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  PART ONE. A CRUMBLING FAÇADE

  CHAPTER ONE


  “Oh, the funny thing!”


  “Don't be afraid of it; here, put your hand on it.”


  “But what is it? I've never seen anything like it before.”


  “No? You'll see a lot of them from now on. Go ahead, touch it, it won't bite you.”


  “I wouldn't dare put my hand on it!”


  “If you touch it, you'll really see something you've never seen before!”


  “Oh, it's so ugly! Put it away!”


  “I'm going to show you something you're going to love; there, see how it wants to touch you?”


  The voices of the very innocent eighteen-year-old Mathilde, the rector's daughter, and Sylvester, Count Schoszkly's son by a previous marriage, were but a faint murmur on the other side of the partition where the Baroness lay abed. The noble lady was picking desultorily from a box of chocolates, suffering a heavy ennui. The windows were covered by drapes as if she had no desire to see the light of day. She found the early August afternoon oppressive with its blinding sun and humid stillness. The velvet folds of the drapes turned the atmosphere a deep crimson, coloring the wan cheeks of the Baroness with deceptive life. She took another chocolate from the box and ate it listlessly. In the giant mirror above her head, set in the roof of her antique bed, she could see the roseate form of her body, so much like a statue she had seen once in the Borghese Palace. What was her name, Pauline? Like her own!


  Had that other Pauline been a wicked woman? She tried to recall the features of the statue and decided she must absolutely investigate the life history of her namesake. Perhaps Sylvester's father knew. He was such an instructed man. She placed her hand on her breast and watched herself in the mirror while she played with the soft roundness of her right breast. Then, to even the picture, she put her other hand on her left breast, and while she enjoyed the pleasurable sensations of toying with her nipples, she watched herself much as if it were someone else. Then her right hand removed her left breast from beneath her dressing gown, and when she had her breasts fully exposed, she stopped to admire the globes above her. Her thighs were unconsciously rubbing together, increasing her desire to explore her hidden sex. She took another bonbon while she undid the dressing gown and munched the sweet with smacking sounds, changing her position to see more of her generous backside. The thinness of her ankles emphasized the expanse of flesh, which rolled around her hips.


  Behind the door, which gave on her study, knelt her personal maid, a long-lashed eye glued to the keyhole. The white bonnet on her head had been pushed back by the doorknob and fell unnoticed to the floor in the maid's absorption with her mistress' dallying. While so engaged, her mouth dropping lower and lower in troubled astonishment and her panties moistening from her arousal, the butler, Hughes, entered the room. Immobile, with a pot of roses in his hands, he was about to ask a question when the true nature of the situation dawned on him. He put down the flowers quietly and tiptoed toward the maid, his cock growing instantly erect, his eyes glowing strangely, his intentions wicked. How alluring she looked from behind, her ass swelling roundly, her back arching slightly, her long legs stretched fully and provocatively. She was at the perfect angle to be taken, and the butler undid his trousers soundlessly, grasped his cock in his hand, rubbing it vigorously to full erection, and eyed his target. The second he drew up behind her, he snatched up her skirts, pulled down her panties, and, with accomplished skill, plunged his burning tool into the hairy slot, grasping her waist with his free arm to help support the blow. His rod slid easily into the lavishly lubricated hole. The poor maid, nearly out of her wits from the unexpected attack, was at the same time gasping in the most sensual way, the shock having brought with it its own appeasement.


  Through the keyhole, the quickly transported Clara could see her mistress playing joyfully with her own pussy, rubbing her hands over it, caressing it now slowly, now quickly, moving one hand up to her naked breasts, squeezing them, and then down along her inner thighs. Clara's body was filled with desire, and the combination of being entered by her unknown assailant, and watching her mistress bringing herself closer and closer to ecstasy was enough to make her want to moan with rapture. But she kept silent, for she did not want to alarm her mistress, or in any way pull her away from her masturbation. She watched as her mistress gazed lovingly at her image above her, swaying her body slightly from side to side in order, Clara assumed from her own experiences, to watch the lissome movement of her full, voluptuous breasts. The woman's legs spread further apart, and, as if mimicking this movement, Clara spread her own legs wider, her stance now ready to accommodate her orgasm, which was quickly building, thanks to the enormous cock now pounding in and out of her, rubbing against her enraged clitoris. All at once, the butler grabbed her full hips, pulled her hard into his distended belly, drove deeply into her moist cunt, his breath spilling to her neck; and her mistress arched her back, writhing, and worked her orgasm to explosive proportions with her wildly rubbing finger; and Clara felt the warm waves rushing through her body, bathing her in luxurious, flowing pleasure.


