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Dedication

For Vivi Anna—such a wonderful author and friend



Things Ain't WhatThey Used To Be

Times were hard. Sutra wished the men in her life were
even harder. Not just in her life, but in her. It had been so
different during the war. London had been awash with foreign
soldiers. Those gorgeous Americans who always seemed to
have so much to lavish on a girl. But now they’d all gone
home. The euphoria of victory had been replaced with
austerity. Nineteen forty-seven wasn’t a good year to be
twenty-eight and a nymphomaniac. And with a competing
twin sister.

Sutra looked over her shoulder in the mirror and checked
to make sure the seams were straight on her stockings. These
had been a gift from Captain Nigel Davenport. He’d been out
of the navy for two years but still used the title. Last night,
he’d shown Sutra his ability with tying knots. The bondage
session was the reason she’d got the present of the stockings.
A girl—even a daughter of a minor baronet—had to work
hard for the luxuries in life.

She admired her golden hair. It was another expensive
fancy. Her natural color was light brown. The idea of blonde
came out of the movies, and the shade came out of a bottle.

“Sutra, have you got my mascara?” The question came
from a very similar woman. Her twin, Kama, stood, poised at
the door. She adopted a movie-star posture. They certainly
looked liked twins, except Kama favored her hair in an auburn
color.
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“Wouldn’t touch that brand,” Sutra pouted. “Where did
you get it, Woolworth?”

“At least I pay for my extravagances,” Kama huffed.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Kama pointed at the new stockings. “Bet you didn’t buy
them?”

“Oh yes I did, honey. Just didn’t pay standing up.”

“Not that Captain Davenport?” Kama said disapprovingly,
and shook her head.

“What’s wrong with him?”

“With his droopy mustache, it must be like getting kissed
by a walrus.” Kama scoffed.

“Wouldn’t know,” Sutra said and gave her sister a wicked
look. “Where he had his mouth last night, I reckon he was a
submarine man. Certainly spent most of the evening diving
down.”

Their cackling laughter filled the lounge with innuendos
to spare. With their ribald remarks cutting the air, Kama rang
the bell for the servants. After five years of war, Britain and
its people were on their financial knees. That included families
like the Winklers. The twins’ father was a widower, who up
till the outbreak of hostilities had run a lucrative, if shady,
business in car dealerships. With nearly everything on rations
and no spare money for gasoline, his trading was rocky. His
bank balance had gone into the red and Sutra and Kama were
spending money he didn’t have. Apart from Freddy Zipper,
they had no servants.

Freddy had been their chauffeur before the war. Now he
stayed on as a jack-of-all-trades, on a salary paid
intermittently.

Down in the basement area, Zipper heard the ringing and
could tell the callers were in the lounge as the row of bells on
the wall were labeled to signal where the demand was coming
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from.

There was another servant with him. Well, she wasn’t an
actual domestic. The twenty-eight year old twins not only had
a baronet as a father, but their late mother was a minor royal,
being second cousin to an aunt, who maintained she was
related to King George VI. The young woman of twenty-one
who sat in the kitchen with Zipper was Sir Lionel’s daughter,
but her mother had been a maid and had given in to the
master’s advances one foggy night. The maid left in
disgrace—but nine months later, left a bundle on the
doorstep of the Winkler house. And it wasn’t the washing,
but a wrinkle-nosed, giggling baby.

The twin’s half-sister, Cindy-Lou, was a gorgeous, dark-
skinned, raven-haired lady, who would have sent the males of
the district wild—if she’d been allowed out. Although Sir
Lionel tried to intervene, Sutra and Kama used her like a pair
of skivvies.

“T'll go,” Cindy-Lou smiled at Zipper, who she knew
found the long haul up the stairs painful due to a wound he’d
sustained in the war. As a humble private, no one cheered
when he returned home, and he was only fit to resume his
duties as a low-paid lackey in the Winkler household.

The young lady skipped up the stairs to the main hall,
then ran up the next flight to the lounge. Going into the
room, she was about to greet her half-sisters. Sutra cut her
off.

“Have you got everything ready for our party at the
Frobisher’s tonight, Cindy-Lou?” That meant all their dresses
ironed and their shoes polished. The young woman nodded.

“And we’re expecting two visitors this afternoon,” Kama
put in. “Don’t keep them waiting at the front door. Bring
them up to the drawing room.” Cindy-Lou smiled. She knew
what type of guests. A couple of her sisters” male pick-ups for
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an afternoon session.

“Did the Frobishers say we could all come?” Cindy-Lou
asked quietly. The truth was Gerald Frobisher had said Cindy-
Lou would be very welcome. The sisters weren’t having that.

“Why would they ask you?” Sutra said snootily. “Remind
me, Cindy-Lou, who was your mother?” It was a catty remark
making direct reference to her half-sister’s humble origins.
Her mother being a servant was bad enough, but she was a
colonial, for God’s sake—even if the British were about to
give them independence! Where was it? India?

* ok k%

Cindy-Lou shook her head. The household had five ration
books issued by the government, one for each adult in the
residence. Most foodstuffs and all luxuries were subject to
these rations. Even candy bars. She never got to taste the pure
heaven of chocolate. Sutra and Kama used up their own
rations and everyone else’s.

“Dreaming again?” The consoling voice of Freddie Zipper
pierced her thoughts. He limped across the kitchen and put a
hand on her shoulder.

“Just thinking about the party this evening at the
Frobishers. I wish I could go,” she sighed.

