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  Chapter One


  The familiar white door with the golden knocker and baronial arms loomed up before me. Adjusting my raincoat to shake off the few drops which bore witness to the downpour that had just begun, I waited for Smills, the Baron's butler, to let me in. A half-hour earlier I had received a telegram from the Baron asking me to come immediately to his residence on a matter of great and private importance. Intrigued by this summary behavior on the part of one who generally was the most phlegmatic of men, I had left on the instant. Smills opened the door gravely, nodded respectfully enough, though it was plain he was troubled about something. Without a word I followed his ample bulk into the Baron's private office.


  In a minute the worthy noble appeared, or rather, burst into the room. He did not even trouble to address me, much less to look at me. Stepping before his desk, he ripped through a sheaf of papers, flaying them with violence so that they scooted and glided all over the room. Tiring at last of the exercise, he sat down with a painful grunt, blew out his lips like a fat frog and glared at me intensely.


  By now I was so definitely intrigued, both by the urgent message and his present wild behavior, that I sat tightly on the edge of my chair, waiting impatiently for him to reveal the meaning of his anger.


  “Confounded whore!” he suddenly bellowed, in a voice which nearly blew me from my seat. He slammed his fist down on the desk. “Slut! Malicious tart!... What the devil are you staring at, you idiot?”


  “My dear Baron,” I coldly replied, “I haven't the faintest notion what this is all about, but if you will care to recall, I am here by your own request!” Removing the telegram from my pocket, I tossed it curtly onto the desk. He studied it uncomprehendingly a moment, as if it were a cryptogram, or Chinese, and then slowly began to calm down to his old aristocratic self.


  “Yes, yes...” he mumbled to himself, “quite so, quite so... Look here, old boy,” he continued apologetically, “do forgive me, I'm not quite myself as you can see—bit of an upset. But here, have a drink, won't you?”


  So saying, he poured out a good-sized shot from the whiskey bottle he kept hidden in his desk.


  “I won't waste any words, Pike.” (He always referred to me by my last name whenever he was agitated.) “Pike, I have very good reason to believe that I am a ... a...” he lowered his voice timidly, “a cuckold!”


  My glass nearly fell from my hand in surprise.


  “Yes!” he screamed, “a cuckold, by God! A horrible, stinking, miserable old cuckold!”


  In spite of his rage, I saw a teardrop form in the corner of his left eye. It slid onto the rim of his monocle and hung gingerly down from bottom center, threatening at each shake of his head to go flying off through space. Apparently it fogged his vision, for I saw him extract the monocle from his eye, rub it several times on his lapel, then screw it back in place.


  “Good God!” I exclaimed, wondering what else I could say. I must admit it was startling news for me. Strange images were evoked in my head. A heap of lace panties were thrown helter-skelter on a bed emblazoned with the Baronial Arms. Something was moving in the heart of the pile, wriggling and writhing with increasing speed, rocking the bed like a storm-tossed schooner, until suddenly the panties exploded like a rocket and an enormous pair of buttocks heaved up from the bed. From its hidden recesses, a stream of molten lava jutted forth with all the force of Niagara and sprayed the bed mercilessly with its contents. When the burst died down, the buttocks descended gently, and over their domes, the painted eyes of the Baroness appeared for a second, winked saucily at me and the image was blotted out.


  The Baron himself had lapsed into silence, absorbed in his dreary speculation. It was almost painful to see this generally good-humored man sinking into gloom.


  “Look here,” I said, getting up, “it's no use to eat yourself out like that, and if you don't give me the details, how can I be of any help to you?”


  It was just what the old boy needed—a little sympathy.


  “Perfectly,” he answered. “Spoken like a friend. Enough of bellowing like a wounded bull, eh?” Settling back in his armchair, he assumed a business-like air, lit a cigar and the same time shoved the box forward with a gesture for me to do likewise.


  After a moment's quiet puffing, he resumed the conversation.


  “Well, Pike, you may be sure that the news I have just given you doesn't date from today. No, the germ has been boring away at me for some time now. Naturally, like any husband, I was upset, let us say, revolted. There are certain signs, practically infallible, which give away the unfaithful spouse. I won't dwell on them; they are rather painful to recall. However, when my suspicions were aroused, I became extremely observant. I kept everything to myself, so well that not even the Baroness herself has a grain of an idea that I suspect her, the slut!”


