
        
            
                
            
        

    EL0309 Nautipuss By Clyde Allison
FROM FRONT COVER:
AGENT 0008 BATTLES THE TEMPTRESS OF THE DEEP!
FROM BACK COVER:
It was the most difficult assignment of killer agent 0008's career. For he must succumb to the ravishing demands of the most evil woman of all time - the diabolical sex goddess - Captain Demo, whose insatiable band of female slaves formed a prison of flesh aboard the -
CHAPTER ONE
I always enjoy seducing girls in Paris, French girls, that is. I can seduce American girls back home. For that matter, since French tourist chicks have started invading the U.S. in large numbers, it's no trick to seduce plenty of French girls in the U.S.A.
It's easy, in fact. French girls visiting the U.S. are eager to be seduced by a Native American in his natural habitat, to find out if the stories they've heard about American men are true. Also for the fun of it; French girls being the saucy, amoral lovelies they are.
But it isn't the same. Just as a lobster dinner tastes better by the shore in Maine, so is it more fun to tumble on the sheet with a French girl in France.
I glanced around me. There were plenty of seductive French girls nearby, that was for sure.
Naturally. I was sitting at a ringside table at the Wild Bronco, the famous Paris nightclub. A few feet in front of me a dozen shapely French chorines were tossing their frilly skirts in the air as they finished a frenzied can-can.
Interesting. Not the can-can (a dance I find limited) - but the fact that the chorines weren't wearing any panties under their skirt.
A frolicsome French filly whooped with high spirits and swung her shapely leg right over my head. A less steely nerved man might have started back or flinched as her foot whizzed toward him.
But not me. Steely nerves are one thing I have plenty of. Need to have, in fact, considering my occupation.
The can-can dancers ended their number with a suggestive split, then scurried offstage gasping and giggling, their bare breasts bouncing entrancingly.
Instantly their place on the stage was taken by a shapely nude girl who proceeded to do a spirited dance alone. Not quite alone, she used a broom as a prop. Doubtless she was supposed to be a witch, she had a witch's cap on her head, her only article of costume.
The nude girl, whose hips must have been at least 39 inches while her breasts would have snapped a forty inch tape measure, proceeded to ride her broomstick to music, though not quite in the same manner as more conventional witches do.
Or perhaps that was how witches had ridden their broomsticks in the old days, I made a mental note to look up the topic. Or ask Marghanita in Research, back in Washington.
The American tourists around me gasped in delighted shock as the nude girl did various things with her broomstick. I yawned. I'd seen better, or worse, depending upon how you looked at it (and I always looked with my eyes wide open) - in dives near Port Said, waterfront bars in Macao, even during a suburban swap club meeting in Poughkeepsie.
A cigarette girl sauntered up, selling her wares. Also, she seemed to be engaged in the business of selling cigarettes. An interesting costume she was wearing. Around the waist she wore a silver cord from which dangled a large, authentic gold coin. When she stood absolutely still, the gold coin served as a circular fig leaf.
Naturally she never stood still, the gold coin swung like a metronome, now concealing, now revealing. Aside from that, and skyscraper heels, she was nude. Except for her cigarette tray, of course.
She bent forward. "Monsieur?"
I nodded, rummaged between her full breasts, selected a box of my favorite cigarettes, Middle East Impasse, a blend of Egyptian and Israeli tobaccos, tucked a hundred Franc bill under her port boob.
"Gee, thanks, sport!" she said. "My phone number is, "
"Of no interest to me," I said coldly. Really. The practice of Paris nightclubs in hiring American and English employees was in terribly bad taste.
Gauche, as the French would say.
The cigarette girl sauntered on her way, her bare buttocks switching briskly from side to side.
I glanced around at the tables near me. A few yards away I spotted Brigitte Bandung, the exotic Franco-Indonesian movie star, her lustrous black hair cascading over the top of her daring, bare-breasted dress. She was fondling the, ear, of her male escort, a virile looking Italian movie director.
A few tables from her I noted Francoise Sampan, the Franco-Chinese girl author whose last book, Bonjour Bidet, was currently a best seller in Boston. She was fondling the ears of both her escorts: a lusty Teutonic type and an enigmatic Chinese.
I avoided their eyes. I knew both girls intimately, of course. But this wasn't the time to rekindle old flames.
"Oh, excuse me!" gushed a young female voice. I glanced up. A ravishingly lovely American girl was bending over my table, her youthful breasts surging valiantly to escape the low neckline of her evening gown.
"Sorry to intrude and all that," she said, in the accents of a Vassar Sophomore, "but would you sign my autograph book? You are the Man from U.N.C.L.E., aren't you?"
"Certainly not!" I gasped.
She clapped a shapely hand to her shapely mouth. "Oh-oh! I know who you are, you're Trevor Anderson, better known as 0008 - the most dreadful, I mean dreaded, agent of SADISTO!"
"Not so loud," I gritted, quickly signing 0008 on her autograph book. "Here you are."
"And here you are," she breathed, dropping something on my lap. She smiled, a sultry but intellectual smile (she was a Vassar Sophomore all right) - and strolled with swaying hips back to her table.
I picked her gift up off my lap. Her hotel key. Bah! "Excuse please," said an oily voice. "But if you not use, I use, heh?"
I looked around. King Fez, a fat, ugly man who, since the death of King Farouk had become the most notorious Arab playboy in Europe was leering at the hotel key in my hand. I shrugged, tossed it to him. What a surprise that chick was due for later in the evening...
"Thank you so much," hissed King Fez, discretely tossing me a gold watch studded with diamonds. I pocketed it quickly. One thing about Government service, the pay is lousy, even if the expense accounts are unlimited. I could use five thousand dollars, the probable cost of the watch.
Meanwhile, on the floor, the exotic nude girl was finishing her dance with her broom. Remarkable. Either the broom had a telescoping handle or the girl was truly insatiable. She waddled offstage, to the tune of some sophisticated clapping, the bristles of the broom sweeping the stage as she left.
Then came a roll of drums, and Monique stalked onstage.
Monique, the featured attraction of the Wild Bronco, Monique the toast of France, of all Europe. Sophisticated cheering rocked the room. Monique smiled, tossed her ankle-length black hair. She was wearing a skin-tight black gown that began just above her nipples and ended just below her buttocks.
The band struck up, and Monique began to sing her inimitable songs, starting with her tender love lyric to the graduating class of the French Maritime Academy, a pungently French song which detailed how, and I mean just how - she'd loved them all. In pairs, trios, quartets and complicated formations.
How Gallic, I thought. Also, how vulgar. Still, vulgarity has a certain sophistication in the French tongue.
Monique began to sing her famous song about the adventures of her tongue. Her tongue had sure gotten around, to hear her tell it, or sing it, rather. And, from what Research had told me, she was singing from the heart. And personal experience.
The audience cheered, in sophisticated fashion.
"You dig that, huh?" said Monique (in French). "You wanna see more of Monique? Take a look."
A stage hand dashed into the spotlight, unzipped the back of her short, black, skin-tight gown, whipped it off, retired quickly.
Monique, revealed in a revealing black lace bikini, smiled at the audience, and sang an even raunchier song.
About the things she liked to eat. The audience cheered. Even the American tourists who didn't understand French cheered, Monique's gestures and lip smacking and tongue twisting made her meaning clear.
Also, she was built. Like a brick Eiffel Tower, Monique was built.
More cheers. Monique grabbed a portable hand mike, began to saunter among the tables, singing suggestive lyrics to the male customers at point-blank range.
She reached my table, pressed against the tabletop, thrusting her bare belly and her ninety-nine per cent bared breasts right at me while she sang. I smiled at her, reached forward and playfully poked her in the stomach.
At least, that's what Monique and the audience thought. Actually I'd discretely pressed a dime-sized piece of gummed paper to her belly, just below her navel. The piece of paper was flesh colored and went unnoticed by the audience, and Monique.
She sauntered on her way, then ended her song in the middle of the stage. She bowed to the audience; smiled, snapped her fingers, and a stagehand quickly dashed up, removed her black lace bra.
She sang another song. More cheers. She winked at the audience. Snapped her fingers again. Another stagehand ran up, unfastened her bikini pants, whipped them free, and as Monique bared herself brazenly to the audience, all the lights went out.
As Research had told me they would.
The Wild Bronco was swathed in total darkness. Save for one tiny glowing circle the size of a dime. The flesh colored bit of paper I'd gummed to Monique's belly.
I sighed. Time to stop relaxing, and start working. I whipped out my Walther PPK with the bulbous, efficient silencer, aimed carefully at the glowing spot that indicated Monique's soft belly, pulled the trigger several times.
The gun made no more noise than a champagne cork popping.
"What a swinging joint this is," I heard an American tourist's voice say in the darkness. "I just heard three champagne corks pop, one right after the other."
Then the lights went up.
A few yards from me Monique was swaying on her world-famous feet, an expression of annoyed distaste on her face. Grouped neatly on her belly were three red holes. Then her eyes rolled back in her head, and she fell backward, gracefully and erotically.
She was dead, of course. My Walther was loaded with dum-dums, and the hollow nose of each bullet was filled with concentrated cyanide. A handy if expensive extra, even a flesh wound was fatal within a second or two.
Monique wasn't the only girl who toppled slowly backward, however. Behind her, the entire line of can-can girls, now fetchingly dressed in garters, bracelets and rhinestone neck chokers, toppled backward together.
Curses. Research had neglected to tell me that Monique's number ended with the chorus girls lined up right behind her, belly to buttocks.
My super-powerful Walther slugs had not only drilled through Monique's naked belly, but through the naked bellies of the twenty girls behind her.
What an unfortunate goof.
All twenty-one chicks fell backward with a meaty thud, just as if they'd been playing tug of war and somebody had cut the rope.
The audience clapped.
"So realistic," said a lady tourist behind me. "Just exactly as if they'd all been shot in the tummy. The French are so clever."
Brigitte Bandung took her long-handled cigarette holder from her mouth and murmured, "I believe they have all been shot in the abdomen. How droll. Just like the old days in Indonesia, when we liquidated naked female prisoners in various amusing ways."
A dapper man in a tuxedo, the manager of the club, no doubt, darted out on the stage, inspected the supine row of girls, shook his head in annoyance, snapped his fingers for some stagehands. Stagehands appeared and, with typical French insouciance, began to dray the defunct dolls off stage by their ankles.
"An unfortunate accident, I mean incident," said the manager (in French). "But have no fear, in a moment the show will go on!"
"Excuse me," said the young Vassar tourist, leaning over my table again, her youthful breasts again surging at the flimsy silk that restrained them, "but I couldn't help noticing that you're holding a smoking Walther PPK silencer-fitted automatic in your hand, and your table is littered with expended cartridge cases. Are you on an assignment for the Free World? And may I have the empty cartridge cases for a souvenir? Also an exclusive story for The Vassar Virgin, a new literary quarterly I'm editing?"
What a goof on my part! I'd remembered to draw my gun and fire, but forgotten to holster it again. Also, I'd forgotten that, unlike a revolver, an automatic ejects its spent shells. "Yes to the first question," I hissed, "and no to the second, no stories, exclusive or otherwise."
I holstered my gun, got to my feet, strolled unobtrusively toward the exit.
"It's Triple Oh-Eight!" squealed Brigitte Bandung. "I thought I recognized your touch. How are you? Working hard, eh?"
"Nix," I whispered.
"Darling 0008!" cried Francoise Sampan. "Where can we meet to make love?"
"Later," I hissed, trying to look unobtrusive. The headwaiter bustled up to me. "Monsieur 0008!" he cried. "You are leaving? So soon? The hamburger patties a la Americaine smothered with ketchup and soy sauce, they were not to your taste? The grapes with mayonnaise, they displeased you? The Eskimo Pie with marinated herring, it was not prepared well? The imported bottle of Thunderbird wine, it was not warmed satisfactorily?"
"The grub was great," I hissed. "I just got a late date." I slipped a thousand Franc bill into his hand. "See you around, Pierre."
Not for the first time, I wondered if my weakness for playing the gourmet in foreign restaurants might not have been a mistake. Like, I was too well known.
Safely out of the Wild Bronco, I slid behind the wheel of my armor-plated Jaguar XK-150 and roared discretely away.
Another day, another assignment completed.
I screeched to a halt beside the first phone kiosk I came to, telephoned the General back at SADISTO headquarters in Washington.
"Hi, General," I said after I heard his familiar growl on the phone. "Mission accomplished. Monique, the alleged enemy of the Free World, has been liquidated."
"Discretely?" asked the General.
"Oh, more or less," I said.
"Good," said the General. "I have another lethal assignment for you, by the way. But no rush. Take the night off, take tomorrow, in fact. Relax. Eat some of that good Kansas City Steak."
"Well - okay," I said. "Where can I get Kansas City steaks in Paris?"
"You're in Paris, Illinois?"
"No, General," I said patiently. "Paris, France where I just liquidated Monique, the French chanteuse."
Silence. Then: "Tsk, tsk. You were supposed to liquidate Monique Mulligan, a Kansas City stripper. Somebody goofed."
"Not me," I protested. "I liquidated her good."
"No doubt," said the General. "Well, no use crying over minor mistakes. With a large organization like SADISTO, occasional slip-ups are inevitable."
"How true," I said. "Want me to catch a plane to Kansas City and do in this Monique Mulligan?"
"No-no, I'll have 0002 do the job. She hasn't killed anybody in a week. No sense in letting her get stale, or soft. No, you just stay in Paris tonight. But 0008 - don't liquidate anybody else, understand? It's bad enough that you've already done in one innocent French girl."
"Right," I said, hanging up. Well. You can't score a hundred every time, I reflected. Too bad I'd shot an innocent French girl, twenty-one innocent French girls, in the tummy. Still, could they be all that innocent? Unlikely. How many girls working in a joint like the Wild Bronco could retain their innocence long? Very few, I decided, feeling much better.
I gunned my armor-plated Jaguar away from the curb, debating my next move. What I needed was a girl, a young, voluptuous, willing French girl. Where to find one?
As my supercharged car thundered discreetly down the street I noticed any number of attractive young poules parading their for rent charms. I was tempted. After all, I was on an expense account. But no; as a matter of principle, I refuse to pay for love.
What to do? The hour was late. Drive to the Dome? Or Harry's? Or Pinky's American Saloon? No. The hour was too late. The choicest chicks would already be spoken for. I wasn't in a mood for amorous leftovers.
I slammed on the brakes by another phone kiosk, dialed a secret number: SADISTO's Paris headquarters. I identified myself by number, asked if they had any girls on hand. They didn't.
I dialed the number for M.I.5's Paris headquarters. The British Secret Service usually had plenty of pink cheeked, full-breasted female agents on hand. That night they were fresh out. They suggested I call SPIGOT, the super-secret French organization. I did. All their girls were out on jobs, or else out living it up.
In desperation I called the secret Paris headquarters of SOVSMASH, the Russian spy, and/or, kill organization.
Usually, of course, we agents of the Free World don't fraternize with the Other Side.
On the other hand, since there were so few of us (relatively speaking), and since we were in the same line of work and kept meeting professionally, there was a certain unofficial esprit de corps between SADISTO and SOVSMASH.
And in real emergencies (and I needed a girl in the worst way) we sometimes used each other's facilities, and girls. In just the same fashion I've heard that Standard Oil men will sometimes call a Royal Dutch Shell office when in need, and men from Armstrong-Vickers have asked assistance from U.S. Steel offices overseas. In extreme cases (I've heard) Reuters will even bail out an A.P. man in dire need.
So with us secret agents. "Hello, SOVSMASH?" I said. "This is 0008, from SADISTO. I have a personal problem, like, I need a girl. Got one handy?"
"0008?" purred a Russian girl's voice. "Dollink, I've read so much about you in our files. Naughty boy, you liquidated mine boy friend in Geneva last year. Was that nice?"
"Just business," I said. "Got any girls handy?"
"Comrade, I mean hated Imperialist, at this hour you expect a Ukrainian orgy? An hour ago you could have made a date with Tamara XX4 - now she's busy subverting a Swiss diplomat."
I swore. I remembered Tamara XX4 well. She and I had traded rifle shots in Mongolia, made violent secret love in Hong Kong, attempted to toast one another with flame throwers in Malaya, and exchanged fervent kisses in Tampico.
"If I wasn't on the switchboard you could play games with me, tovaritch. As it is, try SWISSBANG."
I called the super-secret Paris headquarters of SWISSBANG, the undercover Swiss terror organization. No girls. I thought about calling MINGFLING, the Red Chinese organization. I decided against it. 0009 had told me their female agents were too crude and fanatical, wore boots to bed and sang patriotic songs while making love.
I wasn't up to that kind of nonsense.
What to do?
Go to bed unsatisfied?
Impossible.
Also annoying.
I left the phone kiosk and stood on the curb by my Jaguar, lost in prurient thought. A car whizzed by. A light rain had fallen while I was in the Wild Bronco on business, and a large puddle had been left in the road. The whizzing car sprayed water all over me.
Tarnation. I could hardly present myself to a girl with soggy trousers, not in Paris. I glanced around. Ah! A tiny French tailor's light gleamed on the quaint Paris street. I tromped in, nodded at the elderly French pants presser, stepped into a booth, removed my trousers, handed them to him.
He nodded in a cheerful, servile French way, squeezed most of the water out of them, then folded them under his presser, pushed a foot pedal. The presser went hiss, and at the same moment a door panel slid back behind him.
Through the door panel I could see a busy office corridor, throng with shapely girls wearing pistols at their waists. Well, what do you know? I mused to myself. I've inadvertently stumbled into U.N.C.L.E.'s Paris headquarters.
Even though they were a hated rival organization, I had to admit that U.N.C.L.E. was diabolically clever at hiding their headquarters buildings. Like, who'd ever suspect that a tiny tailor's shop led to a huge underground office building?
While I was thus musing a whistle blew, signaling the end of a shift, and dozens of young men and women, all wearing guns, streamed out of the secret panel. And surged into the street, chattering and laughing.
Yes, I reflected, as dozens more employees streamed past me into the deserted French street, not even a resident of the street, let alone a casual passing spy, would guess that a huge secret organization had their headquarters here.
I thought about asking the Paris headquarters of U.N.C.L.E. if they had any girls handy but decided against it. Better SOVSMASH or even MINGFLING. The rivalry was less intense.
I paid the old French tailor, put on my newly pressed trousers and left as an old French clock struck four AM. I started my Jag and drove slowly through the hundreds more arriving for the late shift, but before I'd driven a few blocks the streets were empty again.
Not even a strolling poule, darn it. Just then a phone rang. My phone. Even though the joke was on me, I had to laugh. Here I'd been stopping at phone kiosks to make calls, forgetting completely that my armor plated Jaguar had its own phone.
I answered the phone, narrowly missing a late French cyclist.
"0008?" drawled a sultry female voice. "This is Moon Flower, better known to you of the so-called Free World as ZZZ99."
"ZZZ99 - of MINGFLING?" I gasped, momentarily losing control of the Jag and sending a late-strolling French pedestrian cartwheeling down the street.
"The same," chuckled the sultry female voice. "As you may have heard," she purred, "though I feel better Red than dead, I am no peasant. I never make love with my dainty shoes on. I heard you were in Paris."
"How did you get my unlisted secret phone number?" I grunted.
"From a girl at SWISSBANG, we have the same hairdresser. She got your number from her boy friend at BELGBASH, the Belgian outfit. Got a date for tonight? If not, I live at 22 Rue Bleu, second floor. Red door." She hung up.
I headed my Jag at full throttle toward Rue Bleu.
At last I had a date for the evening. If I survived, that is. But then, what's survival compared to love?
CHAPTER TWO
Thirsting for love, I knocked at the red door on the second floor, 22 Rue Bleu.
Instantly the door opened and a shapely Chinese chick was standing before me.
I grabbed her and covered her face with kisses, my hands sliding up her trim perfection to savor the warm contours of her body. "Moon Flower!" I gasped. "Perfidious though you may be politically speaking, it's a pleasure to, "
The Chinese chick was rudely jerked from my arms. I looked up blinking. The chick I'd been kissing was now sprawled on the floor rubbing her scalp. Evidently she'd been jerked backward by her long, lustrous black hair.
And standing before me was the girl who'd done the jerking. How could I possibly have made such a mistake. This girl was also Chinese, but taller, more regal and infinitely more beautiful. Also more shapely. Even through the thin silk robe she wore, I could see the full, rounded contours of her proud, arrogant breasts, her wide, imperious hips.
"Fool!" she snarled. "How could you mistake this servant girl, for Moon Flower!"
"An understandable mistake," I said apologetically. "After all, I've never met you in the flesh before and, "
"And," she sneered, "just because there are five hundred million Chinese in the world, you think we all look alike. How could you mistake me for a, a stupid pig of a vassal?"
"That's a pretty right-wing way of speaking for an agent of MINGFLING," I said curtly.
Moon Flower bit her shapely lip. "You're right. Rise, loyal pig of a servant girl, quickly, you clumsy trollop!" she added, aiming a kick at the cringing Chinese girl's shapely backside.
The Chinese maidservant scuttled away on all fours, bowing obsequiously in all directions.
"Alone at last," purred Moon Flower. "Shut the door, please, I have nosey neighbors. Two C.I.A. agents, a girl from U.N.C.L.E. and hordes of freelance spies."
"You must be pretty important," I said, kicking shut the door.
"I certainly am," sneered Moon Flower. "Look!" And she dramatically opened her silk gown, let it slither silkenly to the floor. She put her hands on her hips, flaunting her golden nakedness.
"Count my notches," she boasted.
I stared at her naked golden body. Stared harder. Sure enough, under her left breast was a row of tiny, tattooed red strokes.
"Forty-eight notches!" I gasped. "You've liquidated forty-eight agents of the Free World?"
"Not counting children," she boasted.
"How ghastly," I gasped. "If I wasn't here as your guest, for erotic purposes, I'd sure get a kick out of liquidating you."
"And," purred Moon Flower, "if you weren't my invited guest, for erotic purposes, I'd love to make you notch forty-nine. As it is, shall we be friends, for the remainder of the night, at least?"
"What else?" I said, leering at her incredible charms. "Kiss me, you agent provocateur!"
She smiled, an exotic, dangerous smile. "Not afraid of my famous Kiss of Death, you virile barbarian?"
"Kiss?" I queried, "of Death?"
"But of course. One of my most droll gambits. For several years now I have been giving myself weekly injections of cobra venom, gradually increasing the dosage until now I am quite immune even to the bite of a Queen Cobra. When a man - displeases me, I kiss him passionately, crush a tiny capsule of cobra venom between my teeth, and then bite him passionately on the lip. My victims always groan with delight - before going into their death agonies."
"Interesting," I said, making a mental note to pass the tip on to Research back at SADISTO HQ. "I trust you completely, of course, but truce or no truce, would you mind opening your mouth?"
She smiled and opened her lovely jaws. Gleaming white teeth, sharp and predatory looking; a pair of sensual Oriental lips; a passionately writhing tongue but no capsule.