“Don’t worry, dear Cindy-Lou, the outside world isn’t so
grand. I marched through most of Italy, but I still prefer
home.” She knew he meant it as consolation. It wasn’t the
same. He’d been in the war and had a medal for the battle at
Monte Casino. All she wanted to do was to get out of this
oppressive atmosphere and see life.

A knocking at the front door interrupted all these
thoughts. Zipper held his hand firmly on Cindy-Lou’s
shoulder as she moved to get up.

“Stay there, my princess. It’ll only be the ugly sisters’
men friends,” he grinned. “I'll go and let them in.”
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As he left the kitchen, Cindy-Lou chuckled at Zipper’s
often-repeated joke. Her half-sisters were far from ugly of
face—it was Freddie’s amusing description because he said
they had ugly souls. She leaned over the table and turned on
the radio. Another weather bulletin. It was the coldest and
most severe winter on record. Deep snow piled up outside
and what with the post-war shortages, life was hard. Coal was
now in short supply and what stocks the Winkler household
had were used in the lounge and the Sutra’s and Kama’s
bedrooms.

“I've let them in.” Zipper came back.

“Who was it?” Cindy-Lou asked.

Zipper looked hesitantly at the woman. His fingers
fiddled over the Bakelite radio, turning the sound down low.
He supped from his teacup, trying to avoid answering. It was
protection...but she was aware what went on with her sisters
and their men friends. Even if her imagination couldn’t fully
comprehend the reality.

%k k%

At the top of the Winkler house, Lord Gresham stood
with his back to the roaring fire. His companion, Sir Ralph
Luton, rubbed his hands. It wasn’t just to get the cold out of
his fingers. He anticipated the special delights awaiting him, so
graphically described by his friend, Lord Gresham, who had
persuaded him to come along and join in the fun.

The room was large. It had once been a series of servant’s
rooms when the house had been built in the fashionable
suburb of Highgate in North London. That was back in late
Victorian times. Now, alterations had converted it into one
big room, which the sisters used as they own special place of
entertainment.

“A drink for you, Alexander?” Sutra smooched Lord
Gresham. She had entertained him before and was on intimate
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terms—in every sense.

“My usual pink gin, please, my dear,” he replied with a
broad grin. He lifted a large package he’d brought with him
and gave it to Sutra. She eagerly unwrapped the parcel and the
bottles clinked. Brandy, gin and rum. In these austere times,
they were like priceless nectar. Lord Gresham gave Sutra’s
rear a playful, but knowing pat. She put the bottles on the
sideboard, not caring how he acquired the alcohol. In previous
conversations with her sister, they’d speculated that as a lord
who sat in the upper houses of parliament as a Peer of the
Realm, he’d got them through the bar staff. They were almost
certainly illegally gained.

“Well, this is cozy,” Lord Gresham said as Sutra brought
him his gin. He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled
her down on his knee.

“I've told Ralph here a lot about your afternoon sessions,
so don’t disappoint me, you hear?” he growled and nuzzled
her neck.

Kama sidled closer to Sir Ralph Luton as he stood slightly
self-consciously by the window.

“So what is your interest?” she asked with a voice that said
innocence and a face which spoke loudly of hidden sensual
delight.

“Our Ralph was brought up in a very strict home,” Lord
Gresham chimed in. “He loves to be punished.”

“And you, Alexander, what is your pleasure today?” Sutra
asked and ran her hand over his thigh.

“I’'ll let Ralph have both your attentions to begin with. I'll
just watch the show.” Lord Gresham reciprocated Sutra’s
hand exploration with his own seeking fingers up her dress.

“Just going to be a spectator for the moment, my sweetie
Alexander?” Sutra pouted in mock disappointment.

“Well, there is something special I've been thinking
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about,” he smiled, “But I'll leave that till later. . .after you and
your wicked sister have fully chastised young Ralph.”

Sutra got up from Alexander’s knee and went over to Sir
Ralph and her sister. She immediately kissed him gently,
slowly and held the embrace as her index finger traced the
line of his jaw, slid over his neck, felt the heave of his chest,
and finally tiptoed like a praying mantis over the bulge at his
crotch.

“I hope you can contain that excitement, big boy,” she
purred, “As you’ve only just got here, we don’t want you
coming too soon.”

“Do you like to be dominated?” Kama whispered in his
ear as her sister went on manipulating his hardness through his
corduroy trousers.

“I'need to be forced,” he gulped.

Sutra and Kama moved away, walking in a measured way
to one side of the room where the bay window looked down
on the busy Archway Road. To the south was the stark and
gray building which had once been a lunatic asylum, but when
society decided locking people up and punishing them for a
mental illness didn’t work, it became a hospital. It’s grim,
smoke-stained walls contrasted with the pristine snow.

Hardly any traffic went up or down the road. Private cars
were still a rare commodity. The trolley bus struggled up the
steep incline of Archway Road and its overhead connections
flashed and sizzled on the cables. Pedestrians trudged through
the bleak weather, women carrying heavy shopping and trying
to control their children, who were the only ones to see joy in
the white precipitation which had now blanketed the country
for two months.

Had they looked up at the four story Victorian mansion,
they would have been shocked that the two pretty females
standing at the window planned sin and debauchery.
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Sutra spoke softly to her sister, Kama’s eyes glowed with
the tension and expectation of possession of this man. She felt
bitter with life. Sir Ralph was going to feel the anger she
harbored on how fate had treated her. Kama felt it was her
right to have the best. If she’d been born a generation earlier,
wealth and privilege would have been hers. Now this war had
robbed her of the finer things in life. She wanted revenge.

