her fin­ger on the knob of her clit, it was such a game be­tween them. When her or­gasm came, he took over her clit and rubbed it hard and re­lent­lessly. She curled up like an em­bryo and her body twitched for what seemed like an eter­nity. She sighed deeply and grate­fully and lay down be­side him. She grazed his flac­cid cock with her fin­gers and said, you know, I thought of Pe­ter when I bought the house. When he would be old and re­tired, it would be a good idea for him to be near us, wouldn’t it? Maybe Rose could take care of his house­hold, I just don’t know if she would want a Gen­tle­man that old. I don’t know… yes, yes, Jack in­ter­rupted, they were fuck­ing while Nick was still around. He told Jane what lit­tle Rose had told him about it. 


Jane lis­tened in­tently. It may sound far‐fetched, but I thought that maybe Veronika had also been think­ing about com­ing to live with us in Lon­don. Af­ter all, the film­ing was dy­ing down, noth­ing was keep­ing her in Un­ter­haching, in Mu­nich, maybe just the house. Pe­ter and Veronika, could that work out? she asked and Jack nod­ded in agree­ment. It would be a good sit­u­a­tion for ev­ery­one, for us, for Pe­ter and Veronika, even for Rose, she had a crush on Lady Veron­ica. The two were from the same gen­er­a­tion, Rose would have some­one to gos­sip with and both al­ready knew Pe­ter’s cock. But one nice at a time, Jack in­ter­jected the­atri­cally, we don’t want to put the Old Man in his grave! But let’s wait with plot­ting, that’s all too much in the fu­ture. But they dis­cussed the idea again and again on their evenings. It was a great idea, they would show the house to Pe­ter and Veronika af­ter the ren­o­va­tion. Maybe the idea was not so ab­surd.


Weeks later, the ren­o­va­tion was fin­ished. Up­stairs were two spa­cious rooms with the com­mon bath­room in the mid­dle, ac­ces­si­ble from both sides. On the ground floor, a spa­cious liv­ing room with in­te­grated kitchen and two small, bright rooms. Be­tween them a bath­room iden­ti­cal in con­struc­tion. The base­ment clean and spa­cious. No ser­vants’ quar­ters. Jack and Jane agreed that all vari­ants were con­ceiv­able here. Pe­ter alone, or with Veronika. They could live next to each other, to­gether, or sep­a­rately on top of each other. Jane showed Pe­ter around the house sev­eral times, ask­ing him here and there how it could be ar­ranged. Ex­cept for the two bath­rooms, the house was still empty and could be com­pletely re­dec­o­rated. Pe­ter was not taken aback and asked Jane di­rectly. She an­swered him frankly, de­scrib­ing what ideas she and Jack had. Pe­ter re­mained silent, keep­ing quiet for weeks, only promis­ing to take a stand at some point. 


In May 1966, the time had come. Pe­ter’s of­fice had ev­ery­thing well pre­pared. Veron­ica sat ex­cit­edly on the train, Jack had sent her a first class ticket as be­fore, and she would have plenty of time to out­fit her wardrobe with Jane. Jack and Rose would pick her up at Vic­to­ria Sta­tion, Rose in­sisted. She hugged Mi­lady as if they were sis­ters. Jane ac­com­pa­nied Veronika and some­times Rose to fash­ion bou­tiques to up­date Veronika’s wardrobe. With a heavy heart, she parted with some flashy pieces, but she trusted Jane’s taste. She grad­u­ally learned to wear sub­tle, la­dy­like makeup. Jane showed her around the new house and the two talked shop about dec­o­rat­ing ideas. Jack’s ques­tion about whether she wanted to move to Lon­don, she de­nied at first. How­ever, she wanted to think about it, it was prob­a­bly an im­por­tant de­ci­sion. The ladies left for the hair­dresser’s.


Pe­ter’s of­fice had pre­pared ev­ery­thing pre­cisely and metic­u­lously. The royal fam­ily was obliged by law to at­tend. The cel­e­bra­tion was thus held in a small ball­room of the Buck­ing­ham. On one side Pe­ter, his fu­ture chil­dren and fam­ily, on the other his broth­ers and their fam­i­lies. The Earl of Pem­broke and Mont­gomery wore an an­cient shoul­der‐cloak, as did Pe­ter. They waited un­til the Royal Lady ar­rived along with her at­ten­dants. Frankly, no one knew her. But she was there, rep­re­sent­ing the Queen. Of­fi­cials sat at a ta­ble and pre­sented the deeds for sig­na­ture. First the adop­tion of Jane and Jack, the deeds signed by Pe­ter, Sir Moss­ley and the Earl. Sir Moss­ley and the Earl solemnly shook hands with Jane and Jack. They af­fixed the Royal Seal, the roy­als never signed.


Then an of­fi­cial an­nounced in a loud voice that Sir Pe­ter’s son now re­ceived lord­ship and earl­ship. Again cer­tifi­cates were signed and solemnly laid aside. Pe­ter placed his fur‐trimmed cloak over Jack’s shoul­ders, then the Royal Lady strode up and shook hands with Pe­ter, Jack and Jane. An im­per­cep­ti­ble hes­i­ta­tion, then she gave Veronika and Rose a soft hand­shake as well. She strode out, af­ter barely three min­utes. They had to wait, for the man of cit­i­zen­ship busi­ness was late. Jack and Jane were en­gaged in heated but friendly dis­cus­sion by Lord Moss­ley and Earl Mont­gomery. Lord and Earl both em­braced them, they were wel­comed into the fam­ily. They were in­tro­duced to all the fam­ily mem­bers.
It was ob­vi­ous that both heads of the fam­ily were very pleased. Lord Moss­ley went to his brother Pe­ter. He con­grat­u­lated him with a firm hand­shake, say­ing he could be proud of these splen­did chil­dren. The late of­fi­cial came at last, and the cit­i­zen­ship was sealed. Grad­u­ally they set off, driv­ing in a long mo­tor­cade to a re­served guest gar­den. The party lasted un­til evening, Jack and Jane go­ing from ta­ble to ta­ble.


An­other day, Sir Pe­ter’s cab pulled up. He took the keys of the new house and Veron­ica by the hand, then they went over with­out a word. They didn’t come back for two hours, Veronika beam­ing like a freshly pol­ished gold coin and hold­ing Pe­ter’s hand. They told noth­ing, ab­so­lutely noth­ing. Strictest se­crecy, his per­sonal touch. Pe­ter nod­ded and said they would be back af­ter din­ner, then they left by cab. Jack and Jane sat in the park be­hind the house and fi­nally had some time to­gether. They tried to look into the fu­ture. They were go­ing to va­ca­tion in Por­tu­gal for three or four weeks in mid­sum­mer. Long af­ter din­ner, Pe­ter and Veronika came back. She was ex­hausted from all the fuck­ing, she whis­pered in Ger­man to Jack as they hugged. She went right up­stairs, not want­ing a drink. They drank in si­lence and Pe­ter asked Jane if her of­fer still ap­plied. The house. The re­tire­ment home. Jane clutched her chest. But of course, Pet… Fa­ther! He growled, Pe­ter or Un­cle Pe­ter, I’m se­ri­ous.


He wanted it and to fur­nish it to his lik­ing. The two bed­rooms up­stairs with ex­tra‐wide beds. Down­stairs, two study rooms and a cozy liv­ing room. And he wanted a good tele­phone sys­tem, tele­phone in ev­ery room. Two lines and a se­cret line, that would be in­stalled by his of­fice to his lik­ing. And he wouldn’t come un­til the end of the year, not be­fore. Two bed­rooms, Jane said stretched. Pe­ter replied that maybe his brother would stay with him some­time, or at least spend the night. He also wanted to know how much the rent would be. Jane said as if shot out of a pis­tol, £20, the Lord! This com­pletely threw Pe­ter for a loop. Per night? he asked and Jane laughed, per hour! They hag­gled like car­pet­bag­gers for a few min­utes and Jack thought­fully poured more whiskey, white wine and port. It was de­li­cious to lis­ten to the two of them in their mock fight, it re­ally was hi­lar­i­ous. In the end, Jane said very firmly, One Pound Ster­ling a year, that would be her fi­nal word. Pe­ter nod­ded in agree­ment, I ad­mit de­feat, and grabbed his glass. I’m re­ally get­ting old, he mut­tered smil­ing. 


The daily rou­tine re­turned. Jack’s Lord­ship was re­ceived with warm con­grat­u­la­tions at St.Anne’s and Up­per John Street, but oth­er­wise had no ef­fect. He threw him­self into work and worked in ad­di­tion with Pe­ter. The lat­ter said not a word about his re­tire­ment and only let Jack know in gen­eral terms that the new house had no bear­ing on the tim­ing. No mat­ter how much Jack asked around Pe­ter, no one knew any­thing about it. On some Sun­day evenings, Sid­ney or Henry would show up to talk with Jane and Jack. They were very nice and talked about their fam­i­lies. Henry talked a lot about the Moss­ley Bank, which he ran. This was his fourth visit and he al­ready had a clear pic­ture of Jack. Henry was in­creas­ingly in­volved with the Amer­i­cans as was Jack, the in­tel­li­gence man. Henry knew about this be­cause he sat on the civil­ian board of the se­cu­rity ser­vices and had great in­flu­ence over their bud­get. Jack out­lined the scope of the re­or­ga­ni­za­tion of the train­ing pro­grams and hoped that Henry could make a case for it. Henry un­der­stood quite well, but he couldn’t prom­ise any­thing. That Jack did not see him­self in the bank­ing busi­ness and wanted to re­main a doc­tor with ev­ery fiber of his heart, he had un­der­stood fairly soon. He ac­tu­ally thought it was a great pity, be­cause Jack was one of the bright­est minds in the fam­ily. And he didn’t know yet who could run the bank af­ter he re­tired. Jack, un­for­tu­nately, was not. Jane lis­tened to the two men and felt there was no room for a woman. Jack knew ex­actly what she was think­ing. He grad­u­ally en­gaged her in con­ver­sa­tion and let Henry see how ed­u­cated and smart she was. When Henry had gone, he took her in his arms. The time is not yet ready for women at the top. It down­right hurt him, phys­i­cally hurt him, how much she was suf­fer­ing. I won’t take it with­out a fight, Baroness! he whis­pered, who­ever gives in has al­ready lost. Oh Jack, she whis­pered, Robert and I are not wel­come any­where. He wiped the tears from her cheek. Don’t cry, read up on bank­ing, you’ll need it! 


Sun­day af­ter Sun­day, Jane and Jack had the ser­vice’s mo­tor pool take them to Eff­in­g­ham 30km south­west of Lon­don. Henry’s house was a well‐main­tained an­cient coun­try es­tate, and Henry had asked them to stay be­cause he was wear­ing a cast for sev­eral weeks af­ter an an­kle op­er­a­tion. Henry and his ex­tended fam­ily treated them like sib­lings, and while the youngest romped on the lawn, the adults sat on the pa­tio and tested Henry’s wine cel­lar. Jack threaded it quite clev­erly to get Henry and Jane talk­ing shop about fi­nance. She was one of the Moss­leys now, af­ter all, and it would be a shame not to be well versed in bank­ing. They didn’t hide it; she at least wanted to know how the cogs turned. Henry was de­lighted be­cause his chil­dren didn’t give a damn about the fam­ily busi­nesses. 


Jack let the two talk shop and got to know Henry’s adult chil­dren. With one ear, he was with Jane. With the other, he was all doc­tor, lis­ten­ing to their sex­ual prob­lems. His new cousins were en­ter­ing their 40s and suf­fer­ing from yes­ter­day’s Vic­to­rian no­tions. They felt their sex­u­al­ity bub­bling up and could only have good sex in se­cret. One cousin in par­tic­u­lar faced prob­lems. She was mar­ried to a Moss­ley, she loved him, they had two splen­did chil­dren, and she had a se­cret love af­fair with a younger les­bian. Jack felt the fam­ily and young chil­dren car­ried a lot of weight. Any­way, they would try a three­some. Maybe they would play along, maybe bi­sex­u­al­ity was the so­lu­tion for them. In truth, she would not risk too much, be­cause whether it was lived se­cretly or openly, all three had the same chance. Se­cre­tive­ness, how­ever, held much more ex­plo­sives than open­ness, which was em­bar­rass­ing only at first. He said that he was not en­tirely happy with his own ad­vice, but it was the right di­rec­tion. 


Months later, she qui­etly told him that the three­some had worked out quite well. Per­suad­ing the les­bian girl was dif­fi­cult, her hus­band was im­me­di­ately en­thu­si­as­tic. Watch­ing the two make les­bian love ex­cited him a lot and he fucked her, his wife, with pas­sion­ate plea­sure. The girl watched with mixed feel­ings, she had never fucked with a man and did not want to. She held the girl in her arms as her hus­band de­flow­ered and fucked the girl in­sanely. The girl cried silently when he cum in­side, but let it hap­pen. Her hus­band fucked the girl ev­ery time they met and she cried on her friend’s chest ev­ery time. She never got an or­gasm while be­ing fucked and only wanted it dur­ing their les­bian love­mak­ing. Nev­er­the­less, she let her­self will­ingly be fucked two or three times in a row and sobbed when he cum in­side her. Af­ter half a year it was over, the les­bian girl moved on, she was close to her hus­band again and her sex life ex­pe­ri­enced a new blos­som.


Among Jack’s most in­ter­est­ing in­ter­locu­tors at the in­tel­li­gence agen­cies was Natasha, an Amer­i­can na­tive of Rus­sia. She was an an­a­lyst for the Amer­i­can ser­vice and knew all the Rus­sian play­ers like no one else. They were both team play­ers and worked on the prin­ci­ple of in­for­ma­tion shar­ing, you give me, I’ll give you. They couldn’t meet at the men’s club, of course, she said jok­ingly,  she lacked a pe­nis! Mostly they saw each other in the side­walk cafes, once or twice a month. Natasha was not one for bed, she said from the start, she was a forty­ish vir­gin wait­ing for Mr. Right. She wasn’t par­tic­u­larly pretty, her slim body ac­cen­tu­at­ing the round­ness of her big breasts. Jack cer­tainly wouldn’t have looked her up on the street; she would have come into the ugly Swede cat­e­gory. The red­head was cer­tainly not his type. How­ever, she talked about her sex­u­al­ity in a com­pletely free and al­most provoca­tive ex­hi­bi­tion­ist way and Jack learned about the 1000 ways girls mas­tur­bate. That were in­ter­est­ing and very in­ti­mate con­ver­sa­tions. Once, when they met in a con­spir­a­to­rial apart­ment weeks later, she showed him her fa­vorite tech­niques with a friv­o­lous smile. He watched ex­cit­edly, but he knew it would lead to no good and re­strained him­self with dif­fi­culty. Her vir­gin­ity was rather the­o­ret­i­cal; he could de­tect no hy­men. He liked watch­ing her mas­tur­bate and didn’t need to know who she was fuck­ing at first. The 40 year old was in truth al­ready 46 and by God no vir­gin, had fucked hun­dred a men. A sparse bush of red‐gray pu­bic hair adorned her cleft. She com­pletely en­cap­su­lated her­self while mas­tur­bat­ing and no longer per­ceived her sur­round­ings as if in a trance. He lay naked with her and stroked her sex and mas­tur­bat­ing hand. She emerged from the depths af­ter the or­gasm and beamed at him with shin­ing eyes in which stars sparkled. When they knew each other bet­ter and were ly­ing to­gether, he fucked her very care­fully in side ly­ing po­si­tion. He had her legs up and lay across in front of her sex. He watched her fin­ger stroking her clit very del­i­cately in the shape of a fig­ure eight and squirted in­side with a very bad con­science. She did not no­tice any­thing, she was com­pletely sub­merged. When he pen­e­trated her vagina, she be­gan to hum and only stopped when he had squirted.


She emerged from the or­gasm once and no­ticed his erec­tion, as she had so many times be­fore. “Oh, poor you!”  she said this time, stuff­ing his cock half­way into her vagina. “You can squirt in­side if you like, Jack, it’s okay with me!” Her fuck­ing move­ments an­i­mated him, he fucked re­strainedly with half his cock. She had low­ered her head and was star­ing at her sex en­trance as if hyp­no­tized. She smiled quite sweetly and stroked his cock and her clit with the same fin­gers, he had to squirt and he gasped he had to squirt now. She nod­ded ex­cit­edly and ap­prov­ingly, “squirt away, my dar­ling, come! Squirt in!” and when the squirt­ing started, he thrust his cock in deep. She kept his cock in­side her un­til it soft­ened. Since then he fucked her, whether con­scious or out of it, but only in the side po­si­tion. He avoided the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion; it was too in­ti­mate for him. He de­lib­er­ately did not want a sex­ual re­la­tion­ship with her. It was rather too much if they met once or twice a month to mas­tur­bate and fuck.


Natasha was a valu­able as­set and that was only as long as they weren’t emo­tion­ally dis­tracted. He was pleased that they were get­ting along so well. They had over­seen a lot of small op­er­a­tions to­gether in Rus­sia in the first few months and it had worked out great. Pe­ter had still had them closely scru­ti­nized and cleared. Jack grinned, re­ly­ing on his own nose more than the searchers. But work­ing with the Amer­i­cans was very loose, they pre­ferred to do their own thing. When Natasha was trans­ferred to Berlin af­ter a year, he slept with her for the first and last time in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. He hugged her very in­ti­mately while fuck­ing her three times in a row, that was his farewell to her.


Jane fin­ished fur­nish­ing Pe­ter’s house and he moved in at the end of Oc­to­ber af­ter the bomb­shell dropped. She helped him un­pack and Rose came with shop­ping bags to stock the kitchen. On the evening of the sec­ond day, Pe­ter sat in his com­fort­able liv­ing room couch and en­joyed his first whiskey. The phone sys­tem worked per­fectly; he had learned the func­tions within min­utes. He could put the line from the of­fice to his home, that was very im­por­tant to him. Ev­ery­thing per­sonal was here, the pro­fes­sional re­mained in his city apart­ment. 

  

 ▪︎ ▪︎ ▪︎
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On Oc­to­ber 15, the bomb­shell burst. Pe­ter was to hand over his post to Har­ring­ton with im­me­di­ate ef­fect. Lord Har­ring­ton was the new boss. Pe­ter first made sure ev­ery­thing was in or­der and awaited Har­ring­ton in his of­fice. Har­ring­ton was a bot­tle, to put it briefly. He was un­doubt­edly an ex­cel­lent horse breeder, his an­i­mals were traded at top prices. Be­yond that, he was a com­plete dope; even the so­phis­ti­cated tele­phone sys­tem in Pe­ter’s of­fice was a prob­lem for him. He only knew the ser­vice from re­ports and had only been called here on top rec­om­men­da­tion. The only good thing about it was that he left the ser­vice to the oth­ers and only spent hours on the phone with his horse friends. It was all good, he signed off on doc­u­ments in the morn­ing, then the tea drink­ing and phone calls be­gan. If Pe­ter ever came into the of­fice, — and Pe­ter came ev­ery day just be­fore noon — Har­ring­ton in­stantly left the of­fice to him and made phone calls from the con­fer­ence room. Thus be­gan Pe­ter’s re­tire­ment. 


Jack kept out of Pe­ter’s move; he was pur­su­ing a par­tic­u­lar goal. An aside by Henry gave him the idea. He had free ac­cess to the War Of­fice in White­hall be­cause of his po­si­tion, which had just been taken over by the new Min­istry of De­fense. He spent many hours in the ar­chives, swal­low­ing a lot of dust and plod­ding through the files. He found no file on his fa­ther, but ev­ery­thing his fa­ther could get for the War Of­fice. He had pho­tographed thou­sands of pages of lists and re­ports. His wife worked in the Nazi Min­istry of Agri­cul­ture in Mu­nich, so he had good ac­cess to im­por­tant in­for­ma­tion. The War Of­fice could eas­ily de­duce ac­tual where­abouts and troop move­ments from the move­ment of goods and ship­ping doc­u­ments. Dur­ing the war years, this was in­valu­able in­for­ma­tion. At some point, the courier who had trans­ported the mi­cro­films was seized and tor­tured. The en­tire chain un­rav­eled, and ev­ery­one was ar­rested. At last he found the list of those ex­e­cuted. Jack brought his notes to Jane, to­gether they com­pleted her fa­ther’s life story with­out re­veal­ing any se­crets of the War Of­fice. 


Rose took on the task of fix­ing break­fast for Sir Pe­ter as a mat­ter of course. The idea came from her and she asked Lady Janet and Mas­ter Jack, who of course al­lowed it. She usu­ally came back af­ter an hour or two and nei­ther Jane nor Jack asked her how the fuck­ing with the old gen­tle­man had gone. Rose and Pe­ter never men­tioned it, and Jack was very glad that Rose kept due re­spect and dis­tance from Pe­ter. Rose some­times whis­pered while rest­ing af­ter the morn­ing fuck how proud it made her to be of ser­vice to the Mas­ter in both houses. She meant it very se­ri­ously, no shit, be­cause a good maid knew when to lie down with him for the Mas­ter’s phys­i­cal well‐be­ing. Jack nod­ded in agree­ment, then praised her and gave her a gen­tle hug. Rose was a golden soul. 



He talked to Veronika on the phone from time to time, she was do­ing well and was about to re­tire from the film busi­ness. They let her go, be­cause ev­ery­one was glad that she had made this de­ci­sion on her own. That was her news, ev­ery­thing else she con­cealed from him. 


With­out let­ting Jane or Jack in on it, Pe­ter had hired a good man in Frank­furt to help Veronika sell the house. Qui­etly it went over the stage, Pe­ter’s man was a banker, but he had a lot of idea about the real es­tate mar­ket and was not fooled. He was very skilled and worked quickly and ef­fi­ciently, the lo­ca­tion in the south of Mu­nich was very de­sir­able, the prop­erty with a good 2,000 square me­ters was worth much more than the house. He ac­com­pa­nied Veronika to the no­tary and checked care­fully to make sure ev­ery­thing was cor­rect. Veronika was stunned; the pur­chase price was al­most 12.4 mil­lion Marks. She would stay in the house un­til the end of De­cem­ber. Pe­ter’s man also helped her trans­fer her as­sets to her new bank ac­count in Lon­don. He did not want to take money ei­ther, he would set­tle that with Pe­ter.


Af­ter all this, she was not go­ing to let him go with­out a good drink, she had put on a di­aphanous baby­doll and was wait­ing for him with the best white wine she could get. How great was her dis­ap­point­ment when the kind man con­fessed to be­ing gay. He had fucked with some of his mother’s girl­friends af­ter grad­u­at­ing from high school, but he took no plea­sure in pok­ing the old and an­cient vagi­nas. On the con­trary, their wrin­kled cunts, worn out from so much fuck­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing, dis­gusted him. He drank the good wine with Veronika in a good mood and she showed him af­ter the sec­ond bot­tle what she had to of­fer. He was quite soon thrilled by her sweet pussy and only wanted to squirt into it. Squirt, squirt, squirt! He was the first gay man she se­duced mer­ci­lessly. And how she se­duced him! Only at dawn did she let go of him when he could not pro­duce a sin­gle drop. He laughed and said that no woman had ever fucked him as great as she did! He fucked just as well as other men, Veronika thought, and much more pas­sion­ately. She didn’t care that he was gay. It was a suc­cess­ful evening all around and they said good­bye as friends.