  “To be perfectly blunt,” I interjected, “did you ever catch her in flagrant délit? “


  “Not yet,” he shouted angrily, “and that's what's eating me up so. I prowled and snooped after her all over the house. I followed her when she went out. I made an account of her every minute, but not once did I succeed in catching her at it! Isn't that strange?”


  “Yes, it is,” I agreed, “but maybe it means that she isn't deceiving you at all.”


  “You mean to insinuate that this whole affair is nothing but a wild concoction of my imagination?”


  His feelings were hurt and he looked at me reproachfully, as if I had insulted him by suggesting that his wife was faithful to him.


  “Not at all,” I hurriedly replied to smooth over my blunder. “I only mean, well, it is rather peculiar that you were never able to catch her.”


  “Hah,” he laughed sarcastically, “she's a very clever female, that one, well versed in feminine wiles. You never catch her asleep!”


  “Hmmm,” I mused, “so it seems. But after all, you might as well wait until you have caught her before you go around saying you're a cuckold.”


  “Maybe so, maybe so,” he continued skeptically, “but I have my own ideas. Anyway, that's why I sent for you. You've got to help me. Together we may be able to succeed where alone I only failed.”


  “You mean you want me to help you spy on her?”


  “Well, no, not exactly. She's too clever for that; I have something else in mind. I want you to get into her confidence. How? I leave that up to you. After that I'm sure she'll tell you everything.”


  “Isn't that called 'abuse of confidence?'“


  “I don't care what it's called, Pike, so long as I come to the bottom of this affair.”


  In the end, he persuaded me to give him my aid. I was to be a guest of the house with everything at my disposal. He wanted to make my stay agreeable to compensate me for the inconvenience. For my part, I was delighted with the prospect of sharing in the many joys of the Baron's wealth.


  Smills conducted me in the same grave manner to a room that had been prepared for me. It was large and sumptuous in the mildly bizarre taste for which the Baron was known. The view from the French window was filled with a vista of trees that dotted the immense park which surrounded the mansion. I stepped out on a balcony which seemed to run all around the building. Night was beginning to fall, and from somewhere I heard the strains of music.


  There was still some time yet before dinner so I decided to enjoy a good shower and dress at my ease. A complete wardrobe for my use alone had been specially prepared. Hah , I thought, the old badger has been cooking this plot for some time.


  A knock on the door interrupted my speculations and absentmindedly I shouted, “Come in,” forgetting that I was standing stark naked in the middle of the room. A chambermaid flew in, her arms filled with linen to the top of her head. Thinking to cover myself before she should see me, I seized the topmost sheet and flung it around me. The poor girl, not knowing what had happened, nor why, lost her grip on the sheets and fell over them as they dropped to the floor. She stared up at me like a frightened animal. No doubt I cut a queer figure, wrapped up like a Roman senator, which convinced her I was not real but a hallucination of her mind. Thinking to reassure her, I bent down, but before I could utter a word, she fainted dead away. A most delicate creature , I thought.


  Her tight little black dress formed an intriguing silhouette over the stark white linen. Though her face was nearly as pale as the sheets, her arms were of a delightful pink hue. Bending down to lift her on the bed, I noticed one half-escaped breast, nearly bursting in its effort to break the bonds which held it back. It was absolutely irresistible and I had to give it a kiss. As if that were all it was waiting for, the beautiful shape rolled triumphantly out of its trap. Before my eyes, a little fruit-nipple rose up, simply begging for its caress.