They glided over to Sir Ralph. Sutra held his handsome
face cupped in her hands.

“We have decided how to punish you, Ralph,” she
breathed the words hotly into his face. “But there is a price.”

“Alexander told me there would be,” he choked the
reply, conscious of the nearness of the two sisters.

“What will it be?” he gulped as Kama now appeared by
her sister’s side, eyes glowing with molten sadism.

“Your dignity first. ..then we’ll have to see.” She laughed
mellifluously. He’d never heard so much expression of
sensuality in a wicked cackle.

As Sutra continued to burn her face into Ralph’s
countenance, Kama strolled languidly to a cupboard, opened
it and brought out rope and chains.

“Make yourself useful, dear Alexander, and push that
wooden table into the center of the room away from the
window. We don’t want the whole of passing Highgate
looking up and viewing the depravity of Sir Ralph, do we?”

When it was in position, the sisters sat on its edge and
with insolent eyes looked at Ralph.

“Well, young man, the first thing we need to do is inspect
your suitability for the tasks we have for you,” Sutra said more
to her sister than the isolated baronet.

“You heard my sister, Ralph,” Kama turned on him in a
severe voice. “Undress and throw your clothes over to us.”

Sir Ralph started to undress. Tie, shirt, socks and shoes.
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Then his pants.

“Don’t stop,” Sutra shrugged as if she no longer had any
interest in him. He slid down his shorts, shyly threw them on
the growing pile of clothes and lowered his eyes. It was the
only thing to be lowered. His erection stood out. His cock
was thick and Kama secretly admired the girth, even though
her face showed nothing except the merest curling at the
corner of her mouth. She stood up from the table and walked
behind Ralph.

With a sudden panther movement, she grabbed his arms
and pulled them back, immediately clapping handcuffs on his
wrists. As she walked back in front of him, she slapped his ass.

Sutra went over to the pile of clothes and started to
search through the pockets. She held up a gold watch and
chain, taken from his vest. Casually, she tossed it to her sister.
Kama caught it and turned to Ralph.

“Seems like we have found payment for our services,
Ralph.”

“That’s a family heirloom,” he muttered in mild protest.
Kama smirked, approached closer and hung the watch by the
chain over his stiff cock. She looked over her shoulder at
Sutra.

“I've heard of having time on your hands. ..but never on
your cock.” The sisters raucously laughed. Lord Gresham
joined in the joke.

Kama took the watch away, letting her hand dwell over
the hardness of his shaft. Then without warning, she grabbed
his hair and dragged him forward, pushing his head down so
he was forced onto the table. Instantaneously, Sutra took rope
and bound his head face down. Then she further secured him
by winding more rope around his waist and up and over the
table.

Barely able to lift his head and look forward, he saw the
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sisters standing, gloating. Like a well-rehearsed act, they
undid the buttons down the front of their dresses, and let
them slip to the floor. For the first time, and he didn’t know
why his attention strayed there, Sir Ralph noticed the cheap
square patterned linoleum floor covering. As his gaze
remained down, the sisters’ petticoats followed their dresses.

Ralph looked up. They stood in stockings, garter belts
and bras. Their stance was confident, aggressive and sexually
menacing. Sutra came to him. She climbed up on the table and
sat straddled over his neck.

He was aware of the silk of her panties. He couldn’t turn
his head enough to see her but knew she was pushing her
panties down enough to show the top of her pubic triangle.
Her fingers slipped inside her panties and he heard the moan
of her passion and the moist gliding of a finger in her own sex.

“When you were at home, Ralph, who punished you?”
Kama asked in silky tones.

“What do you mean?” he struggled to answer, still tuned
in to Sutra’s self massage.

“Was it your nanny, your mother or perhaps you had
fantasies about someone else?” Kama continued. “Answer
truthfully, now.”

Sir Ralph found it difficult to think with Sutra sitting on
him, her moaning slithering into ecstatic dreams. Then an
image came to him.

“Sophie,” he murmured.

“Who was she?” Kama demanded.

“A kitchen maid.”

Kama grinned and went back to the cupboard. She took
something out and walked back in front of Ralph, her hands
behind her back.

“Did your imagination wonder if she would spank you
with this?” she smirked, and produced a huge wooden mixing
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spoon. Sir Ralph just stared as Kama pushed the spoon into
her panties and moved it about in a suggestive way.

Sauntering with more evocative movements, Kama went
behind the prone Ralph. At the same time, Sutra turned
around, so she now crouched on the small of his back. Her
hand slipped under his body and felt the stiffness of his cock.

Without warning, Kama whacked Sir Ralph across his
naked ass with her wooden spoon. Six times with rapid
strokes she sought to inflict the punishment he desired.
Through screams of sensual delight, he panted in excitement.

Then there was silence. He lay exhausted. An object
jabbed tentatively at his ass. He felt the handle of the wooden
spoon. Kama was pushing it into his rear. He tried to resist.

“I thought all your upper middle classes went in for a bit
of buggery,” Kama taunted. Sir Ralph clenched his teeth and
waited for her to penetrate him. Instead, she moved the spoon
away. Pushing her body back against his ass, he knew she had
removed her panties. He felt the soft down of her pubic hair
pressing, caressing his naked rear. Her hands went under his
thighs and massaged him.