I pulled her roughly to me, kissed her brutally on her full lips. Her sumptuously contoured body surged against mine, her belly a hot provocation, her hips a thirsting invitation, her breasts pneumatically insinuating against my chest.
Her slender arms wound around my neck and I slid one hand around her naked back, the other down to cup the golden flare of her buttocks and pull her even tighter against me, while her kiss mounted in intensity.
Her hot breath plumed from her nostrils to scorch my cheek and nose as her tongue fenced passionately with mine, lashing the inside of my mouth like the original serpent of Eve.
She was moaning now, moaning from the pent-up passion that I could feel throbbing in her body. Our locked lips seemed to possess each other; our tongues became wild wantons of writhing, entwining rapture.
She snarled with sudden sexual ferocity, bit deep into my lower lip. And I started going into convulsions, passion convulsions. Moon Flower, too, was writhing almost uncontrollably with desire, her fingers began to tear at my clothes with demoniac haste and intensity.
In a matter of moments she'd stripped me completely naked, her hands gliding over each new section of my body that she bared like amorous octopus tentacles.
Then I picked her up and carried her gleaming golden body into her bedroom. And what a bedroom! Straight out of an old Fu Manchu movie, only in Technicolor: nestled against scarlet silk drapes, a gold opium pipe smoldered on a golden smoking stand, and incense burned fitfully under a framed picture of Chou En Lai.
I dropped my voluptuous burden onto a huge, black silk covered bed, admiring the way the golden mountains of her breasts swayed and trembled like great volcanoes about to erupt.
She smiled, slid her long, golden legs apart and gestured with a sensuous wave of her hand toward the smoking stand.
"A few puffs of opium to prolong your staying power?" she murmured in a low, sultry voice.
"Thanks," I said, "but I don't need artificial stimulants, as you'll soon learn."
"Teach me, hated Imperialist!," she gasped, her eyes pools of sexy jade beneath her long black lashes. "Let's see how long you can coexist when I unleash my Socialistic sex upon you!"
I leered, and slid on the bed next to her, buried my face in the golden valley between her huge, warm, satin soft breasts, while my left hand stroked the soaring slopes of her nearest mammary, my right hand slid down the compound curved perfection of her wanton waist, her wide and gently rounded belly, the divine dip of her flesh that led my caressing fingers to the secret song of her body, and then the sweeping curves of her fabulously fleshed thighs...
She squirmed and twisted languorously on the bed, her long fingers sliding savoringly over my neck, and back, and arms.
I nuzzled the perfumed valley between her breasts, felt the throbbing warmth of bosom flesh against my cheeks, then raised my head a little and began to kiss the rich, ripe, rapture-packed hemispheres of her breasts.
Her nipples were as dark brown as carved teak, as tall and erect as unicorn horns, as inviting as original sin. Two pulsing flagpoles of promise, they swayed before me like bamboo shoots in a monsoon.
I cupped my lips over one, my tongue tracing the fullness of the firm fun-flesh, my lips savoring the crinkled warmth of her aureoles.
I caressed the warm tip of her breasts, first one, then the other, drawing into my body the heady nectar of her scent, the electric passion of her. She moaned and snarled like a tigress in heat, clasped the back of my head and pulled my face crushingly against her tender flesh.
My lips moved over the polished curves, my teeth sank playfully into the luscious mounds of resilient flesh.
I felt a surging wave of desire tighten in me, a languorous, coiling pulse of pleasure that sent hot, happy hormones suffusing through my veins.
I went on kissing her golden body. I kissed the hollow of her throat, her high cheekbones, her ripe lips; I kissed her brazen breasts again, the curved column of her waist, the sleek and rounded perfection of her belly.
"More," she gasped, "more..."
And I kissed her more, kissed her while my roving fingers found and fondled her most exciting curves, her most yielding flesh.
I kissed the sweeping curves of her long, luscious thighs while my fingers slid around her haunches to sink deep into the sumptuous softness of her buttocks. She arched her back and made a guttural purring noise as she slid her lovely legs wide, and I bent to the waiting vortex of her body.
She began to squirm and gasp as if I were torturing her, as if the stabbing, stroking, searching movements of my caresses were burning her flesh.
I teased her and kissed her until she was whimpering and sobbing with delight; I brought her supercharged emotions again and again to the brink of rapture, only to slacken the intensity of my caresses just in time. And each time she'd groan and her whole body would shudder in mingled delight and frustration, delight that the game would go on, frustration in that her passion hadn't been satisfied.
It was a tricky game to play, because each time I teased her almost to the point of no return, only to let her excitement recede just enough, her response became more rapid, and the time needed to bring her almost to the point became shorter and shorter.
Finally I had her so keyed up it required only one sliding caress to make her whole body quiver like a boiler about to explode.
Time to stop; so I stopped - and rolled her big and beautiful body over, and began to explore her Southside, from the nape of her neck to the soles of her dainty golden feet.
Up the soaring curve of her backbone my caress moved, over the proud span of her shoulders, the sweeping breadth of her hips, the insolently ripe and rounded mountains of her buttocks, the gleaming grace and grandeur of her great and gorgeous thighs...
Then I rolled her over once again, and sat astride her hips and played similar games with her buoyant and bouncing breasts, sinking my fingers deep into the quivering cones of breast-flesh, cupping them, polishing them, poking and probing them, twirling and teasing the excited towers of delight that were her nipples.
And then, I flopped beside her on the bed, and let her play a while with me.
And what wonderful games she knew...
Her fingertips slid like sparkling high-tension wires while her passionate lips and her shameless tongue took over the same task. Light kisses and passionate kisses, butterfly kisses and soul kisses.
Finally she knelt beside me and gave me a dose of Oriental sex torture, the torment of the million sparks, they call it. It's essentially a simple trick, though its effectiveness depends largely upon the skill of the girl who employs it. Moon Flower bent her head over me and began to sweep her long hair back and forth across my body.
Like an erotic, silk waterfall, her hair foamed and cascaded over my already sensitized flesh, painting my whole body with fire, making my chest and arms and legs tingle and burn with rapture.
Over my body slid the silken cascade of her hair, teasing and tantalizing me in a manner that had to be experienced to be appreciated. It was delicate yet scorchingly excruciating; feather soft - but emotionally powerful.
A moment later I felt a stronger, warmer caress: she was stroking me with the tips of her golden breast, letting her mighty chest fruit sway in lazy arcs just above me.
Back and forth swayed her soft, full breasts, her nipples scoring my body like pencils sketching erotic designs, their resilient sides nudging me where I most appreciated being nudged.
"I know another trick," she murmured, "if you like, I'll, "
"Another time," I gasped. "Maybe later. Right now I'm too tense. C'mere!"
And she obediently stretched out on the bed beside me and, side-by-side, we surged together. Nakedly, passionately, ardently. Our bodies met in tingling contact from our locked lips to our tangled toes, her arms wound tightly around me, my arms encircling the golden glamor of her.
The instant our bodies meshed she let out her breath in a pagan hiss, as if she were a golden killer whale who'd just been harpooned.
Her hips rose up off the bed, swaying and thrashing, sending me even deeper into her embrace, shaking me, rocking me, while her internal muscles throbbed and squeezed with startling force and frantic passion.
Our lips locked and our tongues wrestled while the maelstrom swirled, while her long scarlet fingernails raked my back and her legs flailed the bed.
"Master me!" she shrieked. "Ravish me! Violate me! Possess me! Faster! Faster!"
In her excitement she spoke in Chinese (which, as a trained SADISTO agent, I naturally understood) but I think I could have gleaned her meaning even if she'd shrieked in Swahili.
And I did the best I could to master her, possess her, and ravish her.
My body became a racing reciprocal engine, a slamming, ramming, runaway machine of pleasure.
Flesh slid against flesh, flesh thudded into flesh. I gritted my teeth with the fervor and fury while my groping hands found and grasped the heaving bliss balloons of her breasts, while her soft legs wrapped themselves around my hips, while the tension soared higher and higher each microsecond that passed.
And then a thunderclap of ecstasy burst, and wave after wave of titanic passion swept over us, deafening us, blinding us, carrying us along on a pulsing flood that drenched us, saturated us with total pleasure.
The dazzling, savage, demoniac urge that is stronger than life itself took possession of us as our bodies rocked with each cataclysmic implosion and explosion, as the universe seemed to shatter and then coalesce in concentric circles of joy that flamed outward from us.
Time seemed to slow, almost to halt, and a few seconds of rapture seemed to endure of eons until, at last, the red haze of ecstasy faded and we drifted silently through darkness, through silence...
Then I sucked in my breath with a gasp and rolled from the golden body, now gleaming with the sweat of our lovemaking, and lay beside Moon Flower while her great breasts heaved as she fought for breath.
A moment later she slid off the bed, her body as supple as a golden python.
"A drink?" she purred, deftly pouring golden liquid from a golden decanter into golden goblets.
"Love one," I said, rising to my feet with an effort, ignoring the goblet she held out toward me and picking up the one she'd poured for herself.
"Silly boy," she laughed. "Think I'd poison you just because our truce is over?" She laughed again, but casually dumped the contents of the goblet I'd refused into a vase of golden flowers (which instantly wilted, then shriveled up), poured herself a fresh goblet.
We drank a silent toast.
"Too bad," she murmured, "that the accident of politics makes us sworn enemies. I'll miss you, after you've gone."
"I was thinking the same thing," I said, dressing myself rapidly. I straightened my tie (and at the same instant worked loose a tiny gelatin capsule), stifled a yawn (and slid the capsule into my mouth) and smiled at her.
She smiled back, turned her back on me for a moment to put down her empty goblet. In the polished surface of the decanter I saw the tiny reflected image of her right hand flip a capsule into the tiny reflected image of her mouth. She turned back. "A goodbye kiss?"
"Of course, darling," I said, reaching for her. Our lips touched, and instantly I bit down on the capsule in my mouth and then bit deep into her lower lip. She pulled back with a yelp, then snarled and flung herself forward, snapping at me like a hopped-up snapping turtle.
I shoved her playfully back with a fast-moving knee to her groin. She fell sprawling on the bed, snarled at me, cobra venom dripping from the corners of her shapely mouth. She struggled to her feet, then swayed suddenly, as her eyes went wide with panic.
"Lethal bites," I chuckled, "is a game two can play at. Too bad your carefully built up immunity to cobra venom won't protect you from the massive dose of rattlesnake venom I just injected into your lower lip. The neurotoxin of cobras is chemically different from the hemotoxin of the pit viper family. And since, heh, heh, rattlesnakes are restricted to the Free World, I guess you haven't been able to build up an immunity."
She said nothing. She was too busy writhing in death agonies on the floor.
I stepped over her luscious, writhing body, struck a small golden gong. A moment later her Chinese maidservant entered, to stare alternately and with equal dismay at the sight of her mistress' heels drumming a tattoo on the carpet, and the sight of my Walther PPK, which was aimed at her dainty belly.
"Care to defect to the Free World?" I asked pleasantly. "If you've picked up any secrets eavesdropping on Moon Flower, the Free World would love to have you around."
She defected on the spot. I gave her cab fare and directions to SADISTO's secret Paris headquarters. Within an hour she'd be on her way to Washington. Where she'd be interrogated, brain washed, congratulated - and then dragged off to SADISTO's underground rifle range to serve as a live target.
At SADISTO we get our money's worth out of defectees.
CHAPTER THREE
Back in Washington I reported at once to the General, who was sitting behind his desk fifteen stories beneath the rolling hills of Maryland.
"Scratch ZZZ99 of MINGFLING," I said, stifling a yawn. "I gave her a rattlesnake bite. Her maid should be here shortly, for her interrogation and our target practice."
"Well done," said the General, pouring me a drink.
"While ZZZ99 was writhing around in agony, how did you give her the coup de grace? With a broken bottle? A rusty knife? A garlic pointed stick?"
"Why," I said, "I just left her there. Writhing. But nothing could save her - she got the concentrated venom of fifty diamondback rattlesnakes injected into her lower lip. And, since there aren't any rattlesnakes in China, Asia or Europe, how could she have built up an immunity?"
"They have rattlesnakes," snarled the General, "in Cuba. Also Chinese technicians. Maybe she was immune all along - and just put on an act to fool you."
He scooped up a red phone, put through a call to Paris. A moment later he slammed down the phone and scowled at me. "She was immune. At least, a naked Chinese girl answering her description was seen dashing into the Albanian Embassy nursing a swollen lower lip. ZZZ99 is still in action. Another goof on your part, 0008."
I said nothing. I was too mortified.
The General puffed on his pipe and glowered at me. "If," he snarled, "you can keep from making too many goofs in the near future, I have a new assignment for you."
"Yes sir," I said, saluting smartly. Which was a real mistake, since I'd forgotten I was holding the drink the General had poured me. I wiped Bourbon from my face, hoping the General hadn't noticed my clumsiness. He had.
"If you're quite through playing games," he snarled, "you can tell me what you know about undersea acclimatization stations."
"Gladly," I said. "From what I've read, the U.S. Navy has been sinking huge steel underwater living quarters in various places, near Bermuda, off La Jolla, California and other places. The French, too, have been going down, I mean submerging for long periods, too. Cousteau's team lived for a long while under the Red Sea."
"Right," said the General. He punched a button on his desk and a huge screen on the wall opposite lighted up. A full-color movie began to project, and what a movie!
"Wow!" I gasped. "Look at that full-breasted naked girl ride that donkey! Look at that lusty donkey ride that, "
"Bah!" said the General, interrupting me and punching another button. "I pushed the wrong button. Ah, here we are."
And so we were. Looking at a full-color drawing of an underwater life support station. It looked sort of like a huge metal starfish: a big yellow dome from which radiated round metal arms studded with portholes. Around it on the sea bottom were other metal structures, an underwater garage or hangar for a diving saucer, an underwater mess hall and movie theater, an underwater workshop, an underwater pool, etc. etc.
"As you know," said the General, pacing back and forth in front of the projected drawing, "life support systems like these enable men to work under water for long periods. Ordinarily a diver can't spend too long working under water. His tanks can't hold very much air, and during very deep dives he has to spend eight hours decompressing on the way to the surface for every half hour he spends on the bottom."
"Right," I said. "But if he has a submarine life support station to return to, he can stay under for weeks, even months. Way back in 1963 some of Cousteau's men lived under the Red Sea for over a month. And since then, "
"Since then," said the General, "undersea stations have been getting ever larger, and deeper. Cousteau's Conshelf Five project envisions an underwater station 660 feet deep, with divers making forays from it to 1,300 feet." He lowered his voice. "The U.S. projects, some of them, are more highly classified. But I can tell you in confidence that we've had men, dozens of men, going down, I mean living, at incredible depths."
He turned to the diagram projected on the wall and launched into a long and very boring discussion on the logistics and theory of men living under water. The big problem, as he explained it, was that most life support stations under the sea required a mother ship hovering over them or, as in the case of the La Jolla life support station, umbilical cords reaching to the shore.
"The Bermuda experiment," he told me, "had to be aborted prematurely because of the threat of bad weather, the life support station was not self-sufficient enough to be left unattended."
"That's an easy problem to solve," I said. "Why don't they build an undersea life support station - and then sink an old surplus Liberty ship alongside of it? Loaded with food canisters, oxygen, tools and so on. One Liberty ship could hold enough supplies to make a life support station self-sufficient for months."
"How," gasped the General, "did you find out that highly classified concept?"
"I just thought it up," I said, rather proudly. "I mean, any person of average intelligence would come to the same conclusion."
"Perhaps so," said the General suspiciously. "The fact is, by dumb accident, you've stumbled upon the key concept of Project Stingray, now being conducted for the U.S. Government by the Hydrospace Corporation." He punched another button, and a movie of a nude young girl wearing a tiny aqualung was projected before my fascinated eyes.
The girl was swimming languorously under water. Close behind her, in hot pursuit, swam a lusty looking eel. Doubtless looking for a warm cave to wriggle into, as eels do. The eel caught up with the young girl, and began to wriggle excitedly. As did the voluptuous, obviously depraved naked girl. Wow! Wha!
"Blast!" snarled the General, breaking into my thoughts as he jabbed at another button. "Ah, here's the slide I wanted."
And onto the screen was projected a photograph of a model undersea life support station. A really big one, this time, large enough for a hundred or more men to live in. It looked a bit like a wagon wheel, a big central metal hub, tubular spokes radiating out from it, and a tubular rim. I could guess its huge actual size by the minute portholes it was studded with.
"Station Seasquirt," said the General. "Station Seasquirt, together with ninety men and ten girls, was sunk in three-hundred-and fifty feet of water off Guam three months ago. Alongside it was sunk a surplus Liberty ship, crammed with supplies. A mother ship kept station above for three weeks, then fled before a typhoon. For a month the seas were too rough for the mothership to return. When she did, her divers discovered a lifeless life support station. All ten girls had vanished, and of the ninety men, eighty-five were, " he paused dramatically ", dead!"
"Of oxygen deficiency?" I asked.
"Of bullet wounds," growled the General. "Furthermore, certain key parts of their bodies had been removed, like for trophies."
"Which parts?" I asked, pouring myself a triple shot of Bourbon.
The General told me.
"Just as I'd figured," I said, gulping down my drink and pouring a new triple shot. "What do you suppose happened?"
"We don't know," said the General. "The Russians? They have the technical capability, but, for certain reasons, we don't suspect them."
"What reasons?" I asked.
"Like, we telephoned them and asked them," said the General. "They said no, they hadn't been messing around with any of our life support stations. Said they wouldn't dream of doing so, or we might start messing around with their undersea life support stations. Under the circumstances, we must believe them."
I nodded my head, and gnashed my teeth. The amiable attitude the Russians had assumed in the last few years, off the record if not in print, had greatly curtailed the activities of SADISTO. Like when SADISTO agents took potshots at SVOSMASH agents nowadays, the SOVSMASH agents simply ducked and yelled things like, 'Knock it off, you some kind of fanatic or something?' It was a very frustrating situation to dedicated Free World fighters. The Russians actually didn't want to fight.
Most likely they were more scared of the Chinese from MINGFLING. Like us, to be frank.
"General," I said. "You tell me the ten girls from Project Stingray had vanished, and that eighty-five of the ninety men were dead of bullet wounds. And other injuries. What of the remaining five men?"
"Gone," said the General. "Gone we know not where. And those five, interestingly enough, were the most handsome, virile and muscular of the lot. Almost as if, but no, that's not possible."
"Hmmm," I said, wondering what he meant. "And this is all to date?"
"I wish it were," sighed the General. "The fact is; Station Flounder, twenty miles off Puerto Rico, also seems to be in trouble. Like, they don't respond to our signals any more."
"Has a mother ship rushed to the scene?" I asked.
"No. Because, as I guess I forgot to mention, the mothership that rushed to the site of Station Seasquirt was subsequently blown up with all hands. We don't care to risk another mothership. We'd rather risk, you."
"I'm ready," I said, shivering with panic inside.
"Good show," said the General. "You'll leave at dawn. But meanwhile, SADISTO agent Elkit will brief you on the latest diving techniques. Report to Level Twelve - on the double."
And, reluctantly, I did.
 
 -
 
Level Twelve, at SADISTO's gigantic underground headquarters, is devoted mostly to enormous undersea tanks.
I took the elevator up to twelve, knocked, and was admitted by a plump-breasted young girl who was nude above the waist. Below the waist she was wearing a sort of mermaid tail.
"Hi," she said, after I'd given her my number and mission. "Don't mind my costume, we're having an office party in Tank Seven. I'm supposed to be a mermaid. Like my tail?"
"Love it," I said. "Where do I find agent Elkit?"
"Pool Nine. She's expecting you."
And, after casually caressing the chick with the pouting breasts and the mermaid tail, I made my way to Pool Nine.
Agent Elkit was waiting. And what an agent!
About six feet tall, she was blonde, and nude allover. Nude, that is, save for the gleaming black web of the scuba tanks she carried on her back.
She sauntered over and smiled at me. "So you're 0008. The man who's about to die, in all probability, in order to learn the secret of Station Flounder's failing to answer signals."
I frowned at this obvious security leak. Aloud I said, "I don't see why they don't send an expert diver, like you, to the scene of the probable crime."
Elkit smiled. "Let's not show our anti-feminine hostility so blatantly, eh? You'd rather a gorgeous girl like me died in your place, eh? Tsk, tsk. But to be practical, I dare say the General decided I was too valuable to risk. I'm an instructor, capable of training dozens, or hundreds, of agents. But you, you're merely a triple zero - agent. Designed and trained to be expendable. After all, why else would the Government pay you a hundred and seventy-five a week?"
I sneered at her. Little did she suspect that, thanks to fudging on my income tax and cheating on my expense account, I raised my take-home pay to close to a hundred and ninety a week.
"None of your lip, agent Elkit," I sneered. "Your job is to brief me on current diving techniques, pronto."
She sneered back, then smiled. "Why not? All right, 0008. I presume you're familiar with standard scuba tanks?"
"Of course," I said. "Many's the shapely enemy agent I've liquidated underwater."
"No doubt. But the art has advanced considerably in the past year or so. For example, the rig I have on my back is a variation of the Krasberg setup. It's a combination of compressed air, helium and oxygen tanks, with a set of delicate sensors that regulate the intake of each, according to depth. It's a recirculator, of course, with a CO2 scrubber, so it's good for long periods."
"I know all about the Krasberg rig," I snarled. "I read Popular Mechanics and other technical journals. So this rig will take me to a thousand-foot depth or more, in safety, what else is new?"
Elkit glared at me. "Wise guy, eh? Well, this variation on the Krasberg rig has been tested to almost three thousand feet. True, we lost a number of agents at that level, but down to two thousand - five we do just great."
She smiled at me. A nasty smile. "Want to test it out? We have a three-thousand-foot well you can dive in."
"I'll take your word," I said. "Besides, I won't be diving that deep, I hope. Station Flounder is only three hundred and fifty feet down."
"Then," crooned Elkit. "I'd be wasting my time instructing you on deep diving techniques. Slip on this rig, here, and let's practice some other operations. Strip all the way naked first, please."
I stripped all the way naked, not unconscious of Elkit's fascinated gaze and strapped on a conventional scuba rig.
"This way," she murmured, plunging off a low platform into a wide, deep pool. I watched her bare, round buttocks vanish into a ripple of visually distorting water, plunged after her, the fathometer on my wrist marking the distance I was descending. Sixty feet, ninety feet, a hundred and twenty feet.
And then I was at the bottom. And so was Elkit. "Welcome, stranger," she chuckled through her underwater intercom. "Make yourself at home in my, heh, heh, den."
I stared at her while bubbles drifted upward, lazily, from my tanks.
"What did you have in mind?" I asked through my underwater intercom (originally complex but now so simple you can buy them for thirty-eight-ninety-five).
"I was thinking," she murmured through her intercom, while she turned suggestively on her back and drifted along the bottom, trailing an erotic cloud of bubbles, "that you might be interested in experiencing, the rapture of the depths!"
"Due to oxygen narcosis?" I gasped.