  My tongue sprang for it like a darting serpent to massage its tiny bud carefully, weaving a moist trail around its circumference. Imperceptibly, the little bud rose to erection, and at the sight of its provocative rigidity, I felt my own member distending beneath my improvised toga. Each pulse-beat forced the swelling with impetuous throbs, until I felt the head large and full. Like the baton of an orchestra leader, it started oscillating ceremoniously up and down. It winced and chafed, champing at the bit, threatening to boil up out of its fiery nerves. Her dress had slipped back over her thighs, showing a fringe of dainty black lace which spiced the delectable indecency of the view. My fingers approached gingerly her graceful limbs, searching and prowling like silent thieves in a region as yet hidden from my eyes, but whose well-favored symmetry I could easily guess. Everything about this lovely creature was well groomed, shapely, and harmonious. Not a freckle, patch or blotch of any kind could I see. Working rapidly, my fingers nimbly found their way in the dark, and suddenly they discovered the first fuzzy hairs of her crotch. Gently I stroked her abundant mop, coaxing out the bare lips of her organ. The vulva rolled and rippled between my fingers, became drizzling wet, then a murmuring, gurgling swamp, under the relentless advance to the tributary source. The mariner between my legs was begging to put to sea. His head was yearning for the watery waste, the ocean lane, the seamier track. He throbbed for the rivulet and the streamlet, torrent and brooklet, whirlpool and maelstrom. He would rock on the rollers, break on the surf, bore in the undercurrent and spout in the sea. He was a master of the science of fluids in motion, of swash and splash, purl and gurgle; a great drencher, irrigator, sprinkler and drizzler, and he was busting his blood vessels with impatience.


  He flashed his fat butter-head in the wind, waving like a weather-cock in a monsoon. I ripped her panties down in a frenzy, revealing her natural history, its flora and fauna, to the ravenous eye of my rod. He tore at the succulent pulp, steamed through the water-gate, up gully and gulch, and churned and beat up the slush in the gorge. All the while she lay as still as a corpse until he came spuming and lathering in his final sally and blew it in her windpipe. She gasped in a spasm, locked arms and legs in a sudden contraction which sealed in my puncher.


  Slowly she opened her eyes and gazed up at me tenderly.


  “Oh, c'était formidable!”


  “Ah, ou?”


  “AH, OUI!”


  She kissed me passionately on the mouth, squeezing me hard. Our tongues met and the tranquility was shattered. But this time she was alive, and the difference was like that of gulping down a hamburger in a milk bar and then dining at the Tour d'Argent! Her hips were alive, and her ass was alive, and we jumped, and wrestled, pushed and shoved, rocked and rolled like a pair of frolicking cubs. Our asses trembled together as we heaved in the final orgasm. I rolled over, removing the limp hose from her pussy. She hugged it endearingly to her stomach, covering me with kisses.


  “Comment tu t'appelles?” I asked her.


  “Lucette,” she said. “Et toi?”


  “Henri.”


  “Ah, c'est beau. Mais...”


  And anxiously she started up.


  Wondering what was wrong, I grabbed her by the waist. But she explained that she had stayed too long and was afraid to be discovered. It was with regret I watched her leave; she promised to return the first chance she got.


  Looking at my watch, I saw that I had just enough time to dress for dinner. Really , I thought to myself, I don't mind this job at all . The Baron's house, I felt, contained much of interest. I was very soon to find out that the reality surpassed my dreams.


   


  Chapter Two


   


  After a good night's sleep and a hearty breakfast which Smills had brought to my room, I walked out on the balcony to enjoy the scene. There were blossoms everywhere and birds were playing in their fragrance. The Baron's gardens stretched away as far as the eye could see. In the distance, I was able to make out two riders on horseback. The old ideal of “gracious living” was kept alive in the Baron's domain. The luxury and ease now at my disposal banished the deadly monotony of the prosaic, normal world, a world of oppressive boredom where people escape to the cinemas to forget the drab idiocy of their lives and wallow for a while in the “make-believe.” When you entered the Baron's estate, you left the onanistic audience and became a living actor of your own real life. No matter that it was a world apart from all the rest; it was, within its walls, a very real and free abandon.


  The sound of barking cut short my reverie and I saw at the end of the balcony a huge Great Dane leaping before one of the windows. Intrigued, I decided to investigate. Window after window which gave on the balcony was closed and shuttered, thereby rousing my curiosity. Perhaps there was more than one guest in this house. The last one was open and it was here I had seen the hound. Glancing in, I saw a bedroom fit for a queen, dominated by a great four-poster bed, hung with drapes and adorned with gilded carvings. The hound was lying on the floor beside the bed and he raised his head as I came in sight. Seated at a dressing table in a corner and arranging her coiffure sat a young woman who turned at my appearance.


  “Hello,” she said, “you must be Pike!”


  “Yes,” I answered mystified, “but who are you?”