As Kama gyrated her body against him, her fingers
worked speedily and increasingly fast. It only took her a few
minutes to make him heave with lust as his cock violently
twitched and shot its desire.

He felt his ropes being untied, then the handcuffs
released. Sheepishly, he stood up, the moisture of his eruption
very visible on the scrubbed pine table. Sutra scornfully threw
him his clothes. He dressed and sat on an upright chair by the
window.

Kama went over to Lord Gresham. She still hadn’t put
her panties back on. His hand explored up her inner thigh and
into the nub of her sex.

“And now you have witnessed Sir Ralph’s humiliation,
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my darling Alexander, are you going to end your afternoon
with your finger in my wet wonder, or...” She let the
question hang.

“There is something I would pay a high price for,” he said
casually.

“And that would be?” Kama asked.

“That young woman who sometimes answers the door.”

Kama moved out of his reach, went over and picked up
her panties from the floor. Lord Gresham watched her all the
way. He liked studying her as she bent over.

“You want that little mixed race half-sister of ours?” Sutra
huffed.

“Could be fun,” Lord Gresham said with a lascivious twist
to his smile. “Invite her up and we’ll get her drunk,” he said
with a wicked incline of his noble head.

“She doesn’t drink,” Kama put in.

“Even better. Pure innocence. Offer her a spiked soft
drink,” Lord Gresham said and his tongue licked over his lips.

“Might be interesting to see the little prude get shafted,”
Kama nodded to Sutra.

%k % %

“Come in, Cindy-Lou,” Sutra enthused as her half-sister
hovered at the door. As soon as she walked in, Lord Gresham
and Sir Ralph couldn’t take their eyes off her. It was this effect
she had on men—when allowed to get near them—that made
her sisters hate her.

“Do you want tea and cake? I think we’ve got one I made
yesterday. But the shop...” Cindy-Lou stopped. The way the
two men were looking at her made her feel uncomfortable.

“Don’t fuss, Cindy-Lou. And don’t stand there, close the
door. We just wanted you to come up here and enjoy
yourself.”

Cindy-Lou tried to smile at Kama, but she didn’t believe
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her. Why, all of a sudden, did they care about her?

“A drink, my dear?” Lord Gresham asked and reached out
with a glass.

“Sorry, sir, I don’t drink,” she smiled gently.

“It’s only lemonade,” he said with an expression full of
innocence.

She hesitated, then thought it rude to refuse, so took the
cup. As she sipped the liquid, four pair of eyes watched, each
with its own image of what might follow.

“Another drink?” Lord Gresham didn’t wait for Cindy-
Lou’s reply, pouring liquid into her glass and bringing it to the
brim. The beautiful half-sister staggered a little. Sir Ralph was
instantly on hand to help her sit down on the worn sofa. He
liked the soft skin of her arm, and drooled over the perfect
swell of her breasts under the plain blue and white striped
dress.

She sat down and let her head relax against the
antimacassar. Her gorgeous legs stretched forward. Lord
Gresham felt a rapid stirring in his loins. This exquisite
woman didn’t wear stockings. Too expensive for semi-
servants—but she didn’t need them. Such finger tingling legs,
he thought, and let his imagination wander farther up to those
thighs and the warm virtuousness of her sex.

“You look a little flushed, Cindy-Lou,” Kama said,
pretending concern as she sat on the arm of the sofa.

“It’s strange, I'm so hot...and my head is going around,”
Cindy-Lou muttered, as she fought to comprehend what was
happening.

“My dear sister,” Sutra said, snuggling next to Cindy-Lou
and putting her palm on her half-sister’s forehead, “You’re
like an oven. Stand up and let’s take this dress off.”

Although reluctant, Cindy-Lou complied and let Sutra
and Kama help her to her feet. The buttons at the back of the
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dress were rapidly undone and the blue and white garment
slid to the floor.

The two men watched, transfixed and in sexual heaven.
The sisters were not unaware of the male reaction and their
pleasure at corrupting Cindy-Lou was tinged with envy that
her body should send these admirers into such rapturous
expressions.

Cindy-Lou stood unsteadily, her raven hair flowing down
to her waist, skin the lightest brown, jet colored eyes and a
figure to raise a thousand erection salute. Her simple white
panties and bra gave an added innocence to her poise.

Lord Gresham came up to the three women, pouring
more drink in Cindy-Lou’s glass.

“Well, Alexander?” Sutra pouted in triumph. “What is
this pretty present worth? It’ll have to be something special if
you're to unwrap it and have your wicked way with the girl.”

Lord Gresham took out a black leather wallet with the
family crest in gold. He held up a white, new five pound note.
To the common person, that was more than a week’s wages.
He then added another note. Ten pounds. He salivated at the
thought of the woman and the ‘ugly’ sisters salivated thinking
about how they would spend the money.

“Am I included in this?” Sir Ralph asked.

“Do you want Cindy-Lou as well?” Sutra asked as she
turned to look at him. “We know Alexander wants to shag the
wench. What is your predilection, Sir Ralph?”

Lord Gresham burst out laughing. “My friend, Ralph, has
an anal fixation. I'll wager after you’ve caned his ass, he’ll
want to stick his cock in the rear of this beauty.” Still
guffawing, he added another five pound note and kissed
Kama.

“That should buy us both time with your half-sister. Are
you two ladies staying to watch the fun?”
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Sutra looked at Kama. Their thoughts were the same.
Hating Cindy-Lou for the lust she inspired in these men, yet
experiencing spite to be present when she was defiled and
used.