"To inflict rapture," she husked through her intercom, "I don't need compressed oxygen. Cuddle closer, agent 0008."
Which I did, as fast as my flippers would take me. Now I was drifting but a couple of feet above Elkit's nude and inviting body. The straps that held on her scuba gear, I noticed with interest, wound around her shoulders and her thighs, but left the central portions of her body unbound and open. I drifted lower.
"That's it," she murmured, lazily kicking her flipper clad feet. "Now swim down toward me, slightly behind me, until our naked bodies brush together. Then swim fast, you dig?"
"But my training," I protested, through the underwater intercom. "Will this prove useful combating foes of the Free World underwater?"
"Who can tell?" murmured Elkit. "Meanwhile - swim closer, lover boy."
So I swam closer. And closer. And a moment later my naked flesh met her naked flesh. And, I got turned on. A hundred and twenty feet below human ken, out of sight of all, why not get turned on?
"Sugar pie," I gasped, grabbing for her out-thrust breasts and zeroing in toward her waiting target zone, "this is it, eh?"
"It isn't the bends," she chuckled, and undulated closer to me. And closer, and closer, until our naked bodies, mine rigid and alert, hers soft and receptive, met and junctioned, rapturously, a hundred twenty feet down. Way down.
After that, after that it was a joyous jumbling of linked bodies, a rolling end over end, a yawing and pitching, a twisting and writhing of pure delight.
Weightless, perfectly supported by the warm water, dimly illumined by underwater lamps that ran up the side of the tank toward the surface a hundred and twenty feet above, we performed precision sexual acrobatics. It was a lazy, crazy, offbeat way of making love.
I've had my share of love under water, of course what agent with a scuba tank and a girl friend hasn't? But never before had I made it with such a skilled underwater swimmer as Elkit. She was showing off, of course; trying to show me how much better she was underwater than I was.
But I matched her every stunt, topped her every maneuver. I zoomed around her legs, and she around mine. I flashed past her nude body in a trick called the Three Point Slide, a trick where the girl floats in the water, horizontally or vertically, and a man swims fast past her, just close enough so that three points of their flesh touch, her nipples grazing the man's chest and belly as he flashes by, and the tip of his, nose, doing the same favor for her.
We Contra-Rotated, a stunt where you swim together until your navels touch and then, with adroit use of hands and flippers, you rotate like two propellers, but always touching.
It's harder than it sounds, but a lot of fun as now her thighs, now her breasts, glide over your chest. And vice versa.
Then she jack-knifed her body, touching her toes as she slowly tumbled end over end, her plump buttocks gleaming like beacons.
And I swam around her in circles, matching her speed, allowing for centrifugal force, which would send me spiraling out from her, until my body rammed with perfect precision into the soft warm target she became...
We played other underwater games, too, some of them invented by SADISTO divers, and hence classified Top Secret. And we ended with the Pusher Tug Ploy, a satisfying maneuver in which Elkit, her long and lovely legs slightly apart, floated horizontally in the water, while I swam slowly and steadily up to her, with just a flicker of my flippers, until my body locked into hers, like a ship in port.
Rapture of the depths indeed, gliding silently through warm water, Elkit's breasts sliding back and forth across my chest, our bellies touching together. And then, with a frantic ejaculation of bubbles, we reached a climax of pulsing, oxygenated desire...
After which we drifted slowly toward the surface, decompressing as we cooled. It took a long while, but Elkit and I found games to play en route.
And early next morning I was winging my way toward Project Flounder, little dreaming the passion-drenched, water-logged adventures that awaited me below...
CHAPTER FOUR
I flew in one of Sadisto's private jets, a converted B-58 Hustler, alone save for the pilot.
Ten minutes after takeoff, though, I was no longer alone, the pilot came back to chat. And what a pilot!
A small, nude girl, except for a pilot's cap, and boots, of about five-feet-three, she had auburn hair and big, green eyes. Also boobs. Fantastic boobs. Attached to an Amazon, they might have appeared reasonably normal, but attached to this chick they were incredible. But nice.
"Hi," she said, sauntering toward me, her diminutive but shapely hips swaying erotically, "I'm Vanda, your pilot. Anything I can do to make your trip more comfortable?"
"Who's minding the store?" I asked sliding back in the padded easy chair I'd been reclining in.
"The automatic pilot, silly," she said, slithering onto my lap. "How come you're wearing so many clothes?"
"How come you're stark naked?" I asked, reaching for her titanic breasts and giving them a friendly squeeze.
"Silly boy," she crooned. "All of us SADISTO flygirls fly light. A jug of wine, lipstick and a bottle of vitamin pills is all we need. Why don't you slip out of those pesky clothes, huh? This crate cruises at close to a thousand miles an hour. We don't have much time."
I slid her off my lap, slid out of my clothes, fast. And all at once she was swarming all over me.
Taken aback, I fell to the cabin floor, not an uncomfortable thing to do, since all of SADISTO's private jets have twelve inches of foam rubber under their shag rug carpeting. Vanda fell right on top of me, and quickly wriggled into a strategic position.
A deft wriggle on her part, an adroit twist, a comfortable settling of her buttocks, and she was situated.
"Oof!" she gasped with a grin. "I feel so full, so, "And at that instant the jet plunged downward.
"The plane's out of control!" I gasped, as we both drifted toward the ceiling.
"Nonsense," she crooned. "I merely programmed the automatic pilot. For the next ten minutes we should have a lively flight."
And we did.
An instant later the jet's nose lifted, and my backside thumped hard against twelve inches of foam rubber. And Vanda thumped hard against me.
After that the plane began to weave, and we swayed with each turn it took. Then it began to porpoise, bouncing us up and down with stirring force at the rate of about once every three seconds, at first.
Then every two seconds, for about a minute, and then once a second, and then faster, until the plane seemed to be bouncing us up and down like a demented exercise couch, which was what it had become, in actuality.
And what exercise, and what bouncing...
Vanda bobbed up and down as if she were riding a trotting horse English style, and every time her compact young body bounced up or down, a million thrills surged through me.
What marvels automation is capable of, I mused (while she bounced up and down) - a simple tape attached to the autopilot of a jet can take all the work, but none of the fun, out of strenuous lovemaking.
Faster and faster the plane undulated up and down, until her body was beating a frenzied tattoo against me.
And then, as the plane, and Vanda and I, soared upward, weightless through space, there came the first of many shattering explosions of joy, a paroxysm of pure delight that was instantly followed by another, mightier detonation. Again and again tidal waves of rapture flooded through me while Vanda and I drifted in mid-cabin, in another universe.
And time passed...
But not much time. The B-58, even in its luxury version, travels fast. Even before the final pulses of remembered pleasure had ebbed away, Vanda wriggled free and with a mumbled "'Scuse me," darted back toward the pilot's compartment.
A few moments later, again on autopilot, the great jet circled a thousand feet over the wave, tossed surface of the Caribbean. Ten miles away, the shores of Puerto Rico gleamed green and gold in the sun. Directly below, a tiny yellow radio beacon tossed on a waste of waters.
"That's it," said Vanda, pointing straight down. "Ready or not, down you drop."
"I know, don't rush me," I snarled, struggling into my tuxedo, dry suit, aqualung and parachute.
Nude and relaxed (and why not? She didn't have to plunge into shark, and danger infested water) Vanda blew me a kiss. "Want me to shove you out, or will you jump voluntarily?"
"If you weren't a valuable SADISTO flygirl," I snarled, "I'd take you with me, dressed as you are. As it is, go take a, "
Before I could finish, Vanda, grinning impishly, pushed a button, and a trapdoor snapped open directly under me. Down I plunged.
And down and down. Why didn't the parachute open? Oh, yes; I hadn't pulled the ripcord. I grabbed the metal ring, yanked it. C-rations and gin bottles cascaded from my knapsack. Curses. Wrong ring. I grabbed again, yanked again. A huge yellow banner, with the letters HELP! stenciled on it in orange, billowed out behind me, then whipped off into the clouds. I tried a third ring. And got the Beatles over station WVWV on my midget transceiver. Then, as the water whizzed up to meet me.
Twenty feet from the ocean swells I snapped loose the parachute harness, dropped free toward the green water below, remembering to adjust my scuba mask just in time. I hit the water hard, feet first, plunged down, and down, and down...
A hammerhead shark swirled by me, braking hard to turn and snap at me too late. I was dropping through the water too fast. Down I plummeted, and down, swallowing fast the whole time to equalize the pressure in my eardrums.
Then my rate of descent slowed, and I was able to enjoy the lucid green panorama around me: shoals of silver fish swirling by like wreaths of smoke; a pelagic jellyfish drifting past trailing five foot tentacles of multicolored agony; a two foot squid jetting past in a trail of sepia.
And then, taking shape far below me, I saw the wagon wheel form of Station Flounder, a bright, yellow matrix of manmade metal chambers. I moved my flippers, slowed my descent, drifted to a gentle landing on soft sand fifty yards from the outer tubular ring.
I jettisoned a few lead weights, began to swim slowly toward it. Everything looked okay. Lights gleamed faintly from portholes; I could hear the hum of machinery not far away. But no people. No divers coming and going. A hundred yards to my right I could see the sunken hulk of a Liberty ship. One side had been entirely opened, and I could see rack upon rack of air tanks, supply canisters and fresh water drums. Enough supplies to support a hundred men for months.
I swam closer to the entrance port, passing a pair of diving saucers, yellow and science-fictionish in the faint light that filtered through three hundred and fifty feet of sea water.
I kept swimming. Past a tethered bathyscaphe rocking lazily to some underwater current; past a row of gleaming shark cages, as empty of men as of sharks; past a fifty foot deep diving submarine resting silently on the bottom; past a row of pliofilm balloons containing exotic looking fish.
Then I was at the main entrance port, a light-studded portal of plate glass. Having been well briefed, I swam up to the glass, then dived down, and up. An instant later I'd surfaced inside the entrance port.
I pulled off my mask. Water, held down by the high-pressure air of the entrance port, lapped lazily on a circle around me. I found a ladder, climbed out. Through the plate glass I could see bright colored fish drift by, eyes staring, mouths moving soundlessly. At my feet the surface of the water stilled as the disturbance of my passing ebbed.
No major air leak. If the pressure had fallen much below ten atmospheres, seawater would have surged into the entrance port. As it was, it was held back effectively by the compressed air, as if an inverted coffee can had been pushed under water.
I stripped off my diving gear, smoothed out a wrinkle in my tuxedo, took out a cigarette only to remember in time that the air was too thick for comfortable smoking.
"Anybody here?" I yelled.
Silence.
I began walking through the metal tunnel leading from the entrance port. Fifty feet along I came to the watertight door leading to the main working quarters. It was open. I walked through, fingering my Walther PPK. Nothing. Silence.
"Front and center!" I yelled, my voice tinny and falsetto, thanks to the helium in the air, a gas too light to permit human vocal chords to resonate properly. Nobody answered. Nobody except a cheerful looking parrot in a cage. The parrot chirped at me in soprano, squeaked a profanity, then shook its feathers and subsided.
No poison gases. But no people, either. Until, that is, I reached the central chamber the combination mess hall movie theater and lounge for off-duty divers. A movie screen glowed white and blank; whatever movie had been showing had come to an end long ago. Before me, in the garish light, lay the late audience, close to a hundred men. All dead, all riddled with bullets. And all missing, part of their anatomy.
"Who," I mused, "in this day and age, collects scalps?"
Nobody answered me. Everybody was dead.
Remembering the General's briefing, I found my way to the central communication room. Four more bodies, also minus 'scalps.' I flicked several switches, was rewarded by lights glowing in the proper places.
"Agent 0008 reporting," I said, involuntarily. "Come in, somebody."
(If it amazes anybody that I was able to talk via radio while under three hundred and fifty feet of water, shame on them. It's been public knowledge for several years that radio waves can be made to travel upward of fifty miles under water, and the Puerto Rican relay must have been less than a dozen miles away.)
Almost at once, I heard the General's voice. "Well?"
"All of the men seem to be dead, shot," I said. "No girls around. What do I do now, wait for the mothership?"
"No," squeaked the General. "You think we want it torpedoed? Just sit tight. And wait. Some foul fiend is liquidating our undersea life support stations one by one. To do that, he must be plenty hip, technologically speaking. So hip he is no doubt listening to our conversation right now. Once he realizes you are alone and relatively helpless, no doubt he'll return to finish you off, and we may learn something."
"Yeah, but, "
I broke off. Because the General had signed off and the signal light had blinked out. I was cut off. Also alone. Alone in a tomb three hundred and fifty feet under water. With no girls.
There had been girls, a short time ago. I checked on that. I wandered morosely through the female quarters. A bra here, a pair of black lace panties there. Lipstick and perfume and bottles of pills, vitamin pills, that is.
And what girls they must have been! When I wandered through the men's quarters I came across pin-up photo after pin-up photo. All of the same ten girls. Sometimes in wetsuits, sometimes in shorts and half suits. Ten luscious, full-breasted, wide-hipped, smiling-eyed, adventure-loving chicks had once, a few days ago, lived under water with ninety lusty men.
Intimately, judging by the lipstick stains I found on masculine pillows and the mingled scent of ten perfumes I found in every masculine bunk.
But then, Station Flounder had been a civilian operation, run by the Hydrospace Corporation, and civilian operations are much more swinging than Navy projects.
And where had all the young girls gone? A good question. A question I asked myself again and again during the next few days and nights, while I paced the deserted undersea station.
(How come the bodies didn't start to stink? They did. I dropped them one by one through the entrance portal, the sharks loved me for it.)
Alone I paced through the gigantic undersea complex, now stopping to sip at a bottle of compressed champagne (it didn't sparkle; the air rushed in instead of out), now sampling an unfrozen steak or a morsel of caviar. When I got real bored I read a book (Candy, The Kama Sutra, The Perfumed Garden, A Sex Guide for Unmarried Couples) or ran off a movie (and what movies! No soggy Hollywood features for this isolated project; just the cream of the Tangiers and Mexico City stag film crop).
But mostly I paced - and waited. For what, I knew not, but suspected. And feared.
And then one day, while I paced restlessly, I heard the pad of wet flippers behind me. I whirled and, thud! So I wasn't quick enough and got hit over the head. Who's perfect?
With that comforting thought I crumpled to the floor, little suspecting the Horror to which I'd awake...
CHAPTER FIVE
When I woke again I was naked, and a gigantic shark was leering at me a foot away. I leaped back, but it was okay. I was safe and dry, and the shark was on the other side of a foot thick quartz viewport.
I sat up. I was in a bunk, a huge bunk, in a big, modernistic cabin. And alone, at least for a moment. Because an instant later a metal door opened and a girl walked through.
An interesting looking girl. She was blonde and she was nude save for black sea boots a black leather belt and a black foul-weather hat perched on her blonde head. She carried a black sextant in her hand.
"Nautron respoc lorni virch?" she muttered. Then she shook her head and stepped deftly and nudely out the door, slamming it behind her.
"Hey, wait!" I yelled. "Come back! You some kind of nut, or something?"
Silence.
Silence broken a moment later by the vibrant sound of a gigantic organ, a mighty Wurlitzer! I listened, spellbound, while the organ throbbed powerfully through the stirring strains of She Loves You, Yeah Yeah Yeah; Goldfinger; Unchained Love; and Party Girl.
I gasped. Where was I? Who was the phantom organist playing out his or her soul on the mighty Wurlitzer? Why did nautron respoc lorni virch? Sound familiar?
Then the answer came to me, part of the answer, at least. Nautron respoc lorni virch was the mystic phrase uttered again and again by the navigator in Jules Verne's Twenty Thousand Leagues Under The Sea.
Could I be in a submarine? I looked out the viewport. Sea and fish were whizzing by. Yep, I was. Was I a prisoner? I tried the cabin door. Locked. Yep, I was.
Was my captor a mad captain who resembled James Mason? Nope.
Because at that instant the cabin door swung open, and there stood a woman.
Quite a woman.
Not an old woman, she might have been twenty-four, or five, and not an ugly woman. She was big, though. About six feet tall and close to a yard wide across her magnificent hips. But for a silver chain collar around her neck, a silver chain belt around her slender waist, silver chain bracelets and silver chain anklets, she was nude and bronze.
Her body was bronze all over, from her big toes to her bigger boobs. Every part of her magnificent body was bronze, save for her tawny brown aureoles and her dark, brown nipples. And her jet, black hair. Nice hair. Thick and shiny and lustrous and black, it fell in shimmering waves almost to her shapely buttocks.
What a woman!
Except for her sex, and shape, she might have been the reincarnation of Doc Savage she was that bronze.
Even her big, sensuous eyes were bronze.
She smiled at me, a cruel, appraising smile. "Welcome aboard the Nautipuss," she said, her voice a rich, sex-drenched baritone, but a feminine baritone, an Arabic accent tantalizingly laced with British. "I am, Captain Demo."
I looked at her. Was she some kind of nut? Obviously. Aloud I said, "Good deal. My name is Trevor Anderson, better known as 0008. What cooks?"
Her lips twisted into the semblance of a sexy smile. "Good. I understand you. Your slang is dated, but then, so am I."
"This is your submarine?" I asked, my eyes slithering, a bit raptly, over her nude, magnificent bronzed breasts belly and buttocks, not to mention her thighs. (And what thighs!)
"Yes," she murmured (a deep, throaty murmur that made the furniture shake and shattered a wine goblet on a bunkside table). "Yes, this is my submarine." She raised her bronze hands until they clasped the mighty globes of her bronzed breasts. "And this, the undersea world, is my domain."
She was a nut all right. But how dangerous a nut?
"You call your boat the Nautipuss?" I said. "Rather an unusual name, eh?"
She scowled at me, and another wine glass shattered. "Not at all," she snapped. "I would have called it the Nautilus II, but the name Nautilus, made famous by Monsieur Verne, has been preempted and debased. But you divert me. You are a famous scientist no? Yes. Otherwise you would not have been sent by the so-called Free World to challenge my sovereignty."
I wasn't about to argue with her. What the heck, I read Popular Mechanics and Popular Science now and then. "I guess you could call me a scientist," I said. "And you?"
"I am first of all, a woman!" she announced. Somewhat needlessly. I mean, seeing as how she was nude and all her charms were kind of obvious. Wonderfully obvious.
"But I am also," she husked, "an idealist. As you may have guessed."
"Sure," I said. "But tell me more."
She did. "Since you ask, and since you are a scientist, I shall break my silence, and speak. My name, as I've mentioned, is Captain Demo. But that is but the name I have called myself by since I cast loose from civilized society. My real name is, no matter! My new name, my true name is, Captain Demo!"
"Imagine that," I said. "And how did you happen to get command of an oceangoing submarine?"
She smiled at me. A condescending smile. "You doubt my command and authority," she murmured. "You should not. Suffice to say that I was born a subject of a small Middle Eastern state, an Arab nation courted by both East and West. A few years ago my father, the Prime Minister, asked for bids on a submarine. If Nasser can have submarines, he argued, why not our nation? Russia, the U.S., England and France all offered to sell us a submarine; a new, unused submarine for nothing down and a few hundred thousand barrels of oil a month."
"Ah," I said. "You're an Arabian girl from an Arabian oil nation, eh?"
An imperious nod of her head told me I'd guessed right. She went on with her story. The Russians had delivered a submarine, a huge, ultramodern, nuclear powered vessel. The U.S. had sent a ten year supply of enriched uranium to fuel it. The British had fitted it with the latest in electronic equipment, including inertial and doppler navigating gear.
The French had tastefully decorated the interior. The Chinese had supplied torpedoes. And so on. The submarine had become the pride and joy of the tiny, backward Arab land, a tourist attraction and a favorite place to hold state receptions and parties. Once or twice it had even put to sea.
"Meanwhile," continued the luscious Captain Demo, "you should know that I, as a modern woman in an old fashioned nation led our national Women's Rights movement. I made it illegal for Arab girls under thirty to wear veils, argued for the vote, and to prove that Arab girls could do anything, I had a hundred bright girls trained as submariners. My father the Prime Minister had made me an honorary Admiral, so my request was at once carried out."
"Astonishing," I said. But not impossible, I thought. I knew, from ultra secret briefings that modern submarines were so automated these days they practically run themselves. A hundred bright chicks could easily learn which buttons to push and when.
Meanwhile Captain Demo, pacing back and forth, her great, bronzed breasts bobbing with each step, went on with her tale.
"My father, the Prime Minister, was doing a fine job," she told me. "Balancing the feudal ideas of the desert Sheiks against the radical notions of the city mob. Unfortunately, the Chinese decided he was too right wing, while a diabolical Western outfit rumored to be named SADISTO decided he was too left wing. And, on the third day of Ramadan, my father the Prime Minister was found dead, riddled by Western bullets through his chest and Chinese bullets through his back."
I gasped: Not, as Captain Demo no doubt thought, in horror, but at having a puzzling mystery solved. I remembered, now, doing a minor assassination job for the General a few months back. It had completely slipped my mind. I'd gunned down some Arab cat in a fancy bathrobe, and while I'd been gunning him somebody else had opened up on him from another window. A MINGFLING agent, no doubt. I shot a glance at Captain Demo. Did she suspect that, in the line of duty, I'd shot her old man? She stared inscrutably for a moment, then... apparently not. She went on with her story.
Reading between her words, I understood more than she realized. When her father the Prime Minister had been knocked off, she'd flipped her lid. Partly from remorse, more from the fact that she was about to lose all her cushy state jobs.
"I swore revenge on both East and West," she told me, madness momentarily gleaming in her bronze eyes. "And in a matter of moments I devised a brilliant scheme. Before word of the death of my father the Prime Minister got out, I rushed to this submarine, then known as El Camel, and, "
"El Camel?" I said.
"Yes. The camel is the ship of the desert, you know. I rushed to this submarine and ordered the male crew ashore. My well-trained girls trooped aboard. I put to sea. Twenty miles out I spotted a small oil tanker. I torpedoed it, surfaced to liquidate the survivors, and then sent out a distress call stating that we had been rammed by a tanker, and both ships were sinking. The next morning search planes found only a huge oil slick, and the world assumed that El Camel had been lost. Little did the world suspect that El Camel had been reborn, as Nautipuss!"
I stared at her. What an improbable story. But certainly not an impossible one. And, judging from the evidence, evidently a true one.
"Hmmm," I said. "And since then you and your all girl crew have been roaming the seas eh? Knocking off undersea life support stations for kicks, huh?"
She glared at me, her bronze eyes blazing. "Only partly for kicks. Mostly because the underwater world is now my domain, do you hear? It's mine! As the screaming men in Station Flounder learned, when my girls' machine pistols cut them down. All, that is, save for half a dozen prime specimens. And the girls I found."
"What about those girls?" I asked. "I mean, you're not romantically partial to girls, are you?"
"Of course not," she snapped. "But from time to time I need replacements for my crew and, "
A tap on the door interrupted her. "Geequarque!" she snapped. Geequarque of course, means "Come" in in the dialect of Arabic spoken in Trucial Kali. Thank heavens my thorough training as a SADISTO agent included knowledge of obscure Arab tongues.