How amazed ev­ery­one was when she showed up at Craw­ley Manor on Christ­mas Eve hand in hand with Pe­ter. Pe­ter was grin­ning from ear to ear, the sur­prise had worked out very well! Jack was not a bit sur­prised, Pe­ter man­aged the silent lock with ease. It was all the more as­ton­ish­ing that Veronika had so will­ingly par­tic­i­pated in the mys­tery. He was very grate­ful that Pe­ter had han­dled the house sale so in­ge­niously and that he had not had to travel to Mu­nich for weeks, as he had se­cretly feared. It turned out to be one of the most won­der­ful Christ­mases they cel­e­brated to­gether. 


Over the next few days and weeks, Rose taught Veronika ev­ery­thing there was to learn about run­ning the house­hold. She had to learn how shop­ping worked here, what Sir Pe­ter pre­ferred to eat, that Sir Pe­ter’s laun­dry and shirts were picked up and brought by the laun­dry. No house­hold had a wash­ing ma­chine or an iron. And that the chauf­feur was brought out a sand­wich and a cup of tea while he waited for Sir Pe­ter. At 11:15 sharp, Sir Pe­ter drove to the of­fice and came home ex­actly at 8:15 for din­ner. If it got late, the of­fice re­li­ably called. Rose couldn’t tell Veronika what Sir Pe­ter ac­tu­ally worked ei­ther, but she knew that the of­fice had to do with ex­port and im­port and that he was the big boss.


Rose and Veronika were able to agree to cut out all the Lady‐ and Mi­lady‐crap. Rose and Veronika, it was easy and sim­ple. They both knew they were not ladies. Rose laughed brightly when Veronika asked in stum­bling Eng­lish how to sleep with Sir Pe­ter. Veronika re­al­ized her lapse and laughed too. No, she said, what had to be ob­served in the bed­room? Rose started with the whiskey, his cig­a­rettes, and the ash­tray, all of which were im­por­tant to him. When he was on the phone, he had to be left alone. Med­i­ca­tion in the evening, med­i­ca­tion in the morn­ing. News­pa­pers only for break­fast. Next to the bed al­ways some clean tow­els to wipe his se­men. He didn’t want to mess up the sheet with it. Sir Pe­ter at­tached great im­por­tance to clean­li­ness. 


Rose thought hard and what else she could think of, she said. And the other thing, Rose said, we learn in prac­tice. She told, of course, how Sir Pe­ter sig­naled to her that he wanted to fuck. She never sug­gested it, that would be un­seemly for a maid. He was sat­is­fied with fuck­ing twice a week and he pre­ferred to lie on the bot­tom, other po­si­tions rather not. He never asked for any­thing kinky, just good old fash­ioned Eng­lish fuck­ing. If his guards­man wasn’t stand­ing yet, he liked to watch (very much, in fact) her mas­tur­bate or be made stiff with lips, tongue and mouth. Of­ten both, too. No, he rarely squirted in her mouth. But some­times he held her head with both hands and squirted deep in her throat. Veronika nod­ded, that was no prob­lem.


We’ll find out the rest in prac­tice, Rose said. It was the first time Veronika got in­ti­mate with Rose, Sir Pe­ter was just a spec­ta­tor. Veronika took the ini­tia­tive and in­flamed Rose with cud­dles and French kisses. She dived down and licked Rose to or­gasm. She re­turned the fa­vor and made Veronika’s clit glow. Pe­ter couldn’t stand it any­more, he plunged into the mid­dle of Veronika’s or­gasm and fucked her kneel­ing. He didn’t give him­self a break and fucked Rose. So they soon found that Sir Pe­ter was watch­ing them en­thu­si­as­ti­cally play­ing les­bian games and lick­ing clits and as soon as he was stiff, one could sit on his cock, the other just watched. The two had to de­cide whose turn it was. In the first months Sir Pe­ter wanted to fuck ev­ery day, some­times with both of them. Veronika still kept her con­tra­cep­tive cal­en­dar, she still had her pe­riod. On the risky days Rose had to step in. This ar­range­ment went very well and am­i­ca­bly.


Rose’s mother had died. She had lived alone with her bot­tles of liquor for the last while, Rose sent her money ev­ery two months, but had not seen her for years. Brother Frank had suc­cumbed to the charms of a wealthy widow and was liv­ing with her in Scot­land, on the Isle of Skye. The con­nec­tion had been sev­ered, Rose didn’t know her name or ex­actly where they lived. Jack had her drive to the ceme­tery, they were the only ones other than the cler­gy­man and the two ceme­tery work­ers. Jack had un­ob­tru­sively helped her with the pa­per­work and ex­penses.


They stood close to­gether like sib­lings and Jack had hooked her arm un­der his. Jack had asked the cler­gy­man to re­cite a poet’s poem in­stead of a speech. Rose howled snot, it was the poet’s lov­ing farewell to his mother, farewell and dec­la­ra­tion of love all in one. The cler­gy­man and work­ers had left, Rose placed flow­ers on the cof­fin and Jack sup­ported her. He gave her time to say good­bye for as long as she wanted. Even­tu­ally her tears dried up and they walked the short dis­tance to an inn. Jack in­sisted on eat­ing and drink­ing with Rose. He smoked and held her hand tightly over the ta­ble. She told in a low voice about her mother, and he lis­tened pa­tiently, even though he al­ready knew all this. He had done noth­ing to lo­cate her brother Frank. He didn’t know why him­self. Frank had left his mother and sis­ter be­hind, that was his de­ci­sion. Let him burn in hell, he didn’t care. Again and again he hugged Rose when the feel­ings over­whelmed her. He didn’t care that he didn’t keep the dis­tance, it was only now and only to­day. But he owed it to her, even the Mas­ter had a hu­man obli­ga­tion to her emo­tions just as she cared for his phys­i­cal well‐be­ing and se­men and laid down with him pas­sion­ately.


As they rode home in a cab, he said she was wel­come to take a few days off, but she flatly re­fused. At the very least, she had to take care of her lord­ship’s break­fast and din­ner. He would take Jane out in the evening and she didn’t need to join him be­fore break­fast ei­ther. She should give her­self time to grieve, Jane and he could wait un­til she re­cov­ered. Rose squeezed his hand grate­fully and looked out the win­dow of the cab. Thank you, dear Mas­ter, thank you for feel­ing with me, it means a lot!


She did not lie down with him or Pe­ter for 14 days, but she fixed break­fast on time, went shop­ping and cleaned up the house as usual. She sat at the kitchen ta­ble or on the back porch af­ter­wards and wrote Frank a very long let­ter. Jack asked her if he should track Frank down and she looked at him in amaze­ment. “What, can you do that?” Jack laughed, if I want some­thing, I can do it! It took his re­searchers two days to find Frank. He gave Rose the ad­dress and she glee­fully thanked him with one of her dread­ful Royal Court’s curtsy.


She took care of his wel­fare two weeks af­ter the fu­neral, she was soft and pas­sion­ate in her love. She was very grate­ful for the way he treated her at the fu­neral and fucked him more like a mis­tress and less like a ser­vant maid. She fucked him only a few times a week, as he was very much re­quired by St.Anne’s at the end of his pro­ba­tion­ary pe­riod. Af­ter fuck­ing, she lay on his chest and told him in all de­tails how she spoiled Mas­ter Pe­ter to­gether with Veronika. He had tried un­suc­cess­fully sev­eral times to pre­vent her from this in­dis­cre­tion, but she just smiled and said she would tell Sir Pe­ter about fuck­ing him too. He fi­nally gave up and lis­tened to her at­ten­tively, for her these things were im­mensely im­por­tant.


Jane had been stay­ing with Henry on Sun­days for a long time and didn’t re­turn un­til Mon­day evening. She had a thou­sand ques­tions and Henry was very happy. Fi­nally there was some­one who was in­ter­ested in his busi­ness. With great ac­cu­racy he ex­plained even the most com­pli­cated pro­ce­dures, in­ter­re­la­tion­ships and busi­ness con­sid­er­a­tions. Moss­ley Bank was not a bank in the tra­di­tional sense, they had nei­ther a bank­ing hall nor walk‐in cus­tomers. They man­aged the as­sets of some su­per‐rich peo­ple, brought to­gether projects and fi­nanciers. The projects were very po­lit­i­cal, were of­ten the re­sult of ideas from politi­cians, the Aris­toc­racy and Roy­alty. Jane was im­pres­sively smart, in­tel­li­gent and mem­o­rized ev­ery­thing. Pretty soon she was stay­ing with him even on Tues­days and learn­ing tremen­dously fast. Henry en­joyed sit­ting with her and Jack on Sun­day af­ter­noons over a fine glass of wine and prais­ing Jane to Jack that she blushed. Of­ten Henry re­marked that he would have ex­pected this in­ter­est from his chil­dren. Jack in­ter­jected that his chil­dren had quite dif­fer­ent in­ter­ests and were very ac­com­plished in their pro­fes­sions and ac­tiv­i­ties. The ex­am­ple was a daugh­ter‐in‐law who had built a pro bono cen­ter for women in need. Henry knew it, but he had never un­der­stood it. The de­tails of what hard­ship some women suf­fered went in one ear and out the other. Grad­u­ally he re­al­ized that he needed to lis­ten bet­ter and more care­fully to his chil­dren and chil­dren‐in‐law. There was life out­side Moss­ley Bank, too. His re­spect for Jack was grow­ing; the boy had qual­i­ties far be­yond his qual­i­fi­ca­tions. 


Jack liked to sit with Jane on the back porch in the evenings, when it wasn’t rain­ing. She had had enough of the BBC af­ter about ten years. As she had pre­dicted, the sci­ence news­room was go­ing back­wards, with the new and ex­cit­ing car­ry­ing less and less weight. Her con­tri­bu­tions were dis­fig­ur­ingly cut or deleted al­to­gether. Mean­while, she went to the of­fice only one day a week and at­tended only to her briefs; she had nei­ther time nor in­ter­est in of­fice gos­sip or so­cial con­tacts. The new boss se­ri­ously tried to land with her, her fuck­ing with James gave him hopes. She laughed at him de­ri­sively and left his of­fice with­out clos­ing the door, she couldn’t man­age more than this rude­ness. 


She se­ri­ously con­sid­ered some­how work­ing with Henry and the Moss­ley Bank. The dis­tance was caus­ing her a lot of prob­lems. On the one hand, Henry’s of­fice was there and not here. But she def­i­nitely didn’t want to com­mute back and forth, even the idea of go­ing to a driv­ing school and com­mut­ing in her own car didn’t ap­peal to her. She was con­nected and in­ter­twined with the peo­ple in her town. How of­ten did friends show up be­cause they had some­thing to talk about and a phone call wasn’t enough? How of­ten did she go out alone or with Jack or meet friends spon­ta­neously? Com­mut­ing be­came less and less of an op­tion for her the longer she thought about it or dis­cussed it with Jack. She was con­tent enough to visit Pe­ter and Veron­ica when­ever it oc­curred to her. Eff­in­g­ham was a small, sleepy ham­let, and there would be no prob­lem find­ing an of­fice or liv­ing space for her at Henry’s house. But she didn’t feel at home there. Her home was here. 


Jack thought out loud. Two things had im­me­di­ately struck him. The moose and Henry’s brain. Jane poked him in the side, you don’t have to ex­plain, I can fol­low your mind jumps ef­fort­lessly. Jack poked back and asked that she give her younger brother time to ex­e­cute his thought pro­cesses, for God’s sake. A minute‐long lit­tle scuf­fle en­sued, then he con­tin­ued. You don’t put the moose in the oven whole. You cut out lit­tle pieces and then you leave it to Rose to pre­pare. Cut the BBC prob­lem into lit­tle pieces and let Henry know. He cer­tainly doesn’t care about of­fice gos­sip and your whin­ing, but he does care about your feel­ings and thought pro­cesses re­gard­ing your past work and your pro­fes­sional ex­pec­ta­tions. Jane nod­ded thought­fully, he only knows in prin­ci­ple that I work for the BBC, but I’m sure he’s al­ready for­got­ten that. I still have to think about what to bring into play and how. It was ob­vi­ous that Henry needed to be more in­ter­ested in her and her thoughts. A short pause arose, they took a sip and smoked.


And now for Henry’s brain, Jack con­tin­ued. You’ve been with him for a year now, there’s no way you can know about ev­ery­thing. Jane gri­maced, but he was right, of course. I still have a lot to learn, fine. Jack took an ap­pre­cia­tive pull on the roll‐your‐own, in­haled, and stretched his legs. Let it be Henry’s job to fig­ure it out. He’s got a brain, so in the end it’s his own thoughts, his own ideas that mat­tered. Or what he thought was his own idea. He’s cer­tainly not ready to see you as an as­sis­tant. He has to teach you much more, just look at Pe­ter and me. I’m get­ting some things done af­ter 5 years, but I’m glad he comes to the of­fice ev­ery day and keeps Har­ring­ton from in­ter­fer­ing. Henry should find out in small por­tions what you are aim­ing at in Moss­ley Bank. That you are with him for two days is your choice. Like it or leave it. He has to re­al­ize one day how im­por­tant you are to the bank, whether you are im­por­tant to the bank. He will then fig­ure out on his own that Moss­ley Bank could some­day out­grow its small, dumpy of­fice in town. Why not have a nice, pompous rep­re­sen­ta­tive of­fice in the city, in the mid­dle of Lon­don? You could go to work ev­ery day like oth­ers and still keep your cir­cle of friends, your net­work, your home. I don’t need to tell you that such an idea is fea­si­ble in a mat­ter of weeks.


Jane thought. He was right, and she had time enough to tackle this. She needed to know first if she re­ally wanted to go to Moss­ley Bank. Only then would ev­ery­thing else come. I don’t even know yet, she said, how badly I want to get into the bank. Maybe it’s just a snap idea, I could be do­ing some­thing com­pletely dif­fer­ent, travel jour­nal­ist, writ­ing a ro­mance novel, or just none of the above.


Such con­ver­sa­tions they both loved, drink­ing to­gether, smok­ing and cud­dling with each other. Usu­ally these evenings ended with them go­ing up in a civ­i­lized man­ner and fuck­ing pas­sion­ately. It was of­ten only three or four evenings a week that they could spend to­gether. This had its good side, their sex did not flat­ten out into a daily chore, they looked for­ward to each other for days. Some­times they were so over­come by lust that they only made it as far as the liv­ing room couch and tore off their clothes. That Rose stuck her head cu­ri­ously through the kitchen door and watched them, they knew of course, but they didn’t mind.


By the end of the year, Jane had com­pletely re­tired and re­signed from the BBC. Of course, ev­ery­one around her knew and en­cour­aged her. She had also told Henry, of course, and ex­plained her rea­sons. He un­der­stood her very well, when some­thing broke, you had to come clean and move on. Henry un­der­stood her de­ci­sion, if one’s own work was not ap­pre­ci­ated, if one went in a com­pletely dif­fer­ent di­rec­tion than the com­pany, one had to clear the air and move on. Af­ter a few days, Henry stopped think­ing about it and ex­plained to Jane why some­times it was bet­ter to in­vest in com­plex funds rather than in­di­vid­ual stocks. Jane lis­tened to him very care­fully and for­got her sor­row about the BBC. 


First it was not par­tic­u­larly no­tice­able that Har­ring­ton was not in the of­fice. He was sup­posed to be in the hos­pi­tal for two days for a mi­nor pro­ce­dure. When he didn’t show up there, the hos­pi­tal called his of­fice. The search was on, fran­ti­cally. He was nei­ther here nor there and just nowhere. His wife hadn’t seen him in months; they had grown apart. But she was sud­denly alarmed and called in the city po­lice. They were not re­spon­si­ble, but they seized the op­por­tu­nity to puff them­selves up and make them­selves im­por­tant. It was not un­til the third day that MI5, re­spon­si­ble for do­mes­tic af­fairs, was called in. Pe­ter and Jack or­dered ex­treme re­straint. Har­ring­ton was their boss, but they had to rely on MI5.


The kid­nap­pers came for­ward on the third day. A Po­laroid photo proved that Har­ring­ton was still alive yes­ter­day. Four mil­lion was de­manded for his re­lease. There was a green light within three hours, and the Har­ring­tons had the money ready. The kid­nap­pers let the first money de­liv­ery pass, the sec­ond failed be­cause the city po­lice could not wait. The ar­rested man only knew where to de­liver the bulging travel bags, but that was a dead end. MI5 took over, they waited for a third ap­point­ment. 


On the fourth day, Har­ring­ton was found with his throat cut. The tracks at the drop‐off point were use­less; the junk­yard was used by too many peo­ple. MI5 had a promis­ing lead af­ter two weeks. Har­ring­ton’s last mis­tress, al­most no one knew, was also the mis­tress of a hard­ened crim­i­nal. The man was ar­rested and con­fessed af­ter many hours, the whole gang could be ar­rested. A sim­ple case that had un­nec­es­sar­ily wasted many re­sources. Grad­u­ally, the story pe­tered out in the me­dia land­scape. Har­ring­ton’s seat re­mained un­filled for 7 months. 


Af­ter 7 months, Ma­jor Colonel Ho­r­a­tio Fox, Lord Fyffe, was ap­pointed to re­place Har­ring­ton. Pe­ter, who had been run­ning the de­part­ments on an in­terim ba­sis, was in­volved in the search for a suc­ces­sor and voted for Fox. He didn’t know him very well, but Fox had been one of the best in mil­i­tary in­tel­li­gence for two decades and there had been some joint ven­tures. Fox had hes­i­tated for a long time be­cause it seemed dif­fi­cult for him to move from mil­i­tary to civil­ian. It was only when Sir Pe­ter, whom he held in high es­teem, agreed to be avail­able to him as an ex­ter­nal ad­vi­sor that he made up his mind. One of his first acts was to sign a writ­ten, well‐funded con­tract with Pe­ter. He had the of­fice re­mod­eled for them both. Fox was privy to Pe­ter train­ing his son Jack as a fu­ture man­ager and aide. Fox and Jack hit it off right away. Pe­ter grinned in­wardly, he now had two aides to train. But Fox was the right man, young enough at 47 and had enough In­tel­li­gence Ser­vice ex­pe­ri­ence.


Of course mil­i­tary in­tel­li­gence had other du­ties, but Fox of­ten saw things they solved bet­ter to­gether. The mil­i­tary was very well equipped tech­ni­cally, they were equipped with the finest equip­ment and had no ob­sta­cles in ob­tain­ing even the very lat­est equip­ment and meth­ods not yet avail­able to oth­ers. Fox, in re­turn, was able to of­fer ad­vice on mat­ters con­cern­ing for­eign agen­cies or in­di­vid­u­als, a ma­jor weak­ness of the mil­i­tary. It was an as­set to MI6 and to mil­i­tary in­tel­li­gence.


Jack had re­ceived his li­cense to prac­tice medicine and left St.Anne’s with a heavy heart. He promised to fin­ish his res­i­dency train­ing. But he was free to work four days at Up­per John Street and three days with Pe­ter and Fox. He changed that as soon as he could. It was bet­ter to work both jobs ev­ery day. Most days he stayed at Up­per John Street un­til early af­ter­noon and was on duty for the ser­vice in the af­ter­noon. That brought peace and con­sis­tency, es­pe­cially a pre­dictabil­ity. Jack took only Sun­day off and also stopped driv­ing to Henry’s. Henry im­me­di­ately un­der­stood that Jack needed to rest for a day. Henry took care of Jane’s train­ing at the bank, she came Mon­day morn­ing and went home Tues­day af­ter­noon. He dis­cussed all ac­tions with Jane and let her make her sug­ges­tions. She some­times had good sug­ges­tions, some­times she was off the mark. Henry ex­plained why he was tack­ling some­thing and how. Jane’s weak­ness was her poor knowl­edge of no­bil­ity and Henry had no idea how to change that.


Jack was pleased that Pe­ter’s of­fice had been ex­panded and ren­o­vated once again. They had starred their three desks and could work to­gether beau­ti­fully. Quite soon Fox dis­cov­ered the recre­ation rooms. This wing of the of­fice had been a brothel be­fore the war. The rooms were left un­changed and they were for­got­ten, at least of­fi­cially. How­ever, they were used by agents and fe­male agents alike, even Pe­ter had some ad­ven­tures in these rooms af­ter the war. Jack very rarely gave in when a fe­male agent tempted him there. Fox, on the other hand, very quickly be­came a reg­u­lar af­ter fail­ing to hook up with even one of the of­fice’s 30 fe­male em­ploy­ees. Pe­ter had im­posed a strict ban im­me­di­ately af­ter tak­ing of­fice at the end of the war, and those who vi­o­lated it had to leave the of­fice. The recre­ation rooms, jok­ingly called Ho­tel Par­adiso, saved Fox a lot of time and money. Pe­ter and Jack grinned when Fox flirted un­abashedly with an agent on the phone and ar­ranged to meet her there. He was very du­ti­ful, how­ever, and re­turned ex­actly af­ter an hour. He was aware, of course, that his trysts were scrupu­lously recorded and that be­hind the Vene­tian mir­rors there were many a mam­sel judg­ing the per­for­mance of the agents. But he could fuck a new one ev­ery day and they fucked classes bet­ter than any pros­ti­tute.


By Au­gust 1969, Fox was al­ready chal­lenged at the out­set of his ten­ure. The sit­u­a­tion in Ire­land had wors­ened and mil­i­tary in­tel­li­gence needed sup­port. Pe­ter kept a low pro­file and was sat­is­fied, Fox was ex­celling and to­gether with Jack he solved the task ex­cel­lently. They could not, of course, pre­vent vi­o­lence from break­ing out. But that it did not turn into a ma­jor civil war was to Fox’s and Jack’s credit. 


In 1969, there were two events in par­tic­u­lar that kept MI5 and MI6 busy. The coro­na­tion of Prince Charles as Prince of Wales and the Queen’s state visit to Aus­tria. The first moon land­ing made far less im­pres­sion in Eng­land than world­wide. Pe­ter as­signed him­self to per­son­ally ac­com­pany Queen Eliz­a­beth II to Vi­enna and Graz. He took Lilly with him and in­cul­cated in her that it was like be­ing at war. Lilly nod­ded ea­gerly, about mar­riage vows and all that. She promised to lie with him at any time, just like in the war. Jack shook his head with a smile, Pe­ter never missed an op­por­tu­nity. But both events hap­pened as if on rails, the whole world fol­lowed the events via tele­vi­sion. 


Away from the cam­eras, Lilly gave her­self to the boss and with all pas­sion, she had left her mar­riage vows be­hind in Lon­don. Pe­ter en­joyed the sex­ual va­ri­ety and their lov­ing pas­sion to the fullest. She lay down beam­ing with joy when­ever he sig­naled it. They fucked in all po­si­tions, his fa­vorite be­ing to be rid­den or to squirt deep in her throat. Lilly knew that was his fa­vorite. She took his cock in her mouth and rubbed it very vig­or­ously un­til he had fully poured out. She con­tin­ued to rub his cock long af­ter he had squirted un­til he went com­pletely limp, only then did she take him out of her mouth. She swal­lowed his se­men, al­though she usu­ally never let her­self cum in her mouth. Never! She en­joyed the trip and the sex­ual va­ri­ety to the fullest, fuck­ing him as of­ten as he could and mas­tur­bat­ing her­self from start to fin­ish with­out stop­ping. Oh, damn! how good it did her! She was aware of what an honor it was to travel with him. He could have cho­sen among a hun­dred younger agents, but he wanted her of all peo­ple, even though she was ap­proach­ing sixty. She was care­ful about her fig­ure, of course, and fought against ev­ery kilo too much, but only the gods knew why he wanted to fuck her of all peo­ple.