Sutra pushed the swaying Cindy-Lou toward Lord
Gresham. “She’s all yours, my Lord.”

The ignoble lord picked up Cindy-Lou and dumped her
unceremoniously on the sofa. He sat beside her and let his
hands wander over her neck and to the edge of her bra,
breathing heavily as he felt the warmth and roundness of her
breasts.

“l trust you sisters are not in a hurry. This is not
something to be rushed. Fucking such a beautiful creature is to
be savored.” As Lord Gresham spoke, his eyes never left
admiring Cindy-Lou’s body. His head went down, caressing
her neck, letting his tongue taste the sweetness of her skin.
Even in her deep alcoholic haze, she started to struggle. Her
seducer took her wrists and pinned her arms down and over
her head, at the same time, sliding his body on top of hers.

The door burst open. Zipper stood there.

“What the hell do you want? Get out of here,” Kama flew
at him. He didn’t move.

“Sir Lionel is ringing for his tea...and insisting Miss
Cindy-Lou take it up to him.”

There was silence. Lord Gresham got up. Sutra glowered
at Zipper, then went to Cindy-Lou with the blue and white
dress, pulled it on and helped the girl toward Zipper.

“The little minx has been drinking.” She practically spat
the words. Freddie Zipper didn’t answer but gave her a look
that left no doubt he didn’t believe a word she’d said. With
great care and love, he helped Cindy-Lou down the stairs to
the kitchens, made up a bed on the couch in the corner and let

her sleep for the rest of the day.

15



Great Balls of Desire

* %k 3k ok

Sir Lionel Winkler put his head around the kitchen door.

“Is Cindy-Lou feeling better?”

Zipper gave him an indulgent smile. “See for yourself,
she’s sitting up and eating a boiled egg.” Her father walked
quickly over to see his daughter, looking over his shoulder to
make sure Sutra and Kama weren’t behind. Luckily, they’d
stayed in the hall, waiting for him as the taxi to take them to
the Frobishers’ party had arrived.

Zipper hadn’t told Sir Lionel how his youngest daughter
came to be feeling unwell. He knew the old man loved her,
but wished he’d stand up to the two dragons—Sutra and
Kama.

“That’s good you’re eating an egg, my dear,” Sir Lionel
said soothingly, and tried to hide his feelings inside. He hoped
the egg wasn’t the last one in the house. If they had to wait till
Monday to get more supplies on their ration books and Sutra
went without her Sunday morning egg, there’d be hell to pay.

He dearly loved Cindy-Lou but his late wife, naturally,
took against the girl when the little bundle was dumped on
their doorstep, and every day the pretty thing grew bigger,
reminding Lady Winkler of her husband’s lust for that maid.
It was a social disgrace she never forgave, right up to her death
bed scene with Sir Lionel, when she made him promise to
favor the union of their legal marriage, not the outcome of a
fuck with the servants. He agreed and vowed it was just the
once with the maid. He kept his fingers crossed behind his
back and said a silent prayer, asking for forgiveness. It would
have been cruel to tell his wife about all the other
occasions. ..in the linen cupboard, over the kitchen table, on
the back seat of the Daimler car, in a hotel room in Brighton,
ad fucking infinitum.

“See you later, sweetie.” Sir Lionel kissed Cindy-Lou, left
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the kitchen and went up to the hall.

“Father, we’ve been waiting for you for ages,” Sutra said,
tapping her foot in an annoyed and petulant manner.

“We really mustn’t be late for the Frobishers’ party,
Father,” Kama added with a batting of her false eyelashes.

They swept out of the house and into the waiting taxi.
Zipper looked up from the basement area and saw them leave.
He turned and smiled kindly at Cindy-Lou. She wiped away a
tear and sighed, “Oh, Freddie, why can’t I go to the Ball?”
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Imperial Visit

Zipper insisted Cindy-Lou rest, while he took care of all
the chores. He cleared up the mess Kama and Sutra had left in
their bedrooms—clothes dropped everywhere—cleaned the
glasses away, set a fire in the grates to light later, and washed
up after their light supper.

“So, Cindy-Lou, what do you fancy doing? A game of
cards?”

“Going to the Ball,” she shrugged.

“Sorry, honey, I can’t arrange that.”

“I know,” he said with added gusto, to divert her
attention from her sadness, “What about I show you those
photos of me in Italy? That normally cheers you up.”

“Did you bring anything back from the war, Freddie?”

“A few useless medals and a piece of a bullet in my leg,”
he said, making a joke of it.

“What medals?” Cindy-Lou asked.

Freddie Zipper went to a drawer in the sideboard and
produced a battered red cardboard box. He put it on the table
and opened the lid. There were three medals inside, two
glittered and one was old and dull.

“That’s pretty,” Cindy-Lou touched one.

“Got that for being at Monte Casino,” Zipper said, “And
this one they gave everybody just for turning up.”

“Is that a joke, Freddie?”

“Almost.”
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Cindy-Lou fingered the third one, realizing it was a coin.

“Where did you get that?”

“From someone special.”

“Hey, that sounds interesting. Tell me more.”

He looked embarrassed and shuffled in his chair as they
sat around the table. His fingers fiddled with the box of
matches on the table. They were used to light the fire, he
hated smoking. It was a habit both the sisters indulged in.
Where they got the money for them, he could only imagine.
Must have been more men friends and more tricks.