  The hot summer air carried with it the sounds of a horse and carriage coming up the drive, yet none of the busy people in each of the three rooms heard a thing of what went on elsewhere. So it was that Prince Pivo arrived, sweating and unheralded, at the baronial domain. He stepped down from the carriage and mopped his brow with a flowing silk handkerchief, which he tossed disdainfully into the air after having blown his nose. He looked round him questioningly, annoyed that no one had come to the door to receive him. Prince Pivo never knocked at a door, nor ever in any way signaled his presence, for he never went anywhere he wasn't expected. He waved the carriage on, and sat down on the baking stone steps, pulling his visored cap lower to protect his eyes from the sun. He watched the carriage roll past the gate and disappear around the high wall of the estate. When the horse's hooves had died away, he stood up and listened, obstinately refusing to enter the chateau, but intrigued by the extraordinary silence that reigned in the house. A hundred fading rose bushes crowned the lawn on either side of the stairway, and, separated from them by a cinder path, were two giant chestnut trees. Beyond them, to the right of the house, was a clump of smaller trees sheltering the pavilion reserved for certain intimate tea parties at five, and other more intimate parties at midnight. The Prince decided to wait in the pavilion for any sign of life.


  He was to get that sign sooner than he imagined, in a most original manner. As he approached the miniature house, he thought he had seen, for the briefest instant, a face pass before the open window. Its movement was so rapid he had not been able to distinguish the features. He stopped and looked, and suddenly it appeared once more, rising as if from the floor, then sinking away again. And still he had seen no features. He moved closer, thinking that perhaps one of the children was playing games with him. When it came up a third time, he saw with horror that the face was absolutely devoid of any characteristic particular to faces and was as smooth and round as a balloon. He waited to see if the apparition would rise again, searching in his mind to identify the strange shape. And there it came again, as smooth as before, as mystifying, and as hasty to descend. Deciding to take matters in his own hands, and finding a box nearby, he placed it under the window, and raised himself up. Not three inches from his nose, so close that the telltale odor of pure lust would have told him what he wanted to know were it not that his eyes saw enough, the beautiful buttocks of Wilma von Spratten Olaf-Pinz hove up again and went flying down the long, spike-like prick of Silas Cisterne, her singing master. All about the floor lay abandoned sheets of music, and Silas, in their midst, lay rudely pinned by his pupil's robust arms, suffering his enforced copulation with as much forbearing as he could muster. Prince Pivo nearly laughed aloud at the horrible grimace on the master's face.


  A voice sounded from a corner of the room, a high bombastic voice, somewhat nasal in quality. The startled Prince made out the familiar features of Harmon Heath, the great Shakespearean actor and notoriously flagrant homosexual, astride the piano stool with his bare feet in his fallen trousers and his hairy thighs partially obscured by flower-print drawers. His cock was erect, its blubbery head buried deep in his soft palm, and while he intoned his well-known lines, he caressed the obscene phallus with long, leisurely strokes.


  “Sweet Phoebe, do not scorn me;


  do not, Phoebe:


  Say that you love me not;


  but say not so in bitterness...”


  He addressed his cock as if it were a personage in the play, sometimes frowning severely, sometimes with his face a mask of pain, sometimes smiling wickedly. All the while he spoke, he played with the swollen tip, pointing it at the harassed music-master in ill-disguised disappointment. The rude-natured girl had deprived him of his old friend's services, but he dared not intervene after having seen her extraordinary strength redoubled by her violent passion.


  And anyway, the scene as it had unfolded was higher comedy than he had ever seen on the stage.