Jane had been care­ful to spread the word among those around her about how dusty, small, and in­signif­i­cant the Moss­ley Bank town of­fice was. Af­ter months, this had reached Henry as well, one of his best cus­tomers bring­ing the mat­ter to his at­ten­tion. It didn’t take him long to dis­cuss the mat­ter with Jane. She was very sur­prised, the town of­fice was re­ally small and dumpy, the lady there just a tele­phone op­er­a­tor. She didn’t pick up on the whole thing un­til Henry started talk­ing about it again. It was not in Moss­ley Bank’s in­ter­est, of course, to set up a counter op­er­a­tion, heaven for­bid! But Jane de­vel­oped an en­tirely new idea. Why not an ex­clu­sive gen­tle­men’s club, as there were sev­eral, ex­clu­sively for the cus­tomers and se­lect gen­tle­men, with some of­fice space in the back? One would be con­nected by tele­phone and fax to his main of­fice in Eff­in­g­ham, per­haps even with the new com­puter? Henry was on the phone with all the gen­tle­men’s clubs he knew. 


Jane was tasked with putting to­gether the costs. She al­ready had a prop­erty in mind, of course, a whole floor in the Vic­to­ria Palace on St.James Street, a prime ad­dress where there were al­ready sev­eral gen­tle­man’s clubs. Hers had to be a notch bet­ter than the oth­ers. The ren­o­va­tion costs were high, but jus­ti­fied to cre­ate an ex­clu­sive at­mos­phere. She pre­sented the fin­ished project plans to Henry and took him to the Vic­to­ria twice. She would call it The Moss­ley House rather than The Moss­ley Club; it sounded classier. Flamingo Bar would do, she grinned, the bar of red­necks, with one‐armed ban­dits and pros­ti­tutes. 


All right, said Henry, all right! It must be rep­re­sen­ta­tive, ex­clu­sive and very, very dis­tin­guished. A place where even the high­est cir­cles could so­cial­ize. Jane in­ter­jected that Pe­ter could make con­tact with his gen­tle­men’s club and sug­ges­tions could be taken from there. The main in­gre­di­ents were food, drink, smok­ing and com­fort. So steaks, whiskey, cigars and the best chairs in the world. In the back­ground, dig­ni­fied of­fices where one could have tea even with the Queen and where se­ri­ous con­ver­sa­tion and bank­ing were also pos­si­ble. Henry was sure that the project was in good hands with Jane. Six weeks had passed when he for­mally com­mis­sioned Jane. She im­me­di­ately threw her­self into the work. She had carte blanche, the Moss­ley Bank for­tune be­hind her. Her fu­ture was at stake. 


She asked Henry to think about what two, at most three, good bankers should work in the of­fices. They had to be more than just bankers, they had to be able to have con­ver­sa­tions with the Queen her­self. Henry was very sad­dened, for such bankers had not yet been born. But he took on the task, he would trawl the fi­nan­cial cen­ter of Lon­don 7 days a week look­ing for the peo­ple. He found them, two old‐school gen­tle­men with im­pec­ca­ble rep­u­ta­tions and ex­quis­ite ap­pear­ances, and signed them up. He im­me­di­ately took up their en­roll­ment in Eff­in­g­ham. Jane’s club was op­er­a­tional af­ter 5 months, a gleam­ing golden jewel in cen­tral Lon­don. The menu steak‐heavy, the se­lec­tion of whiskeys and other bev­er­ages ex­quis­ite, and the hu­mi­dor car­ried the finest cigars in the world. Jane, Jack and Pe­ter were the first and only guests to try the club. The Moss­ley House was for ladies and gen­tle­men alike, as many of the bank’s cus­tomers were ladies from the high­est cir­cles. At the of­fi­cial open­ing, the bank’s top 40 clients were in­vited, and it was a re­sound­ing suc­cess. 


Janet Craw­ley, Count­ess of Moss­ley, ran the House and was princely re­warded. She had one of the 5 of­fices to her­self, the most beau­ti­ful of all. Jack had man­aged to get Mia’s fam­ily to sup­ply the best chairs and seat­ing in the world. Jane had no trou­ble run­ning the place, she was strict and re­lent­less with the staff. She al­ways con­ducted the cus­tomer meet­ings to­gether with one of the bankers and learned a lot, but was very skilled in deal­ing with the cus­tomers. Henry was ex­tremely pleased, and the cus­tomers raved about Jane and the Moss­ley House. Jane’s idea of con­nect­ing the House and Eff­in­g­ham with a com­puter line was not only mod­ern, but very ef­fec­tive. Peo­ple grad­u­ally learned to work with Hon­ey­well’s clunky screens. Jane dined with clients or her bankers ev­ery lunchtime; Pe­ter and Jack also joined her fre­quently. She had found her pro­fes­sion, her call­ing. More and more, “Janet’s” be­came ac­cepted for The Moss­ley House, al­though she never pro­nounced it her­self. Peo­ple dated at Janet’s. Thanks to her jour­nal­is­tic train­ing, she wrote ar­ti­cles for var­i­ous glossy mag­a­zines, daily news­pa­pers and brought The Moss­ley House into the me­dia. When her time per­mit­ted, she con­tin­ued to read schol­arly pa­pers and ar­ti­cles. She pub­lished her sum­maries in var­i­ous print me­dia, but never again on BBC.



Veronika liked to laugh when Pe­ter told her about Fox’s es­capades or when he told her with all sex­ual de­tails about his trips with Lilly. Of course, these were busi­ness trips, he still didn’t want to en­lighten her about his real ac­tiv­ity. She liked to hear him tell re­ally juicy sto­ries, and that made her horny. When she was horny, she wanted to fuck or mas­tur­bate. Her room on the ground floor had be­come a small pri­vate cin­ema, an ex­cel­lent pro­jec­tor and a cab­i­net con­tain­ing all her films from the Mu­nich stu­dio. She watched the old record­ings over and over again on the wide sofa, which was very com­fort­able for mas­tur­bat­ing dur­ing the film. Some­times Rose joined her, then they mas­tur­bated to­gether, each for her­self. Rose was in­sanely proud of Veronika, be­cause her friend starred in these films. When Pe­ter watched the movies, they would go up to fuck af­ter­wards. He loved watch­ing the movies, but he rarely had time for it. When Pe­ter and Jack were out, Jane would of­ten lie down with Veronika; she loved the les­bian acts with the older woman. She knew they were both bi­sex­ual, but Veronika was the only one she acted it out with. When Rose lay with Veronika, Jane would watch them briefly, but then she would go back — keep­ing her dis­tance from the staff. Jack and Pe­ter knew about it and liked to be told about it.


Jane worked 6 days a week and kept at least one day off, some­times two or three. The Moss­ley House worked even when she wasn’t at the House. She came home ev­ery night, had din­ner with Jack, and af­ter­wards they chat­ted in the liv­ing room as usual. She never drank dur­ing the day and treated her­self to two glasses of white wine and a joint in the evening like Jack. By now, they were both able to keep the ad­dic­tion per­fectly in check. Jane was happy all around and mas­tur­bated ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep, which did her a world of good. Jack was happy about it and no­ticed that her body had be­come even more beau­ti­ful and wom­anly. Jane, I love you so much! he some­times whis­pered in her ear. They slept to­gether three or four times a week, and she in­sisted that he go to Rose’s early in the morn­ing, ev­ery day. She couldn’t and wouldn’t fuck in the morn­ing and knew full well that it did him good in the morn­ing. Rose fucked Jack ev­ery morn­ing dur­ing the week be­fore fix­ing break­fast and go­ing over to Pe­ter’s house to fuck or be fucked.


Jane had learned to drive and car and bought a fancy lit­tle con­vert­ible, a dark green MG. Some­times she went out with Jack, out into the beau­ti­ful woods around Lon­don. She also vis­ited Henry sev­eral times in her sports car when Jack didn’t have time. Jack’s or­di­na­tion ran smoothly, was well at­tended, and turned a small profit, which he was happy to leave to his col­leagues. He took only one doc­tor’s salary and was con­tent with that. Fox ob­jected to his work­ing pro bono for the king­dom and paid him a whop­ping salary. More­over, Fox in­sisted on a for­mal con­tract. He was not to be changed in these mat­ters, or­der must be, he said, at least the ba­sic things had to be set­tled.


Jane’s 30th birth­day was cel­e­brated with a big gar­den party in the park be­hind the house, all her friends and girl­friends came. Jack had had a gold neck­lace made for her, two big Js made of di­a­monds en­twined cop­u­lat­ing. One im­me­di­ately rec­og­nized the clearly erotic mo­tif on the ex­pen­sive piece of jew­elry, but the gifted gold­smith made it look el­e­gant and dig­ni­fied de­spite the sex­ual de­pic­tion. Jack whis­pered that un­for­tu­nately they couldn’t wear wed­ding rings. She fell around his neck, she was so happy. She wore it for life.


Jack came home one evening, Jane was wait­ing for him in the liv­ing room. Stars shone in her eyes, brighter than ever. He waited anx­iously, then she said softly, I’m preg­nant! He jumped up and gave her a big hug. I’m so happy, he stam­mered over and over, cov­er­ing her face with kisses. They talked about what might change now, that they would re­ar­range his bach­e­lor bed­room and both take turns car­ing for the baby. He would di­vide him­self ac­cord­ingly in both Up­per John Street and Pe­ter’s of­fice, there was no ques­tion in his mind. It was also clear to Jane to cut back at Moss­ley House. They agreed that they did not want to en­trust their child to a nanny. Rose and Veronika were still there, he said, and she laughed. Our daugh­ter would then be able to fuck quite well be­fore she went to kinder­garten, they both had to laugh heartily. They re­joiced and be­came even more af­fec­tion­ate with each other. For the time be­ing, they kept this se­cret to them­selves.


But the joy did not last long. Pe­ter re­ceived one of the very rare calls from Veronika. Pe­ter waved Jack to note down the key­words as usual. St. Thomas Clinic, gy­ne­col­ogy, room 417. He hung up with­out a greet­ing and called the mo­tor pool. Then he spooked Jack, Jane at the clinic! They raced there and learned that Jane had suf­fered a very painful mis­car­riage. She had quite heavy bleed­ing that was very slow to stop. The nec­es­sary curet­tage could not be done un­til later and Jane would have to stay in the clinic for an­other 3 or 4 days. Jack can­celled all ap­point­ments and stayed with her. It took them both sev­eral hours be­fore they could talk to each other about it. He ex­plained the med­i­cal back­ground to her and said the gy­ne­col­o­gist had cor­rectly di­ag­nosed years ago that she could not have chil­dren. The preg­nancy was a fluke that prob­a­bly wouldn’t hap­pen again. But they had been look­ing for­ward to the child so much that they were of one mind. Any fu­ture preg­nancy they would wel­come and be glad for any child they had. He would sit be­side her bed and rest his head on her stom­ach when he fell asleep. Jane smiled, she rarely ex­pe­ri­enced his love as beau­ti­fully as she did now.


Up­per John Street turned a big profit this year. Jack waived again and his col­leagues were able to col­lect a lot of money. It was im­por­tant to him that the or­di­na­tion ran well and that the des­ti­tute re­ceived ex­cel­lent treat­ment. When­ever he could, he took af­ter­noons off and ar­ranged to meet Jane. They spent many hours to­gether in the gar­den or liv­ing room, feel­ing their bond even when they were just sit­ting next to each other read­ing. 


Henry came at noon and took over from Jane. He didn’t say it of­ten, but her idea about Moss­ley House was a gold­mine. He had it in him to raise the money over steak and whiskey and cigars. Ex­clu­sive and posh, yes. Eff­in­g­ham was los­ing its edge. He and the two gen­tle­men had plenty of time to take care of the cus­tomers. There was no hurry; Moss­ley House was a meet­ing place of the high­est or­der. He was very grate­ful and did not skimp on Jane’s bonuses. Jane had also sug­gested think­ing about her re­place­ment right now. She di­rected Henry’s at­ten­tion to his grand­son Raynor, whom she had been watch­ing closely. He had grad­u­ated from school with hon­ors and had done well at the Lon­don In­sti­tute of Eco­nom­ics. Be­fore he took off abroad, Henry had to get him on board. Im­me­di­ately, not to­mor­row.


Ray was the right choice, Jane sensed im­me­di­ately. He sub­mit­ted be­cause he wanted to go to the top, all the way to the top. Like all the other em­ploy­ees, he went to the hair­dresser weekly, wore the tai­lored tuxedo, and learned man­ners from the older ones who had mostly served as but­lers be­fore. Like­wise, he learned silently and very at­ten­tively how bank ad­vi­sors dealt with cus­tomers and where the­ory dif­fered from prac­tice.


Jane called him into her of­fice af­ter a month. She gave him com­pre­hen­sive feed­back. She said he was de­vel­op­ing into a good host, just as Moss­ley House needed. As for bank­ing, he should still learn and lis­ten well. She smiled, I felt the same way, I still lis­ten to the bank ad­vi­sor to­day and know what my lim­its are. It’s hard, Ray, but you’re 22 now and have plenty of time to pre­pare to take over the House one day. Ray nod­ded, know­ing she was right. Thank you, Janet, that helps me a lot, you help me a lot! Jane fell silent and Ray rose to leave. One more thing, Jane said, look­ing him straight in the eye, I re­al­ized, of course, that you had a crush on me. Ray low­ered his eyes and looked at the tips of his shoes. I am, of course, very flat­tered that a young, hand­some and ex­tremely smart man like you would fall in love with me. How­ever, you must take two things to heart, first, I am your boss. Sec­ond, you are a Moss­ley just like me. I am not for in­cest, most def­i­nitely not! Ray looked up and was about to say some­thing, but he clenched his lips. There was prob­a­bly no point in re­mind­ing them that they were not re­lated by blood at all. His heart was break­ing, but he tear­fully thanked her for her open­ness and left. He got over his pain af­ter ten days and got used again to work­ing very closely with the woman who was un­reach­able. Jane was wise and gave him time.



Veronika had dis­cussed with Pe­ter for a long time and lis­tened to him well. She had enough of do­ing noth­ing, but what she could, to fuck for porn movies, she was no longer in­ter­ested. And Pe­ter knew very well that the porn busi­ness was a dirty, low and dan­ger­ous busi­ness, with which he wanted noth­ing to do. So the de­ci­sion was easy. Pe­ter asked what she liked to do. She smiled like a cat and said it was not a job, but love and plea­sure. He smiled too, yes, my love! He did not let go. She blushed and whis­pered she loved chil­dren. He ig­nored the in­nu­endo. So nanny or kinder­garten. He guessed kinder­garten, reg­u­lar hours dif­fer­ent chil­dren, not just a spoiled brat. He promised to take care of it. Two days later Veronika started the train­ing in a renowned in­sti­tute and af­ter one month she came to the ac­com­pa­ny­ing prac­ti­cal work. She was very happy and thanked him ev­ery morn­ing, so Pe­ter was happy too.


Veronika learned quickly and she was very happy about the choice of pro­fes­sion. She had a lot of fun with the chil­dren and com­pleted the train­ing af­ter one year. She ben­e­fited from be­ing bilin­gual and came to work in both the Ger­man and Aus­trian kinder­gartens. Diplo­mats, busi­ness­men and bankers liked to give their youngest there be­cause the chil­dren could learn Ger­man and Eng­lish so eas­ily. Veronika was in the right place and in her de­sired pro­fes­sion. Pe­ter was happy about this, be­cause she did not have to go back to her hu­mil­i­at­ing job.



 ▪︎ ▪︎ ▪︎











Sam Barker’s Sad End


by Jack Faber © 2022




Sam Barker was hang­ing up­side down on a ca­ble from the Black Friar Bridge. His foot in the ca­ble loop hurt ter­ri­bly af­ter the fall. He was sub­merged up to his chest in the Thames River and was now strain­ing his ab­dom­i­nal mus­cles to keep his head above the black wa­ter. The two po­lice­men had run across the bridge and kept run­ning to catch him. Their flash­lights il­lu­mi­nated ev­ery nook and cranny left and right; in this damned dark­ness and the gath­er­ing fog, you just couldn’t see any­thing. Noth­ing at all. Nor could they spot 15‐year‐old Sam hang­ing up­side down from the bridge. He wasn’t des­per­ate enough to call for help yet. He had run away across the bridge, they couldn’t catch him. The bridge was ac­tu­ally closed for ren­o­va­tions, but he had run into the con­struc­tion site any­way and tried to hide be­hind one of the wooden sheds. He hadn’t seen the ca­ble, he fell off the bridge and the ca­ble that had wrapped around his foot was his sal­va­tion. For now.


Sam had grown up alone with his mother, a shrill hys­teric and pros­ti­tute. She didn’t tell him any­thing about his fa­ther when he was of age, then. Maybe. He was used to his mother run­ning around naked in the apart­ment from an early age, screw­ing strange men ev­ery day and let­ting him watch, he knew no dif­fer­ent. She brought guys ev­ery day, that was her job. From a young age he had got­ten used to her strip­ping naked when a man came to visit and usu­ally stick­ing his cock in her hole her­self. There he was al­lowed to pump un­til it was done, then he paid and left. If he didn’t want to pay, she would hit him — bang! — on his head with the rolling pin and took all his money.  


Sam had never been prop­erly ed­u­cated in sex, only su­per­fi­cially, when he was about 6 years old. She was 36 years old and rel­a­tively pretty, but the al­co­hol had al­ready dug deep fur­rows in her face. He, like her, sat naked across from his mother, fid­dling with his lit­tle hard‐on with rel­ish, won­der­ing why she looked so dif­fer­ent there. He pointed his fin­gers at her sex. She thought for a mo­ment, then she had shown him her sex up close and ex­plained in great de­tail the func­tions. He was al­lowed to touch ev­ery­thing and ex­plore it very care­fully. She sighed and said that she had not had men­stru­a­tion since his birth and there­fore could not have chil­dren. She ex­plained men­stru­a­tion in sim­ple words and he tried to un­der­stand. That a woman needed men­stru­a­tion and a man to pump in her lit­tle hole and squirt the baby in. With his mouth open, he asked why the men who pumped in their hole ev­ery day didn’t squirt a baby in? Af­ter all, he would have loved to have a sib­ling. She ex­plained to him again that of course the men squirted in, but un­for­tu­nately there could be no baby. Too bad, said the peck, such a sib­ling would be quite fine to play with! 


She hugged him tightly and tried to com­fort him. You’ve seen it many times, but you didn’t seem to care much. He knew what she meant, of course, and she said, would you like to see it up close? He nod­ded ea­gerly and was im­me­di­ately al­lowed to sit be­tween her thighs. He paid close at­ten­tion this time as she mas­tur­bated. When she was done, she hugged and hugged him like she hadn’t in a long time. Then she said that was some­thing very, very fine and that women liked it much bet­ter than men pump­ing. 


He was im­pressed and noted it very care­fully. He was al­ready clutch­ing his stiff lit­tle tail all the time and rub­bing it, it was very fine. She took his lit­tle tail in her hand and care­fully pulled the fore­skin all the way back. She rubbed his lit­tle tail with wet fin­gers to find out if he could squirt yet, but he couldn’t yet. She asked if he was pay­ing at­ten­tion when she brought a man in, and the lit­tle guy nod­ded ea­gerly. He puts his in there, and he pointed his fin­ger at her vagina. He then pumped in and out un­til he had squirted a baby in, which un­for­tu­nately couldn’t stay there, the clever lad ex­plained. The fool then gets the rolling pin on his head if he doesn’t pay, he con­cluded with a con­nois­seur’s ex­pres­sion. But I don’t have any money, said the smart boy, even if you hit me on the head! He grinned wryly and she hugged and hugged him. No, you don’t need money with me, you know that! she re­as­sured him. But I want to do the pump­ing, too, he said, and she nod­ded thought­fully. Why not? The lit­tle guy was al­lowed to stick his stiff lit­tle cock in her hole and prac­ticed fuck­ing like a big boy. When his dick throbbed, he held still and then kept prac­tic­ing un­til his dick went limp. Smil­ing, she let him prac­tice as long as he wanted and laughed, “When you grow up! Then! Maybe.” 


But the prac­tic­ing was sud­denly over. He dis­cov­ered the squirt­ing as he sat be­tween her legs and mas­tur­bated, she had specif­i­cally al­lowed him to do so. She lay down in front of him and he sat be­tween her thighs, the glans just an inch from her hole. He was al­lowed to look at her sex while mas­tur­bat­ing, when his lit­tle cock had be­come stiff. He watched her mas­tur­bate and when his lit­tle cock started to throb, he was al­lowed to stick his lit­tle cock in the hole, that was the deal. That went quite well so far. But this time it was dif­fer­ent. No sooner had he felt the throb­bing and sunk his cock into her vagina than a lit­tle flash twitched through his cock and the se­men squirted out, three or four jets squirted right in and then the rest on her belly and out­side on her cunt. She stopped mas­tur­bat­ing, wiped it off with the flat of her hand and grinned wryly at him. Soso, she said, you’re 11 now and not a baby any­more! No, he wasn’t a baby any­more and wasn’t al­lowed to prac­tice. 


He was big now, hid­ing when a man came and spy­ing on her fuck­ing or when she mas­tur­bated drunk in the evening. It was re­ally ex­cit­ing some­times! She knew that he watched com­pul­sively from an early age. She knew when he spied through the crack in the door. She knew when he was hid­ing in the closet. She let him see her pussy at work, and with a sadis­tic grin. She didn’t know her­self why she some­times teased him mis­chie­vously now. She just walked around the apart­ment naked, and ev­ery time he sat on his bed and mas­tur­bated, she went very close to his bed, mis­chievous and provoca­tive in her nu­dity. She spread her labia and stroked her sex las­civ­i­ously. He should just go ahead, that was okay with her. Her pri­vate parts right in front of his eyes al­most made his cock ex­plode. Since she had prompted him, he sim­ply con­tin­ued to mas­tur­bate. She let her lit­tle hole, her clit dance right in front of his eyes and watched him mas­tur­bate. To make him squirt, she put her vagina over his cock so that he had to stop mas­tur­bat­ing. She made him suf­fer, made him wait mo­tion­less. She wig­gled her ab­domen and her vagina mas­saged his cock. He felt it ris­ing up in­side him and he thrust quite hard un­til he cum with dif­fi­culty. She was pleased with her­self, her wicked­ness had won.


When he was old enough and could al­ready squirt, she wanted to show him some­thing one evening. She was al­ready pretty drunk and lay down naked on the bed with him. She snug­gled up to him, lust­ful skin to skin, she sought his close­ness. She had in­stantly for­got­ten what she ac­tu­ally wanted to show him. She stroked his stiff cock in­tensely and in­cul­cated in him that boys must not fuck their mother, ever! be­cause that was strictly for­bid­den! She stroked his erec­tion full of greed and asked if he re­mem­bered ear­lier. Yes, sure, I was al­lowed to play fuck with you then! Yes, she sighed, you were al­lowed to, but you didn’t cum then! He stroked her labia and also her pu­bic hair, be­cause she liked that very much. Yes, then I was still a baby, he said, and now I’m al­ready old, it squirts out of my cock and there boys are not al­lowed to fuck with the mother! He felt like cry­ing, he lay down on top of her and buried his face be­tween her big breasts, sob­bing.