The door opened and in marched five girls. One was the blonde with the sextant I'd seen earlier. The other four were dark-eyed, dark-haired, olive-skinned lovelies. Arab girls, no doubt. They were dressed simply but nautically: jaunty black sailor's caps, wide black belts and black sea boots. Otherwise they were entrancingly nude and built.
Jaunty, golden brown breasts jutted proudly from their youthful chests. Their waists were slim and supple, their hips wide and exotic looking.
The girl in the middle, a firm fleshed desert doxie of about eighteen, looked scared. Like her eyes were doing controlled rolls of panic.
"L'spgle abu quark!" said the girl next to the prisoner, a girl whose haughty sneer and golden belt buckle indicated she was an officer.
"So!" hissed Captain Demo in Arabic. "You broke a coffee cup, eh? I warned you what would happen to the next crewmember who bungled. Have you anything to say before punishment is meted out?"
"Gulp," said the girl, in Arabic. "It, it won't happen again!"
"Not to you it won't," chuckled Captain Demo. "Guard! March the prisoner to the Punishment Room!"
All five girls saluted then turned and marched out the door and down a metal corridor. Captain Demo followed, and I followed Captain Demo, my eyes fixed to the arrogantly swaying contours of her hips and buttocks, my mind in a whirl. What ghastly punishment was I about to witness?
I found out five minutes later. By then the Nautipuss floated dead in the water, riding a thermal anticline, no doubt, and the entire crew was lined up in the punishment room, a huge steel chamber that also doubled as badminton court and mess hall, I learned later.
Now it was to be the scene of a grisly, medieval rite.
In the center of the room a rough-hewn wooden platform had been erected. I recognized it: an Arab gerborya, an execution device once fashionable in the tribal kingdoms bordering the Red Sea and the Gulf of Oman.
Superficially, it resembled a gallows, but without the gallows tree or rope. Just wooden steps leading to a wooden platform about five feet high. The front section of the platform was hinged. Only a five-foot pole propped under the edge kept it from dropping.
Through the center of the hinged section of the platform projected a long, inch-and-a-half-thick wooden pole, the end of which was tipped with a gleaming steel point. The platform was slotted from the pole to the edge, when the platform dropped the pole would remain standing upright.
Stoically, the young girl to be punished mounted the steps, walked slowly and reluctantly out across the platform toward the pole. It was too high; the steel tip reached almost to her navel. Captain Demo barked orders, and two of her girl crew members hurriedly adjusted the base support of the pole, removing wooden wedges until the tip of the pole had dropped seven or eight inches.
On the platform, the nude victim took a deep breath, walked forward - until she was standing directly over the glittering steel point of the pole.
"Attach the lanyard," Captain Demo snapped. Quickly a rope was tied around the prop that kept the platform from dropping. The rope was paid out; led through a pulley attached to the opposite wall, then back to the platform, where the end was tossed to the naked prisoner who caught it deftly if morosely.
"You've never witnessed a gerborya execution before?" murmured Captain Demo her eyes gleaming with madness, sadism or both.
I shook my head.
"A most ingenious, and economical, execution device. The prisoner plays the role of victim and executioner both. Droll, no?" She turned back to the platform. "We're ready any time you are, Crew Member 53!"
Crew Member 53 swallowed hard saluted smartly with her right hand, and with her left jerked on the lanyard she held. The rope tightened, the prop pole jerked back, and the platform dropped abruptly from under her feet.
The result was predictable, and grisly. As the platform dropped, so did Crew Member 53. But more slowly, since she was being impaled on the pole.
Judging by the slow rate she slid down, and around, the pole the tip couldn't have been any too sharp. She didn't slide quietly either. Her horrible screams shredded the air while her arms and legs thrashed wildly, uselessly. Not more than thirty seconds elapsed from the time the platform dropped and her screams ended, but it was a long thirty seconds for me. And for Crew Member 53, no doubt.
Slowly, slowly her body continued to slide downward in the dead silence that had followed her last shriek. Her head had fallen back; her glazed lifeless eyes staring upward, her mouth hanging slackly open. And then, horribly, as her body continued to sink the tip of the steel pointed pole slid out of her mouth like a giant metal tongue.
"That concludes the punishment for today," snapped Captain Demo, letting out her breath in a prolonged, rather satisfied smile. "Crew return to your posts. And no more bungling!"
Her crew saluted, faces impassive, then scurried away to their appointed tasks.
Captain Demo turned to me. "Interesting, eh? What did you think?"
"I think," I said, swallowing hard to keep from throwing up, "that you have splendid discipline aboard the Nautipuss. I mean aboard an American nuclear submarine you wouldn't get a crewman to pull his own lanyard that way. Not if it meant sliding down a pole the hard way."
Captain Demo's lip curled. "I've heard discipline is slack aboard Free World submarines." She frowned "Not that Crew Member 53 showed much self-discipline. The last girl I had to punish didn't scream or kick at all. Just kept saluting briskly until the shaft pierced her heart."
I suppressed a shudder. Captain Demo, gorgeous hunk of female flesh that she was, was sure a bestial type. But then, why should I expect otherwise? For one thing, she was obviously a bit nuts. More than a bit nuts. A whole bag of nuts.
For another thing, she was the product of a primitive Arab country, a child of a land where the barbarous customs of five centuries ago were still practiced. (Even in enlightened Saudi Arabia, thieves still have their hands cut off in public squares.)
She might be technically well educated (she was an M.I.T. graduate, I learned later), but her childhood training had no doubt been autocratic and cruel. To her, female equality obviously meant that girls should have the right to be as bestial to slaves as Arab men had been in the past. And she regarded her crew of girls as her personal slaves, that was for sure.
Aloud I said, "If, uh, discipline is so tough aboard the Nautipuss I can see why you need constant replacements to keep your submarine manned, errr, girled, that is."
She nodded. "That reminds me. I must recruit a new dishwasher. Come, if you're interested in my methods."
I nodded and followed her back through the submarine. It was sure a big ship. Like U.S. nuclear subs, it had three floors, decks, I should say, one above the other. But much more living space. The hull was obviously that of a Russian missile, firing sub, only without the forest of missile tubes; the Russians had evidently wisely decided not to trust a bunch of crazy Arabs with nuclear missiles. Hence the Nautipuss was astonishingly roomy inside.
We passed through the control room, where several thoughtful looking girls sat studying banks of computers, radar screens, sonar screens and assorted dials; through the kitchen, where a couple of scared looking girls were washing dishes with great care; through the engine room where, behind its lead shielding, the sub's reactor percolated ominously; through the torpedo storage room; through a small natural history museum and a large art gallery; through the library, and then arrived at a steel door marked Slave Quarters.
A nude Arab girl with a Rachtel machine pistol strapped to her belt stood guard outside. She saluted, unlocked the door.
Once inside, I gasped. It was like being in a cellblock. Row after row of barred cages. And in each cage were girls. Angry girls, frightened girls, silent girls and vocal girls. All young, and all naked.
A clamor arose as we entered, only to halt abruptly as Captain Demo snarled and wrenched a weapon from a wall clip. A bulky, bulbous weapon about the size of a submachine gun. I recognized it: a Centaur flame-gun. The lance of 3000 degree fire it spewed could make instant charcoal out of a human being in two seconds.
The imprisoned girls evidently had been told what it was, too, judging by the way they stopped babbling and cowered back.
"Greetings," said Captain Demo, "One of you is about to have the honor of being drafted. Who'd like to become a proud member of my crew?" She searched the nervously twitching faces. "No volunteers, eh? Well, eeny, meeny, miney, you!"
She stabbed a shapely finger at a cringing redhead, unlocked a cell door and gestured with her flamegun. The red head shuddered and then, reluctantly, emerged from her cell.
"Hi," I said, smiling at her. "I'm on your side. Spiritually, at least."
"You are?" she gasped. "Then do something! Overpower this madwoman! Take over the ship! Rescue us! Oh, my hero!"
"Ixnay,"I whispered. "What do you think I am? Superman? I've got troubles enough without risking my neck rescuing dumb girls from horrible fates. Take over the ship yourself, if you're so smart. Me, I'm looking out for number one. Or rather number 0008."
"Wisely spoken," smiled Captain Demo. "I admire a man devoid of chivalry. March, you!" She jabbed the redhead in her bare rump with her flame gun. The redhead yelped, and marched. Down another metal corridor, through a door marked B. W. Room. Brain Washing, no doubt.
I was right. Five minutes later, two stony-faced Arab girls had strapped the struggling redhead into a contraption resembling an electric chair. Headphones were clamped to her ears; in front of her a huge TV screen flickered as it warmed up.
"A combination teaching machine and brainwashing device," said Captain Demo. "The Chinese sent us several. It's been reprogrammed, of course. Inside of ten hours, this writhing girl will have been given a working knowledge of Arabic nautical terms, and instilled with fanatical loyalty to me. And Nautipuss."
"Astonishing," I said. "The machine really makes fanatical slaves out of previously well-educated, highly resistant girls?"
"Well, not totally fanatical," confessed Captain Demo, lowering her voice and switching to English. "Like, captured American and European girls won't impale themselves as punishment, I've found. But they obey orders promptly enough."
As she spoke, the TV screen in front of the bound redhead came to life. A taped, full color picture of Captain Demo appeared on the screen. "Hi, there," said her recorded voice. "I'm your new owner and captain. As a proud member of the Nautipuss team, you must learn to obey my every whim, instantly. If you don't, this is what will happen to you."
The taped picture on the screen changed. To a close-up of the execution platform in action. Having already seen the gerborya in action, what came next didn't have so much shock impact on me. But it sure shocked the redhead. Gagged though she was, she let out a horrible shriek. Meanwhile, on the screen, Arab girl after Arab girl yanked at the rope lanyard, to slide screaming and writhing to their horrible doom. Eight in all, not counting today's punishment, which evidently hadn't yet been taped and incorporated into the teaching machine's program.
After that came videotapes of several other punishments. Of a more varied nature.
One voluptuous Arab girl got dropped into a tank full of voracious moray eels. Another fought a girl-eating octopus, and lost. A third got a real charge, a lethal charge, out of battling an electric eel. And a fourth got explosively decompressed, she really went out with a bang. Before she went all to pieces she blew up like a balloon.
"I can see," I gasped, "why enlightened self-interest makes your crew members obey orders."
Captain Demo nodded curtly. "Well, enough of business," she drawled. "Now for pleasure, my pleasure. Follow me, slave, to my tent."
I followed her. What choice did I have, naked and helpless aboard a submarine didn't understand, hundreds of feet underwater? Naturally I didn't expect a real tent, though.
She fooled me.
Aft, or is it abaft?, the ship's library (copiously stocked with hand-bound Arabic and Western erotica, I noticed) we entered an enormous room. Around the high steel walls had been painted murals depicting sand dunes. And on the floor was several feet of sand.
"You can take the girl out of the desert," murmured Demo, "but you can't take the desert out of the girl. How do you like my tent?"
Sure enough, right in the middle of the enormous room was a huge Arab-type tent. Right out of The Sheik. I stepped inside. Costly oriental rugs lined the floor. Near a glowing charcoal brazier was a high, wide pile of silk cushions.
"Wow!" I gasped.
My strange captor smiled, a cruel, pagan, Arabic smile, and began to unfasten her silver chain belt, bracelets and anklets.
"In case you've been wondering why I don't kill all the men I capture," she crooned softly, "your wondering is no doubt now over. I hope your ardor matches my need, for your sake!"
What to do? Me, 0008, sex slave to an Arab Sheikette in a tent in a submarine yet. How mortifying, but strangely exciting. Challenging, too. The mighty bronze girl sauntering toward me looked kind of insatiable. But if I didn't sate her, I didn't want to even think about my probable fate.
"Thinking about your probable fate if you fail to amuse me?" chuckled the brazen bronze barbarian beauty. "My disposal method is simple, I merely turn my castoff sex slaves over to the lusty girls on my crew. After you've satisfied as many as you can, the rest will get their kicks with red hot pincers and similar, more ingenious gadgets. Arab girls traditionally are adept at torture, and I encourage the tradition. It's a harmless way for my girls to sublimate their hostility."
"Some sublimation!" I gasped.
And then I stopped worrying and started concentrating on saving my skin, namely by giving Captain Demo the time of her life.
An instant later, snarling with animal passion, she sprang nakedly upon me.
CHAPTER SIX
I didn't fight her off. I just collapsed nakedly before her passionate onslaught, rolling sideways a little at the last moment so that she didn't fall directly on me.
Little, petite chicks can fall on me any time, but CeeDee (as I decided to call Captain Demo for short, privately) was a strapping, busty, six-footer.
Side by side, on the soft pile of silk cushions, we wrestled and grappled skin over skin. No shy girl she, she came on with the sexual ferocity of a love-starved lioness; and come to think of it, there was quite a bit leonine about CeeDee: her golden-brown body, the way her muscles rippled with quiet power, even her long, black mane of hair wasn't inappropriate: lions often have black manes. I shouldn't have been marked wrong for that in college.
She liked to bite and claw, too, did my bronze belle from the desert dunes. It was months before I lost all the sex scars and love bites she gave me.
But I wasn't thinking of the future that day (or night?) when she first wrestled with me. I was thinking only of sex, and survival.
Well, survival could wait. Sex came first. In fact, if my brand of sex wasn't potent enough, survival, or lack of same, would take care of itself.
Rough, I decided. This big, bronze, bird would like it rough. Well, I could get as rough as she liked.
When she mashed her full mouth against mine, I was waiting. The instant her tongue stabbed into my mouth I bit into it, though not too hard. She yelped, pulled back her tongue, and I bit hard into her pouting lower lip. She snarled as I felt the sudden salty taste of her blood in my mouth.
I relaxed the grip of my teeth, and an instant later she sank her teeth into my lip. And began to chew like I was her dinner for the day.
Later for that, I thought, and slid my hands up until my thumbs and forefingers were gripping the dark turrets of her nipples. I pinched and twisted them, harder and harder until she grunted and released her grip on my lip.
Side by side, our legs interlocked, the smooth bowl of her belly pressed against my stomach, we grinned and glared at each other. Then her eyes suddenly hooded and she squirmed frantically against me, twisting and shoving at my body. I slid my arms under and around her bronzed torso, let one hand pull tight against her backbone while my other hand slid down the rollercoaster curves of her buttocks, her hips and upper thighs.
Her rump, while full, was perfectly curved, a soaring double-curved arc of rich, resilient flesh that arched in abruptly to the twin torpedoes of her bronze thighs. Her breasts, titanic orbs of temptation, thrust pneumatically against my chest, the firm but fabulously yielding flesh flowing over me like molten lava, but more excitingly, less painfully.
Her hands were straying over my body at the same time, lightly clawing my shoulder blades, the back of my head and neck, my spine, my buttocks. She squeezed. I squeezed. She squeezed harder; so did I.
Then, by unspoken signal, we broke our embrace. I brought one hand up quickly to cup and press against her still-jiggling right breast and, with a deft thrust of one foot and a twist of my body, I had her pinned back down to the pile of pillows.
Instantly I thrust my lips down to sample the soaring summit of her left breast.
I felt her fingernails sink deep into my back and neck, raking me, and pushing me harder against the great tender mountain of her magnificent mammary.
"If you bite me now," she gasped, "you will ruin me, and die a death more horrible than any man in history!"
Just for that I bit her. Hard. Sinking my teeth deep into the sweet-tasting flesh of her areola. She gasped, flailed at my back with closed fists. I gave my teeth a final clench, then released her breast, raised my head and grinned at her.
"Impetuous fool!" she gasped. "How dare you hurt me, and risk my wrath?"
I grinned down at her left breast, now ringed with bright red tooth marks.
"I'm not scared of you," I lied. "Or of any female. I just nipped you. Want me to break the flesh next time?"
She stared up at me, then gasped, and her eyes glazed with desire. Her bronze hands grasped the quivering cone of her right breast, offered it to me.
"Not quite," she gasped. "But bite me again, just a bit harder."
Just as I'd figured, I mused, as I bent my head and sank my teeth deep into her soft, pointed mound, a bird who likes it brutal.
I bit her harder this time, first teasing and tormenting the quivering prisoner of her nipple, harder but not hard enough to draw blood. Not quite.
And she dug it. She snarled and hissed and spat Arabic curses, but she dug it.
And my spirits began to rise. Doubtless her previous love slaves, terrified by the prospect of death by torture, had treated her gently, perhaps even impotently. Maybe by showing her no respect, no tenderness, I could gain her twisted respect, and live a while.
I began to move over her gorgeous, gigantic body, nipping and biting her bronze belly, her soft arms, her luscious legs. I flipped her, roughly, and, sitting astride her full thighs, began to slap and whack her great rounded buttocks with the flats of my hands.
I whacked her until my palms stung, until her bronze rump was suffused with pink. She yelped and squealed and groaned and cursed, but she dug it. I was sure of that. When a man is sitting astride a girl's legs while she's prone on her belly, it isn't hard for her to twist and roll over, and aim a fist.
If she wants to. CeeDee didn't want to. Not really. Well, it figured. Slap a sadist and you'll find a masochist, as the saying goes. I bent my head, picked the fullest portion of her right buttock, and bit her hard.
Perhaps a shade too hard. She yelled at the top of her pagan voice. Instantly, so it seemed, half a dozen Arab girls, long curved daggers in both hands, had ringed us at close range.
"Get lost, you idiots!" CeeDee shouted in Arabic. "I didn't yell for you."
The Arab girls discreetly faded away, fast.
"So," I sneered, slapping her bonding buttocks brutally, "you're basically scared, insecure, eh? Don't think yourself capable of handling a real man like me, except with a bunch of dagger girls waiting in the wings to rescue you. I figured you were soft," I added with a nasty chuckle, and whacked her buttocks harder.
She writhed, twisted up and around, her face contorted with rage.
"How dare you speak to me like that?" she shrieked, and aimed a fist at my (if I say so myself) handsome nose.
I parried her blow easily, snaked out my right hand, flicked her hard, and painfully, on the right nipple.
Another yelp, and again she threw a fist at me. A fist I casually parried. This time I threw a fist at her, a slow, moving fist, but one hard enough to make her left breast jump as if hit by a bullet.
"Ahhhk!" she gasped (which in Arabic means you impudent infidel swine!) - and lashed at my face with curved talons, fingers rather. Fingers tipped with very sharp fingernails.
I jerked my head back at the last moment, and her claws whizzed by my face.
"Want to get rough, eh?" I jeered, and sank my left fist deep into her belly.
She gasped, doubled up. I straightened her with a playful jolt under her jaw, then slapped the tips of my fingers hard across her acutely sensitive nipples.
She screeched with pain, flung herself at me, jaws wide to bite me, where no real lady would dream of biting a naked man. A naked gentleman, at least.
I clouted her on the side of her head with my open palm, then slid forward to grip her throat.
She squawked and gurgled as I cut off her air. Squawked and clawed frantically at my hands. Blood flowed down my arms, but I didn't slacken my grip.
This chick might be rough and tough and brutal, but she didn't know the first thing about unarmed combat.
I choked her until her tongue protruded, then I relaxed my grip.
"You, cad!" she gasped. "I'll, have you, sliced to ribbons!"
"No doubt," I sneered. "Because you can't stand the challenge of a real man, can you? I can imagine the lovers you had back in Trucial Kali. Pale, nervous, ineffectual Arabs eager to curry favor, adept at licking your feet, and other portions of your influential body. And the previous male love slaves you've taken aboard this sub, frightened, deferential men, no doubt."
I shoved her roughly from me.
"Then call your girl guard," I sneered. "Have them torture me to death. If you can't cope, with a real man then you'd better stick to weaklings."
I sneered at her.
Outwardly.
Inwardly I was scared stiff, and not the good kind of stiff, visions of lanyards, and metal spikes up my ass preventing that. Had I overplayed my, hand?
No.
Captain Demo was pushing herself dazedly upright on the pile of silk cushions, rubbing now her bruised neck, now her battered breasts and buttocks.
"Why, why aren't you terrified?" she gasped. "Don't you realize you're totally at my mercy, don't you comprehend that I am a proud Arabian Princess of ancient blood?"
"A real man," I snarled, doing my best to sound like Humphrey Bogart, "is scared of no woman. That's what makes him a man. Now, want to play with me nicely? Or am I too potent and masculine for you?"
She licked her, still, bleeding lips. Then she smiled. "No man has ever talked to me that way before," she gasped. "I never realized it before but, but you're my kind of man!"
She flung herself at me. Amorously.
"Take me!" she gasped. "I'm yours! For the time being, at least."
Good, I thought to myself as I reached for her and crushed her voluptuous body to mine. So far, so good. I've got her figured out.
Not that I had any illusions. She liked style of my making love, to be sure. But she was still a loony. Sooner or later I'd say or do something that would displease her, and get thrown to the not, so, tender mercies of her crew.
Meanwhile, though, I might as well have a ball.
And I did.
Demandingly, virilely, though not quite so roughly this time, I probed and kissed and caressed her whole body.
And she yielded. Like melting honey, her flesh seemed to flow beneath my restless fingers and lips, my tender caressing kisses.
Judging by the way she writhed and rolled with rapture, she'd never been kissed the way I was kissing her before, or at least never so expertly, so ardently, so deeply.
"My-my tutor always told me I'd enjoy learning the nuances of foreign tongues," she gasped. "But until now, I never realized how right he was. Oh! Oh yes! Oh do that some more!"
And I did.
And then the spasmodic movements of her body told me it was time to stop.
Only she didn't want me to stop.
Only she begged me, pleaded with me not to stop.
And, seeing as how it was her submarine and I was her prisoner, I decided to do what she wanted.
So I went on kissing her.
The thorough training all we SADISTO agents receive includes three months of intensive training in American, European, African and Asian love play.
And I'd taken graduate courses in Arabic and Oriental love games.
And had had plenty of practice in the field, since.
Sending a comparatively inexperienced Arab girl out of her mind with my amorous skills was relatively an easy assignment.
Easy, and fun.
Like most normal men, the thing I like best in life, next to being loved myself, is loving a gorgeous, willing, naked girl.
The adolescent, or the man with limited experience on a mattress, naturally thinks primarily of himself, of what actions, and kisses, and caresses, and words, and muscular contractions on the part of a girl can do for him.
But the true connoisseur finds almost as much joy in giving as in receiving.
Perhaps it isn't entirely selfish. There's a godlike feeling in expertly manipulating a naked girl's body and emotions, in making her jump for joy when and as you pull the right strings or trigger the right responses.
Then again, perhaps the motivation isn't entirely personal. When you've experienced the ultimate in amorous delight, you feel like a man who's heard a marvelous tune or gazed at a fantastic view, alone.
It's human nature, part of the best in human nature, to wish to share. To have another human being hear what you've heard, see what you've seen. Or, love-wise, felt the soaring bliss you've felt.
But enough of philosophizing.
Suffice to say I made CeeDee happy. Incredibly, insanely, wildly happy.
And slowly, and expertly.