  Wilma, having rushed breathless into the room, had caught the two men with their trousers down around their ankles. Both men had had cocks in hand, and were rubbing them with increasing vigor in response to the other's arousal. Just as Silas was about to come, he was startled by a great propulsion forcing him backwards, away from the actor's outreaching hand. Shocked, Silas had stumbled and, his trousers around his ankles, had tumbled to the floor, his eyes wide with horror. Wilma was upon him in an instant, bounding with the speed of an antelope onto his trembling body. The actor, meanwhile, had begun laughing, and had continued to masturbate, rubbing his hands up and down the length of his cock. Silas, having regained his senses, at once told Harmon Heath to stop laughing, while pushing Wilma's advancing, lasciviously naked body away. He had failed on both counts, and the actor had gone on laughing, and Wilma had continued in her assault. Soon, Wilma was lowering her massive form onto the uprising cock of the great master of music, and the actor was shifting into a brooding, pensive character, finding his Shakespeare useful for this. It was at this point: where the actor, squeezing his cock, aiming it as if it were a prop toward his lover, was about to explode in thespian extravagance, that the Prince happened upon the sight. Wilma, descending a final time onto the poor man of music, swallowed his cock whole and shuddered, dropping her upper body, smothering the supine man beneath her with her heaving, mountainous breasts.


  The Prince scratched his head at the spectacle in the pavilion and stepped down from the box. Wilma's lovely and energetic behind had aroused his own volatile nature and he strode away from the pavilion with a growing muscle between his legs.


  He walked by the front entrance once more. Even before he came abreast of the steps he saw the door was open but not a soul was in sight. The golden chandelier that hung in the front hallway shone in a hundred shades of orange and yellow from the brilliant light out of doors. The Prince stood a while at the foot of the steps, but not even a stray butler came to the door to give the Prince sufficient pretext for entering the house. Shrugging his shoulders contemptuously, he went part way around the house and headed for the stables where the Baroness' magnificent thoroughbreds were housed.


  He had set his mind on a lively canter in the park to distract him, yet the persistent image of Wilma's ass affected him more and more, and when he entered the sweet-smelling enclosure, where the stamping and snorting animals were taking that nervous repose common to their kind, he nearly turned back.


  A mare whinnied, whether from fright or nervousness he could not tell, but a suspicious scrambling sound of human footsteps gave him the clue, and opening the door of her stall he discovered that, in the corner, lay a half unclad groom atop a young woman, probably a waylaid dairy maid. The groom was pumping his cock in and out of the woman, his white ass rising and falling in the air, his pants down about his knees. The woman beneath him, not far removed from girlhood, judging by her look of fright and young features, was moaning with practiced intonations, but halfheartedly. Her skirts were pushed up around her waist, her knees bared, her shoes still on. Her panties were twisted around one ankle. The Prince could just make out the bottom swell of her buttocks, coming out from under her, whenever the groom raised his body in order to plunge deeply back into her cunt.


  “Ho, ho,” cried the Prince at the same moment in which the young woman looked over her lover's shoulder to see the Prince standing there. She gasped and he spoke at once. The groom withdrew quickly from the girl, and the Prince could see that, just as he did, he came; and he laughed to think of the awkward position this put the young man in, coming and startled at once. The groom's organ pulsed in mid-air, spurting liquid onto the girl's leg, and he clambered up from the ground with a quick look to the girl, and then tucked his cock into his pants.


  “Sire,” he said, duly humble and yet anxious to make his case, “I had nothing to do with her before, believe me. Honest, I swear it. This was the first time.”


  “Haven't I just now caught you fucking the poor thing with your common cock? Hey, now?”


  “But, Sire, this was the first time, I swear it. I'll never do it again if you let me go.”


  The Prince let the boy go and studied the girl, still lying supine on the ground, her legs still spread, bits of hay rising up between them. It was then that he saw that this woman was no virgin. In fact, as young as she looked—no more than twenty at the most—her cunt was as big as that of the biggest, oldest whore in Paris.


  “My God,” he exclaimed. “How could you fuck that? A man might as well put his cock in a vat full of cream.” The woman huffed indignantly, and glowered at the Prince. “What pleasure is there in that?” he asked, turning inquisitively to the groom.