She hugged him all touched and felt his cock press­ing cov­etously against her labia. She took a big gulp from her cof­fee mug and the al­co­hol made her pussy blaze, again! She wanted to com­fort him and said she didn’t want to be like that, he was al­lowed now, once, but only as an ex­cep­tion! So come, but only a very lit­tle bit! she said and got ready. She put his stiff cock into her vagina and whis­pered, just a very lit­tle pump, but don’t re­ally thrust! He moved in and out slowly, it was the fine and beau­ti­ful feel­ing like be­fore. She kept her eyes closed and smiled. He con­tin­ued for quite a long time, slowly and de­lib­er­ately and she smiled quite broadly, for she sensed even be­fore he did that he was about to squirt. She reached for her clit and trig­gered the or­gasm within sec­onds. He clung to her hips, now thrust­ing hard and very fast and squirt­ing his soul out, right into her or­gas­ming cunt. 


She propped her chin on her arm and grum­bled good‐na­turedly, not thrust­ing prop­erly, I said! His erec­tion stood bolt up­right and he mas­tur­bated a bit. Again, again! he whis­pered and en­er­get­i­cally lay on top of her. You big, dear fool! she said softly and will­ingly opened her thighs. He fucked her as be­fore, thrust­ing vig­or­ously and wait­ing to squirt un­til she fin­gered her or­gasm. He lay be­side her pant­ing heav­ily, she got up and said she needed some­thing to drink. He went af­ter her af­ter a few min­utes, she sat drink­ing on the bed and he stalked over to her with his cock bob­bing. She stopped count­ing how many times he wanted to fuck and kept drink­ing dur­ing the breaks. Even­tu­ally his strength wore out, she spread her legs and arms and mas­tur­bated, hav­ing won­der­ful or­gasms. He awoke in the morn­ing in her bed and had a neat morn­ing boner. Care­fully he pen­e­trated her vagina and she woke up im­me­di­ately. Now he fucked her prop­erly and squirted in her vagina. Boys are not re­ally al­lowed to fuck their mother! she said with a heavy tongue and shooed him into his room.


She let him fuck in the fol­low­ing time ev­ery time when the cus­tomer had gone and she had washed her pussy. As soon as he had an erec­tion, she made Sam fuck and cum in her. Sam liked this a lot be­cause he now got an erec­tion ev­ery time while watch­ing her be­ing fucked by the cus­tomer. 


She got quite a guilty con­science af­ter a year when a col­league told her in con­fi­dence that her 13 year old was dy­ing to fuck her and she was only pre­vent­ing this for­ni­ca­tion by only giv­ing him hand­jobs. But the naughty boy was squirt­ing into her vagina with ev­ery hand­job! She didn’t say any­thing spe­cific about how he could squirt into her vagina dur­ing a hand­job. She blabbed that he had been rap­ing her for months, the good‐for‐noth­ing! She had to let him fuck her to keep him from get­ting rough. He was beat­ing her up un­til she gave up and let him fuck her. She stopped re­sist­ing long ago and let him fuck her as of­ten as he needed. 


But she would dread be­ing fucked by her own son! Okay, as a street whore you had to do the strangest things, of course, but for­ni­ca­tion with your own son, that just wasn’t on! Es­pe­cially, what would peo­ple say if they knew that she com­mit­ted the for­ni­ca­tion sev­eral times a day! Cus­tomers might turn away from her if they found out about her for­ni­ca­tion. That would be dis­as­trous! She was there­fore on the look­out for some­one who would….   Sam’s mother said to send the son to her, that would be okay with her. Sure enough, the boy came and got to fuck Mrs. Barker. At first the boy made it three times in quick suc­ces­sion, then only twice, and in the end only once. Af­ter a few days, he stayed away al­to­gether. Mrs. Barker was too old for him, he told his mother. Sam’s mother’s talk of for­ni­ca­tion and what peo­ple must have been say­ing had got­ten neatly into her bones, and she felt ter­ri­bly guilty. Would the cus­tomers turn away, be­cause Sam was fuck­ing her sev­eral times a day by now, and she couldn’t have that! No! For­ni­ca­tion! She pulled her­self to­gether and said af­ter a few days that he would have to do it him­self by hand in the fu­ture and also ex­plained to him why. But he was al­lowed to put his cock into her warm vagina while mas­tur­bat­ing and squirt into the deep hole.


As al­ways, he had hid­den un­der the ta­ble when the girl­friends vis­ited the mother. They brought booze and it wasn’t long be­fore they were all squeal­ing and fight­ing jok­ingly. Laugh­ing shrilly and squeal­ing, they pulled each other’s panties off and grinned as they grabbed each other’s pussies. The whores knew of course that he was un­der the ta­ble and sat down grin­ning with their legs wide apart, that was a mat­ter of honor! Five or six pairs of legs all around him, one sex next to the other and his greedy shin­ing eyes. He looked at their legs, looked along their in­ner thighs up at their pussies. He pushed her knees apart and palmed her jew­els. When one pushed his hand away, he crawled to the next. When she gen­tly placed her hand on his, she agreed. Then he rubbed the clit, just as he had seen her mother do, and stroked it un­til she twitched or fid­geted and stopped him. 


He loved one in par­tic­u­lar, she de­lib­er­ately spread her legs quite wide apart and liked to have her clit rubbed by him. Aunt Rita, that was her name, stroked his head un­der the ta­ble and let him rub her clit again. She al­lowed it smil­ing be­cause he could make her or­gasm quite quickly and won­der­fully. She usu­ally let him rub her to or­gasm two or three times, lean­ing back in the chair. She didn’t mind when the other whores watched her or­gasm. On the con­trary, she liked to show off her beau­ti­ful pussy and was proud that she or­gasmed faster than the oth­ers. It was a bit ar­ro­gant of her to pre­tend to be bet­ter than her col­leagues. All that could be seen of Sam was his con­cen­trated face a few inches from her vulva and his small hand. In or­gasm Rita stroked and kneaded her breasts and breathed loudly. She was a young whore and her cunt, her lit­tle hole looked much nicer than the old, big cunt of his much older mother. 


When the girl­friends came to visit, the mother bragged might­ily that he could squirt so great, bet­ter than some men. One spoke with these ‘cof­fee meet­ings’ only about sex and booze liquor. Things got very heated un­til his mother pulled him out from un­der the ta­ble. He stood con­fused be­tween the women. The mother pulled down his pants and let the oth­ers see his cock. Again it went high and all felt his stiff cock. All right, shouted the mother, all right! She grabbed his cock, rubbed it and let it splash on the floor in a high arc. He felt like cry­ing, ashamed at this ex­po­sure. This was now re­peated at ev­ery cof­fee party, each time a dif­fer­ent whore mas­tur­bated him, each time they tried to make him squirt even more, each time he went to his room im­me­di­ately af­ter squirt­ing, each time he cried. He wanted to shout in their faces that he had fucked his mother be­fore each mas­tur­ba­tion, re­ally with thrust­ing and squirt­ing! But this was strictly for­bid­den and se­cret. 


Rita was the only one who felt his suf­fer­ing. She pushed him back un­der the ta­ble and no longer al­lowed the side­walk whores to wank the boy. Now you’ve all done it once, now leave the boy alone! She put his head be­tween her thighs and gen­tly stroked his hair. Rita was the only one he loved, whom he loved like mad. He had his face lean­ing against her in­ner thigh, star­ing at her lit­tle hole as he rubbed her clit, mak­ing her twitch and wrig­gle, time af­ter time. He so wanted to hug her and kiss her and fuck her. Rita was the only one to no­tice his love, she lifted him out from un­der the ta­ble and let him stand be­tween her bare legs. Smil­ing kindly, she pulled down his pants, stroked his cock and flipped up her skirt. Do you like fuck­ing? she asked en­tic­ingly, spread­ing her lit­tle hole with her fin­gers. He was too shy to do it in front of all these women and didn’t move. The women looked mutely at his cock and at Rita’s naked pussy. She pulled him close, rubbed him stiffly and plugged his cock into her pussy, grin­ning. With one hand she stroked the back of his head and pressed his face be­tween her big breasts, the other hand grabbed his butt and set the pace. Yes, come on, fuck me, my dar­ling! So nice it felt, so over­whelm­ing were his sen­sa­tions in his lover’s vagina, that he squirted af­ter a short while. Rita ca­ressed his face and hugged him tightly. It was good, she lied, you were re­ally good! He was con­fused and sad be­cause it was over so quickly. 


Rita pressed him to her and stroked him very gen­tly. He’s still stand­ing, she mur­mured in his ear, he’s still stand­ing, so here we go again! I want you to fuck me again, dar­ling! Come squirt! He nod­ded and hap­pily pressed his face to her bo­som. Very slowly and care­fully he pushed in and out, look­ing at his mother’s friends. They just looked cu­ri­ous or smiled smugly. Rita whis­pered, go ahead! and he con­tin­ued. It took a very, very long time be­fore he stiff­ened and squirted loudly, pant­ing, into Rita’s vagina. She had whis­pered in his ear, squirt, my dar­ling! He hugged her tightly and squirted as long as he could. Rita pushed him back a lit­tle and em­braced his cock. She rubbed it gen­tly, but it didn’t get hard even af­ter min­utes. Rita gave him a big kiss on the mop of hair and let him go. He threw him­self on his bed and cried with hap­pi­ness.


At the next fuck­ing, Rita hugged his head and whis­pered at his ear that if he stopped thrust­ing at the first squirt and squirted only a lit­tle juice, he would still have some left for the next squirt. That way it would be eas­ier to fuck two or three times. He nod­ded and whis­pered that she should help him do it, he wanted to try it right away. She held his butt cheeks as he squirted and he tried to hold back his squirt­ing. It was work­ing! Rita whis­pered at his ear, hold it back now! and don’t squirt all the juice in and he nod­ded and whis­pered his yes in her ear. The sec­ond time Rita held his ass cheeks again and whis­pered, just a very lit­tle squirt! He had caught on and it was work­ing. He loved it when they whis­pered to each oth­ers ear while fuck­ing. That day he fucked Rita three times, the third time Rita whis­pered she was go­ing to do it to her­self now and Sam felt her rub­bing fin­ger. Her breath­ing on his ear quick­ened and she whis­pered she was about ready. She rubbed re­ally fast and whis­pered, it’s com­ing, it’s com­ing! He heard her pant­ing breath and felt the or­gas­mic twitch of her vagina as she fucked. Ah! that was nice! he heard her say softly and that he should fuck her hard now and squirt it all in. Yes? she asked en­tic­ingly and he nod­ded, Yes, great! He pushed and pushed hard and squirted all the juice into Rita’s vagina. She praised him and kissed her lit­tle hero in the mid­dle of the mouth. The women around the ta­ble gave them a big ap­plause.


When­ever Rita came for tea, he was al­lowed to fuck her in front of all her friends. He cared lit­tle, the whores smoked and watched silently when he fucked Rita. He had be­come a man and now at 14 he had a real girl­friend whom he fucked and screwed. Most of the time he squirted only twice, some­times three times. They al­ways got a big ap­plause. Rita didn’t talk much, she just pulled up her skirt and rubbed his cock stiff with her hand, then he was al­lowed to fuck her. Once. Twice. Three times. He re­ally liked her whis­per­ing in his ear about whether he should hold back or whether he should squirt it all into her vagina. He whis­pered in her ear how beau­ti­ful it was right now and how much he loved her. She kissed him on the mouth af­ter each fuck. The squirt­ing in her vagina was much more in­tense than when he mas­tur­bated. 


Af­ter a few months, Rita said good­bye, mov­ing to Liv­er­pool. He was ter­ri­bly sad when Rita came to visit un­ex­pect­edly in the evening and told them. They drank a lot and the ladies swal­lowed 4 red pills that Rita had brought. He took two, it would give him erec­tions for hours, he al­ready knew that. The mother had brought some and they found that two pills were enough to make his erec­tions kick in for sev­eral hours. The last time over 6 hours, it was a happy fuck­ing un­til morn­ing. The two women got go­ing quickly, the pills pump­ing their sex­u­al­ity un­til they dropped. Nei­ther of them were les­bians, but they kissed with long, in­tense French kisses. Rita lay naked with his mother, the pills hit like a bomb. The pills heated up the women and they kissed and cud­dled as if they wanted to eat each other. They ex­cited each other’s breasts and grabbed each other’s pussy cov­etously and hornily. He did not like to drink, but he was al­lowed to lie down with the two women and watch them make love. He stroked both very in­tensely and par­tic­i­pated in the arousal of both. His erec­tion was not asked for at all in the be­gin­ning. Rita grabbed his mother’s head and pulled her down moan­ing and coo­ing. She pressed her mouth on her vulva de­mand­ing. Sam saw women lick­ing each other for the first time.


It was very ex­cit­ing to see Rita’s tongue danc­ing on her mother’s clit. Rita’s butt was danc­ing too, her clit rhyth­mi­cally peek­ing in and out be­tween her labia, and she was get­ting one lit­tle or­gasm or near‐or­gasm af­ter an­other. She ob­vi­ously had a lot of prac­tice at this and knew how fast to make her tick­ler peek out from be­tween her labia to al­most or­gasm. She stopped lick­ing her mother, crouched down on her knees and squeezed her butt cheeks rhyth­mi­cally and quickly to keep her clit mov­ing. Sam knelt di­rectly be­hind her and watched her ex­cit­ing play. The clit was squeezed in one side as she rocked and im­me­di­ately sprang out from be­tween her labia. She con­cen­trated solely on the rhyth­mic bob­bing of her but­tocks and let­ting her clit dart in and out. She shook all over her body as she or­gasmed and moaned loudly in plea­sure. She be­gan to con­tinue lick­ing her mother’s clit af­ter a few min­utes. 


Sam sus­pected that Rita usu­ally sat­is­fied her­self this way be­cause she never mas­tur­bated with her fin­ger. He asked her dur­ing a break and she con­firmed she had dis­cov­ered it in her youth and al­ways did it that way since then, ev­ery night be­fore go­ing to sleep. She very rarely did it with her fin­ger, say­ing it was much too fast and didn’t last long enough. Af­ter a while she said he was only the sec­ond per­son she had let watch her se­cret. He kept quiet, it was a won­der­ful, arous­ing ex­pe­ri­ence. 


When Rita licked the mother, she pinched her clit be­tween the labia and let it in and out, she al­most or­gasmed and moaned that he should fi­nally fuck her! Rita’s hole was very small and very tight, he could not pen­e­trate at all with­out her help. She moaned that he should fi­nally fuck her and helped with her hand so that he could pen­e­trate her lit­tle hole very care­fully. Her hole en­closed his cock tightly and yet very soft. It widened as he thrust hard and squirted pant­ing. But Rita didn’t or­gasm when he fucked her, only when he mas­tur­bated her with his fin­ger or her mother licked her clit vig­or­ously. Mother licked Rita’s clit and, grin­ning, rubbed his se­men, which flowed from Rita’s vagina, on her clit and labia with her tongue. He put his head right in front of Rita’s pussy and watched the lick­ing and or­gasms with cu­rios­ity and horni­ness. His mom could re­ally fuck­ing do it! He kept hav­ing an erec­tion and fuck­ing them both, one time his mother, oth­er­wise al­ways Rita, al­ways Rita. He kept fuck­ing even when he couldn’t squirt any­more. He knew that it was the last time he would be al­lowed to fuck Rita. It wasn’t un­til very late that he fell asleep, over­tired. 


Rita whis­pered to the mother that she was preg­nant by Sam. Rita had cho­sen the busi­ness­man from Liv­er­pool be­cause of the preg­nancy. She was quite sure, she said, be­cause Sam was the only one al­lowed to fuck her with­out a con­dom. She had fig­ured he was much too young to get her preg­nant. She had firmly be­lieved that such young fel­lows did not yet have real se­men, even if they could al­ready squirt. There­fore, she had let him squirt into her with­out hes­i­ta­tion. Rita cried, be­cause the preg­nancy came as a great sur­prise. She was only 19 and thought she was too young and in­ex­pe­ri­enced for moth­er­hood. Of course, an abor­tion was out of the ques­tion for her, she was very re­li­gious. She promised to send pho­tos and write how the child was do­ing. The women de­cided not to tell Sam. Rita didn’t leave un­til sun­rise, af­ter they had made love for the last time. 


At the next cof­fee party, he lay down in bed and cried about Rita. But one of the girls, Eve­lyn, came up to him and made him all horny, teas­ingly play­ing with her clit in front of his face. She lured him out, out to the ladies. Eve­lyn took off his pants and put him be­tween her naked thighs. So it hap­pened that in the course of time he fucked all the damsels one af­ter the other. He was just there, but they made the de­ci­sion them­selves and among them­selves around him guess­ing, who got him. 


Af­ter fuck­ing Eve­lyn, he stood in front of his mother, but she didn’t think he would dare. He dared, in front of all those damsels! They fell silent, look, look! they whis­pered, he wants to fuck her! The mother’s protests did not im­press him, es­pe­cially since the women clapped their hands and chanted: fuck‐ing, fuck‐ing, fuck‐ing! He grabbed her ass and pulled her for­ward. She, like the oth­ers, had to stretch her spread legs high in the air to fuck and will­ingly stick out her vulva. He fucked her for a very, very long time and with one fin­ger he rubbed her clit with­out mercy. The on­look­ers smiled wryly and grinned glee­fully. The mother’s face con­torted into a gri­mace, she squinted her eyes and or­gasmed heav­ily. Her legs wrig­gled help­lessly in the air. He grabbed her ass and thrust as hard as he could. He squirted in the mid­dle of her sub­sid­ing or­gasm and waited, the stiff cock in her vagina. Af­ter a few mo­ments, he con­tin­ued fuck­ing, this time tak­ing longer. His fin­ger rubbed her clit quite vig­or­ously. Her sec­ond or­gasm was much stronger than the first. He was able to hold back the squirt­ing un­til she was twitch­ing and shak­ing in or­gasm and her legs were wrig­gling in the air. The mother let the hu­mil­i­a­tion wash over her willy‐nilly and looked deeply ashamed at her girl­friends. 


He had re­tal­i­ated for mak­ing him squirt in pub­lic and had ex­posed her in front of ev­ery­one, he had ma­li­ciously re­vealed her great se­cret. Yet none spoke of for­ni­ca­tion. They whis­pered, had she re­ally had an or­gasm or not? From then on, af­ter the first, he al­ways fucked his mother as the sec­ond and made her or­gasm in front of all her friends. Noth­ing of the first wicked­ness re­mained in his heart, he loved his mother very much. Nev­er­the­less, he stuck to his de­ci­sion to mas­tur­bate and fuck her ‘in pub­lic’ at ev­ery cof­fee party. The loose women shrieked with plea­sure and cheered him on with foul lan­guage.


His mother couldn’t help it that he hu­mil­i­ated her in front of all the oth­ers. It was like an un­writ­ten rule, you had to go along with ev­ery­thing, there was no ‘No’. If his erec­tion lasted long enough, she had to or­gasm again and it didn’t help when she looked at her friends seek­ing help. The sec­ond or­gasm was much stronger than the first. Most of the time he was able to hold back the squirt­ing un­til she was twitch­ing and shak­ing in or­gasm and her legs were wrig­gling in the air. Only then he grabbed her ass and thrust and squirted, thrust and squirted! The mother hated him in those mo­ments. Even if she was a pros­ti­tute, mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gas­ming was a very, very pri­vate thing even among whores and she was em­bar­rassed to be mas­tur­bated in front of her friends and or­gasm ‘in pub­lic’.


He fucked one af­ter the other in the fol­low­ing weeks and when they wanted it, he rubbed their clits and brought them to or­gasm. They were not as beau­ti­ful as Rita, but squirt­ing in their skilled cunts was much more plea­sur­able than mas­tur­bat­ing. The girls fucked very dif­fer­ently. For some, ev­ery fuck­ing was work, they let them­selves be fucked in­dif­fer­ently and did not feign ex­cite­ment. But if the oth­ers de­cided that she should be fucked to­day, she did it. For oth­ers it was a change and like a car­ni­val, they cel­e­brated the booze, the sex­ual ex­cite­ment and the will­ing boy. They were try­ing to get ex­cited and en­joy be­ing fucked. This had noth­ing to do with their work, this was pri­vate and for their plea­sure only. Fuck­ing with these girls was the most fun for Sam. Un­like the oth­ers they wanted to be fucked, ac­tively par­tic­i­pated and got their or­gasms ei­ther way. They rubbed their clits them­selves and he could con­cen­trate on not squirt­ing be­fore their or­gasm. And they were happy as snow queens when he fi­nally squirted into their or­gasm af­ter a long re­straint. There was then also times a grate­ful hug or a kiss, which a cus­tomer never got. 


One had started do­ing it, then they all did it: while he was screw­ing one, the neigh­bor grabbed the clit of the screwed one and mas­tur­bated her while screw­ing. He some­times squirted too early and watched as one brought the other to or­gasm. As soon as he fucked the mother, one stepped up next to her and held her leg up very firmly, ex­pos­ing her vagina com­pletely. She rubbed the ex­posed clit to or­gasm, not car­ing about the mother’s em­bar­rassed looks or protests. Some down­right en­joyed hu­mil­i­at­ing the mother and im­me­di­ately let her or­gasm again. The mother was torn in her feel­ings, on the one hand she en­joyed ev­ery mo­ment while be­ing mas­tur­bated, on the other hand she was em­bar­rassed just be­cause of that. 


Some were as em­bar­rassed as his mother and tried to hide the or­gas­ming, oth­ers were not em­bar­rassed at all and vis­i­bly en­joyed it. If he lasted longer, the or­gas­ming cunt made him squirt won­der­fully. And if he wanted to fuck an­other one af­ter the mother, he got an­other one to fuck. So he fucked two, some­times three whores at the cof­fee par­ties. When he had cum enough, he pulled his pants up, sat down at the ta­ble and lis­tened to the loose and pig­gish speeches of the whores. With each pig­gish joke they shrieked and roared with laugh­ter, then toasted the nar­ra­tor. Un­for­tu­nately, these cof­fee meet­ings did not take place ev­ery day, only three or four times a month.


The mother went shop­ping ev­ery evening, be­cause she did not want to work in the evening, in the dark. Af­ter shop­ping, she un­dressed, pre­pared a good snack and be­gan to drink. Usu­ally af­ter half a bot­tle she was drunk as a skunk, lay down on the bed and mas­tur­bated for a long time. She didn’t care if he went to his room or stayed seated. 


Since he loved Rita, his in­ter­est in his mother’s mas­tur­ba­tion had been rekin­dled. He would watch her and at first he would mas­tur­bate stand­ing up in front of her bed, squirt­ing in a high arc on her body or in her hole. The mother didn’t even no­tice, he lay down next to her and squirted di­rectly into her vagina while mas­tur­bat­ing. He knelt be­tween her legs and mas­tur­bated, to squirt he pushed his cock into her hole. She stopped mas­tur­bat­ing when he spread her labia with his fin­gers to squirt into her hole. Even if he didn’t touch her at all while do­ing this, she groaned and moaned lustily at be­ing squirted. Or, when he pen­e­trated her hole to squirt, she groaned and moaned lust­fully there too. It was not un­com­mon for her to grab his cock and rub it be­fore hold­ing the glans di­rectly in front of or in her hole and let­ting it squirt. It was quite ob­vi­ous that she en­joyed squirt­ing very much in her in­tox­i­ca­tion.