“Yes, it was a girl. We got very friendly the two weeks I
was billeted with them. Just outside Rome. When I left, she
gave me this as a keepsake. Said it was very old, almost two
thousand years.”

“Wow,” was all Cindy-Lou could say.

“And she said it was magic,” Freddie added.

Cindy-Lou picked it up. “It’s very grubby. What does it
say?” She tried to read the inscription on the coin. Picking up a
duster, she polished it. There was a crash like one of those
infernal flying bombs she remembered at the end of the war.
V-bombers she thought they were called. The kitchen became
filled with an acrid red smoke, and Zipper and Cindy-Lou
coughed and wheezed.

Slowly, the smoke cleared. A figure began to emerge.
Standing by the black range stove, leaning elegantly was a
man. A man in a toga with a laurel wreath on his head.

Zipper moved close to Cindy-Lou, both to protect her
and for the comfort of nearness. He felt his heart pounding
and his body shaking. War experiences were one thing.
Apparitions in the kitchen were something else.

“Who are you?” he asked hesitatingly.

“Oh, please, you plebe, don’t you recognize a god when
one appears?” the figure haughtily replied without looking at
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them, but holding his imperious pose.

“You’re a god?” Cindy-Lou stammered.

“So the people say,” the ghost said. He strode majestically
around the room, running his finger over the table, radio and
china, sneering all the time as if he disapproved of everything.

“Still don’t know who I am?” he asked. They shook their
heads.

“The Emperor Caligula,” he intoned. “Of course, Caligula
is only a nickname that stuck. My great father, Germanicus,
held me up to the troops in some campaign. I'd been dressed
up by mother in a little Roman soldier’s uniform, complete
with boots. The troops banged their shields and shouted
“Caligula, Caligula.” He beamed authoritatively at them. They
stared back with blank expressions.

“Oh, for Jupiter’s sake. It’s Latin for little boots,” he
huffed.

Gaining more courage, Cindy-Lou asked, “Why are you a
god?”

Caligula sat on the edge of the table, arranging his toga
meticulously.

“Slept with my mother, my sister, two horses, numerous
patrician class women and at least four members of the
Praetorian guards—that’s enough to make anyone divine.
Anyway, enough of this banter. Why did you summon me
here...wherever here is?”

“All 1 did was rub this coin,” Cindy-Lou said quietly, in
awe of the Emperor.

Caligula regally held out his hand to see the coin. Zipper
took it from Cindy-Lou and showed it to him.

“That’s my portrait on there,” Caligula boasted. “You see,
everything to do with me is magic. But never mind that. Just
tell me what you want.”

Zipper nudged Cindy-Lou to encourage her to speak up.
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She thought, then slowly spoke.

“I'd like to go to the Ball.”

Caligula scratched his head and straightened the laurel
leaf crown at the same time.

“What is a Ball?”

“It’s a party...sort of entertainment,” Zipper offered.

“Anything like an orgy?” Caligula seemed interested for
the first time.

“No, it’s a grand dance,” Cindy-Lou answered.

Caligula looked disappointed.

“So what do you need my help for? Just go along and
gatecrash,” he huffed irritably.

“They wouldn’t let me in,” Cindy-Lou sighed. The
Roman Emperor gave her an incomprehensible stare. He
didn’t understand the concept.

“So, what do you need? A few cutthroat Centurions? I can
do you anice line in Germanic warriors. Absolutely the scum
of the Empire.”

“I'was thinking more in terms of a Ball gown, a posh car
and a forged invitation,” Cindy-Lou said with exasperation.

“Great Jupiter, a woman with attitude. Right, let’s get
this over with.”

“Should I try to find some mice or...” Zipper said softly
to the Emperor.

“Oh, please, not all that ridiculous stuff. I'm a Roman
Emperor, for Jupiter’s sake, not a primitive Briton that dear
Julius tried to convinced the Senate was worth civilizing.
Remember, Rome is the center of the world. Next you’ll be
trying to say there is land west of Gaul!”

Caligula made an exaggerated gesture with his hand as if
he was signaling the death of some poor gladiator at the
games. There was a great rush of air and Cindy-Lou stood in a
fabulous designer-style evening gown. Must have been by
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some chic Paris house. On the table was a gold-edged
invitation card.

“That what you want, young lady? And, don’t worry,
outside is the sleckest limousine you’ve ever seen.” Caligula
held his hand up to stop her thanks. “Just one thing...and I
have to give you this warning.” He coughed and made ready
for a dramatic reading.

“Remember, you must be home before the water-clock in
the house of the Vestal Virgin...” he paused. “Sorry, that’s the
Latin version. Be back home by midnight, honey, or all this
magic will go.”

“How can...” Cindy-Lou tried to speak.

“Not another word. Consider it a gracious act by the
great Caligula.” He took her hand and kissed it.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Cindy-Lou. Don’t suppose
we are related, are we?”

She shook her head.

“Pity. Incest is such a turn-on for me.” He smiled
arrogantly, waved imperially and was gone.

“Well, what are you waiting for, Cindy-Lou?” Zipper
encouraged. “Off to the Ball and knock "em dead.”

%k k%

“Well, let’s hope she has a good time.” Zipper chewed on
a cheese sandwich and threw a piece to Cedric, a little white
mouse. He’d been Zipper’s friend for two years. Even Cindy-
Lou didn’t know.

“Has he gone?” the mouse squeaked.

“Caligula?”

“Yes.”

“Why, do you know him?”