  The groom, reassured that he would suffer no harm at the Prince's hand, straightened his body, but hesitated to answer. He watched as the Prince knelt on the hay and reached out his arm to touch the woman's cunt. His fingers swept back and forth across the span of it, and then up and down, taking in the length and breadth of it, and he whistled in amazement.


  “Why, boy, tell me something. What possible pleasure can you get from her? You would do better to go after the cook. Stay away from cunts this big. You will only ruin your chances with other women.”


  The groom did not answer him. He seemed to be turning something over in his mind and then, without warning, in a gesture full of pride, he boldly tore open his fly and dragged forth a prick that would suit that cunt perfectly.


  Prince Pivo ceased his remonstration, frankly overwhelmed by the evidence, amazed at the groom who stood with his legs apart to let the long and cumbersome cock dangle about his knees. The lad had produced the most convincing argument in favor of his tastes, and Prince Pivo felt somewhat humbled, even ridiculed, before the fantastic organ.


  “How did it happen?” he asked finally, in a voice that was full of respect. “Were you always hung like that?”


  “Yes, Sire. My father took me to all kinds of specialists, but they haven't been able to explain it.”


  He went on to explain the shame he had felt, and how he was afraid he would have to go through life deformed and banned from society. But the Prince was less interested in the boy's personal woes than in seeing that horrendous object in action. He interrupted the groom and asked him if he could get it hard. He said he certainly could.


  “Then do so,” ordered the Prince.


  The groom picked up the head of his club in both hands and began masturbating, beating it back and forth with his forearms when it had risen sufficiently into the air. Then, in the manner of a child lifting his glass of milk from the table, the groom made a circle with his two hands and slipped it down over his cock, now moving up and down the length of it. Bit by bit the violet-colored skin began to stretch, the head dilating, filling out to its truly horrific proportions. When it was fully hard, the tip reached nearly to the space between his two nipples. The woman seemed unimpressed, but the Prince looked on in stupefied amazement. He was no longer certain if the woman would be capable of taking such a gigantic organ into her vast hole.


  “You might as well put it into her,” he said, “just for curiosity,” remembering that he had chided the boy but a moment ago for that very thing.


  The groom needed no urging now that he had himself back to a passionate state of arousal, and with official approbation to boot. He knelt some distance away from the woman, who laconically spread her legs again, but otherwise seemed entirely disinterested, and took his cock in hand, aiming it toward the gaping hole. With a sudden shove, which called for all his strength, he drove the cock into the woman's cunt, her cunt hairs borne along the length of his shaft as it dipped into the hole. The woman again made a half-hearted attempt to moan, only the Prince had then to wonder if she were as dispassionate as she seemed. Indeed, her eyelids fluttered, and her legs trembled. Perhaps this was simply a game she played, this pretending that his cock made no difference to her one way or the other. At any rate, the Prince, his ears ringing from the thunderous sound of the groom's balls slapping the girls legs and outward swelling buttocks, watched the prodigious penis slicing in and out of the cunt like some greasy piston pumping in and out of a chasm of flesh. The lusty odor that emanated from the slobbering hole soon whipped the nostrils of the mare sharing this stall into a frenzy of foam. At once, all the horses reared and kicked, demanding to be let free. A ferocious stench filled the air, a biting odor that pinched Prince Pivo's nostrils and made him want to vomit.


  “Do they always get so heated up when you fuck her?” shouted Pivo, trying to make himself heard over the din.


  For a moment he had the impression that he was in the center of a foundry where a ceaseless roar and hammering accompanied the flashing flames of a furnace; white molten metal being poured from a ladle while busy black gnomes ran scurrying in the heat, screaming insanely as if they were the keepers of hell.


  The long, churning prick delved in faster and faster, drawing forth the escaping mucus of the bestial vagina. The woman was borne backwards by a great, driving thrust, her dripping flanks wobbling from side to side as though there were not yet enough of that prick boring into her. The groom for his part was rapidly working to orgasm, slamming his belly like a madman, oblivious to the ear-shattering chaos about him. He gave everything in his labors, and a fleeting grin transmitted his thrill of pride and power.