As long as Rita was there, he re­spected the mother’s pro­hi­bi­tion and only squirted in her hole with­out fuck­ing her. When Rita went to a man in Liv­er­pool, he was sad for a long time, very sad. It was not enough! For­bid­den or not! He de­cided to fuck the mother from now on as of­ten as she was drunk.


She was drunk ev­ery night, from al­co­hol she be­came very sex­u­ally aroused, mas­tur­bated all evening and con­tin­ued to drink. He would lie down with her and when he needed a break, he would put his fin­gers on her sex, watch­ing her or­gasm in her face and his fin­gers would feel it. Of­ten she would spread her arms and legs and lie there mo­tion­less like a frog, he was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate her in that po­si­tion and he was damn good at it! She hugged and kissed him be­cause it had done her so good. It was a mys­tery to him how she could mas­tur­bate over and over for so many hours and have so many or­gasms. Of course, she took breaks and con­tin­ued to drink. In or­gasm, she fre­quently grabbed his cock and squeezed, pulled and tore at it as if she wanted to tear it out. He fucked her once or twice ev­ery night and was sure she was not even aware of it.


He al­ways tried to fuck her just be­fore one of her or­gasms, so he found the squirt­ing par­tic­u­larly plea­sur­able. When it worked, they both had or­gasms at the same time. With a con­torted face, she let her fin­ger race on her clit and he squirted at the top of his lungs. When he didn’t catch the mo­ment, she looked at him with blurry eyes, mak­ing her vagina all soft as long as he squirted. She was ap­par­ently aware of that, but he didn’t think she re­ally re­al­ized who was fuck­ing her. What he didn’t know was that she knew ex­actly who was fuck­ing her. De­spite her in­tox­i­ca­tion, she was not aroused one bit by his fuck­ing. He made no ef­fort to arouse her. He fucked com­pletely self‐cen­tered and squirted as soon as it came. She didn’t care if he fucked her once, twice or three times a night. She con­cen­trated only on her mas­tur­ba­tion, mak­ing her­self beau­ti­ful, ex­cited or­gasms. She mas­tur­bated while get­ting fucked, kept drink­ing and mas­tur­bat­ing un­til she fell asleep.


Sam took a job with a dress­maker, he de­liv­ered the clothes in the boxes. But the most im­por­tant thing about this job was that he could sneak be­hind the dress­ing rooms and watch the women and girls un­dress. His heart would pound to his throat when they took off their bras and their panties. He never caught on, no one com­plained about him. Even the ones who caught him didn’t. He was kind of stunned at how many women were ex­hi­bi­tion­ists. How many un­nec­es­sar­ily took off all their clothes and gave him friv­o­lous looks while show­ing him ev­ery­thing with ob­scene ges­tures. There were some who mas­tur­bated and let him watch. He had be­come ad­dicted to spy­ing. When he de­liv­ered, many women were horny for him. If they were alone in the house, they lured him in. Some just wanted to mas­tur­bate and let him watch. Oth­ers wanted to be fucked, and he liked that a lot. They were not pros­ti­tutes af­ter all, but girls and women of the bet­ter so­ci­ety. Still, they fucked just like the pros­ti­tutes. Sam loved his job.


It was pure co­in­ci­dence that Sam was rest­ing on this bench on the banks of the Thames River. It was also a co­in­ci­dence that the child sat down next to him. Sam wasn’t re­ally up for con­ver­sa­tion, but the girl just chat­tered away. He was slow to thaw, and she gig­gled at his am­bigu­ous ques­tion­ing of her. Of course she was chatty and told him all about the doc­tor games she played with boys and girls. He was very per­cep­tive and kept ask­ing, he would like to know ev­ery­thing. She will­ingly fol­lowed him be­hind the den shed, he would show her any­thing she wanted to know or see. She was squeal­ing with de­light when he took off her un­der­pants and stroked her cunt very del­i­cately. Yes, she stroked her­self down there, of course, when she lay in bed at night, the girl said. 


But he found out very quickly that the 9 year old didn’t know any­thing about mas­tur­bat­ing yet. She smiled, so what do you want to show me? He touched her tiny clit very gen­tly. He rubbed her clit very finely and she or­gasmed af­ter only a short time. She squealed with plea­sure! That was so fine, she whis­pered and asked if she could do it her­self? Yes, if no one is watch­ing, so only do it when you are alone. She was naive and cu­ri­ous and let her­self mas­tur­bate a sec­ond time. She had lifted her head and was watch­ing very closely as he did it. This time she jerked end­lessly and whis­pered that was very, very fine. She was go­ing home by night­fall. 


But she let her­self be coaxed when he asked if she wanted to see his cock too. She nod­ded ea­gerly and watched him cu­ri­ously as he pulled out his cock. Cu­ri­ous, she touched it, it was much big­ger than those of the boys she had played with so far. She stroked his cock just as he had said she would. The cock got all big and stiff. She didn’t want it, but he bent over her and pen­e­trated her vagina. Her vagina was all tight and tiny. It hurts, she com­plained tear­fully and wanted to scream out loud, but he cov­ered her mouth. Her hy­men tore and his cock was full of blood. He tore his hand­ker­chief and wiped his cock clean. When he en­tered her again, she wanted to scream again, but he stuffed the bloody hand­ker­chief into her mouth and held her mouth shut tightly. She re­sisted as if out of her mind, but the more she re­sisted, the harder he pressed on her mouth. He didn’t feel the soft crack as her neck snapped. She didn’t fight back any­more and let him fin­ish fuck­ing her. He stared into her dead eyes and squirted at the top of his lungs. He pulled his pants back up and said they could go now. But she re­mained silent. Only when he shook her did he re­al­ize that she was dead.


He stood up, com­pletely dis­traught, and no­ticed the young cou­ple turn­ing the cor­ner at that mo­ment, leav­ing the dead child ly­ing there. He slunk away and the cou­ple ran to call the po­lice. They showed the of­fi­cers where the killer had gone. The of­fi­cers ran in the right di­rec­tion and saw him from a dis­tance. He ran off, into the dark­ness. And now he was hang­ing up­side down from the bridge.


He was ter­ri­bly sorry, he didn’t want to kill her. The girl had squealed with plea­sure and laughed ex­cit­edly as he mas­tur­bated her tiny clit. Her mouth re­mained open in sur­prise as she was shaken and buf­feted by or­gasm. She squealed with plea­sure as he con­tin­ued to rub her clit. He saw Rita’s beau­ti­ful sex be­fore him and fought des­per­ately against the spasm in his ab­dom­i­nal mus­cles. He would drown un­less a mir­a­cle hap­pened.


Early in the morn­ing his body was dis­cov­ered, hang­ing from the ca­ble, half float­ing in the river. That he was the mur­derer of 9‐year‐old Nicole was proven, as the hand­ker­chief in the child’s throat was the iden­ti­cal half of the half hand­ker­chief in his trouser pocket. All of Lon­don was in an up­roar. Rape, mur­der and ac­ci­den­tal death of the flee­ing mur­derer and child mo­lester. News­pa­pers, tele­vi­sion, the full pro­gram. The child’s mother howled be­fore the cam­eras, the mur­derer’s mother howled be­fore the cam­eras. It was not a crim­i­nal case, it was the pow­er­ful blow of the Grim Reaper that dis­turbed ev­ery­one. 


Veronika went to the girl’s fu­neral be­cause she was one of the first chil­dren she cared for. Ac­tu­ally, her lit­tle sis­ter was in her kinder­garten, but Nicole of­ten came af­ter school be­cause she didn’t want to go home to her shitty home, to her shitty mother and her shitty boyfriend, who cov­etously reached un­der Nicole’s skirt when her mother wasn’t there. Veronika lis­tened to her care­fully and re­as­sured her as best she could. The shitty boyfriend, how­ever, had not yet gone fur­ther than grop­ing her vagina and rub­bing her clit awk­wardly while he mas­tur­bated. She was dis­gusted when he spread her labia with his fin­gers and squirted into her lit­tle hole. He had al­ready done that a hun­dred times, the bas­tard! Veronika re­as­sured Nicole that it was quite nor­mal for men to squirt into her hole, but only in adult women. She also ex­plained to her that it was quite nor­mal for men to in­sert their cocks into the lit­tle hole and cum, but only with adult girls. With such a young girl it was for­bid­den, she could tell the shitty boyfriend di­rectly. There he would stop for sure.


Un­for­tu­nately, Veronika was not right. The shitty boyfriend just laughed cheek­ily and forced the girl un­der threats to spread her pussy her­self with both hands. He stared into her open lit­tle hole and mas­tur­bated, hold­ing his cock in front of it. He con­tin­ued to squirt into Nicole’s lit­tle hole, hold­ing his cock right on top of it and squirt­ing in with a grin. Nicole told her again and again over the next few months that he had done it again. Veronika hugged and re­as­sured her that it wasn’t so bad as long as he didn’t stick his cock in her lit­tle hole. The squirt­ing was cer­tainly dis­gust­ing, but he ob­vi­ously didn’t dare hurt the girl. Veronika hugged and stroked the poor child, giv­ing her the love that her mother did not muster. Veronika of­ten thought of talk­ing the shitty boyfriend to con­science and en­light­en­ing the shitty mother about, but she kept putting it off.


Veronika went to Nicole’s fu­neral and paid no at­ten­tion to the shitty fam­ily. She stood a bit apart, she didn’t want to stand near the fam­ily now. She came only be­cause of Nicole, whom she had not been able to help be­cause she was too cow­ardly. She cried for the vi­o­lated girl and knew that she could not do any­thing against such an act in the fu­ture. 


She had not prayed for a very long time, but now she prayed with fer­vor. No, dear God, it’s not about cocks this time, not about pussy, she con­tra­dicted him. There’s enough cocks, my pussy gets ev­ery­thing enough! Now shut up, dear God, lis­ten to me at last! Don’t let such a mess hap­pen again! Never, never, never again! 


She cried bit­terly, for the old man only wanted to talk porky and laughed at her.



 ▪︎ ▪︎ ▪︎
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Five years later, in 1977, Jane stood in front of an au­di­to­rium in Cardiff and gave a talk to about 400 sci­en­tists. A year ear­lier, she had pub­lished a sen­sa­tional pa­per pre­dict­ing the de­vel­op­ment and spread of sin­gle‐user‐com­put­ers, and their spread far be­yond uni­ver­si­ties. Her opin­ion was hotly de­bated and many an aca­demic dis­puted her com­pe­tence. Jane had made a name for her­self in re­cent years mainly with sound pa­pers on sci­en­tific top­ics; she read in­ces­santly all the pub­li­ca­tions she could get her hands on. She had well‐sup­ported rea­sons for see­ing the in­cip­i­ent de­vel­op­ment of small com­put­ers in the U.S. and in the West. She had ac­cepted the in­vi­ta­tion from Sci­ence to­day  af­ter much hes­i­ta­tion, but she was grad­u­ally get­ting used to speak­ing in front of an au­di­ence.  


Jane had slowly backed away and let Ray run Moss­ley House. She came to Moss­ley House only two or three times a week and went home af­ter lunch. But she did not quite re­lin­quish her lead­er­ship to Ray yet, for the staff, gen­tle ladies and gen­tle­men still saw her as the soul of the project. She led from the back­ground with an iron hand and was, on the whole, pleased with Ray’s progress. He was, of course, long past the point of tak­ing over the House, but he kept ask­ing Jane to carry on each year.


Jack and Jane spent a lot more time to­gether than ever. He went to his surgery on those days when Jane was at Moss­ley House and treated mainly the des­ti­tute. Col­leagues had hired an­other doc­tor who did an ex­cel­lent job of re­plac­ing the miss­ing Jack; she was a sur­geon and en­thu­si­as­tic about the idea of the project. She brought her back­ground from St.He­len’s Hos­pi­tal where she was able to op­er­ate at very rea­son­able rates. All in all, the surgery went ex­tremely well, prof­its in­creased, and Jack do­nated his share to the three col­leagues.


Jack had built a new net­work with Fox. They wanted to move away from im­pro­vi­sa­tion and set up per­ma­nent sta­tions in key re­gions. Their agents had to es­tab­lish an ap­pro­pri­ate ex­is­tence on the ground and man­age their own net­work of agents. Pe­ter had lis­tened care­fully to the two younger ones and had worked out the es­sen­tials with them in many dis­cus­sions. He was ul­ti­mately very pleased with this de­vel­op­ment and sent them on their way. The main bur­den of the work was on Fox, who threw him­self into it com­pletely. Fox did an ex­cel­lent job and did not mind that both Pe­ter and Jack came into the of­fice very lit­tle. Pe­ter wanted to write a book on the Se­cret Ser­vice from Lord Wals­ing­ham to Churchill and asked Jane to help him in this en­deavor, which she did with great plea­sure.



Jack had dis­cov­ered his pro­fes­sional in­ter­est in ge­netic re­search and spent ev­ery spare minute on it. It was a peace­ful pic­ture when Pe­ter, Jane and Jack sat qui­etly next to each other read­ing or writ­ing. To make phone calls, they went down to the liv­ing room so as not to dis­turb the oth­ers. Rose moved silently around the house, treat­ing all three to food and drink. Un­for­tu­nately, one day Jack had to take her to the hos­pi­tal with se­vere pneu­mo­nia, where she was also di­ag­nosed with mild tu­ber­cu­lo­sis. She stayed in the hos­pi­tal for al­most three months and it was rec­om­mended to her and Jack that she go on a cure for some time. 


So it came to pass that Jack fur­nished her with a fat wad of bills and sent her to a sana­to­rium near Ed­in­burgh in Scot­land. She was to take only one dress with her and buy new wardrobe in Ed­in­burgh. He smil­ingly ad­mon­ished her to buy only the best and finest, the Scots should be im­pressed and not think the towns­peo­ple were stingy. She didn’t leave un­til she had trained a new house­keeper as a deputy. The new girl’s name was May, a pretty 21‐year‐old with very good ref­er­ences. Her mother had im­mi­grated from the Philip­pines dur­ing the war and had passed on her Asian looks to May. May was very slim and girl­ish, she was very hard­work­ing and fol­lowed all of Rose’s in­struc­tions. Un­like many other maids, she had a par­tic­u­larly oblig­ing and sub­mis­sive man­ner, it was ob­vi­ously in her blood to be an ex­cel­lent house­keeper. 


Rose and May slept in Rose’s bed and Rose looked at the young Asian’s nu­dity with plea­sure, she would surely please Mas­ter Jack. The first two nights Rose felt May se­cretly mas­tur­bate be­fore fall­ing asleep. On the third night, she gave a jerk, ca­ressed the pretty child and fon­dled her clit. Of course, she ex­plored the pretty girl with her lips and tongue and was amazed that she came to or­gasm af­ter only a short lick. May did it to her only with her fin­gers, she did not dare to lick Rose. She an­swered in a whis­per, she mas­tur­bated ev­ery day, ev­ery night, since she was seven, but she had never made les­bian love. She had had quite a few one night stands since she was 14, but never any­thing se­ri­ous, never with a girl.


That was only par­tially true. She had ac­tu­ally given her­self to her then‐boyfriend when she was 14, and only af­ter much hes­i­ta­tion. The hor­ror sto­ries about be­ing de­flow­ered hin­dered her for a long time. She liked to give her boyfriend hand­jobs as of­ten as he wanted. He wasn’t smart enough to fig­ure out what girls needed, un­for­tu­nately. She had brought it up care­fully, of course, but he couldn’t fig­ure it out. Af­ter all, she didn’t have a dick that could have been made to squirt. She was far too in­hib­ited to show him her mas­tur­ba­tion. She kept silent and felt no pres­sure ei­ther, she had mas­tur­ba­tion af­ter all. Ev­ery night she dreamed of sex while mas­tur­bat­ing and de­cided at 14 to give her vir­gin­ity to her boyfriend. 


The first time was un­fa­mil­iar and sober­ing for both of them. But they fucked bet­ter and bet­ter over time, for a year un­til school ended. They lost track of each other, she started as a maid and he didn’t want a re­la­tion­ship where he had to wait a week or two to fuck. It was al­most a whole year be­fore she had a boyfriend again. He waited un­til she had time for him and for fuck­ing, but the long dis­tance re­la­tion­ship didn’t last a year. Af­ter him, she had a new long dis­tance re­la­tion­ship for three years un­til she caught on to him. She was just an­other one on his key­chain and broke up with him in a huff. And now here she was, with­out much re­la­tion­ship ex­pe­ri­ence, but still had some ex­pe­ri­ence in fuck­ing.


When Rose gen­tly sug­gested to her that the Mas­ter also ex­pected a sex­ual con­ces­sion, she nod­ded in the af­fir­ma­tive and said that she liked Mas­ter Jack lot from the start and she would gladly give him any­thing. Re­ally ev­ery­thing. May asked Rose about all the sex­u­ally rel­e­vant de­tails, whether he wanted kinky things or what she should pay spe­cial at­ten­tion to. Rose gave her ev­ery­thing, that the Mas­ter didn’t use con­doms, that he liked to watch the girl mas­tur­bate and that it ex­cited him. That he liked mouth fuck­ing as an al­ter­na­tive dur­ing men­stru­a­tion. May said she had never done that be­fore and had Rose ex­plain mouth fuck­ing to her. She had a hard time imag­in­ing swal­low­ing se­men, and Rose laughed kindly and said it was easy to do and the se­men was ab­so­lutely noth­ing dan­ger­ous. It tastes good, she said, and you quickly get used to the slightly sour and salty taste. May looked at her un­cer­tainly and said she would try it. Rose re­ported to Jack, who was quite sur­prised and said re­servedly, one will see.


Jack, of course, talked to Jane about it. She stroked his hair and mur­mured, as long as your heart is mine. He em­braced and kissed her ten­derly. As long as my heart beats, he whis­pered, as long I be­long only to you! He nev­er­the­less waited al­most a week un­til one morn­ing he slipped down to May in Rose’s room.


He knocked very softly and stuck his head through the door. May was awake im­me­di­ately, smil­ing invit­ingly and flip­ping the cov­ers all the way back. She looked at his bob­bing cock as he came closer and lay with her. He pushed the blan­ket aside and let it fall to the floor. They looked at each other. He thought she was pretty and won­dered a lit­tle be­cause her pu­bic was shaved com­pletely clean. He could only see her cleav­age, nei­ther the small labia nor the clit peeked out. She had very small, pointed breasts and the nip­ples were as dark as her labia. Did she want to, he asked in a whis­per, and was she us­ing con­tra­cep­tion? Yes, Mas­ter, she whis­pered blush­ing, I want it very much and I take the pill! They kissed for a long time and he in­flamed her with French kisses. 


He squat­ted on his heels, pushed her knees apart and looked at her sex, open­ing her labia with his fin­gers. She had a small clit and her labia were dark brown, her hole as small as a child’s. She nod­ded in shame when he asked in a whis­per if she had fucked yet. She closed her eyes briefly, blushed and an­swered in a whis­per, yes, since she was 14 and very of­ten! She could not or would not say how many times. She had only done les­bian love­mak­ing once, in the two weeks with Rose, never be­fore. No, she an­swered, she had only done it to Rose with her hand, she did not dare to lick. Yes, Rose had prob­a­bly licked her a hun­dred times and it was very fine, Rose seemed to be very good at it. Jack smirked and thought, Rose must have been good at that. May said she only knew the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion and a lit­tle bit of the doggy po­si­tion. But she wanted to do ev­ery­thing he asked. Ev­ery­thing. She blushed, dur­ing men­stru­a­tion she would do it to him with her mouth, that’s what Rose had told her. But she would have to learn that first. She kept silent and he gen­tly stroked her clit.


Her vagina was just as tight as lit­tle girls’. She smiled and helped him with both hands to pen­e­trate very slowly and care­fully, gasp­ing for air. To his as­ton­ish­ment, she soon be­gan to gasp and or­gasm af­ter a short while. She looked at him shyly and smiled at him with an un­fath­omable smile. He kept fuck­ing gen­tly, she fucked along smil­ing and very ac­tively, and had an­other strong or­gasm while he thrust and squirted vi­o­lently. They lay qui­etly next to each other and smoked. Af­ter the sec­ond cig­a­rette he said she could make him stiff again with her mouth. She nod­ded and did as he ex­plained. They fucked again and she gasped for a very long time, then she was rocked by a very vi­o­lent or­gasm and Jack’s cock slipped out. He waited a while for her or­gasm to sub­side be­fore he en­tered her vagina again and fucked quickly. She was al­ready too tired to or­gasm, though, and he wasn’t squirt­ing very pro­lif­i­cally. 


They smoked, he kissed her and said that it had done him a lot of good and that she had ob­vi­ously also got­ten her money’s worth. Yes, she said, three times was won­der­ful and enough for her and she wanted to be wo­ken up so erot­i­cally to­mor­row too. Her broad smile said it all and he nod­ded. She asked gloomily how she should be­have to­ward the Mis­sis. He replied that the lady knew and didn’t mind, but they didn’t talk about it openly. It’s a se­cret be­tween you and me, okay? She nod­ded and he fol­lowed up with, but please keep the proper dis­tance, you are a maid, she is the Lady Janet and I am Mas­ter Jack. She nod­ded. She learned pretty soon that they were brother and sis­ter and won­dered a lot since they were fuck­ing each other. Jack pa­tiently ex­plained to her that this was also a se­cret, not to be talked about with any­one. She nod­ded thought­fully and promised to ig­nore it. She con­fessed that she had al­ready watched them fuck­ing se­cretly in the liv­ing room and that she of­ten thought about it when she mas­tur­bated at night. Jack stroked her gen­tly and said that was okay with him.


He had to smile as he called it a se­cret, be­cause keep­ing a se­cret from Pe­ter was sim­ply im­pos­si­ble. She sud­denly blushed all over. Rose had told her that the Mas­ter liked to watch her mas­tur­bate, whether he wanted to come back in the evening, since she did it ev­ery evening and whether he wanted to watch her do it? He grinned, in the evening he had no time, but on oc­ca­sion he would like to watch her. As­ton­ished, she replied, “No, she only does it once, that’s enough to fall asleep.” She al­ways does it very slowly and in­ten­sively and af­ter the or­gasm she im­me­di­ately slips into sleep. He found that she was com­pletely ab­sorbed in her role and that Rose was quite right, May was not slutty, but sub­mis­sive, will­ing and a sex hun­gry slut.


He asked her what pill she was tak­ing, he was a doc­tor af­ter all and would get it for her monthly. I don’t know if Rose told you, you have to change those sheets at least once a week. She smiled, in fact Rose had al­ready said that and she would do it twice a week. He glanced at the clock. So, enough chat­ting, we’ll be down for break­fast in 40 min­utes!


Jack, of course, told Jane how things were go­ing with May. She was glad he had found a re­place­ment for Rose, he was much more bal­anced and gen­tle in hav­ing sex with her. He knew how much and what Jane wanted to know and told as soon as the time was right. She mostly just wanted a gen­tle and soul­ful sex in the evening and then mas­tur­bated be­fore fall­ing asleep. She curled up in the se­cu­rity of his arms on his chest and loved it when he stroked her ten­derly and erot­i­cally while she mas­tur­bated. She let him feel that she was be­hind his de­ci­sion to fuck May. She nat­u­rally wanted to know a thou­sand things about the cute Asian and he de­scribed ev­ery­thing to her with all the sex­ual de­tails. 