Thanks to my thorough training and wide experience, I knew, perhaps better than she herself, just when it was time for me to stop pleasing her in one place and start pleasing her in another.
I didn't shove her hastily over the brink of bliss. In the Pacific, from New Zealand to Tahiti, they practice what is often called the Malay style of love. A fast start, a faster, often frantic sprint, and the game's over.
Fun.
At times.
But the best, the truest, the most complete form of love is that which is prolonged. There is something deep in human nature which delights in being prolonged, almost tormented, by a member of the opposite sex.
And so I prolonged and tormented my bronze bedmate until she was a quivering mass of anticipation, until she was shuddering and writhing and sobbing aloud.
And then, and only then, when I sensed that she was almost literally in agony, did I send her soaring past the point of no return, send her shooting out into a curve of ecstasy that made her body jolt again and again, made her scream and pound the pillows with her fists while her head thrashed from side to side, and her body leaped and plunged as the lightning bolts of ecstasy seared her from shapely end to end.
She collapsed, panting.
So did I.
But not for very long.
While I lay sprawled on the silken cushions, the bronze fleshed girl crawled panting over to me and, to my surprise, began to kiss and caress me. Lingeringly, passionately.
I'd never have thought it of her.
Now that she'd been totally satisfied, I hadn't expected her to return the favor.
After all, I was her captive, her love slave.
But a love slave she wished to satisfy, evidently.
And the more she kissed me, the greater my ardor grew. The longer, the more passionately her caress rippled provocatively about me, the higher climbed my aspiration.
And then, as she bent avidly to her task, my aspiration seemed totally bathed in bliss, a soft, seductive, swirling environment that encircled my aspiration from aching base to pulsing summit.
The ecstasy grew greater, more wonderful, more unbearable long moment after moment, until at last my emotions exploded upward, inward, outward, soaringly.
After which we rested.
Rested in her crazy tent on sand, in a huge room in her submarine deep underwater. Things, I mused, get so complex at times. Complex yet, at times, highly pleasing. After a long while we turned and smiled and kissed. And the frantic, feverish fun began again...
CHAPTER SEVEN
Even though, for hour after rapture-packed hour, I abandoned myself to sexual sport with the bronze Arab girl who called herself Captain Demo even though I sampled her churning charms from every angle and approach, though we wrestled like wild beasts, cuddled like naive children, plumbed new depths of emotion and reached new apogees of bliss, I don't want to give the impression I was loafing.
Loafing on the job, that is.
Au contraire, as they say at the Paris branch of SADISTO.
My mind was working all the time. Thinking. Thinking how best to accomplish my mission.
Part One of my mission was already completed, of course: I'd learned who was systematically destroying our undersea life support stations. A crazy Arab Princess in a private sub, that was who.
It was the rest of my mission that had me worried. And, while I whispered passionate words of love into the bronze girl's pagan ears, while my hands strayed over the satiny sheen of her warm and yielding curves, while I injected new vigor into her eagerly receptive ardor, I mentally checked off what I had to do next.
First, I had to escape alive and in reasonably good health. So as to make my personal report to the General. Also because I wanted to stay alive for purely personal, selfish reasons.
Second, I had to destroy Captain Demo, and her dread undersea craft, the Nautipuss.
What else? Oh, yes; rescue the naked girls now penned in the slave quarters, waiting to be drafted into the Nautipuss' crew. If feasible and convenient, that is.
When CeeDee had complimented me on lacking chivalry, it had been a well-deserved compliment, if I say so myself. Evidence of chivalry, in fact, is grounds for instant dismissal from SADISTO. Secret agents simply cannot take the time and risk involved in rescuing damsels in distress.
Even if they wanted to.
Naturally I can't cite any specific cases as evidence, since most SADISTO capers are Top Secret, Ultra Secret, in fact. But any reader even casually acquainted with books and serials and movies about men in my profession will agree that rescuing fair maidens is a perilous luxury no serious agent can afford.
When the typical secret agent, after being captured by the enemy, makes his escape, why does he always get captured? Because instead of getting the heck out while the getting is good, he lingers to rescue some gorgeous naked, or partially naked, blonde he's in love with, that's why.
True, in most books and movies the secret agent hero eventually triumphs, but fiction writers are notorious for tacking happy endings onto their tales. In real life, secret agents who escape once and then get recaptured are butchered on the spot.
And, after being tortured, ravished, and tortured again, the same fate overtakes their blonde girlfriends.
And it's no argument to say that books and movies are works of fiction unrelated to reality. Most spy books and movies are based on real life. Somerset Maugham's British Agent was based on Maugham's experiences with British Intelligence in World War I; Ian Fleming's James Bond books were based on Fleming's service with Naval Intelligence in World War II, and so on.
No, most spy books and movies are accurate enough except for the happy endings. And the ridiculous and dangerous chivalry the heroes display.
So dangerous is chivalry, in fact, that male SADISTO agents are given special de-chivalrizing courses.
How well I remember the first de-chivalrizing session I attended, when I was but a fledgling SADISTO agent...
The General himself (we were shorthanded back in those days) was my instructor.
Early one morning I received instructions to meet G on Level Five of SADISTO's underground headquarters.
Level Five, I knew, contained SADISTO's huge underground obstacle course, simulated desert, jungle, swamp and mountain terrain, all housed in a massive underground room bigger than ten bowling alleys.
I'd already negotiated the course five times, with live machinegun bullets, aimed to kill, not scare, whizzing over my head.
I assumed I'd have to crawl, wriggle, slither and climb the course again.
Not so.
I found G sitting by a card table, a chess board in front of him.
"Ah, Trevor," he said (I didn't have my triple-zero number then). "Just in time for a friendly game of chess. Your move."
Puzzled, I sat down across from him, moved one of my pawns. The General made a counter-move. And so it went for eight or ten moves.
And then, then a trapdoor in the roof a few yards away snapped open, and down plunged a screaming teenage girl! She was blonde and naked and beautiful. And she fell with a splat right into a simulated pool of quicksand!
I sprang at once to my feet.
"Good grief, General!" I cried. "A trapdoor must have come open by accident, look! That gorgeous blonde girl is wallowing in quicksand just a few yards away! We must rescue her!"
"Sit down," snapped the General. "Your move, and if you don't look sharp you're going to lose your knight."
I sat down. Moved my knight out of danger. "General," I said, "that voluptuous naked blonde is sinking deeper and deeper into the quicksand. Her horrible screams, mixed with tearful pleas for aid, are battering my ears. Yours too, no doubt. Shouldn't we do something?"
"Yes," the General said. "We should go on with our game. There, you just lost another pawn."
I made my move, only to lose another pawn. "General," I said, as calmly as possible, "that luscious blonde is sinking fast. Already the quicksand has swallowed up her full thighs, her shapely buttocks, her flaring hips, her dainty waist. Now her billowing breasts are sinking from sight. In another few moments, "
"I'll have won this chess game," snapped the General. "Confound it, Trevor! If you pass all your tests and win your triple-zero number you'll be assigned to numerous lethal missions. And on mission after mission, you'll have to accomplish, your objectives despite the hideous screams of beautiful girls being liquidated. You must learn to disregard such things. There! I have your queen boxed up."
And so he did. I knocked his bishop out of the game, though. And, as the blonde's lovely screaming mouth filled with quicksand and mud, I checked his king and, while the blonde's golden tresses sank after her like a defeated army's banner, I won the game.
I also felt quite sick.
I felt even sicker when, five minutes after we'd started another game, the same trapdoor snapped open and a fantastically lovely redhead fell with a splash into the same pool of quicksand.
But this time I was prepared. This time I spared but a few casual glances as her voluptuous nude body sank slowly down, and down, as her piteous shrieks tore the air, as her dying gurgles were stopped by mud and sand.
"General," I said as I checkmated him adroitly, "aren't your training methods rather, brutal?"
"Of course," he snapped. "We at SADISTO pride ourselves upon our brutality, though, of course, we're only brutal for the direct or indirect cause of Freedom."
"Those girls who just sank screaming into quicksand," I asked, pretending to stifle a yawn. "Were they captured enemy agents?"
"No," the General replied. "They were just, girls. One was a teen-age hitchhiker who made the mistake of hitching a ride with one of our Collectors. The other, I think she was some coed who came to our doors by mistake. Thought she was, heh, heh, joining the Peace Corps."
"Rather rough on them, wasn't it?" I remarked.
"Right," the General snapped. "But consider, Trevor. We're training you as a three-zero SADISTO agent. Shortly you'll be sent upon vital missions, missions upon which the fate of millions may depend. Probably will depend. We must be certain you're reliable, that you're fully trained."
"Yeah, trained," I said. "But innocent girls, "
"Are the kind you must not bother about during future missions. Do you think the villains and enemy agents you'll be grappling with, if you pass muster, will be menacing guilty girls?"
"I guess not," I admitted.
"Well then. We have to accustom you to going about your business quietly and calmly despite the agonized screams of innocent, voluptuous girls. And the only way to train you realistically is to use genuine, innocent girls. Just as we use real bullets to teach you to duck quickly."
"Yeah," I said. "I can see the logic of your approach. But, "
"But nothing," G growled. "What's the horrible demise of a few dozen innocent girls, compared to the training of a trusted, callous SADISTO agent? An agent upon whom the fate of millions may depend?"
"You're right, absolutely right," I said, feeling ashamed. "Bring on the innocent girls."
The General smiled. Had I known him as well as I do now, I'd have shuddered with horrified anticipation at the sight of that particular smile. But I didn't know the General, then...
I simply grinned boyishly, and played another five games of chess, while five more innocent, beautiful, splendidly naked girls died screaming a few yards away.
Of snake bite, rat bite, mad dog bite, crocodile bite, and the sadistic application of a red-hot poker.
I won five chess games out of seven, and was busy congratulating myself on having passed the General's test, on having proved myself capable of cold, logical thought while listening to the tragic screams of gorgeous young girls meeting untimely and highly unpleasant ends, I was, I say, busy congratulating myself on having passed the General's Ultimate Test when -
Even now I can hardly bear to think about it.
"One more chess game," the General suggested, a nasty twinkle in his eye. "Play this game casually and coolly, and you'll be awarded your triple-zero. You'll be a genuine bona fide SADISTO agent. Licensed to kill, main, and impregnate as you like, for the sake of the Free World."
"Set up the pieces," I'd said, quivering with excitement. Me, a triple-zero man! With an unlimited expense account, a silencer-equipped gun, all the girls I asked for and...
And then I shouted in horror.
As well I might.
While I'd been setting up the chess pieces I'd noticed, out of the corner of my eye, a huge metal lion cage being wheeled up close to our chess table.
I'd also noticed another set of cages, containing starving hyenas, being wheeled up next to the main cage.
I'd thought little of it. So another lovely, innocent young teenage girl was about to bite the dust the hard way. So what? I almost had my triple-zero number, didn't I?
A trapdoor in the roof opened and a greased rope was dropped down. Intent on my opening move, I barely noticed it. A second trapdoor opened, and a full-breasted blonde tumbled into the cage, saw the hyenas about to be shunted into the cage with her, began to climb up the greased rope with frantic haste and terror-ridden screams.
Pondering my countermove to the General's ploy, I paid no attention, until something familiar about her screams jerked my head around.
Then I yelled.
"General!" I yelled. "Stop the, uh, games! That's no innocent girl in that cage, that's my childhood sweetheart, Audrey! The girl I loved in vain all through junior high school! The girl I necked with and then sexed with all through high school! That's Audrey! The girl of my youthful dreams, the girl I still carry a torch for, even though she married a TV repairman in Grand Rapids! Stop everything, I say! A ghastly mistake or unforeseen coincidence is taking place!"
Meanwhile, poor Audrey, looking as lovely as when I'd last undressed her in the back seat of my car years before, was frantically shinning up the greased rope, while half a dozen starving hyenas snapped at her shapely ankles, lunged at her succulent-looking buttocks.
"This, heh, heh, episode is no accidental coincidence," the General told me. "We naturally researched your past, discovered that you had a strong crush on this Audrey female. So, we snatched her discreetly from her TV repairman husband, spirited her here and, heh, heh, are now making, use of her."
"General!" I cried, while the hyenas snapped evermore hungrily and poor Audrey climbed the greased rope faster, "General, this is too much!"
"Nonsense," the General said, toying thoughtfully with his knight. "Do you think all the girls you'll encounter in future missions will be strangers, girls you care little about emotionally? Of course not. If your career is typical of most secret agents there will soon come a caper, I mean an assignment, wherein you'll meet a girl you'll have an affair with, fall in love with. And, if you're an average agent on an average assignment, the enemy will capture her, threaten to torture her unless you surrender, tell all, or both. For the sake of the Free World, we must be sure you won't allow yourself to be swayed by a young female screaming in agony, even if the young female is the girl you love. Simple logic, no?"
"I suppose you're right," I said. "But Audrey..."
"Your move," said the General.
So I did what I had to do and took one of his pawns.
"All the same," I said, while Audrey scrambled increasing lack of success up the greased rope, and the hyenas leaped higher for their live meal, "all the same, I don't feel you're behaving like a gentleman."
"I'm not," said the General. "SADISTO agents can't afford gentlemanly instincts."
"I suppose not," I sighed, while the leaping hyenas began biting larger and larger chunks out of poor Audrey. "Well, if I must choose between losing all semblance of decency, or flunking out..."
"That's the spirit!" said the General, frowning as I menaced his rook. "Frankly, Trevor, I was afraid that deep down you didn't have the bestial qualities we demand. I'm happy to see I was wrong." He moved his rook, right into my trap.
I moved my knight, and had him cornered. While poor Audrey, my childhood flame, sank lower and lower on the greased rope, and the hyenas chewed choice chunks out of her shapely front, rear and sides. Her screamed pleas for aid, for mercy, for help, directly addressed to me by name grew fainter and fainter. Until finally only the satisfied chomping of hyena jaws disturbed our chess game.
The next morning I was awarded my triple-zero number...
I've sometimes wondered, looking back, if I'd have withstood that Ultimate Ultimate Test if I hadn't secretly nursed a fierce grudge against darling Audrey for jilting me and marrying that TV repairman.
Who can tell? And at this date, who cares?
Possibly the TV repairman. Then again, possibly not.
But I digress.
The only reason I mention this, to me, poignant anecdote is to emphasize how thoroughly SADISTO stamps out chivalrous impulses in its agents.
A wise policy.
For, in the years since I earned my triple-zero number, there have been many, almost too many, cases where I met, made passes at, seduced, stripped, bedded, fell in love with, and then bad to abandon to a horrible fate, some gorgeous young girl.
Had I tried to rescue even a fraction of that number, I'd be a defunct agent today.
No, a modern secret agent cannot afford the luxury of chivalry. And, thanks to our thorough training and conditioning, we SADISTO agents only yawn and shrug when the lovely girl we are currently in love with meets fate many times worse than instant death.
Are we over trained? I think not.
After all, a SAC crew must be conditioned to drop a hydrogen bomb on millions of human beings without a thought, if duty demands. And if you can, and must, condition men to destroy millions of men, women and children in the line of duty, what's wrong with conditioning a secret agent to be indifferent to the fate of a few dozen girls?
Nothing.
Not unless you question the morality of war. And only idealists, college students and their professors, folk singers and similar sentimental types do that.
So...

Rescuing the innocent naked girls held prisoner aboard the Nautipuss was well down on my list of objectives.
The important things to do were, 1) save myself, and 2) destroy Captain Demo and her submarine.
Objectives one and two, unfortunately, were in slight conflict. I mean, it should be easy enough, for a trained agent like me, to bollix up the sub. But how would I get out alive?
True, all SADISTO agents had to listen to a lecture by an ex-Kamikaze pilot on the joys of destroying oneself for one's Father and/or Motherland, but it wasn't a popular lecture.
As one agent - 0002 - had remarked, "If that nutty Japanese guy was so keen on suiciding for his country, how come he never got around to Kamikazeing himself in World War II?"
Also, destroying the sub the hard way wouldn't be sensible: I was too valuable an agent to be expended.
So, while loving Captain Demo up and down her luscious bronzed body, I concentrated primarily on objective one, escaping.
I didn't get too far.
CHAPTER EIGHT
Some hours, or dozens of hours, later, both the strange, bronze Arab girl and I were so bushed with constant love we passed out.
I don't know when she woke up. Me, I woke up back in my cabin. Which also served nicely as my cell. I was sore all over. Naturally. I hadn't expended so much amorous energy in so short a time since that time in Peking when the Chinese Reds tried to bodywash me with platoons of sexually adept teen-age girl fanatics.
I ached all over. Though some portions of my body were more raw, and tired than others, of course.
I raised myself, weakly, on one elbow. Water and fish were whizzing by the glass port next to my bed. The Nautipuss was traveling underwater. And fast. At least fifty knots. A bit faster than the U.S. Navy admits its nuclear subs can travel. But then, U.S. nuclear subs undoubtedly travel faster than advertised.
I peered out the big quartz viewport. The sub was traveling in fairly shallow water, judging by the amount of sunlight that illumined the sea around us. Not far from the ocean floor, either: as I watched (horrified) a jutting peak of coral reef flashed past a few yards away.
I hoped fervently the girls and their computers knew what they were doing. Computers sometimes goofed, and girls made mistakes all the time.
"Stop shaking," said a deep feminine voice behind me. "There is nothing to fear. The Nautipuss hasn't sunk yet."
I turned. My mysterious captor, Captain Demo, was standing in the open door of my cabin, her bronzed arms folded across her bronzed breasts. She was almost clasping her elbows, if you know what I mean. If you don't know what I mean, try folding your arms in front of you, with two huge saucepans strapped to your chest.
Of course, CeeDee's breasts were much more shapely than huge saucepans, but every bit as big. Aside from the scant cover of her arms, her entire body was, as usual, brazenly nude.
In the sea-tinted sunlight that diffused my cabin her bronze hips, belly and thighs seemed to glow with a magical, mystical sheen, a flawless symphony of flesh. Flawless, that is, save for some faint pink dual crescents scattered here and there: fading mementos of the passionate caresses I'd tendered her not long before.
"Aren't we going kind of fast?" I asked, manfully keeping any trace of quaver from my voice as another jagged coral reef flashed by at fifty knots.
"Yes," agree CeeDee, tossing her thick black hair. "Exciting, isn't it? We won't hit any coral pinnacles, though. Nautipuss has Terrain Sonar, similar to the Terrain Radar low-level bombers carry. The sub hugs the ocean floor, rising automatically when an obstruction appears ahead. It's just about infallible at speeds up to thirty knots."
Just about.
"But," I gasped, as a huge tower of coral flashed past us, "we're doing about fifty!"
"True," murmured CeeDee. "But would life be worth living without the constant risk of uncertain death?"
Boy, was she crazy!
Aloud I said, "How did you happen to get interested in pirate submarine voyaging?"
She smiled. "I read Verne's Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea while still a child playing in my father the Prime Minister's desert camp. Only he wasn't Prime Minister then; just a haughty, desert Sheik." She sighed. "Life was pretty dull for a pretty, headstrong Arab girl like me in those days. Nothing to do but read old books, torment slaves and torture prisoners.
"How Verne's book thrilled me! To be master of an undersea vessel dedicated to destruction. To be able to slaughter at will and whim, and then slip beneath the surface to gloat and count scalps. Best of all, to be surrounded by water."
"Water?"
"Water. Unless you were born and brought up in the desert, you can't imagine how bored one gets with sand. Hot, dry sand. It's gritty, and gets over everything, into everything. Believe me. Everything. People who prattle about Love in the Desert don't know what they're talking about."
"You mean?"
"Exactly. Naturally, my father the Sheik wouldn't let me have any lovers as a child. But our camp was constantly full of captured Saudi Arabians' Yemenites, Aden tribesmen and Egyptian infiltrators. Which was fine for me, since the local men were too scared of my father, the Sheik, to trifle with me.
"So, starting when I was a lusty eleven, I used to sneak out into the desert at night with a virile prisoner or two at gunpoint. There, beneath the desert moon, I would command them to make love to me, or else. And they did, poor quivering fools."
"And they never squealed?"
She smiled. A cruel, pagan smile. "They squealed plenty when I used my jeweled dagger on them. But not to my father the Sheik. Then, a quick slash across the throat, a hasty burial in the sand, and I sneaked back to my tent. Cursing."
"Cursing?"
"Yes. Cursing the accursed sand. Obviously you've never made love on a sand dune on a hot night. The heat made me and my lovers sweat. And the sand stuck to our flesh. Having a man's hand slide over me was like being caressed by coarse sandpaper. And when their ardor stirred me to my depths, well! You wouldn't believe the rasping sounds, and rasping sensations. Not pleasant! Sand, bah!"
Emotion momentarily overcame her; her eyes flashed and her huge bosom heaved. Then she relaxed, smiled at me.
"I have decided," she told me, "to let you live a little longer. Perhaps for as much as a week. I find that you, please me."
"Thank you," I said.
"And well you might thank me," she observed, unclasping her arms and idly cupping the billowing hemispheres of her great breasts, fingertips playing thoughtfully with her hardened nipples as she thought, fully. "None of my former love slaves lasted more than a night, and some I disposed of in less than an hour. Poor, timid, cringing, frightened fools. But you, you show courage. Also considerable skill in making love."
As well I might, I mused to myself. Why not? The U.S. taxpayers had shelled out plenty to train me...
How well I remembered my first week as a full-fledged triple-zero SADISTO agent...
The morning after I'd been awarded my oh-oh-oh number (in an impressive, if bizarre ceremony that owed much both to Voodoo and Black Mass rites) I'd been summoned to G's office.
"0008," he'd said, "you're due for some intensive training. Your technique is crude relatively ineffectual, limited and lacking in imagination."
I'd been stunned. "But General!" I'd protested. "Just yesterday you told me I had a natural inclination for cold- and hot-blooded murder! Remember, in training, how effectively I used my knife on that gorgeous, captive Albanian spy? She was dead ten minutes after my knife first drew blood, she never had a chance. I mean, even if she hadn't had her hands tied behind her back and a blindfold on, she wouldn't have had a chance."
"True," said the General, "but, "
"But remember how skillfully I choked that North Vietnamese girl?" I broke in. "And in free-fall, yet! True, I had a parachute strapped to my back and she didn't, but I finished her off long before her lovely lifeless body hit the ground."
"Yes, certainly," said the General, "but - "
"But remember how I brought down voluptuous running targets at long range, with crossbow, longbow, throwing knife, bolo, rifle, shotgun pistol, assegai, slingshot, light bulbs filled with napalm, muzzle loading cannon and rock throwing?"
"I remember," said the General, "but, "
"But remember how I picked off that teenage pro-Chinese South American Indian girl, with one puff of my poisoned blowgun?" I protested. "Remember how deftly I dropped hand-grenade depth-charges onto those nude Chinese Communist girls swimming below me in twenty feet of water? Remember how adroitly I roasted those fleeing Bulgarian beauties with nothing but raw courage and a flamethrower? Remember, "
"Shut up!" snarled the General. "I've no complaints about your abilities as a killer. You show a natural aptitude toward that aspect of your work. You dispatched over a hundred captive enemy or presumed subversive girls, efficiently and swiftly.