  It was inevitable that when the woman gave out her first and final cry of spending orgasm that the sex-crazed stallions should no longer hold out, and in a demoniac concert their flying hooves shattered the wooden stalls and they burst from the stable in a galloping mass of flaming nostrils, satanic eyeballs and frenzied escape. Full in their midst, and clinging for his life to the woman in whose cunt he was still embedded, the terrified groom shook hysterically, his orgasm now exploding from his massive organ; the bedlam he inspired breaking out all around him, costing him, perhaps, his job.


  Prince Pivo, having leaped to a rafter above for safety from the stampeding herd—now a half-mile away on the rolling green, like a tornado sweeping across the plains—descended when the groom pulled out of the red, yawning cunt, which was now flowing with his milky fluids. It took the Prince some time to recover his aplomb, and he retraced his steps to the entrance still shaken from the harrowing spectacle.


  A woman ran up the steps as he rounded the corner, holding her scarlet gown high in the air. Her hair was hidden by a lavish powdered wig adorned with a purple plume, and her features were covered by a mask. Pivo saw her long black stockings, and at the last step she picked her skirts up higher, revealing an exciting expanse of white thigh. The panther-like eyes behind the mask seemed to gleam provocatively at him, and she bent down and removed a ribboned garter from her leg. It struck him in the eyes as she escaped into the house, a high, trailing laugh echoing in her wake. Pivo picked up the garter.


  “'Tis folly,” he accused himself, dashing up the stairs three at a time, “pure folly!”


  

  

  

  

  

  CHAPTER TWO


  

  The Countess Schoszkly lay stripped to the skin on the tiger fur. Her great thighs glowed a ruddy pink where her lover, the internationally known author-sportsman and big-game hunter Simeon Phlegmway had, for the past two hours, been struggling in vain to penetrate his lovely mistress. He sat slumped in the baroque armchair made from the moose antlers he had given to von Spratten on her last birthday. At his feet lay a slew of empty whisky bottles, mute witnesses to a desperate effort to whip his failing organ into action. His chin lay on his hairy chest and, further down, his prick lay small and flabby over his once-powerful balls. He was a sad and miserable sight, the picture of defeat. Wearily, his hand sought another quart of whisky from the crate behind his chair. He felt the bubbling gas in his stomach stirring again and he emitted a series of acid burps, nauseated by the sight of his hairy paunch, which concealed beneath its virile envelope a mass of organs in the throes of decay. He uncapped the bottle and downed a goodly part of its contents, achieving for immediate result a new series of hiccoughs and a long, low belch which brought but momentary relief to his system.


  A mass of papers, the start of his latest novel, Satyrs in Paradise, lay next to his noiseless typewriter on the marble-top table. On the walls hung the many trophies of his hunting trips, for the Baroness von Spratten had given him this room as a private den during his periodic stays at the mansion.


  The Countess moaned in unappeased desire, which caused Simeon to take a deeper draught from the consoling liquid. His worries were all the more aggravated by his fears that Count Schoszkly might burst in on them in a jealous rage. The Count had recently grown suspicious of his wife's fondness for the sportsman, and Simeon had on several occasions caught a bilious glare from beneath the heavy aristocratic brow. He had mentally made a note to steer clear of the Count as much as possible. Perhaps, he ruminated, that was why today his prick remained obstinately prone, immune to all the artful attentions of the Countess. The presence of the Count in the same house filled him with apprehension. The libertine Countess was not only indifferent to her husband's whereabouts, but even the more stimulated to keep the horns she had placed on his head rooted there forever. Had she not said to Simeon once, pointing to the antelope head on the wall, “You get your horns in Africa and the Count gets his in his own bed.” He had laughed then, and had fucked her immediately, imagining himself a ferocious buffalo, like one he had once killed, storming the female with all his sinewy maleness, transporting her into the seventh heaven of delights with his virile member.


  And now? Now he was sprawled helplessly on his back, gasping for air, sweating abominably from his exertions to raise a suitable hard-on for the Countess. This is the result of civilization, he thought, seeking the cause of his trouble. I was never like this in the jungle. He recalled the native girls he had screwed beneath the mango trees, on the sodden floors of primitive huts, under the flapping canopy of his tent. He remembered the harsh, pungent smells of their black skin and the wiry curls on their heads. And what about that tall Ubangi whose lips had clamped shut on his nose just as he came? Ah, Africa, how I long for you and your earthy ways, your simple, vital life; how different it is from the enervating debauch of civilization. He finished the bottle in agony. The Countess moaned again and dutifully, manfully, Simeon Phlegmway struggled to his feet and approached once more the hot, seething flesh of his mistress, pulling on his penis with determination, and dropped to his knees before her.