Slowly, Jack got May to mas­tur­bate in the morn­ing, to mas­tur­bate be­fore fuck­ing, which she was happy to do. At first she was a lit­tle shy, be­cause no one had ever been al­lowed to watch her mas­tur­bate. But she spread her legs and worked her labia first. Then she closed her eyes and stroked the lit­tle clit, first gen­tly and then quickly and en­er­get­i­cally. He watched her, she quite quickly reached a state just be­fore or­gasm and pro­longed it for min­utes un­til she let it ex­plode. It was his fa­vorite when she com­manded, “Now! Yes, come and fuck!” and helped him into her tight lit­tle hole with her hand. She arched her back and bent her head down to look at her pussy, while she very care­fully and slowly pushed his cock into her hole. Then she lay back on her back and rubbed her clit for min­utes with her eyes closed and he waited for her to come to full speed. She whis­pered softly, “Now fuck, fuck real hard!” He fucked as fast as he could fuck un­til she gasped, “Jaah! Now! Fuck real fast!” and later her choppy com­mand, “Yeaaah! Now! Squirt now! Yeaaah!” and squirted into her ex­plo­sion. He was quite fine with her giv­ing her com­mands, it made fuck­ing a shared ex­pe­ri­ence. It was also fine with him that it was very quick and he had a few more min­utes to smoke a‐two cig­a­rettes with her and ca­ress her body with plea­sure. Her girl­ish body was so fine, vel­vety and erotic that he could have con­tin­ued to ca­ress her for hours. She learned mouth fuck­ing very quickly, but in the first time she spit out his se­men. It sud­denly hap­pened very quickly that he could squirt very deep into her throat and she swal­lowed his se­men. It seemed in­evitable that May would fall in love with her Mas­ter and give her­self even more de­vot­edly and pas­sion­ately. Jack kept the for­mal and emo­tional dis­tance and did not fall in love with his maid.


Jane had sneaked to May’s room a few times and watched them se­cretly. First she was im­pressed by the beau­ti­ful, girl­ish body and her con­trolled and pur­pose­ful way of mas­tur­bat­ing. The girl quickly got into the swing of things and qui­etly called out, come now, come! Jack had been watch­ing her and rub­bing his cock stiffly. May bent over her pussy and helped him pen­e­trate her hole and they both con­tin­ued to­gether. Jack stiff­ened and be­gan to squirt, May go­ing on and on con­tin­u­ously while squirt­ing. Her fin­ger was rac­ing on her clit and she was near­ing her or­gasm. Jack’s cock was deep in her pussy and she made soft sounds, two min­utes later her or­gasm ex­ploded, Yeaaah!!! Jack held her with one hand and pushed her as hard as he could while she or­gasmed. May pressed her face to his chest and her ab­domen twitched vi­o­lently. She loos­ened her legs, which she had wrapped tightly around his but­tocks. They dis­en­gaged from each other and May said, well au­di­bly, “Thank you, Mas­ter Jack, thank you!” and kissed him on the mouth. He stroked her body very gen­tly and Jane pulled away. 


She thought Mays fuck­ing was very nice and told Jack on oc­ca­sion. She was quite sure that May would not re­press her and Jack kept the emo­tional dis­tance very well. He had to ad­mit, May was a very horny and un­spoiled child with whom he could fuck very ex­cit­ingly and pas­sion­ately. At break­fast Jane smiled finely, for she saw that May had no panties on un­der her skirt. She found out that May did not own enough un­der­wear and bought her a dozen panties, bras and two nice dresses to go shop­ping. Ev­ery­thing was of high qual­ity. May was very happy about the gifts and un­abashedly stripped naked to try on the clothes. Jane looked at her beau­ti­ful body com­pla­cently and com­pli­mented May. She turned self‐con­sciously and proudly flaunted her body, let­ting Jane feel and look at her sex. She was just amazed that the lady had guessed her size. Jane said with a smile that she used to study fash­ion ex­ten­sively and the first thing you learned was how to guess cor­rectly. She wanted to take her to town at the next op­por­tu­nity to buy more dresses and shoes. Jane had won May’s heart in a sin­gle mo­ment. 


Rose called ev­ery two or three weeks to tell Jack about her where­abouts. She had met her brother Frank twice, but they no longer con­nected. She was con­tent that he had mar­ried his rich widow and that he was do­ing well. Rose con­fessed to Jack that she was quite per­mis­sive around the san­i­tar­ium. She wasn’t shy about fuck­ing any­one. Jack said that this was a good de­vel­op­ment and nei­ther he nor Jane ob­jected. She should take care of her health and wash their cocks con­sci­en­tiously be­fore­hand, he said. They both laughed heartily and Jack again as­sured her that it would be all right. Rose breathed a sigh of re­lief, hon­estly re­lieved be­cause she hadn’t asked per­mis­sion be­fore. Jack laughed at her, you are not a slave and you de­cide your­self who you let fuck you! Nev­er­the­less, Rose re­ported her sex­ual ad­ven­tures ev­ery time. Mostly she tried to bring two men to her room, that promised more fuck­ing and now and then an or­gasm with the sec­ond one. She usu­ally let one of them mas­tur­bate her to fin­ish, but very few of them brought her to or­gasm. Jack lis­tened po­litely, though he wasn’t par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested. She asked him if it was nor­mal to still mas­tur­bate daily as a woman near­ing 50? He laughed and said that there were 95 year old ladies who still needed it daily. She was re­lieved and an­swered his ques­tion that she usu­ally did it only once be­fore go­ing asleep, but more of­ten on the week­ends be­cause the men were with their wives.


He only bright­ened when she kept talk­ing about Ed­ward this and Ed­ward that. She had fallen in love and Jack promptly asked her out. Ed­ward was a wid­ower in his late 50s, not 10 years older than her, and had made his for­tune with three fish fac­to­ries. For health rea­sons, he wanted to turn his fac­to­ries over to his three sons and re­tire. He had pro­posed to Rose and she couldn’t say YES right away, she was still mar­ried. Rose asked Jack if he could help her get a di­vorce. Of course he wanted to and she told which court in Ed­in­burgh she had filed for di­vorce. In the end, Rose and Ed­ward had to wait a year for it. Jack and Jane both talked to Rose and gave their bless­ings. Rose was deliri­ously happy be­cause not only had she found a good friend and com­pan­ion in Ed­ward, but she could look for­ward to a care­free and fi­nan­cially se­cure fu­ture with him. They would both gladly come to Lon­don for a visit when Jane in­vited them.


Fox ac­com­pa­nied the queen ear­lier this year on her three‐month trip through the South Seas‐States, New Zea­land and Aus­tralia. He had taken along five of the pret­ti­est fe­male agents, who un­ob­tru­sively re­in­forced the se­cu­rity de­tail. Even though Fox’s in­ten­tions were for plea­sur­able screw­ing with his fe­male agents, he was ever vig­i­lant and com­mit­ted to the Queen’s safety. In his mid‐50s, it was his sec­ond spring. His girls were young and pretty and gave them­selves to him pas­sion­ately. With all the work and con­stant at­ten­tion, it was a bit of a va­ca­tion in the south­ern sun for all six of them. He re­turned tanned and in a good mood. The next trip in the Queen’s shadow to North­ern Ire­land was al­ready planned, so he had to take ten tough guys with him. North­ern Ire­land was not a va­ca­tion trip. 


Veronika had been work­ing in her job for 7 years and had re­cently taken over the man­age­ment of the Ger­man and Aus­trian kinder­gartens. She did her job quite well, 8 fe­male em­ploy­ees and al­most 100 chil­dren meant a lot of work. Most of the time she and Pe­ter only had time for each other on week­ends and that was enough, Pe­ter was al­ready over 80 and his loins had lost their strength. But he en­joyed it very much when she snug­gled up to him and mas­tur­bated. She needed that ev­ery night. She had promised Pe­ter from the be­gin­ning that she would not let other men fuck her any­more and she stuck to it iron­clad. 


From time to time she fell in love with one of the many sin­gle moth­ers. She en­joyed the les­bian love af­fairs in bliss­ful in­tox­i­ca­tion. She loved Pe­ter with all her heart and told him about it freely. As of­ten as she could, she took the les­bian love­mak­ing to Pe­ter’s bed, as he still pas­sion­ately watched her les­bian go­ings‐on. But he also loved to stick his hard‐on into the young vagina and wait for Veronika to mas­tur­bate the young woman to or­gasm and then cum in­side. He was grate­ful, be­cause Veronika’s plea­sure was his plea­sure too.


One morn­ing, Pe­ter col­lapsed in the of­fice. The quick‐wit­ted co‐worker called the res­cue, Fox and Jack. Jack raced by cab to En­dell Street Mil­i­tary Hos­pi­tal and re­ported to Fox, who was in France. He also spoke with Jane and gave her a clear, sober re­port. Pe­ter had a large tu­mor in his lung, just ad­ja­cent to the peri­cardium. The tu­mor had al­ready spread some metas­tases. Surgery for the 83‐year‐old was out of the ques­tion. Jack sat by Pe­ter’s bed­side and waited for a quiet minute. Then he talked to Pe­ter and didn’t sug­ar­coat any­thing. It was a dif­fi­cult hour for both of them. Pe­ter un­der­stood that it was in­evitably com­ing to an end. The doc­tors could only ease his pain. How much longer? Pe­ter asked, and Jack an­swered, two to three months. They were silent for a long time. Pe­ter raised his head. I have some­thing im­por­tant to do, he breathed al­most in­audi­bly. Jack looked at him ques­tion­ingly and he said he had not yet con­sid­ered Veron­ica in his will. Jack smiled, he knew Veronika’s ac­count bal­ance as well as Pe­ter. She still had enough in her ac­count, he said at first, but Pe­ter frowned. What legacy do you have in mind? asked Jack and Pe­ter an­swered, maybe £10 mil­lion, what do you think? and Jack said like a shot, that’s what she’ll get! I prom­ise! He shook Pe­ter’s hand and squeezed it. I Prom­ise!


The three of them were sit­ting by Pe­ter’s bed­side, Veron­ica, Jane and Jack, when Fox came to visit. “No busi­ness talk in front of the ladies,” Jack said as he greeted Fox. There wasn’t much to talk about, though; Fox thanked Pe­ter for his work and the train­ing. Pe­ter asked him to pay Veron­ica a widow’s pen­sion, even though they were not for­mally mar­ried. Fox promised to do his best. He said good­bye to the old war­rior and friend. Af­ter he left, Pe­ter asked how long he had to stay in the hos­pi­tal. Jack said, as long as you want. But you can just as well stay in your own house if you pre­fer. I can give you the in­jec­tions, Veronika will take care of you just as well as the girls here. Pe­ter nod­ded in agree­ment, he would rather lie at home and die. Jane and Veronika hugged each other cry­ing, just as you like, Pe­ter! said Jane. The fol­low­ing day Pe­ter came home.


He lasted an­other 6 weeks. Veronika, Jane and Jack had taken a va­ca­tion and spent ev­ery minute with Pe­ter. They read to him from the news­pa­pers, lis­tened to his fa­vorite mu­sic with him, or Jane went over his man­u­script with him. She promised to pub­lish the book posthu­mously no mat­ter what the cost. May, who usu­ally didn’t come to Pe­ter’s house be­cause she had fled Pe­ter’s and Veronika’s sex­ual ad­vances in the be­gin­ning, made break­fast for ev­ery­one, cooked, and cleaned up. She, like the oth­ers, was de­pressed be­cause My­lord was dy­ing. Both Lady Janet and Mas­ter Jack had asked her to do so. 


She helped Veronika wash Pe­ter three times a week. Veronika cun­ningly al­ways left it to her to wash the flac­cid cock. She did it with plea­sure, it stiff­ened faster than she could wash him and she con­tin­ued, de­spite the erec­tion. Veronika word­lessly com­mu­ni­cated with Pe­ter, dropped her dress and sat naked on Pe­ter’s cock. May stood still by the bed and watched as Veronika rode My­lord and then mas­tur­bated with his soft cock in her vagina. She and My­lord watched breath­lessly. It was, she had to ad­mit to her­self, very ex­cit­ing and horny. They fin­ished wash­ing Pe­ter. The next time, Veronika lay naked with Pe­ter and gave him a hand­job. May stood silently by and kept eye con­tact with Veronika while Veronika mas­tur­bated him. She silently washed the wet cock with­out bat­ting an eye. The next time Veronika washed his cock and she told her to con­tinue. May looked un­cer­tainly at Veronika, who nod­ded af­fir­ma­tively and did the hand­job in the air. May nod­ded and be­gan. But My­lord qui­etly said he wanted to fon­dle her breasts. Af­ter a side­ways glance at Veronika, she took off her top and bra. My­lord fon­dled her lacy, ap­ple‐sized breasts and May rubbed his cock. My­lord said please fuck me, please! May looked doubt­fully at Veronika, but she just nod­ded. Yes, do it! Veronika said em­phat­i­cally, do it please! May was al­ready so aroused that she could not go back. 


She took off her skirt and panties and climbed naked on top of my lord. Veronika stayed next to her, grabbed his hard‐on and May widened her lit­tle hole with her fin­gers, then Veronika slowly in­serted it. Veronika saw how small and tight May’s lit­tle hole was and held Pe­ter’s cock while May very slowly sat on him. Veronika’s fin­gers grazed May’s tiny clit, but she shook her head, No, I’d rather not! May slowly but vig­or­ously fucked Pe­ter and felt his cock rear­ing up. She had to thrust three more times and got her or­gasm. She was shak­ing all over and only calmed down af­ter a while. She care­fully pulled his limp cock out of her pussy and got off. Pe­ter had only squirted a few drops. 


Veronika hugged her warmly af­ter Pe­ter had in­stantly fallen asleep and thanked her. No, she had not been jeal­ous or en­vi­ous for a mo­ment. Her hus­band was pleased with her young, beau­ti­ful girl’s body and she wanted to give him ev­ery­thing, any­thing, in his last time. May was very ashamed of hav­ing cheated on her Mas­ter. She would con­fess it to him only later. So it came to pass that May fucked Pe­ter ev­ery other day and kissed him on his wrin­kled cheek af­ter­wards. 


The next few times Veronika didn’t miss the chance to mas­tur­bate May’s clit while fuck­ing her and May’s ini­tial re­jec­tion in­stantly turned into lust. She will­ingly let her­self be mas­tur­bated twice and squeezed, rubbed and kneaded her breasts while be­ing mas­tur­bated. Pe­ter smiled and whis­pered how nice it was for him to watch her or­gasm. May there­fore re­mained sit­ting de­mand­ing un­til Veronika mas­tur­bated her a third time. May ex­cited her breasts and nip­ples and al­most passed out from plea­sure. Her third or­gasm was very strong, she trem­bled all over her body and kept touch­ing her clit to de­lay the or­gasm for min­utes. She low­ered her head and care­fully de­scended. She was no longer shy about fuck­ing my lord as of­ten as he had an erec­tion. His se­men had long dried up, but for some time he got pleas­ant erec­tions. 


One day he did not. They washed him care­fully, but he could no longer get erect. He lis­tened well when they read to him, but he vis­i­bly de­te­ri­o­rated. Jack gave him so much mor­phine that he was com­pletely free of pain and joked that he was yet to be­come a junkie. Jack, Jane and Veronika were with him around the clock. He reached out his arms to them and held their hands. He closed his eyes and whis­pered softly, “Naomi!” then fell asleep. He didn’t wake up again. 


More than 450 peo­ple came to his fu­neral at West­min­ster, as if he had been a mem­ber of Par­lia­ment. The Queen dis­patched the younger Lord Mount­bat­ten, who read the Queen’s Farewell and de­liv­ered a mov­ing eu­logy. Veron­ica stood at the front be­tween Jack and Jane, hear­ing for the first time that Pe­ter had been in the ser­vice of the Queen and the King­dom for some 60 years and had headed MI6. She was struck by all the celebri­ties and all the high dig­ni­taries who had come. She en­tered Par­lia­ment for the first time, where a buf­fet had been pro­vided.


The large Moss­ley fam­ily had come to­gether and even 86‐year‐old Sir Henry had come in a wheel­chair. He was very sad, Pe­ter and him were con­nected by a strong, broth­erly bond. The Moss­ley fam­ily was on the one hand very sad, but on the other hand very proud that Pe­ter had re­ceived so much recog­ni­tion and re­spect.


In the evening, four of them sat in the liv­ing room, Veron­ica, Jane, Jack and May, who had also at­tended the fu­neral. They drank to Pe­ter’s health and talked qui­etly. Each, each of them had their own story with Pe­ter, some they could talk out, some they couldn’t. Jack spoke qui­etly to Veronika and con­firmed to her that Pe­ter was the head of the se­cret ser­vice, that the im­port and ex­port busi­ness was only a frontstory. Veronika had a thou­sand ques­tions, which Jack an­swered as best he could. Veronika stum­bled. But, you worked with him so of­ten, didn’t you? He looked at her se­ri­ously and re­mained silent. Veronika widened her eyes and looked at him silently for sec­onds.


He said Pe­ter had left her the sum of £10 mil­lion, which she would re­ceive af­ter the read­ing of the will. And, of course, she would stay in her house, it had been agreed with Pe­ter. Un­for­tu­nately, the widow’s pen­sion that Pe­ter Fox had asked for had not been granted, it was sim­ply bu­reau­crat­i­cally  not pos­si­ble. Veronika shrugged her shoul­ders, she had a good salary from the kinder­gartens and a full cush­ion on her ac­count. It would just get very lonely since Pe­ter was no longer around. Jack and Jane as­sured her that she was wel­come here any­time and would have din­ner with them for at least the next lit­tle while. Jack asked if she wanted to sleep over by her­self or if she would like to spend the night with them. Veron­ica thought about it and asked if she could sleep with them for a while. Jane and Jack ex­changed a look that was okay. They slept close to­gether in Jane’s big bed, but no one felt like fuck­ing. The grief was still too fresh. 


On the third morn­ing, Jack crept down to May. The sev­eral days of ab­sti­nence de­manded quick fuck­ing and soon squirt­ing. They smoked, ly­ing peace­fully side by side, and May be­gan to con­fess. My­lord Pe­ter and Veron­ica. Jack put a fin­ger to her mouth and si­lenced her. Thank you, May, what­ever you did for Pe­ter, you did for him and for us. For that I thank you with all my heart! He kissed her ten­derly on the mouth. May had tears in her eyes and sobbed that she was so sad be­cause she had be­trayed her Mas­ter Jack. He hugged her tightly and said, this was not cheat­ing, this was a work of love! Grad­u­ally she calmed down and told qui­etly, ev­ery­thing, from the be­gin­ning. She also told him that she had let Madam Veronika mas­tur­bate her, be­cause she did it very well. That she had vir­tu­ally de­manded to be mas­tur­bated by Madam, in or­der to get a very big or­gasm at the end. That had pleased the My­lord very much and he had also al­ways wanted to see it. No, she an­swered, she had not touched Madam and had not mas­tur­bated. But two weeks be­fore he died, she said, My­lord had stopped get­ting an erec­tion and they didn’t do any­thing then. Jack and she picked up where they left off.


Life re­turned to nor­mal, ev­ery­one re­sumed their ac­tiv­i­ties. Veronika slept in her house again and threw her­self into work. Of course, she con­tin­ued to have les­bian love af­fairs, but there were men in her life again. She had re­mained iron­cladly faith­ful to Pe­ter and never cheated on him while he lived. Al­though she was ap­proach­ing 50, she took care of her fig­ure and looked like a perky 35 year old. Her breasts had re­mained medium sized, but not as firm as be­fore, but she put up with it and didn’t let well‐mean­ing girl­friends talk her into any­thing. A man who made stupid re­marks did not come to her bed. She shaved her pu­bic hair ex­cept for a land­ing strip  be­cause it was so fash­ion­able now. 



The first men she let into her life were, of course, kinder­garten fa­thers. The rev­o­lu­tion of ‘68 had seized not only the women, but also the men. She loved to fuck men and let them into her well‐groomed and fra­grant pussy. As with women, she didn’t need days of fore­play with men. If she had a good feel­ing in her belly, she grabbed it. She had a man or woman for love­mak­ing al­most ev­ery night. She didn’t need an­other re­la­tion­ship af­ter Pe­ter. It was a strange feel­ing ini­tially to fuck a man whose wife she had had in her bed be­fore. She was as se­cre­tive as could be, but when asked di­rectly, she told the truth. It was not un­com­mon for a man to find out about his wife’s les­bian ten­den­cies.


Jane liked to lie with her and they both lived out their les­bian ten­den­cies. Jack didn’t in­ter­fere, he had May and Jane had Veron­ica for sex­ual va­ri­ety. They had a sta­ble re­la­tion­ship and loved each other dearly, they did not join in the very com­mon all around‐fuck­ing‐game. Af­ter all, he and Jane slept at home ev­ery day and fucked ir­reg­u­larly, but fre­quently. There was no sex­ual pres­sure, and Jane curled up on Jack’s chest in the evenings and mas­tur­bated gen­tly and re­laxed un­til she fell asleep in his arms. 


Af­ter the read­ing of the will, Jack and Jane each re­ceived £100 mil­lion and they im­me­di­ately gave £10 mil­lion to Veronika. Veron­ica was stag­gered and asked Jack what she should do with a to­tal of £13 mil­lion. First he ad­mon­ished her, as he had many years ago, not to talk about the money to any­one. It would only at­tract evil souls. He had no ex­pe­ri­ence with in­vest­ing money and ad­vised her to sit down ev­ery day for two months and work on a list. Re­gard­less of whether it was a trip around the world, a cruise or an­other house. She needed to be clear for her­self about what she wanted, he said. Af­ter that, he would be happy to go over her list with her and give his opin­ion. He him­self and Jane were def­i­nitely go­ing to con­sult with pro­fes­sion­als and friends, they too were go­ing to put to­gether such a list.


Jane had been think­ing about this for a long time and dis­cussed it with Jack. She wanted to have a drive­way for cars and a canopy for 2 cars put up on the other cor­ner of the house. There was also to be a cov­ered en­trance to the house. The roof­ing was to be un­ob­tru­sive to the style of the house and have, for ex­am­ple, the same cast iron trim as the gar­den shed. Jack clicked his tongue; this was a good plan. He agreed im­me­di­ately and Jane could get started right away. He half‐jok­ingly said that they must have two cars then, too. Only fools went down­town by car; he could get to the or­di­na­tion of­fice and to Fox’s of­fice twice as fast by bus. Whereas Fox was happy to have a civil­ian ve­hi­cle pick him up and take him home. He didn’t need a car at the time. 
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The Deaf And Dumb Child
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How amazed he was when one morn­ing he threw back May’s blan­ket and there lay two naked girls. May was im­me­di­ately awake and woke the other girl, who re­sem­bled her like a sis­ter. May apol­o­gized for act­ing on her own au­thor­ity. But her cousin Lin had shown up in the mid­dle of the night, flee­ing from her mother’s boyfriend, who had tried to rape her. He went on to ask. She was a dis­tant cousin, he said, about 17 and deaf and dumb. She at­tended a spe­cial school and was in her penul­ti­mate year. He looked with plea­sure at the naked­ness of the young girl and thought. His erec­tion had dis­ap­peared and that an­noyed him. He said some­what gruffly that the mother was prob­a­bly dis­traught where her daugh­ter was, May would have to call Lin’s mother this morn­ing, by all means!