“Do I know him!” Cedric rolled his little black eyes. “My
friendship with the Emperor nearly brought the Empire
down.”
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Zipper didn’t answer. He inclined his head slightly in a
gesture to indicate the floor belonged to Cedric.

The mouse leaned carefully back on a box, wary that it
wasn’t a mousetrap, then staring wistfully into space, he
began.

“Caligula was the darling of the people at the beginning.
Couldn’t do any wrong. Some stud as well. I got to know him
during his orgy days. I used to sit and admire his technique. I
could see how he could attract the Roman women. He may
have been nicknamed ‘little boots” but there wasn’t anything
diminutive about his cock. Used to be an old Roman saying—
‘He came, he saw, he fucked them’—that was about
Caligula.”

Zipper tried to show an interest but saw this as another
one of Cedric’s long, rambling stories. The mouse caught his
expression.

“Don’t worry, 'm getting to the point. One day, the
Senate asked Caligula to attend their forum. The old leader,
Septimus Infectious, stood up and addressed the mighty
Caesar. They told him it was fine by them if he was shagging
half of Rome’s noble women, that he had made a horse pro-
consul, had this thing about his mother, spent money on
extravagant games. ..but there was a rumor going around that
the Emperor was talking to a mouse.”

“Why did that worry them?” Zipper asked curiously.

“Cheese,” Cedric answered knowingly.

“Cheese!”

“Yep, the whole Empire was about cheese. Just consider.
They invaded Gaul, Greece, Carthage through Germany, even
nipped over the English Channel and chased the Celts. But tell
me this. Why didn’t they attack Switzerland? Simple.
Cheese.”

“I'don’t get it, Cedric.”
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“Didn’t want to interrupt cheese production in
Switzerland. The whole Empire depended on it.”

Cedric droned on for some time. Zipper listened but his
attention was elsewhere. He kept glancing up at the clock,
wondering how Cindy-Lou was getting on at the Ball.
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Let’s Party

The Frobisher house stood on large grounds in the elite
district of St. John’s Wood, North London, only a few miles
from the center of the city. Gerald Frobisher had a good war.
He made pots of money. No one knew exactly how. He was a
wheeler and dealer who traded in almost anything that had a
large profit margin. It was even rumored he had loaned
money to the British government during the war—probably
to buy the very armaments he was somehow procuring
himself.

The old guard in the country, the landed gentry and
nobility, looked down on his sort, but times were changing,
and Gerald didn’t care a bugger about the snobs. In fact, he
had deliberately bought his way into the exclusive cricket club
at the nearby world-renowned Lord’s ground. He couldn’t
stand the game of cricket, didn’t understand it, but he knew
his membership annoyed the old farts who thought it their
right to be at such a hallowed place.

He moved in a circle where money talked. Gerald
Frobisher believed it was the only thing that mattered. Kama
and Sutra were desperate to be part of this clan and would do
anything to have money. At that very moment, Sutra was
demonstrating her willingness.

Guy Barclay was married. He’d decided he needed
respectability, so wed the third daughter of an impoverished

Duke. Barclay supplied the wealth, his wife brought old
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dignity to the partnership. But when it came to pleasure,
Hilda Barclay was no fun. Guy looked elsewhere to satisty his
lusts.

The Frobisher house was decorated in an attempt at Neo-
Classical Robert Adam’s style, and if Sutra cared to look
around her, she’d have seen a reasonable effort reproducing
the paintings of Kauffmann. Her attention was on Guy
Barclay.

He’d maneuvered her out into the gallery where Gerald
Frobisher displayed his taste in art. Somewhere in the rest of
the house, music played as the partygoers enjoyed themselves.

“So tell me about your house on the south coast at
Bournemouth, Guy,” Sutra simpered.

“Just somewhere to retreat and take spins in the yacht,”
he grinned.

“Does Mrs. Barclay enjoy your passion for the sea?”

He gave her the type of look, which in puritan times,
could have got one arrested. “No, my sweet Sutra, it’s a
private place where I entertain away from the bustle of
London.”

She sensed her chance. “What does a girl have to do to
get an invitation to indulge in the luxuries of this paradise?”
She threw down the opening offer. It was now Guy’s move.
He kissed her. It wasn’t the contact of their lips which gave
her warning of his intentions, but the hardness of his loins
pressing into her stomach. As his face pulled back, she was
very aware that his vulture eyes were looking down her
cleavage at breasts displayed in her Empire style gown.

“I'm a businessman at heart, my lovely lady. You be good
to me and I'll be even better to you,” he said as his mouth
kissed the top of her breasts and gently pushed her into an
alcove they shared with a marble statue of some Greek
goddess. Sutra recognized all the signs in Guy. He was a male
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whose thermometer heated up quickly. They weren’t like
females who had many settings from freezing through sultry
to hot. These men had cold and mercury bubbling over. Guy
had just passed boiling point. She needed to take the heat out
of him before he tried to screw her standing up. Sutra wasn’t
going to give him everything until she’d milked his wealth
much more.

Her hand rubbed down his thigh and felt the awakened
beast, uncompromisingly stiff.

“l think you could do with some relief, Guy,” she
simpered and as if curtseying, slid down to her knees. When
men sense sex, they lose the power of rational speech and
revert to simian grunts. Guy made a noise like a laboring
steam pump as Sutra unbuttoned him and worked his hardness
out into her full view.

Still he spoke no lucid word, only the lustful grunting
urges of the male cock seeking satisfaction.