  Had he but known the truth, he would have given less concern to the whereabouts of the jealous husband, for while he was moving in between the Countess' thighs, raised again in revived hope, Count Schoszkly was himself confronting a luscious example of robust femininity not two doors away, in the person of Eliza Cramp, the nymphomaniac governess who had corrupted his son Sylvester.


  In all truth, he had started out in search of his wife, but had fallen victim to the designing governess, who had followed him stealthily into the bathroom, disrobing rapidly while he urinated in the bowl. Thus, when he turned to leave, shaking the last drops from his prick, he was startled to find his way barred by the ravishing sight of her sex-starved body. And neither did he have much choice in the affair, since the aggressive governess unhesitatingly shoved her great bush forward, rubbing it lewdly against his tool. Unlike the lover down the hall who was struggling for an erection, the Count's muscle sprang upward with an alacrity that denied his age, and he grabbed the willing woman in his arms and pushed her against the wall, bracing himself by putting his hands above her head. She parted her legs, panting heavily; and the Count bent his knees slightly, positioned his cock at the entrance of her cunt, and drove his turgid shaft into her hole, causing the woman to moan deeply. The ungovernable governess, whose services would no longer be required now that Sylvester had come of age, heaved and shoved with all the fire and heat of the stampeding horses now escaped from the stables. She grabbed the Count's ass, squeezing it between greedy fingers, and pressed her hot mouth to his, forcing his lips apart with the tip of her twisting tongue. The Count opened his mouth and admitted her tongue, spiraling his own around it. He could feel her voluptuous breasts pressed warmly to his chest, her nipples rising like hard little berries, poking into his own. Their kiss passionate, his cock buried deeply within her and moving slowly, rhythmically in and out, the governess clamped her legs around his waist, so that he was holding her aloft in his arms, her body impaled on his hard cock, and they came in unison, both bodies quivering in uncontrollable bliss.


  “Now,” she said as he let her down gently, his cock slipping limply from her gaping cunt, “lick me.” The Count, never one to turn down such an inviting offer, got down onto his knees and forced her legs apart with his head, his tongue coming out to dance lightly across the dripping, red surface of her cunt. Her lips were spread wide apart, revealing the hole and its creamy contents, and her clitoris was as hard and round as a berry, poking out of its protective shield. The Count licked around and around the hardened clitoris, urging the governess back toward orgasm. Then, sensing that she was about to come a second time, he thrust his thick, strong tongue deep into her hole, twisted it around, licking her inner walls, tasting their combined fluids. The governess bore down on his tongue and lips, and her clitoris found a natural bed on his upper lip, over which she began to rub until the warmth rose steadily and irrevocably in her body.


  “Oh, yes,” she moaned, weaving her hips back and forth, her naked buttocks scraping on the wall against which she leaned, her cunt being lapped at by the Count's eager tongue. And then, in an instant, she was blinded by the onrushing pleasure, and she could feel her clitoris expanding to monstrous proportions, her inner walls, having nothing to cling to, expanding and contracting wildly, making her orgasm all the more powerful and lasting. The Count licked greedily, thirstily, his tongue daring in and out of her, savoring the taste of her orgasm, and she flowed into his mouth, discharging the fluids left behind by his orgasm and her own.


  The door of the bathroom opened for a second and Prince Pivo's smooth-shaven visage thrust forward. In that second his eye encompassed the naked thighs of Eliza locked around the Count's head, his bearded chin sunk into her cunt, both of them wriggling their asses in total abandon. The Prince shut the door again, greatly moved by what he had seen, a vision he was to recall again and again for the rest of his days. It would have been an impressive sight in any respect, but he was already so much in heat that his prick nearly shot in his pants and it was only the force of his iron will that kept his hand from his fly.


  The masked beauty from the front steps had successfully eluded him and had escaped to the summer...
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