"Yeah," I said, "and, say, how come I only got to kill girls, that is, captured enemy females, during training?"
The General scowled. "Our female agents kill men for practice during training, our male agents liquidate captured enemy girls. It's the normal, heterosexual thing to do. We don't want any snide rumors started about SADISTO. Remember the trouble State had a few years ago with nasty rumors? We at SADISTO intend to stay above reproach."
I nodded. Privately I didn't agree. I mean, I'd have liked to have practiced killing a few men. Maybe men didn't react in quite the same way to the impact of a soft-nosed bullet, or a kick in the groin with a steel-tipped shoe. Still, I knew better than to argue with the General. He signed my paychecks.
"Yes," he continued, still scowling, "I have no complaints about your value as a killer, for the Free World. I did, at first, suspect you might be a bit soft and sentimental, but after you coolly played out that chess game while your childhood sweetheart, Audrey, was being eaten alive by starving hyenas a few feet away, I knew you had the right spirit in you."
I nodded. Poor Audrey. I could still hear her horrible screams. Still, she should have known that marriage to a TV repairman would lead her eventually to a bad end.
"What," the General went on, "I object to is not your killing technique, but your sex technique. As a SADISTO agent it won't be all lighthearted murder, you know. Sometimes, often in fact, you must be prepared to love for the Free World. Love with skill, ardor and infinite variety. Love again and again, to subvert susceptible female enemy agents, divert passionate neutral girl customs agents, inspire wavering Free World female scientists, etc., etc."
I gasped.
"You gasp," said the General. "You shouldn't. In one of the classic accounts of counter-espionage during World War II, the author, a Dutch agent who worked with British Intelligence, stated that most would-be female spies always began by stating they would give their lives for the Allied cause. And he always told them the Allied cause didn't want them to give their lives, only their bodies."
I nodded. I'd read the same book.
"And the same rule holds true for male agents," the General went on. "For every time you will be called upon to use your gun, you will be called upon to use your, uh, little oh-eight, ten times. And sometimes ten times ten times. Sex is a potent weapon in the power struggle, I mean the crusade, between Capitalism and Communism." He mopped his brow.
I gasped again. Not, as the General no doubt suspected, because I doubted that sex was a weapon in the Cold War, the Communists use it frequently, as any newspaper reader knows. Rather, I gasped at the idea that my amorous abilities might be crude, relatively ineffectual, limited and lacking in imagination. The very idea!
"General," I said coldly. "My sexual powers, like my life, are at the disposal of SADISTO. And believe me, I can use my, uh, little oh-eight as effectively as I can use a Mauser, Luger, Colt, Smith & Wesson, Webley, Walther, Browning, Spandau, Maxim, Lewis, Gatling, Hotchkissor antitank gun."
"That," sneered the General (who can be pretty sarcastic when he puts his mind to it), "is what you think. Come in, Committee!"
I whirled, as into the General's sumptuous office trooped girl after girl. I recognized them all, SADISTO agents, instructors and staff officers. Marghanita from Research, Elkit from Underwater Mayhem, Tamara from Torture and Interrogation, Bianca from Research and Development, Lyda from Secretarial and Strangling, Fawn from Karate, Lori from Brainwashing, Jinx from Communications, Rebecca from H.R., Sophie from Lost and Found, and so on. Girl after luscious girl trooped into the General's office, took seats that had been set up, I noticed now, too late, before a huge TV screen.
About thirty girls in all. Dressed in various stages of dress and undress, as was the custom of employees in SADISTO's huge underground headquarters. Some wore only a bra and panties, some just a bra, some jewels in their navels, some long black stockings and arm-length black gloves, Sophie wore a clown's nose, with nothing in between but beautiful flesh.
They seated themselves, and the General, sprawled in his easy chair, punched a button. The lights went out, and the huge, fifteen-by-twenty-foot TV screen came to life in full color.
And on the screen, was me.
"These TV tapes," the General mused aloud, for my benefit, no doubt, "were taken in your, heh, heh, private quarters. Perhaps you didn't realize that the various mirrors scattered around the walls and ceilings of your rooms concealed hidden TV cameras, eh?"
I gulped. I hadn't.
On the screen, in glowing color, was me. Dressed in a silk dressing gown and smiling at Jinx (from Communications). Jinx was wearing a short Shantung silk jacket that ended just above her jaunty buttocks, a jacket transparent enough to make clear that she wore nothing beneath it save perfume.
Great Scott! The tape must have been taken but a few nights before, when I'd invited Jinx to spend the night with me. Then it was that I realized what all thirty girls now seated in the General's office had in common: each and every one had loved it up with me in my "private" quarters at SADISTO headquarters.
I shuddered. I suspected now what I was in for. And I was right.
On the screen I leered at Jinx, shrugged out of my silk dressing gown and lunged for her. She moved back a half step, smiling, but I was too quick for her. With a deft tug I ripped her flimsy jacket from her body, clutched her to me, mashing her lips with my mouth, my hands sliding up and down the nude contours of her vibrant young body.
Abruptly the scene on the screen froze in stop motion as the General punched a button.
"All right, Committee," he said genially. "Comments?"
How mortifying! To have one's love technique viewed and commented on in public, by an audience consisting of thirty other girls you've recently made love to.
"Lots of things wrong," I heard Marghanita say. "In the first place, a man should strip the girl before he sheds all his own clothing; in most cases, at least. And then that leer, it's ludicrous. 0008 should practice leering in front of a mirror."
"Also," chimed in Felicia from Flamethrowing, "he shouldn't have ripped that jacket off Jinx. Not unless she'd asked him to. I mean, no passionate girl minds having her bra and panties torn off her in the heat of passion, bras and panties are cheap to replace. But that jacket looks expensive."
"It was," sighed Jinx, "and he ruined it."
"Crude, very crude," muttered Rochelle from Demolition.
On the screen my amorous adventures continued. In graphic detail. From above, front, back and both sides, I saw myself carry Jinx to my bed; fling myself on top of her. Fifty times larger than life, an ass-pimple horrifyingly in foreground, my right hand cupped her left breast, squeezed it like a clown's horn, while my left hand combed through her silken auburn hair...
The girls, and the General, had critical comments to make about that, too. I wasn't kneading her breast right, I was neglecting her nipple, I was thoughtlessly letting her body support my entire weight, etc. etc.
And so it went. Every intimate detail of my lovemaking was examined critically, by long shots, a shots, close ups, over and over, from various angles, angles remorselessly recorded by TV cameras I'd been totally unaware of.
You can imagine how I squirmed, and burned.
It's intriguing, in a perverse sort of way, to watch somebody else make love, but to watch yourself in company with a critical audience composed of former lovers is no fun at all.
And worse was to come. The General flipped a switch, and my muttered words of love came booming through his office, to be greeted by snickers and cat-calls from the audience, each of whom (with the exception of the General, of course) had heard me whisper similar words of endearment in her ear while I'd made love to her.
"Now girls," said the General sternly. "The mere fact that 0008 said the same thing to each of you is not a fault. What you must criticize objectively is the effectiveness, and originality of his line."
And they did. Believe me, they did.
And so it went, horror piling on horror, for me at least.
The most intimate details of my caressing, stroking, kissing, patting, poking and probing of my partners were shown again and again on the huge screen.
Again and again, as in a nightmare, I watched myself cavort lustily with Marghanita... Elkit... Felicia... Bianca... Tamara... Lyda... Fawn... Sarabanda... Ariane... Euterpe... Patrice... and Sybil.
Also Aleane, and Margo, and Dulcimer, and Inga, and Lori, and Juanita, and Bettie, and Simone.
And Dominique, and Michelle, and Lisa, and Marion, and Rubi, and Ernestine, and Clara, and Roseann.
I watched as in a ghastly trance as I (and the critical audience around me) observed my every amorous action, magnified and in slow motion.
On the screen (for example) my tongue, ten feet long, slowly circled a crimson nipple three feet high.
And not adroitly enough, in the opinion of my sexy critics.
Most of the scenes were in full, revealing color. At other times, when I'd turned out my lights for (hah!) privacy, the scenes were in black and white, illumined by floods of monochrome infrared light. Of which I'd been unaware, of course. And when Sophie, as I ground away atop her barely even aware of her, turned, smiled, and winked right into the camera, then yawned, yawned!, I knew, knew without a doubt, that my perceived desirability, and sexual power over women had been a sham. A joke. A game. All prepared, planned, and executed for this "class."
Humiliating.
Embarrassing as could be.
But, educational.
How many men ever get the opportunity to have their physical lovemaking criticized in detail by experts of the opposite sex? Few. And, once I'd gotten over my initial panic and despair, I listened carefully, and learned a lot.
As I watched, on the huge screen, my hands and fingers and lips moving over luscious, naked female flesh, I listened, fascinated, as the owner of said flesh reported in detail just how she'd felt, emotionally and physically, in response to each of my maneuvers.
Most educational. Not biased, either. I mean, the other girls present didn't hesitate to speak up when they felt one girl was praising or deprecating me too much. Not only did I learn how each girl had really felt when I pinched her nipples (or kissed her torrid zone, or squeezed her thighs) - I'd also learned how thirty other girls felt about the same gambit.
In a few hours I learned more about the diversity, and similarity, of female reaction to masculine advances than I'd learned in a lusty lifetime before.
Fascinating.
And instructive.
For who knows better how a lusty female feels when she's being loved by a man, than the lusty female herself?
No poring over textbooks and sex manuals (usually mistitled marriage manuals), no amount of bull sessions with other lusty bachelors can equal the frank, unbiased opinion of the girls themselves.
Guys can, and do, tell you that girls will go wild if you do this, or that, or something else to them.
But when thirty girls agree that they go wild when a man does this or that or something else to them, you know you're getting the right dope.
All the same, those ten hours were harrowing. Yes, ten hours. It took that long to screen, from various angles, my dalliance with thirty girls. We didn't sit still watching for that long, of course. We had coffee breaks, and drink breaks, and food breaks, and love breaks. But the total session lasted ten hours.
And, oh, bitter pill! - my final score was only 68.
Each love session of mine was rated, zero to one hundred.
Zero was nowhere, one hundred was perfect. My lowest rating was forty-one, my highest eighty-four, my average sixty-eight.
How ghastly! Me, a man who'd always prided himself on being a great lover, to rate a lousy sixty-eight? A 'C plus.'
When the session at last ended, I felt like killing myself. I said as much to the General, after the girls had trooped out.
"Fine," he said. "If you don't have the guts to take constructive criticism, and the initiative to improve yourself, better you should blow your brains out, before the taxpayers waste any more money on you."
"I said I felt like killing myself," I snarled. "I didn't say I would. I said I felt like it."
"Better," said the General. "This session may have deflated your ego, but let's hope it's stimulated your desire to learn. Starting tomorrow morning you begin intensive love training, you'll be coached by experts."
"Wow!" I said.
"Correct. And, if you felt uncomfortable having your every sexual tactic criticized in public, cheer up. Remember that voluptuous brunette with green eyes you made love to a couple of weeks ago? Shirley Lou?"
"I'll say," I said. "But she wasn't any expert, sexually speaking. A mere amateur. An enthusiastic amateur but an amateur."
"Don't tell me," chuckled the General. "Tell her, tomorrow night. She's just been awarded her triple-zero number. And tomorrow night you, and the other male SADISTO agents, will gather here and publicly comment on her abilities and deficiencies in bed?"
"Hot dog!" I gasped. "What fun! You mean you have movies of me, and thirty other guys, making love with her? Boy, will she squirm when she has to watch herself in action, with me and thirty other guys making sarcastic comments about her sexual know-how. What fun!"
"Right," said G. "But meanwhile, I take it you don't object to intensive love training?"
I told him I sure didn't, and early the next morning my training began.
It should have been fun, and it was. But it was work, too. I'd known, vaguely, that men (and women) had devoted their entire lives to studying sexual nuances.
But not until my intensive love training began did I realize how much there was to learn, how complex and complicated sex could be.
My first instructor was a Hindu girl, whose education had begun where the Kama Sutra lapses into asterisks...
Those Hindu babes sure know the score.
And after the Hindu sexpert had finished me, I mean finished with me, I was turned on to, I mean turned over to, a sexually adept Chinese chick.
And she taught me all the subtle and varied nuances of Oriental lovemaking, Chinese style. For five days. After which a bosomy babe named Kamikaza taught tricks and delicious ideas the Japanese have come up with in the past five centuries...
Then came long, languorous days of instruction in the Korean philosophy of sex, followed by Malay, Indonesian, Tahitian, and Thailese love practices.
And after that, I was indoctrinated into Arctic love practices (by a lusty Eskimo girl), African sex habits (by nymphomaniacal Congolese, Algerian, Nigerian, Tanzanian and Zulu girls), South American sex cults (by crazed Motilone Indian maidens) - and European erotic notions (by aroused Italian, French, Russian, Spanish and German girls).
What a liberal education...
What complex and subtle love practices I mastered...
And how useful my sexual skills proved...
CHAPTER NINE
"You look thoughtful," mused my naked Arab girl captor. "A qarash for your thoughts."
I smiled at her, forcing my mind back from its recollections of my thorough SADISTO training to the awful Nautipuss.
"Tell me, Captain Demo," I said. "What is that you have against the human race, why do you hate both East and West?"
"I told you," she snarled. "East and West combined to rub out my father, the Prime Minister."
"How do you feel about neutrals?" I asked, wondering if I shouldn't claim Swiss citizenship.
"Neutrals, hah! Where were the neutrals when East and West pumped bullets into my father, the Prime Minister? Dilly-dallying, that's what. I'll teach those rotten neutrals to dilly-dally!"
Before I could reply, before I could even think of a reply, an alarm bell sounded and, with a colorful Arabic oath, Captain Demo, without getting dressed, of course, hastened to the control room.
I hastened after her, close behind her swaying bronze buttocks.
In the control room her crew of fanatic Arab girls were on the alert. Captain Demo flung a shapely desert damsel aside and grabbed the periscope for herself. I didn't have to wonder what she was looking at, though; a full color TV screen showed what she was viewing above the surface.
A ship. A fat, complacent cruise ship, doubtless one of the many cruise ships which cruise the West Indies.
"A victim!" snarled CeeDee. "Prepare to surface close aboard her! Radar scrambler and radio jammers full on! Down periscope! Up the Nautipuss!"
And, dramatically, the sub surged to the surface, scant yards from the giant cruise ship. CeeDee, followed by her crew, followed by me, scampered up through the sail to the deck. A few yards away the big cruise ship wallowed in a quiet sea. Over our heads the radar and radio jammers of the Nautipuss rotated, effectively preventing the cruise ship from communicating with shore.
Along the side of the cruise ship smiling tourists gathered, waving and grinning at the ominous black hull of the Nautipuss, ogling the shapely, naked girl crewmembers, and me.
Little did they suspect what I suspected was in store for them...
"Ahoy there!" called the smiling captain of the cruise ship, the S.S. Miami Maiden. "Who are you? Our radio seems to have gone on the blink. Uh, why are you Navy fellows dressed up like naked girls? Been along time at sea, eh?"
"Bah!" sneered Captain Demo. "Run up our ensign!"
A shapely, and naked, Arab girl scurried to obey and, a moment later, the black flag, adorned by gleaming white skull and crossbones, fluttered above the Nautipuss.
The stupid, unsuspecting tourists lining the deck of the S.S. Miami Maiden cheered, doubtless thinking this was some novel diversion concocted for their amusement while at sea. The officers and crew of the Miami Maiden paled in panic. They knew better. No ship, ever, flies the Jolly Roger unless she's what she proclaims to be, a pirate ship.
"Move in close aboard her port quarter!" barked Captain Demo. "Prepare grappling irons! Issue machine pistols, cutlasses and helmets! We'll gut this fat merchantman, or my name isn't Captain Demo, commander of the Nautipuss!"
A fanatic cheer arose, in which I didn't join in, and cutlasses (razor sharp) and machine pistols (fully loaded) were passed out. Also helmets. Curious, gleaming aluminum helmets resembling G.I. Army helmets, save for a glass lens in front.
"Put one on," snarled Captain Demo, ramming a helmet down over my head. "If you're a member of my crew, for the time being, you'll conduct yourself as such. We're going to board that fat ship. And rape and pillage and loot her. That helmet will protect you from head blows. And also record your actions."
I gasped. "You mean," I gasped, "that this helmet contains a tiny movie camera, a camera that will record my every action aboard that ship?"
"You've guessed it," snarled Captain Demo. "Later, at my leisure, I can, and will, play back every roll of film. And heaven help any crew member who doesn't act in a thoroughly bestial fashion. Up the grappling irons!"
And an instant later grappling irons were hurled to catch on the Miami Maiden's deck rails. And after the grappling irons, boarding nets were hoisted - and we all scrambled up, waving cutlasses and machine pistols. Naked but ferocious.
What a dilemma! How awkward! How dreadful! All these thoughts swarmed through my head as I swarmed aboard the S.S. Miami Maiden.
I felt sick, and strangely exhilarated.
As you can understand, if you ponder my situation.
On the one hand, I certainly didn't want to help loot, rape and pillage the cruise ship S.S. Miami Maiden.
On the other hand...
On the other hand, what boy, adolescent, young man, or fully grown man, hasn't secretly dreamed of being a pirate, of looting, raping and pillaging a fat rich merchant ship?
Few.
And now I was under orders to loot, rape and pillage. Further, a tiny movie camera inside my helmet was recording everything I did. Under other circumstances, I could merely pretend to rape, loot and pillage. As it was the camera would reveal, in exact detail, everything I did. Or didn't do.
If I failed to be bestial enough, Captain Demo would see that I died, horribly. And slowly.
And my reluctance to be bestial wouldn't help anybody: if the crew and passengers were to be murdered, ravished and pillaged, Captain Demo had more than enough fanatic girls to do the job.
So. If I failed to play the part of a pirate, I'd die. And with me would die any chance of destroying Captain Demo and her pirate submarine.
And the crew and passengers would get looted, raped and liquidated anyway.
On the other hand...
On the other hand, if I raped, looted and pillaged with the rest, nobody would die who wouldn't have died anyway. And I'd live to accomplish my mission, and rid the Free World (not to mention to Communist and Neutral World) of a dangerous foe.
No argument.
To save my own life, and accomplish my mission, I'd have to act like a pirate.
And, since I had to act like a pirate, I might as well enjoy myself!
Wow! Free license to unleash the beast in me!
A chance to live out my secret, sordid daydreams!
In glowing color, and flowing blood!
And, as a sop for my conscience, I wouldn't really be doing anything bad. Nothing, that is, that wouldn't have gotten done anyway.
"Kill 'em all!" I screamed, scrambling up the boarding net. "Loot 'em! Rape 'em! Butcher 'em!"
A knot of startled ships officers, resplendent in white uniforms and gold braid, backed away from me as I bounded aboard. Small wonder. Naked, with cutlass and machine pistol in hand, and a goofy looking helmet on my head, I must have looked rather strange.
Nothing like me or the screaming naked Arab girls alongside of me, had impinged on their tranquil, West Indian cruises before.
A snarling Arab girl beside me cut loose with her machine pistol, and the knot of ships officers went flying backwards in bits and pieces.
On we rushed. Screaming and waving our weapons.
A chubby tourist in Bermuda shorts stepped in front of me. "What on Earth is going on?" he asked. "Some sort of party?"
I jerked the trigger of my machine pistol, and he flopped backwards as half a dozen soft nosed bullets drilled into his belly.
"Piracy!" I yelled. "Up the Jolly Rogers!"
A group of bored looking tourists appeared, holding cameras. I shot the cameras out of their hands. And then their hands and arms off their bodies. Then I finished them with a last snarl of machine-pistol bullets.
Golly! Who'd have thought piracy, pillaging, and raping could be so much fun? What joy had vanished from the Caribbean with the passing of the pirates! No wonder Morgan and Blackbeard and Kidd and the rest, Mary Bonney and that other girl pirate, had all had such ball!
Who, I reflected, as I hacked the head off an openmouthed fat tourist with my cutlass, doesn't have a few hostile feelings locked up within them?
And what more swinging way to unleash said hostile feelings, than by looting and pillaging an entire ship?
A gorgeous young girl, who looked like a fashion model and probably was, stepped in front of me. She was wearing a revealing string bikini, more string than bikini, a bikini that revealed her bosoms as all too flat, her hips too narrow. True, her face was lovely, but what pirate cares about faces?
"Good grief!" she gasped. "What are you up to?"
"Not rape!" I snarled. "You aren't my type!" With a duel flick of my razor-sharp cutlass I cut her bikini bra and panties from her body. No, she wasn't my type. I skewered her with a few deft lunges of my cutlass. Down she flopped.
And on I rushed.
Down a companionway. A few yards in front of me a cabin door opened and out stepped a girl. A girl who'd been too startled to put on any clothes.
A victim to ravish?
No.
Close inspection of her cringing form revealed that, despite her full breasts, her wide hips and her luscious thighs she was underage sixteen or less.
And, while I may have my faults, ravishing underage girls isn't one of them. So I contented myself with sliding the tip of my cutlass deep into her shapely abdomen and then, when she doubled over with a horrified gasp, spearing her neatly through her right breast.
She squealed but didn't drop. Curses. I'd goofed again. Her left breast was over her heart. I skewered her through her left breast, and down she flopped.
Dead but still twitching.
I felt no remorse. What the heck, I was just doing my job, the job I had to do for the sake of the Free World, in an indirect fashion. Can a flyer afford to feel remorse when he drops a napalm bomb on a village in Viet Nam? Of course not, even if he knows the village is full of underage Viet Cong girls.
Morality is for the moralists, not for two-fisted men of action like me.
I stormed down the companionway, swinging my cutlass and shouting pirate oaths.
A snarling tourist type jumped in front of me throwing cash, probably somebody else's. With a cruel smile and one mighty swing of my cutlass, I cleaved him from toupee to belt. Still snarling, he separated into two sections and fell sideways, in both directions.
How satisfying!
His gorgeous young wife jumped into the corridor, holding a drink, wearing a mu-mu, bleated in terror. I sliced her to luscious ribbons with half-a-dozen deft swings of my gleaming, if blood drenched, cutlass.
Down she collapsed, in assorted fragments.
How tension relieving!
And to those who doubt me, to those who shake their heads and cluck their tongues and call me a monster, I have but one question to ask: what would you have done in my place?
I have another question: haven't you, ever, in your most secret daydreams, mulled over the idea of hacking people to pieces with a razor sharp cutlass? Especially tourists?
Haven't you ever wondered what it would be like to be utterly savage and bestial? To be a Mongol, galloping proudly, if bestially, beneath the yak-tail banner behind Genghis Khan, hacking and raping naturally, instinctively, without a cloying conscience to inhibit you?
Haven't you ever dreamed you were a knight, riding into battle in the middle, ages behind the dread oriflamme, the blood red banner that signified no quarter expected, no quarter given?