“This is just to show you what you could enjoy with me,”
Sutra soothed with tempting voice, and began to lightly rub
her fingers up and down his shaft. He moaned and placed his
hands on her shoulders, and directed her face toward the
bulbous pink cap of his erection.

Sutra licked and lapped her tongue around his gorged
cock, flickered her eyes momentarily up to gauge his reaction,
then took his hardness into her mouth. This better be worth it,
Sutra thought, deciding Guy wasn’t the subtle sort, savoring
the delicacies of a slow blowjob.

Holding his cock in the palm of her hand, she worked
him rapidly, pumping and sucking in equal passion. She sensed
his gyrations and knew he would quickly shed the lust in his
balls. Where shall I take you, Guy? To taste and swallow, or let your
juices trickle down my face and neck? That is the question.

Trying to explain stains on her dress wouldn’t be easy, so
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she massaged Guy even harder and felt the vibrations in his
cock, followed by the warm, salty taste of his eruption.

Sutra stood up and kissed him, making sure he knew the
viscous coating on her lips was his promise to her for goods
times in the future.

* % k%

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for attending our Ball.
We felt in these austere times, we needed to show our friends
what a good time means.” Gerald Frobisher grinned around
the room, taking full pride in his ostentatious speech and the
envy many people secretly felt about his wealth.

“But we have another surprise for you,” he continued and
paused for the effect to sink in. “Tonight, I am honored that a
very special guest is with us.” He again held them in suspense,
gave a flourish of his right arm toward the double door, and
waited as they opened.

“Please welcome the most eligible bachelor in Europe,
the Crown-Prince of Breswick-Lenenstein...” A tall,
handsome man, with wavy brown hair, puppy-dark eyes and
serenity of face, walked in. He was dressed in the uniform of
an admiral. As the applause broke out amongst the two
hundred guests, the irony didn’t dawn on a single one that
Breswick-Lenenstein was a landlocked country, were the navy
would have a two hundred mile journey to reach the sea.

The stately young man walked solemnly through the
admiring crowd, waving and nodding with dignity.

Sutra stood next to her sister and whispered, “Just
imagine all that money, all that power, all that body.”

“Hey, sister, I don’t normally pull rank, but I am the
oldest twin by fifteen minutes...and I saw him first,” Kama
muttered back through her barely opened mouth.

To Sutra’s delight, the Prince stopped and talked to Guy
Barclay. Surely a man who’d had his cock in her mouth could
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introduce her to this desirable piece @r male property, she mused.

As Sutra pushed her unladylike way through the milling
crowd, Kama hung on to her sister’s gown. She wasn’t going
to let her sister have an expensive dick without getting her
share. Feet away from the prince, they were foiled in their
efforts.

Mrs. Frobisher, standing at the large windows
overlooking the drive, gave out a forced scream. Everyone
stopped and then rapidly moved closer to look at what had
caused her consternation.

An enormous stretch limousine had pulled up outside the
house. The crowd held its collective breath. The chauffeur got
out, moved to the rear door, opened it and saluted.

Out stepped the most stunning sight. A young woman of
shining ochre skin, flawless black hair, gathered and held by a
diamond-encrusted tiara, a flowing golden dress, cut low to
partly reveal swelling breasts of perfect form, and beauty of
face that made the men swoon and harden like quick-drying
cement.

The Crown-Prince turned to Gerald Frobisher, who was
by his side, and said, “Make sure that lady gets to dance with

”»
me.
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The list of ladies to dance with the Crown-Prince was
endless. Next in line was Sutra. She came forward and Mrs.
Frobisher made the introductions.

“This, your Highness, is...”

“Sutra Winkler,” Guy Barclay prompted, as he stood by
the Prince. Mrs. Barclay, also part of the entourage, tutted to
herself, conscious of the circumstances behind her husband’s
knowledge of this tart. She suffered from her nerves, and
carlier in the evening had sought peace away from the main
Ball. Whilst sitting quietly in the corner of the gallery behind
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a large palm, she’d been surprised to hear the moaning of a
man. She poked her head out just in time to see her husband’s
cock poking out—and poking in the willing mouth of the
woman now in front of her.

The Prince held out his hand, walked onto the dance
floor and held Sutra, ready for a foxtrot.

“You dance divinely, Miss Winkler,” he said as they came
out of a twirl.

“Please, your Highness, call me Sutra. In fact, call me
anytime you like.” She pushed her body hard into his, and
gave him a wink, which would signal sexual pleasure to a
shortsighted celibate monk.

“And what shall I call you, Prince?” Sutra smooched.

“My name is Dimitri Ivanovitch Sergai Kresoff Mikhail
Pavlov...but you can call me Dim.”

“Well...Dim, why don’t we slip away from all these
crowds and get to know each other better?” Sutra said as they
executed a few nifty steps in the dance routine.

“You are a lovely lady, Sutra, but you must understand,
the woman I am seeking to be the mother of my children must
be of exemplary character. She will be the mother of the heir
to the throne of our ancient country.”

They sidled slowly to the center of the dance floor. Sutra
played sweet tunes with her hand on his waist.

“My darling Prince, my body is as pure as a temple.”

He gave her a bow as the music ended and smiled
charmingly, but thought, I might be Dim, but I'm not stupid!

No sooner had Sutra curtseyed, than Kama muscled in for
her dance.

Out on the floor, she tried all her allure to win Prince
Dimitri. She saw this was failin