  “I'm Arlette,” she smiled, and seeing my blank look, added, “Heloise's sister.”


  “Heloise? Oh, yes, the Baroness. But I didn't know she had a sister.”


  “Oh, she keeps it pretty much a secret, not because she's ashamed of me, but she disapproves of the life I lead.”


  “Really?”


  “Oh, it's not what you might guess. This is my first visit here. For years I have been living in a convent, and now I've decided to take the vow, and Heloise is furious with me.”


  “I think I can understand her,” I answered as I observed a pair of legs with full, inviting calves. “Is the dog yours?”


  “Oh no,” she laughed, “that's Barney; he belongs to Heloise. Isn't he a darling?”


  “Quite,” I agreed with an intonation that meant he was also something else for I saw that he sported a mean-looking pecker.


  “And he's so gentle, so affectionate.”


  “You don't say?”


  “Oh my yes, he wouldn't hurt a fly. At night he just loves to cuddle up so close, like a baby. You've got to pet him and hug him or he'll just get sad and sulky.”


  Barney looked up at me with the worn, jaundiced look of an old rakehell.


  “He doesn't seem to get enough sleep, or maybe he needs vitamins.”


  “That's what I think, too,” she said. “But perhaps it's all the strange people in the house... He's not used to it.”


  “Are there so many as all that?” I asked in surprise.


  “Oh yes, dozens! They came in late last night.”


  “All guests?”


  “Sort of. I think there's going to be some kind of a silly ball, you know the sort of thing, dukes and duchesses... The Baroness loves those things but I must say they leave me cold. I told Heloise I wouldn't attend and she made such a scene we finally compromised. I made her agree to let me have some of the nuns visit here during my stay. Otherwise it might have compromised my taking the vow.”


  She finished combing her hair and got up, exhibiting a figure that threw my blood into a boil. The way her ass vibrated when she walked across the room would have condemned a dozen saints to hell. Barney was watching me like a hawk.


  “I say, don't you think he needs a little exercise? A big boy like him needs to run around on the grass a little, or all those fine muscles will atrophy from disuse.”


  “I think you're right. I'll call the butler.”


  Barney was led out reluctantly by an even more reluctant Smills and once he was gone I breathed easier.


  “So you've found a home in the nunnery?”


  “I'm very happy there,” she answered.


  “And you don't ever think about men? Just a teensy eensy bit?”


  “Oh,” she blushed, “you know we're not supposed to.”


  “But even so, now and then...?”


  “It happens to some of the girls, but then they have to confess and of course they're whipped.”


  “How awful!” I exclaimed. “Do they really whip such frail creatures?”


  “Oh, it's not as bad as you think. In fact, it isn't bad at all! Some of the girls just say they've had such thoughts so they can get a beating.”


  “Perhaps I'm missing something,” I mused. “If they do it on purpose, it must be rather nice.”


  “Haven't you ever been whipped?” she asked in surprise.


  “Not since I was a kid, but I didn't think it was so great then.”


  “Oh, but it probably wasn't done right,” she laughed.


  “Is there any special way?” I asked.


  “Goodness, yes, it all depends on the way it's done.”


  “Well,” I sighed, “I guess I'll never know what a really good whipping feels like.” The baby talk was beginning to bore me. Any connoisseur would have told you immediately that here was a good piece of ass going to pot. She was learning how to divert her natural instincts under the hypocritical lascivity of the convent. There was no doubt that this girl needed to be saved, and fast. We spent the rest of the morning in useless arguments and I went away dissatisfied and swearing (to myself) that I would change her ways.


  You may imagine my displeasure, then, when entering the Baron's library I discovered two nuns browsing amongst the books. They bowed respectfully and smiled their tight little smiles, and when I looked again, I saw with a shock that they weren't dried-up figs at all, but actually had soft, rosy complexions and well-shaped lips. So, I concluded that after all, today was obviously to be devoted to religious questions and engaged them in conversation. As it turned out, they were Sister Martha and Sister Margaret, part of the entourage sent to watch over Arlette. We chatted for a while and then I offered to show them around the magnificent house. My offer pleased them very much, for they were obviously bored with the stuffy library. I didn't know the house any better than they did, so I brought them to my room.