Sure.
Sure you have.
Every normal man has.
Just as every normal man has dreamed, or daydreamed, about sacking Panama and the Spanish West Indies with Morgan, spearing the fat complacent Spanish soldiers with a well-thrust sword lunge, and ravishing the squealing young Spanish maidens with a well thrust lunge of another sort.
Slaughter, lust and rapine lurk on the red fringes of every normal, and many abnormal, masculine mind.
Kill the men and ravish the luscious young females! Such a cry brought blood to the cheeks of ten thousand Vikings pillaging the soft shores of Europe, Butcher the boys and rape the girls! Shouted a hundred thousand Romans when they closed on the Sabines, and a lesser number of Greeks when they finally got into Troy.
When the Nubians conquered the Egyptians, when the Syrians quelled the Sumerians, when the Hittites smote the Assyrians, when the Visigoths stormed into Rome, the cry was the same: chop up the men and bed the babes!
When the Legions leveled Carthage, when Cambodia vanquished Thailand, when the Incas attacked the Aztecs, the Apaches the Yaquis, the war cry was Massacre the men and make it with the maidens!
We may pride ourselves on being civilized, but just beneath, and not very far beneath the surface lie all the old, primitive urges. Girls are luscious prizes to be captured and enjoyed, men are obnoxious handicaps to be eliminated, one way or another. And preferably the hard way.
Walk down a beach, any beach, in midsummer. What do you see? Girls. Hosts of luscious, lovely, nubile young girls in bikinis. And standing between you and those girls lie, men. Hard, nasty, muscular looking men.
But weaponless. If only you had a cutlass, and the nerve, and the guts, and the cops weren't around, what a ball you might have. Chopping down those chesty male champions, stripping and ravishing their delectable companions...
I repeat, however civilized a man may be, there comes a time when he walks into a cocktail party and sees a full bodied bird in an off the shoulder dress he must have, only her husband and/or lover is standing guard.
What red-blooded male hasn't wished he were living five hundred years in the past, with a naked sword in his hand?
Men who try to hog gorgeous girls, just because they brought them to the party or married them or some such nonsense, such men deserve to be shot, or speared, or bludgeoned, or whopped over the head with a spike-studded club. And their girls, their girls need to be ravished. Over and over.
Despite, or perhaps because of their squeals and screams and cries for mercy.
In the deep dark subconscious of every real man lurks the conviction that every shapely female was designed and built for just one purpose: being loved by him.
And every male who stands in his way deserves but one fate, death, or worse, or both.
Every man, I say, feels this way deep down. Only most men are too 'civilized' to admit it.
And, more important, most men, not one man in ten million, in fact, ever gets the chance to act on his bestial impulse.
Not one man in ten million ever experiences the joy of lopping, off the head of some obnoxious husband, then to savor the fleshly charms of said late husband's choice, young bride.
But, thanks to a dismal combination of circumstances, I found myself in such a position, a position where I felt completely free to kill and ravish as I pleased; a position where, in fact, I had to kill and ravish in order to survive...
So on I dashed.
Shouting and brandishing my blood-drenched cutlass.
Horatio Hornblower as a young officer could never have looked more heroic.
Errol Flynn in his best movies could never have looked more amorous.
Attila the Hun never felt more villainous.
"Kill 'em all!" I yelled, emptying my machine pistol into a frightened group of husbands, or so I judged them. The plump, middle-aged husbands went flying backwards, punctured lethally by a rain of bullets.
I leaped through the door they'd been guarding, and there, cringing before me, cringed a bevy of luscious girls: the wives, mistresses and girlfriends of the middle-aged obstacles I'd just disposed of.
They shrank back, squealing with dismay, and excitement. In just such a manner, no doubt, Etruscan girls about to be enslaved had squealed at the sight of their lusty Roman conquerors, and so on through the ages.
Not so many centuries ago, in these same waters, English chicks had squealed at the sight of lusty Spanish seaman, and Spanish dolls had squealed when about to be boarded by French sailors, and Dutch girls, etc. etc.
No doubt about it, the Caribbean was the Sea to practice piracy in. And I didn't have to daydream my piracy with or without the aid of a lusty historical novel, I could live the part.
I leered at the shrinking (but excited) damsels before me. A nice selection. Full-breasted blonde "kept" girls in their teens, sultry hipped brunette child brides, now the widows of old, rich, dead men. Tempestuous redheaded trollops and tarts now deprived of their sugar daddies.
If only I were captain of my own pirate ship (instead of a lowly crew member on the Nautipuss, I'd have had the whole prize collection crated and stowed aboard my ship for sampling at leisure.
What joy, to start each nautical day with fresh-squeezed orange juice and a fresh, squeezable girl.
Those pirates had the right slant on gracious living, centuries before the term was invented.
As it was, though, I'd have to content myself with just one girl. There just wouldn't be time to ravish more than one.
I scanned their shapely ranks thoughtfully.
"What do you want?" A nervous voice, called. "The men took all the valuables! We have nothing!"
I turned to the voice, and spotted a heavy-breasted young blonde. Terrified, she eyed me up, and down, looked briefly excited, and I grinned, darkly.
"A victim," I snarled. "A victim to ravish!"
The girls squealed the more, huddling in a compact, luscious group.
I sneered, bestially. "And those of you who I reject," I told them casually, "will no doubt be put to the sword, or worse. Any volunteers for ravishing?"
They all volunteered. They almost mobbed me, in fact, shrieking "Me! Me! Ravish me!"
I beat them back with the flat of my cutlass, hastily made my selection, the ripe young blonde who'd asked me what I wanted, slung her over my virile shoulder and lurched out the cabin door.
A few yards down the companionway I kicked open a cabin door, found the cabin empty, carted my squealing captive in. Her dainty fists were beating a tattoo against my back; her luscious legs were waving over my shoulder.
How satisfying. Just like in a movie or one of the daydreams I'd daydreamed back when I was a frustrated adolescent.
I tossed her onto the big bed, where she bounced beautifully, her full breasts jumping and surging beneath the thin fabric of her skimpy halter.
I tossed aside my cutlass, kicked shut the cabin door and locked it, turned and dived forward towards the bed, and my squealing blonde captive.
She was too quick for me. While I was still swan diving through the air she rolled over twice on the big bed, and I landed, not on target, but on my face on the sheets.
I snarled, turned and grabbed for her, and she slid out of my grasp like quicksilver, to stand a moment later beside the bed, her dainty hands on her voluptuous hips.
"Not so fast," she scolded me.
"But... I'm going to ravish you," I growled.
"Yeah, I know," she said soothingly. "I'm no fool. I know when being ravished is inevitable, and I'm all prepared to relax and enjoy it. But let's go about ravishing, and being ravished, in a civilized manner, okay?" She sat down on the bed, pulled her shoulders back so that her saucy, ripe young breasts thrust out towards me in resilient abandon. "Don't you think it'd be more fun if I, cooperated with my own ravishment?"
"I don't know. Maybe. Yes," I said. "But I was going to insist you cooperate with me anyway. Or I'd skewer you without mercy. With my cutlass."
"Is that what you call it?" she asked archly. "I've always wondered... But seriously, wouldn't it be more satisfying, for both of us, if I cooperated willingly?" She reached out a slender tanned arm, stroked my unshaven cheek, while the other stroked my unshaven little oh-eight, who rose to the occasion.
"My but you're virile," she said. "What's your name?"
My name. It wouldn't do to give her my real name, or even my SADISTO serial number. "Uh, just call me Blackbeard... the Second." I said. "Uh, how come you aren't terrified and all?"
"Oh, but I am," she assured me, sliding her soft hand down my neck and over my chest. "But, quite obviously, I can't prevent you from ravishing me, can I?"
"I'll say you can't," I snarled. "The cabin door's locked, I'm bigger than you are, and I have a cutlass, while you don't."
"Silly boy," she crooned. "Men have cutlasses, girls have other things. I suppose I'm not the first girl you've ravished?"
"Of course not," I said indignantly. "I've ravished heaps of girls."
And so I had, actually. Though only in the line of duty as a SADISTO agent. This was the first time I'd ravished a girl just for the hell of it. No, hang it, I was still on duty. How could it have slipped my mind? I wasn't looting and raping for kicks, but because my job demanded it.
"Don't you want to take off that silly helmet?" crooned my blonde young victim, sliding her warm hand down past my chest, over my stomach, and then lower. Much lower to join the other.
"Yes," I said, my breathing getting labored as her fingers gripped. "But I can't. Orders and all that."
"Just as you say," she purred. "What do you do next? I'm dying to know, I've never been ravished before. Though I've often dreamed about being ravished, of course. Every healthy, sexy girl has. Though so few of us have our sexy dreams come true."
"First," I snarled, feeling somehow that this chick was being a bit too casual for my liking, "I rip off your clothes. Like this!"
And I reached for the thin fabric band that held the ballooning cups of her halter together, hooked my fingers over it and tugged. It snapped easily, her halter sprang apart, and out bounded her joyously unconfined breasts. Dual prize packages of rounded richness, twin curved cones of bouncing fun flesh, matched mountains of youthful, tanned, quivering, exciting femininity, succulent orbs of desire, happy hemispheres of lust, jaunty jiggling rotundities of passion.
In a phrase, my kind of titties.
Her breasts were big and her breasts were young, her breasts were firm yet delectably soft, her breasts were gigantic, jiggling with inertia and gravity, but without trace or suspicion of sag.
Like proud pinnacles of perfection they jutted upward and outward from her chest, quivering, swaying, rocking, gently bouncing.
As erotic as a maiden's prayer, as taut as an overinflated inner tube, as symmetrical as sin, her breasts thrust brazenly towards me, tipped with ruby red nipples that swelled eagerly out from tawny red aureoles.
She smiled.
I leered. And drooled.
Then I reached for her shapely belly, slid my hooked fingers down her smooth, sleek, gently rounded flesh, captured the soft stretch fabric of her short-shorts, and yanked.
Those short-shorts tore loose into a handful of crumpled cloth that I tossed aside, and her whole body lay naked and exposed to my probing eyes.
And what a body...
Hips wide and flaring and insolently feminine; thighs as full and ripe and softly curved as female thighs should be, but so often aren't; a sleek, smooth, flawlessly fleshed curve of belly.
I pulled her to me, pulled her down on the bed and buried my face between the hot pleasure peaks of her breasts, inhaling the sweet scented aroma of her flesh, tasting the salty-sweet delight of her bulging, billowing breasts.
My lips moved over her beautiful, bulbous breasts, now kissing the soaring smooth curves, now tasting and teasing the crinkled warmth of her aureoles and the turreted tips of her pulsing, fully erect nipples.
Meanwhile my hands were gliding over her body, stroking her smooth flesh, squeezing and pinching her rounded softness, exploring her, probing her, teasing her, possessing her.
I slid my hands under her body to caress her arched spine, her rich and yielding buttocks. I dug my fingers savagely into the tanned temptation and her skin seemed to ripple and writhe beneath my grasping, clutching hands, to flow like quicksilver.
And now her hands were moving, moving slidingly, strokingly over my body, bathing my flesh in glowing tactile bliss. As soft as the stroke of butterfly wings, her fingertips glided over me, testing me, tormenting me, pulling me down into her.
I locked my lips to hers and tasted the wine-sweet heat of her mouth, felt her hot, wet, torrid tongue dart into my mouth like a striking serpent while our bodies pressed together, slid together, chest to breasts, belly to belly, thighs interlocked, arms enfolding, hands clutching, pulling and guiding together.
And then, with a deft twist and a forward lunge, I pressed to the feminine fervor of her body, felt her embrace me and caress me, my fingers massaging her nub as I moved in and out beneath... Faster now, and faster; while my blonde victim shrieked and moaned with ecstasy, while the blood pounded in my head like a tom-tom, while each provoking motion and wriggle of her rapture raised my passion to new heights.
My body was pulsing engine of euphoria, a jolting machine of flesh and bliss that meshed and intermeshed with the whirlpool of her.
She was a twisting tornado of aroused femininity, a tempestuous typhoon of berserk blonde bliss, a hot hurricane of fulminating flesh.
And then all at once her body shook as if rocked by an inner earthquake, and in response I began to shudder like a wild volcano, and sunburst after sunburst of climactic excitement welded us together, obliterated all sensation save the sweeping, swirling, swinging ultimacy of deep detonating desire.
There was a roaring in my head, a tumult of distant waterfalls, a thunder of raging rivers, a welter of breaking waves, a sexual swirling of rapids, and multicolored streams of flaming sensation wrapped around me.
Then, at last, it ebbed; slowly, wonderfully, the white heat of passion fading to rapturous red, the red to glowing physical memories.
And it was over.
And we rested.
Then, a bit wearily, I climbed off my blonde, picked up my cutlass, and resumed looting and pillaging the ship.
CHAPTER TEN
A few hours later I was deep beneath the Atlantic, alone save for several hundred naked girls.
The pirate submarine Nautipuss was once again on the prowl. And I was confined to quarters.
My luscious captor, Captain Demo, was real mad at me, in fact.
"When I ordered you to board the S.S. Miami Maiden to loot, ravish and kill," she'd snarled at me, "I didn't mean you should kill girls too, just men."
"Well, you might have said so," I'd sulked. "Anyway, I only slaughtered ugly, overaged, underage or otherwise undesirable females."
"Perhaps," she'd sneered. "But after this, let me be the judge of which girls get butchered and which get taken prisoner. I need girls, lots of girls, to fill vacancies in my crew. Thanks to the harsh but necessary discipline I enforce, I have a constant need for young girls to brain wash and train as crew members." So she'd locked me in my cabin.
All this took place some while after I, and the screaming, blood-crazed and naked girl crew of the Nautipuss, had ransacked and ruined the fat cruise ship S.S. Miami Maiden. All the men, without exception, had been shot, sworded, cutlassed or made to walk the plank. Likewise all the innocent children and dogs aboard.
The surviving girls had been herded, squealing, aboard the Nautipuss, there to languish in steel cells until they were impressed as crewmembers.
The Miami Maiden had then been scuttled.
"Another perfect sea-going crime," Captain Demo had gloated.
"Yeah?" I'd said. "What makes you think the combined navies of the Free World, likewise the Communist World, aren't hot on your sub's trail right now? This isn't the 1860's, you know. Captain Nemo and his Nautilus could got away with murder because there wasn't any anti-submarine warfare to speak of back then. A sub was safe. Now, now you have to worry about killer subs, and hunter-killer aircraft, and Mark-46 underwater missiles. Also Mark-48 missiles, and ASROC and SUBROC and SQS-26 and AINEW and SEAHAWK, weapons so secret they've only just been described in Time Magazine."
"Pooh," Captain Demo had sneered. "So anti-submarine warfare is specialized and technically hip, so is the Nautipuss. Radar? Sonar? The Nautipuss is painted with Sonar and Radar absorbent paint."
I gnashed my teeth in frustration. I knew such coatings were in existence anybody who read current books and magazines knew as much, in fact, but it irked me to find that Captain Demo was also on the ball. "As for detection devices," she'd sneered, "thanks to the advanced Soviet, American, British, French and Chinese electronic gadgets I have aboard I can detect the detection devices before they detect me."
"That's what you think," I'd snarled, not really believing my own snarled words.
"Fact," she'd gloated. "The oceans are gigantic. Finding one sub is like finding one concealed needle in a billion haystacks. Besides, I have some other advantages. Number one, nobody knows of the existence of the Nautipuss. I can, and do, strike at will, after first jamming the transmitters of my victims, and who's to suspect the truth? Dozens and dozens of ships sink every year. Without a trace. Who's to know which sink from natural accidents, and which I sink?"
Nobody, I realized with sinking spirits.
"And even if the existence of a pirate submarine should be suspected, you think any nation would be fool enough to start dropping depth charges at random? If a U.S. Navy ship should detect a suspect submarine, me, you think they'd dare bomb me? Of course not. I might be one of the Soviet's 430 ocean going submarines. And what punk destroyer captain would risk war, especially after the unfortunate Bedford incident?"
None, I realized. And Soviet ships wouldn't risk depth charging a mystery sub for fear it might prove to be British, or French or Dutch or Pakistani or Egyptian or Argentinian or Brazilian or Canadian or Mexican or Belgian or Swedish or Tahitian. There were just too many subs prowling about international waters.
At any moment there were probably at least a thousand subs cruising underwater in the high seas. Even if, as Captain Demo had said, the existence of a pirate submarine should be suspected, who'd risk blowing up the first sub they found? Not when the odds were a thousand to one against their bombing the right sub.
The Nautipuss was safe, curse it. Unless...
I smiled to myself, thinking of the various ways in which I might sabotage the Nautipuss.
At which point I got confined to my cabin.
Meanwhile the Nautipuss, manned by its crew of skilled naked girls, zoomed through the water. As hour followed hour and day dragged into day. Where were we headed? No telling. But at fifty knots, the Nautipuss could travel twelve hundred nautical miles in twenty-four hours.
Hours passed, with me still confined to my cabin. Hours and then days. Three times a day the door to my cabin opened and two shapely, naked Arab girls stepped inside. One holding a tray full of hot seafood, the other holding a machine pistol leveled a few inches below my navel.
"Nautron respoc," the girl with the tray would chuckle.
"Lorni virch," the girl with the machine pistol would giggle.
And then they'd put down the tray and leave me alone. Alone save for a tray of steaming seafood.
Several times, every time, in fact, I attempted to engage one or both girls in conversation. At first subtly: "Uh, you girls get off duty pretty soon?" No response. Then more directly: "You girls wanna sell out? SADISTO will pay both of you a million dollars, five million dollars, if you sell out. Okay? Deal? Girls! Don't slam the door so hard!"
It was no use. The girls were dedicated fanatics. Or else my stateroom was bugged and they knew it.
And meanwhile the Nautipuss streaked through the depths. Real deep, I guessed, judging the darkness of the surrounding water. Only the brilliant blue, green, orange and white phosphorescent trails of deep-sea fish gave me any clue to the speed we were traveling.
Once we passed a school of giant squid, each cephalopod at least forty feet long. The squid, glowing like luminescent phantoms, tried to keep pace with us, but the great sub soon out distanced them.
Where was Captain Demo? Brooding? Doubtless.
She was the neurotic, brooding type.
Several times, through the steel bulkheads of my cabin, I could hear her playing her mighty Wurlitzer, plaintive, melancholy tunes like Unchained Love, I Don't Want To Spoil The Party, So I'll Go, and Help!
Where were we headed? No way of knowing. Where were we bound? No way to tell.
All I could do was sit in my cabin and brood. And think. I thought about the fun I could be having back at SADISTO's huge underground headquarters.
One thing you have to say about the General is that when (or if) an agent returns from a successful mission, he or she can have all the fun he or she desires.
"My agents," the General had told me many times, "have an average working life of only five hundred hours in the field, before meeting violent, usually, horrible deaths. Investment-wise, it makes good sense to boost their morale by spending the taxpayers' money lavishly on them while they're still alive."
And it was no idle pronouncement, either. The sky was the limit so far as returning triple zero agents were concerned. Wine, wanton women and whiskey made every homecoming a memorable one.
How well I remembered my last return from a successful major mission...
I'd been in Bolivia, neutralizing some pesky tin mineworkers, in particular a wayward wild woman named La Tempesta, a shapely tin miner's daughter who'd taken to the hills as a Castro-type guerrilla leader.
For days I'd slogged up hills and around mountains. Porter after porter had toppled over with exhaustion, but I'd kept going, maintained by sheer determination plus pep pills.
Finally I'd been slogging along alone, a hundred pound knapsack on my back, the yellow and green flag of the Supra-National Geographic Society fluttering from a tiny aluminum flagpole surmounting my cap (my cover story was that I was taking pictures for the Supra-National Geographic Magazine).
Then, dramatically, La Tempesta and her band of guerillas had stormed out of their caves and captured me. What a stirring sight it must have been, dozens of scowling guerrillas closing in on me and my knapsack. And at their head, the youthful, luscious figure of La Tempesta, looking fetchingly attractive if subversive in her pink loincloth.
(She wore pink because, while left wing, she was not a full-fledged Communist.)
Above the waist she wore only a bandolier of pistol bullets, the dark brown leather contrasting excitingly with her full, firm, richly tanned breasts, naked despite the brisk mountain winds.
"Foolish Americano," she'd scolded me while leading me towards her private cave, "this is no place for freelance photographers. Don't you Supra-National Geographic Society members know when to quit?"
Then we were in her cave, the flickering orange firelight outlining her bold, partially Indian profile and gleaming on her mahogany flesh, casting quivering shadows on the cave wall, shadows that etched every outline of her proud, high, full breasts, her tiny waist, her slumberous hips, her shapely thighs, and calves.
"I realize," she'd whispered, feeding me tamale after tamale by hand, "that your foolish magazine is interested only in geography and Kodachromes, not politics, but I will tell you my side of the geopolitical power struggle here in Bolivia anyway..."
And she did. Me, I didn't listen. I contented myself with first wolfing down her tempting tamales, and then sliding pistol bullets out of her bandolier, bullet by bullet.
When I had her completely disarmed I removed the bandolier itself. Now only a pistol belt, pistol and pink loincloth shielded her charms from my eyes. I removed them (the pistol belt, pistol and pink loin cloth, that is, not my eyes) - and now she was nude and utterly feminine, and we were alone, alone in her private cave.
"Another tamale, signor?" she husked in broken English. "I would be insulted if you did not eat what I have to offer."
So I ate her tamale. Slowly, appreciatively. Then I licked my lips, and tasted the tawny temptation of her proud and pouting breasts, the wild delight of her erect nipples, the pagan pleasures of her nut-brown limbs, her soft warm belly, her moist red lips...
Alone on the soft sand that carpeted her private cave, the firelight flickering over us like a benediction, our bodies molded and melded together, the supple symphony of her flesh seeming to melt and flow beneath my sliding, grasping hands, the hot cushiony softness of her breasts pressing provocatively against my chest, the eager invitation of her body a pulsing flame against my stomach, the sleek surfaces of her thighs a satiny supplication to my approving hands...
Her body surged satanically against my body, her lips clamped in a sultry caress against my mouth, her tongue moved wildly against mine as she abandoned herself to the raging fires of passion that possessed her.
What a hot tamale! This tawny troglodyte really knew the score when in come to untamed passion...
My clutching finger scored the polished vibrancy of her back, grasped tightly the firm yet tender hemispheres of her youthful buttocks. And then she was sprawled on her back, pulling me down against her, pulling me into her...
Our lips were still locked and her tongue lashed the inside of my mouth like a searing, scorching, seeking whip of passion as the hot breath from her plumed nostrils fanned my cheeks, as her fingernails raked my arms and shoulders and back, as my chest swayed springily atop the rolling ecstasy of her breasts.
She sank her teeth blindly into my shoulder, and then I felt her shudder and gasp as the first tidal wave swept through her, and a moment later I, too, felt the fulminating firestorm of total frenzy.
It was wild and wanton and turbulent and thrilling and exalting and excruciating, it was birth and death, yin and yang, darkness and light.