He asked qui­etly, could they not fuck now be­cause of Lin? May laughed, No, silly! and cor­rected, No, Mas­ter Jack! They al­ready talked about it and Lin had sug­gested to go out mean­while. But she can stay for my sake, May said with her in­scrutable smile and con­tin­ued rub­bing his cock. They com­mu­ni­cated with hand sig­nals and Lin lay down with his back to them. May cud­dled him and pulled him against her. Her French kisses and hand­job made him stiff again. He glanced at Lin, who had turned away and was look­ing back over her shoul­der. May didn’t care and helped him into her hole with both hands. He waited for her com­mands and fol­low­ing a sud­den in­spi­ra­tion, he put his hand on Lin’s well‐rounded ass. Lin put one hand on his and looked at him in­quir­ingly. She turned to them and lightly grasped his hand, let­ting his hand slide to her pu­bic and look­ing into his eyes. He fucked May very slowly and Lin held his hand, which rested very calmly and lightly on her pu­bic and slid over it in rhythm with his fuck­ing. He felt the hot labia and clit with his palm and fin­gers. A vol­cano about to erupt! She let go of his hand only when May called him. May was about to cli­max and called him, he fucked her very hard and held back un­til her or­gasm. Only when she called again, he thrust vi­o­lently and squirted into her or­gasm.


He lay ex­hausted next to May, who was com­mu­ni­cat­ing with Lin in sign lan­guage. He asked af­ter a while what they were talk­ing about and May replied that Lin wanted to know if the fuck­ing hurt and if she had re­ally had an or­gasm at the end. The girls chat­ted for a while and he asked if he could look at Lin’s sex. Lin looked at him with big widened eyes and thought, af­ter some hes­i­ta­tion she nod­ded. 


Will­ingly, she spread her legs and looked into his eyes. She looked rather Chi­nese and re­minded him of Chin dur­ing his stud­ies. He im­me­di­ately felt the in­ex­pli­ca­ble sex­ual at­trac­tion he had for her as Chin had be­fore. Lin’s fa­ther was in­deed Chi­nese, as he later learned. Her fa­cial fea­tures and eyes es­pe­cially were clearly Chi­nese. Her body, like Chin’s, was very wom­anly and had nar­row hips. May’s body, on the other hand, looked young‐girl­ish and less wom­anly. Lin was taller and more del­i­cate than May, and her breasts were much larger. She had a small raven bush above her pu­bic cleft and he gen­tly parted her labia with his fin­gers. Her pri­vates were not as dark brown as May’s, but bright pink, and her clit was small but very prom­i­nent. She was virgo in­tacta, as he im­me­di­ately noted.


He had al­ready ex­am­ined the pri­vate parts of hun­dreds of young girls in or­di­na­tion who had been raped or oth­er­wise abused. He knew what a vir­gin looked like and what a prom­i­nent cli­toris was. It was never sex­u­ally arous­ing for him to ex­am­ine the lit­tle girls, they were chil­dren af­ter all! A few girls, how­ever, showed him quite un­abashedly how they had been mas­tur­bated by the per­pe­tra­tor and mas­tur­bated com­pletely un­abashedly in front of him to show him the abuse. The doc­tor’s lady as­sis­tant stood next to him, be­com­ing re­ally aroused and was vir­tu­ally a wit­ness that the girl did it with­out be­ing asked. The girls’ gen­tle or­gasms were mo­ments when he had to pull him­self to or­der. Of course, with a few, he no­ticed the cal­cu­lat­ing looks when they ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally showed him their mas­tur­ba­tion, on al­most ev­ery date. Never did he ask the girl to do it. He con­sci­en­tiously ex­am­ined the naked girls and sent his med­i­cal as­sis­tant out, this took away the shy­ness of the girls. He would sit on his stool di­rectly in front of the girl and watch her up close. Some were chat­ter­ing, some were silent. Some were still very clumsy, but most could mas­tur­bate per­fectly. All of them only got silent or­gasms, be­cause they were so used to that. If the doc­tor’s as­sis­tant came in too early, he could fake an ex­am­i­na­tion of the gen­i­tals. This was not proper for a doc­tor, but as a man he was cu­ri­ous. The ma­jor­ity of the girls had al­ready been de­flow­ered and had a long mas­tur­ba­tion ex­pe­ri­ence. He ques­tioned all of them in de­tail about their abuse and sex­u­al­ity. Only in very few cases he made an of­fi­cial re­port, in all cases he in­formed the mother in great de­tail and gave them ad­dresses of help or­ga­ni­za­tions.


He stroked Lin’s pussy with the flat of his hand and squeezed her knees to­gether as a sign that he was fin­ished. May had to trans­late. He asked about ev­ery­thing and the girls gig­gled and Lin re­peated the hand sig­nals in ut­ter amaze­ment and dis­be­lief. Yes, she had been mas­tur­bat­ing be­fore go­ing asleep since an early age. She liked to give her friends hand­jobs and blowjobs, they all did, didn’t they? She had done it to at least two dozens. No, her friends were only al­lowed to touch her breasts, not her pussy.


He said he would dis­cuss it with Lady Janet later at break­fast. Lin could stay and she and May would have to sort out the mat­ter with Lin’s mother as soon as they could. He saw that Lin’s dress was torn and in­structed May to go to the store with her and buy un­der­wear and a new dress. Lin had to give May a hand and help out around the house. He wanted to know at the end ex­actly how it was with the rape. Lin had ob­vi­ously read his lips and an­swered in a strange scratchy voice. 


She had to tell from the be­gin­ning and told most of it in sev­eral days. Her mother’s boyfriend was the first to live with them af­ter a long time. The mother had over ten years only one night stands,  she dis­ap­peared with them in the bed­room and the men were no longer there the next morn­ing. This friend now had nested, he was lazy and un­em­ployed and brought the mother at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals a very thick bun­dle of bills. It was much, much more than the cost of his stay, but the mother pock­eted the money with­out bat­ting an eye. Lin asked her, but she an­swered that she was sav­ing him the money for the whore­house. It was never known how he had ob­tained it, but cer­tainly not with hon­est work. He didn’t care about all that money, he wasn’t de­mand­ing and just needed a home and a woman to fuck. He had cho­sen her be­cause she was def­i­nitely horny for fuck­ing. That she had a big fat ass didn’t bother him at all. Be­cause, like most with fat asses, she wanted to fuck and mas­tur­bate at all hours of the day and night. And also be­cause she had a daugh­ter of the right age. Pretty and fuck­able.  He knew that one day he would trade his mother for her daugh­ter, he had al­ways kept it that way un­til now. It had never turned out well be­cause both mother and daugh­ter dis­ap­peared with­out a trace, but he was never sus­pected. Oth­er­wise, he was al­ways watch­ing TV and drink­ing his beer, but never drunk.


He had some out­landish sex­ual be­hav­iors and, for ex­am­ple, al­ways left the bed­room door wide open when he fucked the mother. He stated with a wide grin that Lin could watch from the liv­ing room couch in the dark­ened liv­ing room, strip­ping naked in the glow of the light com­ing from the bed­room. He tied his mother’s hands to the bed­posts and mostly her legs as far as they would go, so that her cunt lay wide open be­fore him like a ripe fruit. He took his time and struck her ass and pussy very lightly with the dog whip. 


Of­ten Lin had watched his mother fuck him. It was not very of­ten that the mother brought a man, only once or twice a month. Some came only once, most more of­ten. Lin had al­ways spied on the mother and watched her fuck. They were mostly young col­leagues from the hos­pi­tal where she was a clean­ing lady. It was sex­u­ally very ex­cit­ing to watch them se­cretly. Lin didn’t know whether or not the men liked her mother’s flat breasts or over­sized ass. The mother usu­ally made the cocks stiff with a hand job. Since they started fuck­ing al­most im­me­di­ately, Lin guessed that the men were just al­ready horny for fuck­ing. The cocks dipped be­tween the thick labia and fucked in­side the vagina. When they squirted, she clawed her fin­gers ex­cit­edly into the men’s ass cheeks and cheered them on. She rarely got an or­gasm while fuck­ing. She usu­ally let the young men fuck her twice and mas­tur­bated each time im­me­di­ately af­ter he squirted. Most of the men lay there like slain, only a few watched her mas­tur­bate. It was all very much like what the girls at school whis­pered about fuck­ing. 


Al­most ev­ery day she saw the mother mas­tur­bat­ing in the evening, when she her­self sat on the liv­ing room sofa in the dark and mas­tur­bated while watch­ing. The mother al­ways left the bed­room door half open and mas­tur­bated at the same time ev­ery evening. She lay naked on the bed and fon­dled her flat breasts while read­ing. She read a few pages in a Three­penny novel, put the book­let aside and opened her legs. She stroked her pussy and parted the thick, fleshy labia with her fin­gers, rub­bing them un­til the clit was aroused and pro­truded. She rubbed the clit quite rapidly and rarely mas­tur­bated for more than a minute or two. Her thick ab­domen rip­pled even though she or­gasmed only very lightly. She read a few pages again and mas­tur­bated again. The sec­ond time lasted a lit­tle longer and this or­gasm was much, much stronger. She rolled on the bed shak­ing her fat ass un­til it was over. Then she turned out the light and fell asleep. Lin al­ways tried to or­gasm at the same time as her mother. 


Af­ter all, Lin knew mas­tur­bat­ing from a very young age, she was al­ways there when her mother was mas­tur­bat­ing when she was a lit­tle girl. At that time, the mother was still very young and mas­tur­bated very of­ten, sev­eral times a day and sev­eral times in the evening. Lin learned from an early age to pre­tend not to watch her mother, even though they were both sit­ting or ly­ing on the only bed. Lin some­times sus­pected that the mother did not mind if she watched. Af­ter all, she was sit­ting di­rectly across from her on the bed, and the mother was stroking her­self and mas­tur­bat­ing with her eyes closed. 


The mother also had gen­tle­men visit very of­ten and they fucked shame­lessly in the pres­ence of the child, as she played with the dolls in her cor­ner. The mother was so driven by her sex­ual greed that she re­ally be­lieved that the girl did not no­tice any­thing. Lin was sit­ting on the floor pre­tend­ing to play with her dolls. In truth, her eyes were right at the level of the bed and she was look­ing di­rectly at the thick ass cheeks and into the wet pussy. Her mother rubbed the cocks stiffly with her hand, of­ten in her mouth. There it hap­pened again and again that the guy squirted in her mouth, the mother spat and scolded him. Nev­er­the­less, she did it again and again, be­cause the men wanted it.


Lin looked at the dicks very closely be­fore they dis­ap­peared into mom’s pussy. Most pen­e­trated very slowly and care­fully at first, as mom groaned and moaned with greed and horni­ness. Lin watched the fuck­ing with great at­ten­tion like a sci­en­tist, silently count­ing how many times the cock was thrust into the fleshy vagina be­fore it squirted. She al­ways saw ex­actly when the men squirted into her pussy, his tes­ti­cles jumped up and down when he squirted. The mother was very aroused from fuck­ing and mas­tur­bated af­ter each cum, it took her only sec­onds to or­gasm. It was very ex­cit­ing to watch the mother fuck and then mas­tur­bate, but the child didn’t let on. When the fuck­ing was done and the mother looked up, the child played with her back to her and had not no­ticed any­thing. 


It wasn’t un­til she was 9 that Lin got her own room in the new apart­ment and got to see a lit­tle less about her mother’s love life. She had of­ten given hand­jobs and blowjobs to school friends, which is what all girls did when they were 10 or 11. The boys liked her hand­jobs a lot, be­cause she made them squirt all over. They also loved her blowjobs, al­though she rarely swal­lowed the cum. Once she was voted Mouth of the Month , the high­est recog­ni­tion of her blowjobs.


Now she stared spell­bound into the bed­room. The whip­ping seemed to ex­cite the mother and so did the fuck­ing. He of­ten tied her legs up so that they al­most touched her bound hands. In this po­si­tion the mother’s over­sized ass came out ugly. Lin could tell quite clearly when the mother was hav­ing her or­gasm by the twitch­ing con­vul­sions of the big ass cheeks. He de­lib­er­ately let Lin see his squirt­ing and pulled his cock all the way out to squirt into the big hole. He grinned right in Lin’s face, mas­tur­bated with his hand and squirted his last jets in her di­rec­tion. 


Lin had al­ways stripped naked and the glow of the light from the bed­room il­lu­mi­nated her as she rubbed her clit and mas­tur­bated. His fuck­ing of her mother aroused her greatly. She stared mes­mer­ized at the vagina his thick cock had di­lated. She of­ten felt like his cock was thrust­ing and thrust­ing and thrust­ing in her own pussy. Of­ten Lin would have an or­gasm at the same mo­ment he was squirt­ing, be­cause squirt­ing ex­cited her sex­u­ally a lot. When he squirted in her di­rec­tion, she would cheek­ily lift and spread her bare legs. She with­stood his gaze on her or­gas­ming pussy and her stiff clit be­tween her fin­gers, she was at a safe dis­tance. 


Fre­quently she wasn’t fin­ished, stretch­ing her legs in the air and rub­bing her clit to or­gasm quite plea­sur­ably. He had stopped fuck­ing and turned to Lin, who was mas­tur­bat­ing in the bright light. He mas­tur­bated his cock and squirted in rich jets in her di­rec­tion. It made Lin in­sanely horny and she in­stantly rubbed her­self to or­gasm. They grinned at each other af­ter­wards like kids who just did some­thing. 


Those were the only times she let him watch her mas­tur­bate. Let him watch her or­gasm! Let him watch how she rubbed her clit to or­gasm! She felt a non­sen­si­cal su­pe­ri­or­ity, she was out of reach for him. He stopped star­ing over and wiped the last drops of se­men from his glans with rel­ish when her twitch­ing or­gasm had died away. He paused, drink­ing his beer and some­times stroking the pussy of the cru­ci­fied mother who waited for him with her legs spread. Lin stared spell­bound at the large hole his mother’s cock had left in her pussy and could not take her eyes off it. 


He took the dog whip again and al­ter­nately struck hard and lightly on the mother’s fat ass and pussy. He pen­e­trated her ass­hole with one fin­ger and fin­ger fucked her fat ass un­til she squirmed in plea­sure. He pushed his cock into her vagina and fucked her again, but he mostly couldn’t squirt again. As soon as he let go of her, her mother freed one arm and mas­tur­bated re­ally fast. Af­ter no more than a minute she would or­gasm, much stronger than when she was get­ting fucked. 


Lin asked her mother, but she said she wanted it that way her­self, al­though she was ter­ri­bly em­bar­rassed that he left the bed­room door open. The ty­ing up and the dog whip was his idea, but both made her very horny. And he never knot­ted the ends, but she held them her­self and could free her­self at any time, that’s what they had agreed. She said he had quite a big, thick cock and could fuck quite well, bet­ter than any­one else. Lin had seen the cocks of her pre­vi­ous fuck part­ners and had to silently agree with her. Lin doubt­fully asked why she or­gasmed so rarely while fuck­ing then, but her mother shrugged her shoul­ders. Her mother was very re­lieved when Lin lied that she didn’t look when she mas­tur­bated af­ter fuck­ing. You are a good girl! She al­ways saw Lin mas­tur­bat­ing while get­ting fucked, she said softly, she didn’t want to avert her eyes, she had to see it. She said it drove him crazy when he squirted in her di­rec­tion and she ex­posed her­self while mas­tur­bat­ing and or­gas­ming. Just be care­ful, girl!


When his mother was on night duty, he would sit next to Lin on the liv­ing room couch to watch TV. He un­abashedly took off his pants and mas­tur­bated. Lin didn’t mewl and just watched him out of the cor­ner of her eye un­til he squirted into his hand­ker­chief. This con­tin­ued for many weeks. One day he de­manded that she bare her breasts. She did not re­spond un­til he fetched the dog whip from the bed­room. She bared her up­per body and took off her bra. Her feel­ings about this were very am­biva­lent be­cause she def­i­nitely had nicer breasts than her mother. She was a lit­tle bit proud that he stared at her breasts while mas­tur­bat­ing, later he pal­pated her breasts and while squirt­ing he ex­cit­edly pinched her teats. That was enough for him for a while. Later he stood up be­fore squirt­ing and squirted on her breasts, press­ing his cock on one of the breasts and squirt­ing on the nip­ple. 


Also that was only enough for a while, he pressed his cock on her lips. She gave him a blowjob and let him squirt in her mouth. She had done this quite of­ten and it went quite well for months. Of­ten her mother would come home early and be frozen. Her daugh­ter, ex­posed to her belly but­ton, had her bare breasts fon­dled by him and she rubbed his cock in her mouth! She didn’t move and waited for Lin to swal­low or spit out his cum. She went ahead into the bed­room and they closed the door. Pre­sum­ably they ar­gued, but when he opened the bed­room door wide a mo­ment later, her mother was tied up again as if cru­ci­fied, and they fucked as they al­ways did, as if noth­ing had hap­pened. 


He in­creas­ingly de­manded that Lin strip com­pletely naked and present her sex cross‐legged dur­ing the blowjob. This also went well for a while, Lin was in­dif­fer­ent and did not move when he grabbed her pussy. Of­ten her mother would come home too early, but he would not be de­terred and just kept go­ing. She saw that her daugh­ter was sit­ting com­pletely naked in front of the fiend, rub­bing his cock in her mouth and he was fin­ger­ing her pussy. Lin con­tin­ued un­per­turbed with the blowjob, let­ting him squirt into her mouth in dis­gust and spit­ting out his cum. The mother low­ered her head af­ter the squirt­ing and went into the bed­room to be fucked while tied up af­ter­wards. 


He soon knew no shame. He had forced Lin to kneel naked next to her mother and watch them fuck up close. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head to within inches of her mother’s pussy. She had to bend over and look into the big hole and at her mother’s labia, which were swollen with arousal. Only a few cen­time­ters in front of her face the cock, which he in­serted very slowly be­tween the labia. He grabbed Lin by the hair so she must  see up close how he in­serted his thick cock into her vagina and then fucked it rhyth­mi­cally. She didn’t hear her mother’s horny moans, but she saw the lit­tle clit grad­u­ally stiffen hard and nod in rhythm. 


Since fuck­ing al­ways took a long time and ex­cited her sex­u­ally, Lin mas­tur­bated se­cretly with­out him be­ing able to see it. Her mother, of course, could al­ways see it and smiled. Lin knelt bent over her mother and turned her pussy to­wards her while mas­tur­bat­ing. She pressed her lips to her labia and mas­tur­bated quite plea­sur­ably. Her tongue touched her clit with­out lick­ing it. If she was al­ready very far, she bit very lightly on the labia or clit while she was get­ting off. Or she would nib­ble on his cock with her teeth when he pulled out, she would bite the glans very horny and lightly. He pressed her lips very firmly on his mother’s pussy or his pump­ing cock while or­gas­ming. It was very soon clear to him that the girl was mas­tur­bat­ing, but he couldn’t see it, he only saw her back and butt. He put one hand on Lin’s butt cheek and one fin­ger on her pussy and felt her mas­tur­bat­ing. Lin didn’t care that he put a fin­ger on her pussy and cheek­ily con­tin­ued mas­tur­bat­ing while kneel­ing. She just never let him watch her mas­tur­bate, even though he begged. His fin­ger did not bother her in any way, on the con­trary, it made her even hornier.


He just left the mother tied up af­ter fuck­ing, even be­fore he had cum, and let Lin give him a blowjob. Most of the time the mother would free one hand and mas­tur­bate re­ally fast while Lin rubbed the cock in her mouth. Lin, of course, saw the em­bar­rass­ment in the mother’s eyes and re­as­sured her she wasn’t watch­ing. 


Lin did not dare at first, be­cause he put her hand de­mand­ing on the pussy of the mother while fuck­ing. She did noth­ing at first and he was very dis­pleased. It took quite a while un­til she dared to touch her mother’s wet cunt with her hand. It was the first time and she shiv­ered when she touched the labia and the ex­cited clit. Her mother’s eyes shone fever­ishly and her lips formed words. “Yes, please, please, do it to me!” He urged her and there she gen­tly rubbed her labia and lightly stroked her clit. When her mother’s eyes begged, she mas­tur­bated her clit to or­gasm, just as she had seen her do many times be­fore. She looked dis­dain­fully at the dear friend strug­gling in her mother’s vagina. 


He stopped fuck­ing be­fore squirt­ing and Lin stared at the large hole his cock left in her mother’s cunt. She stared into the wide open vagina for a few mo­ments and took his cock into her mouth. Lin tasted the taste of her pussy on his wet cock and shud­dered. She looked sadly at her naked mother and had to rub his cock in her mouth for a long time un­til he fi­nally squirted. Lin was not a bit horny in these mo­ments, only ter­ri­bly sad be­cause he was de­lib­er­ately hu­mil­i­at­ing her mother. Lin put her face right in front of her pussy dur­ing these months and mas­tur­bated her while fuck­ing her as of­ten as she could, be­cause her mother’s or­gasms, which he couldn’t man­age, hu­mil­i­ated him and vis­i­bly hurt his ego.


Some time later, when the mother was on night duty again, he took Lin’s hand and placed it de­mand­ingly on her pussy. She shook her head, No, she will not mas­tur­bate in front of him! she said de­fi­antly, shak­ing her head. He kept try­ing though. She had to put up some re­sis­tance to him and no longer stripped com­pletely naked. She only gave him blowjobs with her breasts ex­posed and only let him cum on her breasts, not in her mouth any­more. 


But this time he grabbed her, ripped off her dress and panties, and pinned her down naked on the couch. He was much stronger than she was, chok­ing her with one hand and forc­ing her legs apart with the other. In a flash, im­ages ap­peared in her mind and she knew in­stantly what would hap­pen next. He would bru­tally pen­e­trate her pussy and tear a grue­some big hole in her lit­tle hole with his cock. She saw be­fore her mind the big hole he left in her mother’s pussy ev­ery time af­ter fuck­ing her. She des­per­ately grabbed his cock, she would not make it easy for him even though he was chok­ing her throat. She pushed him back with all her might, for she did not want to be kissed. 



It took him sev­eral min­utes to force his cock into her vagi­nal vestibule, as she clutched his cock and yanked vi­o­lently. She felt the chok­ing and didn’t think for a sec­ond about mas­tur­bat­ing him, but the ef­fect was the same. She yanked on his cock, up and down, up and down and felt it stiffen and yanked even harder. The glans was stuck in her vagi­nal en­trance, she mas­tur­bated his cock up and down re­ally hard and he squirted im­me­di­ately with­out pen­e­trat­ing. His glans was stuck in front of her hy­men in the tight vagi­nal vestibule and squirted in through the hole of the hy­men. She felt his se­men spurt into her vagina in hot jets. He was com­pletely dis­traught and let go of her neck. She flung him aside, grabbed the panties, bra and dress and ran out. In the hall­way, she got dressed and ran to May. Jack nod­ded and said she was very lucky, heaven knows he would have killed her in his rage yet! Lin winced and cringed, she had feared that.


Jane blanched as he told her ev­ery­thing over break­fast. She or­dered May to bring Lin in and ques­tioned Lin closely. Lin could lip read per­fectly and an­swered all her ques­tions. Lin and May’s mother were nearly half deaf and dumb them­selves, and their daugh­ters went to spe­cial school to­gether for two years, so May knew sign lan­guage. Jane in­sisted that May call Lin’s mother im­me­di­ately. May spoke into her tape recorder that Lin was with her and do­ing well. May ex­plained to Jane that the mother could lis­ten to the tape; like many half deaf‐mutes, she had resid­ual hear­ing. Barely a minute later, the phone rang. Jane nod­ded and May picked up. She lis­tened to Lin’s mother for a while and waved to Lin. Lin com­mu­ni­cated with her mother in a mix­ture of words, clack­ing sounds, and fin­ger­nail tap­ping on the speaker. Af­ter a few min­utes, she hung up. Jack saw tears in her eyes as she said her mother didn’t be­lieve her the rape at­tempt and she needed to come home right away. She turned and ran into May’s room. Lit­tle did they all know that Lin would be stay­ing here for al­most a whole year.