  “I thought it would be nice to have some tea before making our tour,” I explained. Then I rang for Smills.


  “Well,” I said, “I must say that I admire the sacrifice you girls have made. Especially since it is so beyond my own limited powers.”


  “Ah, but you are wrong!” exclaimed Sister Martha. “Everyone is capable.”


  “Maybe,” I answered, “but not me. I guess I am much too weak.” I buried my head in my hands and looked for all the world like the most lost of all the creatures that ever went astray. They took up the scent like a couple of bloodhounds.


  “It is never too late to be saved,” cried Sister Margaret.


  “It's easy enough for you to say so,” I said as if in pain, “because you have successfully faced temptation and thwarted it. But I am a victim of this flesh!”


  “But did you ever really try, did you ever give yourself a chance?” insisted Sister Martha.


  “How could I try? Others were even weaker than I, more debauched. They saw through me, knew how to lead me on.”


  Sister Martha studied me gravely a minute and then whispered something to her friend. Then Sister Margaret studied me and whispered something back. Then it became a real debate, hood to hood, while I sat there before them, lost, staring gloomily down at my shoes. From time to time I heard a snatch or two of the conversation, like “ ignotum per ignotius,” “bona fides,” et cetera. It lasted so long I suspected they had wandered off into an obscure question of theology.


  At last, clearing her throat, Sister Margaret addressed me.


  “Good Sir, though you are probably the most debased sinner we have ever met, we feel an effort of repentance. Perhaps if you had the right kind of help... Until now you never met anyone who would or could give you that help. Sister Martha feels it is our duty to make that effort, that we can build up your faith by building up your will-power.”


  I began to protest, saying it was no use, it was very kind of them, but that I was done for. I had already been through Sunday school and they could see for themselves it had done no good.


  “My good man,” she retorted, “you don't understand. It is not our intention to lecture you. You are obviously a man of action, and you can only learn by action. Her plan is absolutely unorthodox. In fact, if I were not so sure of her virtuousness, I would never have given my assent.”


  She nodded to Sister Martha to take over.


  “I am sure,” she smiled coquettishly, “that you will find yourself a willing subject. Since the only voice you have ever obeyed has been that of the Devil, we shall, for the circumstances, clothe ourselves, so to speak, in that voice. Forget that we are sister in a Holy Order, and look upon us only as two women... Two women without virtue. Perhaps you may yet be saved!”


  “How could I ever thank you for what you are about to do for me?”


  “Our thanks will be in bringing you happiness you have never known.”


  They then began another palaver amongst themselves about how to go about tempting me.


  “If you don't mind,” I said, “I'll just make myself comfortable,” and, removing my shoes, I stretched out on the bed to await the assault.


  The next thing I witnessed was too comical for words. They advanced in close formation like the second-string team of the old Minsky burlesque and rolling their eyeballs in their interpretation of the “come on” look. It was so corny I rolled off the bed in hysterics.


  “Stop, stop,” I pleaded. “Oh, my stomach...” The tears were rolling down my cheeks in torrents.


  They stopped, abashed, and stared at me. Sister Martha was the first to recover. She was livid with fury.


  “Get back up on that bed,” she commanded, “at once! Just what do you find so funny?”


  “Forgive me,” I begged, drying my eyes. “But you girls are a little out of practice, I think.”


  “Well! I never...” fumed Sister Martha.


  “Careful, Sister,” interposed Margaret with a refraining finger to her lips, “language...”


  “No look, girls,” I broke in, “I don't mean to criticize, or hurt your feelings. I am speaking for your own good. Now the way a woman walks can say a lot of things to a man. It's got to be catlike, a little bouncy, not stiff.” I went on to explain how the hips should move, the most effective angle of the head, how to lower one's eyes properly in flirting. In short, I took them through a super-condensed course on feminine wiles. They started practicing all I told them like a couple of schoolgirls. They bunched their skirts up around their knees, and swayed and shimmied across the room.


  “Not bad, not bad,” I complimented them. And I sincerely meant it, as anyone could see by the jutting bulge in my pants. In passing, Martha did see it, and it gave her quite a jolt. I think she began to see that she was playing with fire. I pretended that everything was just as usual, like we were just a bunch of children having a good time. Besides, the whole thing was her idea, and I had to be saved.


  After a while, I tired of the innocent fun. Seeing their legs was very nice, but unfortunately, they whetted my evil appetite. So I told them, plain as day, that the temptation was wearing off, and unless they found something new, the whole experiment was doomed to flop. The way their faces fell with dismay, you would have thought they had just received a reprimand from the Mother Superior.


  “But what else could we possibly do?” naively demanded Margaret.


  “Well,” I said, stroking my chin thoughtfully, “let me see.”


  “Don't you have any imagination?” I added vexedly. “Do I have to tell you everything?”


  “I know,” said Martha, answering my challenge. “Let's take off our hoods!” Margaret gasped in horror.


  “Mmm, no, “ I objected. “They don't bother me. Try something else.”


  “But you can't expect us to undress, after all?”


  “Well, why not? It's a damned good way to seduce a man!”


  “Oh, my heavens!” exclaimed Margaret, “Imagine doing that in front of a man ... and in broad daylight! Why, we don't even undress in front of each other!”


  “Oh, really? But you do show your bare buttocks when you have to get your whipping!”


  That put a hole in their argument, and they consented finally to show me that much, inasmuch as they were quite experienced that way. They kneeled down, half on the bed, half on the floor, and with everything else well hidden beneath their robes, they uncovered their bottoms to view.


  I gazed down at the two bundles of black cloth in which the two voluptuous asses were set like jewels.


  “Now,” I said, “I don't suppose you'd mind if I touched you on those little derrières? Since I shall do you both simultaneously you have nothing to fear.”


  I heard their voices, muffled under the robes, and it sounded like Margaret was beginning to get cold feet, but Martha buoyed up her flagging zeal, and they agreed I might touch them ... slightly.


  Kneeling down behind them, I carefully surveyed the terrain. Both pairs of legs were too close together for me to reach any vital point. On the other hand, their assholes were prominently displayed. I made them the objects of attack.


  I placed the index finger of each hand directly before each anus and gave a tiny shove that got me about a quarter of an inch inside. Margaret contracted immediately, but Martha gave way a bit. I therefore worked the finger in Martha's asshole a little deeper, but let the other one simply make a tour around the rim. The finger was having a great success in Martha's bung, so I pushed it all the way in. For Margaret, I simply caressed her buttocks idly. I feared that if I tried anything more serious with her, she would upset the whole applecart. Now I gave Martha a more emphatic wiggle, and stopped. Nothing was said. Apparently everything was going fine. After several more thrusts, I abruptly removed the finger out of her entirely. She gave a deep sigh, and I heard Margaret ask her if everything was all right. She answered, “oh yes, quite,” so I gave Margaret a reassuring pat and stuck the finger back into Martha. The way she pushed to meet it, I knew she was ready for bigger game. It was no mean digital feat to keep the index finger plugged all the way in her ass and at the same time unbutton my fly with the others. Out popped the pecker, and when I saw him, so big, and that asshole so tiny, I felt this was the end. But it was worth trying at least. So again out slid the finger, and again Martha sighed. With the one hand, I grabbed both cheeks and separated them as far as I could. The entire asshole came into sight, very red but dry. All I had for lubricant was my tongue, and I poured as much saliva over her bung as I could. Then I rubbed my cock over the hole to pick up some of the juice. In readiness, I tapped again on Margaret and shoved with all my might into Martha. I cannot exalt the courage of that woman enough. I was prepared for the inevitable shriek of pain, but out of consideration for her sister, she gritted her teeth and bore the thrust with Spartan fortitude. With great care, I moved him slowly back and forth. My only worry now was if Margaret should suspect something. While fucking Martha quietly in the ass, I concentrated on feeling Margaret up. I discovered that by rubbing her thighs, she had a tendency to spread her legs. So the more I fucked Martha, the more Margaret's legs opened up. It was then I found she was not impartial to a little tugging on the cunt hairs. If I could make it to the clitoris without her raising the alarm, I knew I would have the situation well in hand. Soon I got her waiting expectantly for each little advance, and it was simple as pie to find the clitoris. I held it between two fingers and gave it a royal treatment. Now every time there came a sigh from Martha there came an answering one from Margaret. At last I could relax and enjoy my work. I had them heaving together in the same rhythm. Martha began to...
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