Jack quickly got used to Lin watch­ing them fuck and watch­ing May mas­tur­bate. Of course, he no­ticed that she was get­ting horny and hot, but she didn’t lift a fin­ger the first few days when he put her hand on her pu­bic. Af­ter a few days she stroked her­self a lit­tle and the other day she mas­tur­bated while Jack and May fucked. She had coyly turned to the side and looked back over her shoul­der to watch them. She took much longer than May, pinch­ing her fore­arm and hand be­tween her legs as she or­gasmed. She wasn’t quiet as she mas­tur­bated, pant­ing and pant­ing loudly and let­ting her ooh! and aaah! sounds be heard. May had al­ready told her that the Mas­ter liked to watch. She over­came her shy­ness and smiled when he wanted to watch. On the fol­low­ing days, he would sit be­tween her legs and watch her mas­tur­bate. She looked into his eyes with a smile and rubbed her clit with great aban­don. She smiled quite shyly and proudly when her or­gasm had sub­sided. 


About a week later, three Fil­ipinos showed up. Jack had just fin­ished break­fast and opened the door him­self. With a glance he had reg­is­tered that at least two of them were armed with hid­den knives. They had come to pick up Lin, said the mid­dle one. One mo­ment, please! Jack said calmly and went to the big dresser. He took Pe­ter’s pis­tol out of the drawer and checked that it was loaded. He went back to the front door, the hand with the pis­tol pointed to the floor. The men stared at the pis­tol. Lin is not go­ing any­where! he said in a firm voice and waited. The men stood in­de­ci­sively wait­ing. So, if noth­ing else, Jack said and closed the door. The men left, vis­i­bly un­set­tled. He told Lin to call her mother, they would not tol­er­ate this, no way. Again the clack­ing and fin­ger­nail tap­ping for min­utes, then Lin hung up. She had threat­ened the mother with de­por­ta­tion, that’s what she feared most, she croaked, and ran into May’s room cry­ing. Jack pressed the re­dial but­ton and spoke into the tape recorder. Lin had meant busi­ness, he said, and if armed men showed up again, she would be straight to the cargo ship to Manila. She should rather think about the fact that her boyfriend had tried to rape Lin. She was wel­come to talk it out with Lin here any­time. Noth­ing was heard for months.


A few morn­ing fucks later he walked into May’s room and was sur­prised, the girls had switched places. He looked ques­tion­ingly at May, but she just shrugged with a smile. Lin held out her hands to him, her ges­ture and eyes invit­ing. He sat down across from her, want­ing to know what that meant. She tried to croak softly, You have de­fended me, Mas­ter Jack, and I know of no one I would rather give my vir­gin­ity to. I want it, I cer­tainly want it! No, she replied, I’m not us­ing con­tra­cep­tion yet, I’m not men­stru­at­ing yet. She looked long­ingly at the morn­ing wood. I’m ready, Mas­ter Jack, please do it!


He leaned over her and kissed her on the mouth. She was ex­cel­lent at kiss­ing with her tongue and they were both get­ting very ex­cited. You have to put my cock in your­self, he whis­pered into her eyes and she di­rected him smil­ing. Even though her hole was as small as May’s, she got the cock in eas­ily un­til it bumped. She em­braced him and gave him a never‐end­ing French kiss, her ab­domen burn­ing brightly and urg­ing. With a de­ter­mined jerk, he pierced her hy­men and thrust all the way in. She did not show if it had hurt. She smiled hap­pily and French kissed him again, then they con­tin­ued fuck­ing. She had watched him and May many times be­fore and knew ex­actly how to fuck along. It didn’t take very long and he reared up, thrust­ing and thrust­ing, his seed spurt­ing in thick jets into her small vagina. He stayed on top of her for a mo­ment and lay down next to May. May em­braced and kissed him. It was Lin’s great­est wish, she whis­pered, and for that I thank you, Mas­ter Jack! He hugged Lin and said it was a very nice gift! Lin smiled hap­pily and kissed him too. “I will al­ways keep it in my mem­ory, thank you Mas­ter Jack, thank you!” That morn­ing the two girls mas­tur­bated side by side and let Jack watch.


Jane laughed at the top of her lungs when he told her about it. You have been sad­dled with a lot, my dar­ling, you must ei­ther choose or sweat! But she em­braced and kissed him warmly, the de­flow­er­ing of sweet Lin you did very pru­dently. Not all men are so con­sid­er­ate, and re­counted her own de­flow­er­ing, which was any­thing but beau­ti­ful, even if she wanted it her­self. Jack smiled and kissed her lightly, I ac­cept your pro­posal and will choose. He paused ar­ti­fi­cially. First one, then the other. They laughed heartily and she let him tell her with all the de­tails of sweet Lin.


He got up half an hour ear­lier in the morn­ing to have enough time for both girls. He fucked both girls one af­ter the other and let them mas­tur­bate while fuck­ing. He usu­ally let the girls de­cide whose turn it was first. May shared her sweet­heart only be­cause he ob­vi­ously liked it. He was ready again af­ter two cig­a­rettes, mostly Lin made him ready with the blowjob, she was re­ally ex­cel­lent at that. May ex­plained to her that when she fucked him she had to give him a sign when she was about to, so he could come to his fi­nale and cum. He en­joyed his play­mates with plea­sure as they fucked sim­i­larly, yet dif­fer­ently. 


Both cringed when he hinted at les­bian play. May said that of course they would do it if he wished. He waved it off. They didn’t do les­bian play in the evenings; they mas­tur­bated peace­fully side by side ev­ery night be­fore fall­ing asleep. No, each to her own. Only when Lin took a very long time, May in­ter­vened help­fully and rubbed her labia, pussy and clit. Lin liked that very much when they both rubbed her clit in­tensely. Mostly Lin left it to May to mas­tur­bate her to the fi­nale. Jack thought that Lin had more les­bian ten­den­cies than May. When May had her pe­riod, he only fucked Lin, rarely twice. He was sa­ti­ated af­ter some time and said he wanted to fuck only once more in the morn­ing. They could de­cide for them­selves which one. The girls nod­ded, but May was de­pressed for days. 


Lin had gone right back to school, Jane had got­ten her the text­books and she fol­lowed all the ad­vice to avoid be­ing taken. She stud­ied well and liked to help May with the house­hold chores. Her mother some­times waited out­side the school and the con­ver­sa­tions led nowhere. To­wards the end of the school year, her mother said she had kicked out the boyfriend and she should come home, please! The boyfriend had con­fessed to the at­tempted rape while in­tox­i­cated. Please, come home! Lin asked for time to think. 


Lin took a few days to talk about it. She had fucked Jack and they both watched May mas­tur­bate. Lin rested her head against Jack’s shoul­der and she waited un­til May was done. Only then did she sit down across from Jack so she could lip read and re­port. May breathed a sigh of re­lief. Jack no­ticed, of course, and asked Lin if she wanted to go home. Lin shook her head. It took her quite a while to ad­mit that she did not want to give up the beau­ti­ful sex with the Mas­ter and May. She was very un­happy and Jack put his arm around the cry­ing girl. Would she be al­lowed to stay un­til the end of school, she asked when she had wiped her tears. May nod­ded, that was al­ready in six weeks, she mur­mured. Jack still wanted to dis­cuss it with Lady Janet, but for him it was okay.


Jane was fine with it too. Lin called her mother and told her that she re­ally needed a real adult bed in­stead of her crib. She might let girls sleep over in the fu­ture, she said. Yes, of course, for fuck­ing too, she was not only fuck­ing men, but girls too! Jane, Jack and May grinned as she said that out loud. Yes, Lin shouted into the phone, I said, fuck with girls! And with boys! Af­ter the phone call, Jane asked why she lied to the mother? Lin looked her straight in the eye and low­ered her gaze. She was sleep­ing at May’s place and they were also hav­ing sex. Girl sex. May blushed and nod­ded, yes, my lady! Jack later asked May if it was true and May ad­mit­ted it, lately she mas­tur­bated Lin with her hand and Lin licked her clit to a won­der­ful or­gasm. No, she had never licked Lin! 


May was gen­er­ous and let Lin fuck Jack ev­ery day. Lin had changed a lot, she could fuck ex­cel­lently by now and made it as nice as pos­si­ble for Jack. She was pas­sion­ate and very ac­tive. When he came to squirt, she ca­ressed his but­tocks and squeezed him very tightly so that he could squirt very deep in her vagina. Jack couldn’t stand May mas­tur­bat­ing sad and lonely and let Lin make him stiff with his mouth to fuck May too. Quite de­lib­er­ately, he some­times fucked May first, not want­ing her to feel like a spare tire. The days flew by, one day it was time.


Lin asked to visit her some­times in the morn­ing and smiled when Jack said that she had to get up very early. She re­ally did come once a month and lay with Jack and May. He en­joyed watch­ing the girls make love. Lin taught May how the lick­ing went, be­cause she had a hard time with it at first. When they smoked af­ter sex, Lin would talk about the boys and girls she lured into her bed and pussy. She was now over 18 and start­ing to men­stru­ate. Jack pre­scribed her the pill and May ex­plained to her ex­actly what to watch out for. Lin al­most messed up the last year of school be­cause she be­came ob­sessed with fuck­ing. But she man­aged to do it. 


Lin’s mother said to her that she had not known that girls fucked each other. She was very sur­prised be­cause Lin was do­ing it. She her­self had never cud­dled with a girl­friend, never mas­tur­bated with one to­gether. She had also seen fuck­ing only once, many years ago. She told Lin the whole story. 


Her friend, her hus­band and she were al­ready pretty drunk and the two of them fucked un­in­hib­it­edly. She had been very aroused and had let the man fuck her to or­gasm. More pre­cisely, she had stripped naked like the two and pressed her pussy against the bod­ies of the two while fuck­ing. The girl­friend rubbed her clit, she al­most passed out from plea­sure and the girl­friend stopped abruptly when her hus­band pulled his cock out of her hole and laid on top of her. He pen­e­trated all the way and fucked like out of his mind. She cried out in or­gasm and then pa­tiently let him con­tinue thrust­ing like a sheep and he stiff­ened. She felt very clearly how he squirted into her in solid jets. The evening con­tin­ued in a hu­mid way, her friend mas­tur­bated sev­eral times in front of her and her hus­band with­out any shy­ness. The girl­friend mas­tur­bated her sev­eral more times and her or­gasms were light and came quickly. 


But she was far too in­hib­ited to mas­tur­bate in front of them as well, de­spite the al­co­hol. She timidly searched for her friend’s clit and eas­ily found it. It was a strange feel­ing to touch an­other woman’s clit. She ex­plored the other’s cunt cu­ri­ously un­til she urged ac­tiv­ity. She mas­tur­bated the girl­friend sev­eral times un­til just be­fore or­gasm. But the girl­friend grabbed her clit her­self for the fi­nale and jerked off re­ally hard, much harder than she did. You are not en­er­getic enough, laughed the girl­friend and mas­tur­bated her to or­gasm sev­eral times, but she still did not dare to mas­tur­bate her­self. 


The girl­friend saw that he was fully ready again and urged him to fuck Lin’s mother prop­erly. She was al­ready very horny from be­ing mas­tur­bated by the girl­friend and so she had let him fuck her again. He could do it re­ally well and she screamed at her or­gasm. Again she be­haved pas­sively like a sheep af­ter­wards while he con­tin­ued fuck­ing for a very long time. He squirted, but not as hard as the first time. They met a dozen more times to fuck to­gether, the man only wanted to squirt in Lin mother’s vagina, that was agreed with his wife. He usu­ally fucked her twice in one evening, once even three times. The girl­friend mas­tur­bated her sev­eral times and she also mas­tur­bated the girl­friend, now a bit more en­er­getic. But the lat­ter al­ways rubbed her­self to or­gasm in the end. 


That was all the ex­cite­ment the mother had ex­pe­ri­enced. She low­ered her head and sighed, she had seen noth­ing else of the sex­u­al­ity. 


Lin said lightly that she could watch her from the dark­ened liv­ing room when she had vis­i­tors. She left her door open and the light on from then on. The mother would watch when­ever she had a girl. The girls cud­dled and kissed, they licked their clits or mas­tur­bated each other. The mother would watch and sneak to the door to be even closer while watch­ing. She watched cu­ri­ously when she brought a boy, fucked him and made him hard again. But watch­ing the girls fuck each other was much more arous­ing and horny. 


Lin was glad that her re­la­tion­ship with her mother had de­vel­oped so well and that she didn’t have to make se­crets out of fuck­ing. She never told her about Jack or May, though.


Lin re­as­sured her that she was tak­ing the pill and that was one hun­dred per­cent safe. The mother sighed, she had never used con­tra­cep­tion and had had hun­dreds of men squirt into her since Lin was born. That’s why she had got­ten preg­nant at 16 from her af­fair with a wealthy Chi­nese man who had given her the small apart­ment and given her a fat bank ac­count for Lin. He fucked her ev­ery day. He had died in a car ac­ci­dent when Lin was 10 months old. They had vis­ited his grave a few times, but had given up on it over time.


Lin’s vis­its with Jack and May be­came less fre­quent, as she had pre­dicted, and stopped al­to­gether to­ward the end of the school year. 
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Jane was okay from the start with Jack fuck­ing May or Lin in the morn­ing. He was much more bal­anced dur­ing the day and evening and was very sen­si­tive about fuck­ing or ca­ress­ing her dur­ing her evening mas­tur­ba­tion. She had plenty of va­ri­ety sex­u­ally, as she lay with Veronika once or twice a week. How­ever, she left right away when Veronika had gen­tle­man call­ers. Veronika kept dis­cussing with her, but to seize the op­por­tu­nity and fuck with the gen­tle­men. Jack also thought she should only lis­ten to her gut feel­ing and the feel­ing in her pussy. He wouldn’t feel cheated, he would love her just as deeply as ever. She knew his at­ti­tude to­wards sex, so she should go ahead and live it up. She had al­ways been faith­ful to him and that was very hon­or­able. But she shouldn’t hold on to things she had promised decades ago, he said. Jack smiled and said he sensed her am­biva­lence and en­cour­aged her to get fucked if she wanted it her­self. 


Jane re­sisted her con­flict­ing ten­den­cies, but she let Veron­ica tempt her into mak­ing love in front of the vis­i­tor. She strug­gled be­cause she couldn’t open up to Veronika’s ca­resses and love­mak­ing as nat­u­rally as she usu­ally did. If a man wanted to fuck, “then please fuck Veronika.” She liked to watch while fuck­ing, Veronika fucked just di­vine and re­ally got the men go­ing. Jane played with her labia and clit and liked to mas­tur­bate while watch­ing. It was an added thrill to have the strangers watch her mas­tur­bate. She was quite soon in the mood to make real les­bian love to Veronika in the pres­ence of the man. She shooed away the cocks that were push­ing against her and left it to Veronika to fuck them. This worked quite well for a while. One thing led to an­other. She just licked Veronika and the man ap­proached her ass. He was per­sis­tent and she im­me­di­ately stopped lick­ing when he pen­e­trated from be­hind. It was not un­pleas­ant, she was al­ready aroused from lick­ing and buried her face in Veronika’s pussy. He fucked quite well and squirted long be­fore she or­gasmed. She sank down on top of Veronika and whis­pered for her to do the same. She lay down and cov­ered her face with her arm while Veronika licked her to or­gasm. He wanted to pen­e­trate again right af­ter her or­gasm, but she shook her head and got on all fours. He fucked her in the doggy po­si­tion the sec­ond time as well.


This be­came the new rou­tine. She found mak­ing love to Veronika plea­sur­able again and let ev­ery man fuck her in the doggy po­si­tion. She bent over Veronika and got on all fours. They cud­dled and gave each other long French kisses, Jane’s face was on Veronika’s lus­cious breasts or she buried her face in Veronika’s pussy while the man fucked her from be­hind. She bit Veronika’s lips very lightly or her pussy when the squirt­ing ex­cited her. It re­duced the fuck­ing to the purely sex­ual and was not as in­ti­mate as face to face fuck­ing. She re­served that for Jack alone. Of course, she re­ported to Jack com­pletely openly and hon­estly that she was get­ting fucked dog­gystyle over at Veronika’s place. She was un­cer­tain at the be­gin­ning of the con­ver­sa­tion, but she grad­u­ally loos­ened up and soon she was laugh­ing with Jack about some odd­balls fuck­ing her. The sex­ual va­ri­ety did her good and she was soon en­joy­ing it con­tent­edly. The cocks were all dif­fer­ent and the men fucked very dif­fer­ently too. But she only al­lowed her­self to be fucked in the doggy po­si­tion, pre­fer­ring to lie on Veronika’s beau­ti­ful body and she kissed or fon­dled Veronika’s breasts while he fucked her from be­hind.


Veronika of course also dragged women to make love to her through the night. Jane liked to join in the morn­ing, be­cause she al­ways found the sex of women ex­cit­ing and very horny. Veronika some­times still slept and Jane un­dressed and lay with the un­known woman. She gen­tly stroked the strange crea­ture un­til she awoke. The girl was still sleepy and re­turned the ca­ress of the young stranger who lay naked next to her. Jane aroused the mostly young women in the blink of an eye. They were stunned or in a sleepy trance and let Jane do what­ever she wanted. Un­til the or­gasm she was fi­nally awake and they fucked very qui­etly, they never dis­turbed Veronika’s sleep. Of­ten she didn’t know the name of the woman she was mak­ing les­bian love to and they whis­pered very qui­etly.


The Sun­day Gazette was not a qual­ity news­pa­per, more like a trash rag. Nev­er­the­less, their slop­pily re­searched ar­ti­cle was printed in the bet­ter me­dia. The ar­ti­cle was sup­posed to be about Moss­ley House, but in a sub­or­di­nate clause it men­tioned the man­ager, who by all ac­counts was liv­ing in an in­ces­tu­ous re­la­tion­ship with her brother, a down­town doc­tor. The fol­low­ing day, the age‐old story of the com­pro­mis­ing photo with James was also re­hashed on the BBC. The photo from a photo in an old news­pa­per was just bad and they didn’t even put a black bar on it. Jack and Jane tried to duck away, but it was im­pos­si­ble. They qui­etly flew to Tor­re­moli­nos in Spain, where they had va­ca­tioned three times be­fore. Jack bought the ho­tel on the beach and let ev­ery­thing go on. They oc­cu­pied the en­tire pent­house above the 6th floor all to them­selves. They lived the 6 sum­mer months there like the other guests of the house, the me­dia did not find them and soon Lon­don for­got the whole story.


It was a won­der­ful time. Jane rented a con­vert­ible and ex­plored the beau­ti­ful coun­try­side with Jack. They swam in the ocean, sun­bathed on the beach and learned to sail. They learned Span­ish and Jane worked on her sci­en­tific ar­ti­cles just like at home. It was a care­free time, they kept in touch with Veronika and May. Week af­ter week they post­poned their de­par­ture and could only tear them­selves away when the bad weather set in. 


While the Lord­ship was in Spain, May and Veronika re­mained alone in a large house each. May kept the house in good re­pair dur­ing the day and went to Veronika’s house in the af­ter­noon to spruce it up. Veronika in­vited her to spend the night in her big bed. Veronika taught her ev­ery­thing about les­bian love­mak­ing, ev­ery lust­ful po­si­tion and ev­ery way she could bring a girl to or­gasm. 


When Veronika brought a man, she slept alone in Pe­ter’s bed. Only af­ter a while she stayed with Veronika and let the man fuck her too af­ter hav­ing fucked Veronika. Veronika could some­times find two men and they fucked horny and hot next to each other with the men. May was very soon happy about the chang­ing men, she had pre­vi­ously fucked only with a hand­ful. She cooked the finest dishes ev­ery day and the wine at din­ner put them in a fuck­ing mood.


Some times Veronika brought a girl or a woman, May liked that a lot too. She loved les­bian­ism al­most as much as fuck­ing with men. When she was alone with Veronika, they would lie qui­etly next to each other af­ter mak­ing love, smok­ing and talk­ing about ev­ery­thing. Veronika told her sex­ual life story and so did May hers. She had not known un­til now that she was Mas­ter Jack’s adop­tive mother and that she had learned how to mas­tur­bate and fuck from him. They talked about in­cest, which had driven out the Lord­ship and which made no sense from her point of view. Veronika’s in­cest with Jack was only legally in­cest, but not re­ally. They had come to­gether by chance and it had just hap­pened that way. Step by step. Jane and Jack had only met and fallen in love with each other as adults. The fact that they were sib­lings didn’t mat­ter. It was as sim­ple as that!


Jack and Jane came home by cab only in the early evening. The house dark, Veronika’s light was still on. They walked over and found Veronika and May in Veronika’s big bed mak­ing love. They grinned con­spir­a­to­ri­ally at each other and lay down with them. They hadn’t seen each other in six months and a re­union in bed was a great thing. Jack pounced on May like a drown­ing man and they fucked so hard they couldn’t hear or see. May had or­gasm af­ter or­gasm from sheer plea­sure and Jack thrust into her like a wild bull. She clutched him as he squirted and bit his lips. Veronika and Jane watched their in­sane fuck orgy breath­lessly.


Jack sat next to May and put an arm around her. They watched Veronika and Jane make les­bian love. Jack only had to reach out his arm to ca­ress Jane’s hot body. The two made in­ti­mate love and kissed to quench their thirst. They or­gasmed at the same time and Jane, ly­ing on Veronika’s body, fucked Veronika’s cunt with hers dur­ing or­gasm as if hav­ing sex with a man. Jane loved this po­si­tion while or­gas­ming, fuck­ing Veronika like a man. May ca­ressed Veronika’s breasts and teats, just like Veronika loved it. 


They smoked and told each other what they had ex­pe­ri­enced dur­ing the months. Veronika stroked Jack’s cock, which quickly stiff­ened. So it hap­pened that Jack fucked Veronika, the first time in a year. Veronika mas­tur­bated as al­ways when she let Jack fuck her. He took a very long time and ex­pe­ri­enced a full, sat­is­fy­ing squirt. May held Jane close and al­most passed out with envy. But she knew that, as be­fore, she would be Jack’s fa­vorite. She ca­ressed Jane’s ten­der body, for the two had never been naked to­gether be­fore. Jane was a lit­tle in­hib­ited at first, for she had al­ways kept her dis­tance from her maids. Of course, she had watched May and Jack fuck, but had never come out of the hid­ing. But young May knew ex­actly how to se­duce a woman and soon Jane’s cunt was on fire. Jane sighed in sur­ren­der as she let down her guard and sur­ren­dered to May’s hands, lips and tongue. 


Jack had rested his head in Veronika’s bare lap and was watch­ing Jane and May con­tinue af­ter each or­gasm. 


May moaned with greed and plea­sure as she or­gasmed and Jane lay be­tween her wide open thighs and fucked her as she or­gasmed like a man. These or­gasms lasted min­utes, they ex­ploded time af­ter time.
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