It was a splendor and a madness, a cataclysmic orgasmic ultimacy, a jolting jangling jumping jubilant joyride to oblivion and immortality...
More sparks...
Black, scorching flames...
Pulverizing detonations...
Unimaginable explosions...
"Wow!" I'd gasped, "what sexual fireworks!"
"Those aren't sexual fireworks, signor," La Tempesta had snarled, wriggling frantically out from under me. "Those are explosions, flames and pulverizing detonations, the accursed Government Troops must be attacking my secret hideaway!"
Naked and defiant, her eyes still glowing from remembered rapture, she grabbed her pistol and dashed to the entrance to the cave. "You didn't lead them hereby any chance, did you signor?" she demanded hotly over her shapely shoulder.
"Me?" I'd asked innocently, glancing nervously at my knapsack in which was concealed a tiny radio homing beacon.
Meanwhile, La Tempesta, with a brave if futile scream of defiance, had stepped from the mouth of her private cave and began to blaze away at the Government troops. Or rather, she tried to blaze away but, since I'd emptied her pistol, all that happened was a series of metallic clicks.
At point blank range the Government troops opened up on her with 7.62 light machine guns, 13 mm heavy machine guns, bazookas, mortar fire, rifle fire, flamethrowers and directed air strikes.
The result was, alas, predictable...
She jumped back into the cave and glared. First at her empty pistol, then at me. "Those accursed Government Troops are aiming better every month," she'd snarled. "Another few minutes and they'd have hit me. Well, it looks like I'm finished..."
"Looks that way," I agreed. "Why don't you step outside again and meet your fate like a man - I mean like a girl?"
"I intend to," she'd spat at me. "But first, signor, you will meet your fate!" And she scooped up a hand grenade that had escaped my notice.
"Wait!" I'd yelled. "Let's not be hasty! Supposing I buy you off?"
"How much?" she mused, tossing the hand grenade up and down, thoughtfully.
"How about 3.3 million dollars?" I'd gasped. "It's some cash the C.I.A. didn't spend in Singapore once. All in small bills."
She accepted, fortunately for me. And, after a dramatic escape through a secret tunnel in the rear of her cave, a thrilling trek through mountain jungles, a cold swim across a mountain lake and a rendezvous with a helicopter, La Tempesta got what was coming to her, and I returned to SADISTO headquarters. And a hero's welcome.
First a gourmet meal: flapjacks and sausage patties, eggplant a la mode, chocolate-coated grasshoppers, chicken livers with strawberry jam, washed down with a bottle of chilled gooseberry liqueur.
Then, after sending my compliments to the chef, I retired to my luxurious suite, undressed, showered, dried myself lit, a cigarette, smiled, and pushed the button marked ORGY.
I jumped back instantly, not a moment too soon, either. Two seconds later one, two, three, four, five naked and happily shrieking girls landed with five thuds on my huge bed.
"Gangway!" I yelled, and flinging aside my cigarette, flung myself on top of the luscious, squirming pile of girl flesh...
(Note: Some readers, with naturally curious minds or else the desire to start their own instant, automated orgy service, may wonder how SADISTO's Room Service could supply an orgy so fast.)
I'll explain.
At SADISTO's huge underground headquarters, triple zero agents of both sexes have lavish private suites on the Fourteenth Level, directly above the General's quarters on the Fifteenth Level.
Since triple zero agents in residence have the privilege of getting instant sex, a simple delivery system was long ago worked out. On the Twelfth Level are several Ready Rooms manned, or girled, twenty-four hours a day.
Here, representing a triumph of modern technology, are numbers of large wooden chairs, and in each chair, at all times, sits a naked ready girl (except in the Male Ready room, of course, where men await a call from predatory female agents).
The chairs' design is similar to those used at carnivals and fairs, where a pretty girl in a bikini sits over a big tub of water into which, if your coconut hits the target, the chair will dump her. Our chairs, though, are a superior model, and the girls don't wear bikinis.
If, two levels below, a SADISTO agent pushes a button by his bed marked BLONDE, a complex switch-board routes his electronic request to one of the chairs currently occupied by a naked blonde.
In a fraction of a second the chair seat drops, and the blonde shoots down a long greased chute. (Actually we don't use real grease, too messy, but paint the chutes with Teflon, a non-greasy plastic lubricant surface.)
While the blonde is still whizzing down the feeder chute, another electronic circuit operates a chute switching device something like a railway turntable, that insures that she will be shunted to the right delivery chute.
And, an instant later, a trapdoor snaps open in the coiling above the agent's bed, and down drops a naked and ready blonde.
Simple but effective, no? Actually I believe the whole system has been used for many years by major post office sorting centers. Though, so far as I know, they only deliver mailbags through it.
When one pushes the ORGY button, as I had, all chutes and chairs get turned on, that is routed, to the suite of the pusher, the button pusher, that is.
As I say, it's a fine system though, like all mechanical systems, it isn't perfect. Once, thanks to a short circuit, a lusty female agent (0002, I think it was) pushed the button marked VIRILE LATIN MALE, and was promptly deluged with forty gallons of chicken soup (we never did find out how it happened, the kitchen had so much chicken soup on hand).
Another time, when the General was holding a top secret conference with CIA, UNCLE, FBI, KGB and CCC men he pushed the wrong button and, instead of a map of SMERSH and THRUSH agents being projected on the wall, squealing nude girls began cascading like rain all over the conference table.
But that particular time the system worked fine. I could have wished for more than five girls to start with (a lot of agents must have been placing orgy calls that evening), but I took comfort in the knowledge that more girls would soon be coming through the door, not the ceiling: nothing is better than having a naked girl or six drop onto your empty bed, but having a brace of naked girls drop on top of you while you're busy making love is not only hazardous but distracting.
At the time, though, I barely stopped to think of such things, I was too busy having a ball climbing over and under and in between five giggling girls, five delectable damsels, five passionate playmates whose months of intensive training had been directed toward but one object, making a lusty man go wild with sexual delight.
So wonderfully tangled were my tactile sensations, so bedazzled were my senses that I don't to this day know just what soft teasing contact by which part of what female finally triggered the rapture response in my overloaded nervous system. It could have been a pair of sliding hips, a teasing tongue tip, a stroking set of fingers, the gliding contact of plump young breast - or buttocks, or thigh...
At any rate I felt no pain, only soaring, screaming, jolting rapture...
After that things got more organized. My first heat of passion cooled, I was in a mood to be choosy and particular. Girl after girl (there were over twenty on my bed by this time) boasted that she had her own, special way of reviving my flagging spirits. And, for thirty second each, I let each girl try.
Who says one man and thirty girls (the party was still growing) can't have an orgy by themselves? Sultans had a ball, didn't they? You never heard of an Arabian sheik sharing his harem with strangers, did you? No. Then why should a civilized orgy include other men?
I realize some readers may differ. Some readers, even some triple-zero SADISTO agents, may think that a proportion of, say, five girls to every man is about right for an orgy.
Not me. My idea of the ideal orgy is me, and as many naked, passionate, beautiful young girls as possible. More than possible, in fact.
If I can only satisfy a dozen blondes, that doesn't mean I'll be satisfied with just a dozen; I like to have several dozen on hand, so I can pick and choose.
Most men, I think, would shrink from the idea of an orgy like the one I'm describing (me plus forty girls, the orgy was gathering momentum) because they think they'd feel self-conscious. The idea of lying sprawled on a huge bed with fifty nude girls cluttered around them, sixty girls whose sole purpose for being present was to titillate them, such an idea inhibits some men.
Or they think they'd be inhibited. It doesn't inhibit me. Perhaps because I have a healthy ego, because I honestly believe that seventy passionate girls can find no more worthy purpose in life than contributing to my sexual satisfaction.
But I digress.
As I was saying, the orgy went on, and on, and on.
Now and then I would snap my fingers for a ten-minute break, and some gorgeous naked nymph would slither up with a dry martini or a drumstick for me to nibble on. Then, another snap of my fingers, and the girls would pile on top of me again.
Every hour or so, when I felt particularly depleted, I would snap my fingers twice, and one of the girls would push a button and, a few moments later, a nurse from Medical Ultra-Secret Research would bustle in, looking crisp and efficient in her crisp white cap and shoes, and give me several pills and a brace of hypos.
A few minutes for the chemicals to take effect, a snap of my fingers, and the orgy went on, usually including the nurse.
(Yes, I know what many readers must be thinking: there aren't any pills or injections that will instantly restore a man's depleted ego, id or libido. Right. There aren't any such pills or injections, known to the general public. But Medical Ultra-Secret Research has some top secret nostrums up their sleeve; enough nostrums to fill a book, a lust-packed book, in fact.)
As I was saying, that particular orgy raged for days, and nights. Two days and three nights, in fact. Then it came to a pulsing climax and, after two weeks in the hospital recovering, I was ready for a new assignment.
Which reminded me. How was I going to, and at that moment, as if on cue, Captain Demo flung open the door to my cabin, barked "Come!", and flung herself on my bunk.
Nakedly. Expectantly.
Imperiously.
But invitingly...
CHAPTER ELEVEN
Two hours later, naked and shivering, I trod the deck of the Nautipuss. Captain Demo, also naked but not shivering, trod the deck alongside of me, breathing deeply and apparently enjoying the cold.
It was sure cold. And small wonder. The Nautipuss had surfaced South of the Roaring Forties. Antarctica wasn't all that far away, and a smile away from us rose a huge, gleaming cliff of ice that stretched to the horizon.
"An iceberg," said Captain Demo proudly. "My iceberg!"
I gave her a look. "Don't be silly," I said. "Nobody owns an iceberg, besides, they don't get that big. That must be part of Antarctica."
"Hah!" snorted Captain Demo, her magnificent nude breasts rising and falling as she inhaled frigid air. "Obviously you don't know much about icebergs. North Atlantic icebergs are pretty small, the largest recorded back in 1882, was only seven miles long. But off Antarctica they get really big. The biggest, reported by the USS Glacier in 1956, was 60 miles wide and 208 miles long."
Great Heavens she was right, I recalled. My thorough SADISTO agent training had included memorizing shelfloads of reference books, and on page 748 of Bowditch's American Practical Navigator I now recalled reading about the berg she spoke of.
"My iceberg is much smaller, however," Captain Demo informed me. "Only ten miles long and five wide. But I call it home."
What a nut she was. Doubtless her unhappy childhood in a hot desert land had enamored her of cold climes, but calling an iceberg home was ridiculous.
"Well," I sneered, "you'd better stake your claim quick, before it melts."
Her eyes flashed as she abruptly turned to me, her mighty breasts swinging dramatically, which made it hard to focus on her next sentence. "You doubt me, eh? Come below, you'll see."
I followed her below fast, glad to come in from the cold. Hatches slammed and, a moment later as I stood beside Captain Demo in the control room the Nautipuss sank silently beneath the waves:
The bronzed Arab girl was hogging the periscope, but she didn't block my view, huge color TV screens showed underwater views ahead and above the pirate sub. Soon, through the clear green water a huge whitewall loomed before us, we were about to ram the iceberg. Captain Demo barked commands, and the Nautipuss angled down steeply. Down and down and down. A few moments later we were beneath the huge flat berg. "Most icebergs," Captain Demo informed me, "melt because they drift into warmer water. My iceberg will never melt, because I have it moored in waters 30 degrees cold. Not cold enough for sea water to freeze, but cold enough to keep my iceberg from melting."
I opened my mouth to sneer, when on the TV screen marked DEAD AHEAD appeared the long, black, snakelike shape of a mooring cable stretching from the bottom of the iceberg towards the sea floor deep below.
I gasped. Where in the world had she found such a long cable? The Nautipuss slid silently past the cable and, as if in answer to my question, I saw the answer painted on the side of the cable: Trans-Pacific Telephone Cable #7 - Lower Rates After Six P.M.
Of course. I remembered now, only a few months ago the Telephone Company had reported the loss of ten miles of ocean cable, in mid-ocean. So Captain Demo was not only a murderer, torturer, pirate, and enemy of mankind, but a thief as well...
"Ah," said Captain Demo suddenly. "We're almost there, up ship!"
I flinched. Above us was at least a thousand feet of ice. The Nautipuss was streaking upward, at any moment we'd crash and, we didn't. The Nautipuss, was bobbing quietly on the surface. Five minutes later I was again on deck, and gasped in amazement.
The Nautipuss was floating in a huge, dome-like cave inside the iceberg. A really huge cave - almost a mile long and half a mile wide. Five hundred feet above our heads the sub's floodlights glittered on a smooth, curved ice ceiling.
"How in the world did you find this place?" I asked.
"I didn't," she told me. "I made it. Dove under the iceberg three months ago. Released, a small nuclear reactor attached to a float. The float held the reactor against the bottom of the ice, and the heat did the rest. Within a month it had melted this huge hideaway. My iceberg is like a soup plate floating upside down, hollow inside. Clever, eh?"
I nodded reluctant agreement. It was clever. If she'd chosen an island base for her sub, no matter how remote, she'd have been in constant danger of being spotted from the air. But who'd look under an iceberg? What electronic gear could find her through miles of ice?
True, her iceberg, being, moored, didn't drift around like most bergs, but who keeps track of icebergs near Antarctica?
No, curse it, her iceberg haven was a safe one.
Unless, excitement flared within me. What if another huge iceberg collided with hers? A ten-mile iceberg slamming into another ten-mile iceberg! Violent shock! The huge mass of ice wracked by titanic strains! Great cracks appearing! The ice dome collapsing! Tens of thousands of tons of ice cubes dropping like rocks on the Nautipuss, crushing it like a beetle, totally destroying Captain Demo and...
And me.
I shuddered. "Uh, what are the chances of your home being hit by another iceberg?" I asked, casually.
"Remote. The computer reports it might happen once in a thousand years."
Well. I was safe for a while. Or was I? Captain Demo was staring at me strangely. She'd keep me alive for a week or so, she'd told me. Was my week or so up?
What coldblooded deed did she plan to perpetrate now that I was in her icy lair?
"Come!" she snapped, and a moment later I followed her into a small motorboat, which had been launched, from the submarine and we chugged towards shore. Or rather, a long, smoothly carved landing dock that had been chiseled from the ice wall.
We landed. "Up!" she snapped, and I followed her as she began to climb a cold stairway out into the ice face. Up we climbed, and up; her rolling bronze haunches preceding me up the upward staircase of ice. Up. And up. Until we were five hundred feet up the face of ice, the Nautipuss reduced to the dimensions of a toy ship.
We'd gone about as far as we could go, I decided. The ice ceiling was only a few yards above us. I was wrong. The ice steps led to a shaft cut upwards through the ice, a spiral staircase that wound up and up through the solid ice. What labor must have been expended in cutting such a spiral staircase out of the iron, hard ice!
Twenty girls, in fact. As we climbed we passed their frozen bodies, looking as if alive. Some had expired in the act of hammering a chisel into the ice, some while fixing one of the string of lights that illumined the icy staircase.
It was real spooky, I can tell you, passing all those frozen naked girls. Untidy, too, even the Pharaohs had, I understand, removed the bodies of the slaves who'd croaked while building the pyramids. No wonder Captain Demo needed recruits for her all girl crew so often.
Up we climbed, and up, Captain Demo striding upward with an easy, muscle-rippling stride that showed her magnificent nude bronze body to good advantage. Me, I kind of hopped and lurched, flapping my naked arms against my naked chest to keep warm.
Finally, a thousand feet later, we emerged into bright sunlight atop the iceberg.
Captain Demo looked around her proudly. I weaved and swayed with exhaustion for a while. Then I looked around. The view was real pretty, I must say.
And, curiously, it wasn't all that cold, the bright sun warmed things considerably. We were standing on the highest peak of the iceberg, two and a half miles from the sea below at the nearest point, five miles from the iceberg's ends.
"My iceberg!" cried Captain Demo, her eyes filling with tears and emotion. She glanced up. So did I. Above our heads fluttered a black flag. The skull and crossbones.
Ominous.
"Doesn't it, stir you? Excite you? Inflame you?" she demanded. Her eyes were glowing like stoplights, or go lights, rather, and her whole naked bronze body was quivering. And not from the cold. Obviously CeeDee got turned on, sexually speaking, whenever she mounted her iceberg.
"Well, " I began, trying to keep my teeth from chattering. I got no further. With a shrill cry of passion, worthy of a she polar bear in heat, CeeDee sprang upon me, kissing and caressing me even as we toppled backwards to land with a thud on my backside on the ice.
Courage, I thought to myself. Penguins can do it on the ice, and a trained SADISTO agent should be able to compete with a penguin.
Meanwhile we wrestled on the gleaming ice. What a juxtaposition of sensations! On my sides, warm sunlight; on my chest and belly, hot, bronzed, naked female flesh; and against my back, a seagoing deepfreeze.
We grappled frantically, she with raging passion, me with only simulated interest. The thing to do, I mused while her hot hands roamed over my body, was just go through the motions, pretend to be excited at the prospect of an icy affair and then, and then all at once I was excited...
The contrast of the ice, cold ice against my back, and her hot fingers tracing fervent patterns across my chest and belly aroused me strangely, perversely.
I reached up and grasped the swaying hemispheres of her great globular breasts, cupping them, polishing them, squeezing them, feeling the hot hard pinnacles of her nipples stiffen to vibrant erectness, eager expectancy.
She was swarming all over me now, her arms and hands and lips and legs sliding against my flesh as if I were a morsel she was about to devour, to absorb as an amoeba absorbs its prey.
Prone on my back I could no nothing but relax, and enjoy the churning, swaying, rocking, bumping movements of her loins; enjoy the squeezing, throbbing drumbeat of her embrace; the hot glow that suffused my body as her buttocks bounced slowly.
I groaned with ecstasy slid my hands down the glossy cylinders of her thighs, stroked the sleek splendor of her waist, teased the swaying glee globes of her huge breasts, playfully tugging at her nipples, twirling them, toying with them.
It was, great. Too great to endure for long. I delayed as best I could, clenched the muscles of my buttocks, tried to think of other things, but it was no use: the surging contact of her flesh aroused me to ever greater heights of tension. The sliding, scalding, supple, suggestive, squeezing ambience of her thrust me up the magic spiral staircase of delirium.
And then it was upon me, possessing me, the twisting tornado of ultimate lust, the firestorm of rapture, the blazing eruption of inner ecstasy, the timeless moment of human immortality, total delight and fulfillment...
She shrieked and pummeled my chest with her fists, as pulse after pulse rocked us, shocked us, seared us, cheered us, welded us, melded us in a sad bad mad glad chain of detonations that left us limp and drained, sweating and content...
All the same, I wouldn't care to make a habit of making love on top of an iceberg.
CHAPTER TWELVE
Late next day we were on our way, again. Streaking deep beneath the surface, the nude girl crew with their computers guiding the Nautipuss on its grisly errand.
At least, I assumed we were on a grisly errand: Captain Demo, who evidently used her iceberg lair as a storage depot, had loaded aboard a nasty assortment of weapons and ammunition.
Armor piercing rockets, ammo for 60 mm recoilless rifles powerful enough to sink any merchant ship afloat, depth charges, SPIW rounds, hand grenades, assorted flame guns and flame throwers, and a collection of Gyrojet handguns.
We didn't use Gyrojet weapons at SADISTO for some reason, but as a casual reader of the various gun magazines on sale at all newsstands I was familiar with them. The Gyrojet pistol looks a bit like the Colt.45 automatic, but shoots rocket projectiles instead of bullets. Made by MBAssociates, of San Ramon, California, the Gyrojet line of projectiles, up to 40mm, were very worthwhile, I thought.
For the first time civilians had access to fantastic firepower. What civilian wouldn't thrill to the idea of being able to blow up any hostile tank that cruised down his block?
And the keen thing about Gyrojet projectiles, of course, is that since they are solid fuel rocket powered they have almost no recoil at all, a child can blaze away with a 40mm rocket gun. What a feeling of mastery it would have given me, as a Sixth Grader, to be able to casually toy with a 40mm, or even 20mm, rocket projectile. How my teachers would have blanched, and revised my grades upward in a hurry...
Captain Demo also loaded aboard a supply of Lance-jets, the underwater rocket projectile firing pistol made by Gyrojet. It looked, I noted with interest, just like the pictures in the December, 1965 issue of Gun World: a long, mean looking pistol firing long, mean looking shafts resembling finned needles, or slender spears. A little under a foot in length, the underwater shafts would leave the gun with a gentle hiss of bubbles, and skewer anything fifty yards in front of them.
I wondered what use Captain Demo had for them. And made the mistake of asking her.
"Why," she said with a smile, fingering a rocket projectile Lancejet in her right hand, "to kill or maim any soft-bodied enemy target I should meet under-water. For instance." she snapped her fingers. A blank-faced, naked Arab girl crewmember opened a door thirty feet away.
"For instance," chuckled Captain Demo, "if that girl was an underwater enemy..."
The Lancejet in her hand rose, hissed, and a metal spear thinner than a pencil and ten inches long flashed from the gun, a bright star of flame marking its lightning fast passage, right into the stomach of the unsuspecting Arab girl.
She screamed and collapsed, the spear all but buried in her soft, unprotected belly.
Captain Demo smiled, reloaded, fired another metal bolt, and an instant later it was buried to the hilt in the writhing crewgirl's left breast, the tip still spurting flame as it thrust itself even deeper into her heart.
"See?" she crooned.
"Ulp," I said. "Yes. Sorry I asked."
"Any time. Just remember, weapons loaded aboard the Nautipuss are for use, not display."
"Use, on whom?" I asked. "Aside from your innocent crew members, that is."
"Why, for use on my enemies, the Free World, Communist World and Neutral World."
I gasped with dismay. Nobody, but nobody was safe from the mad schemes of Captain Demo. She really should be destroyed, along with her pirate submarine. But how?
Aloud I said, "Say! That's swell! Mind if I examine one of those Lancejet guns?"
"Not at all," she said, and handed me one. At the same time snapping her fingers. I examined the gun. It sure looked lethal. The projectiles looked like nothing so much as overgrown meat skewers, with solid fuel rocket propellant in the tail.
A moment later another door opened, and another innocent naked Arab girl crewmember appeared. "You snapped your fingers, Captain?" she inquired.
Captain Demo nodded, turned to me. "There's your target, try the gun for yourself."
I went cold, and then hot, inside. What a dilemma! Captain Demo thought I wanted to try the gun on a live target, and had summoned said live target for my amusement. What to do? If I refused to shoot, on moral grounds, I was as good as dead. On the other hand...
A brilliant idea struck me. Instead of shooting the innocent Arab girl crewmember in the tummy, I could shoot Captain Demo instead. I casually swung the gun around, and then right back. Captain Demo was also holding a Lancejet gun. I might shoot her, but she'd shoot me.
There was only one thing to do, alas, so I did it.
"What fun!" I cried with simulated sophisticated amusement, and aiming quickly, fired the gun at the now horror stricken naked Arab girl. The gun hissed in my hand, and the needle sharp steel shaft flashed toward her, accelerating furiously as the fuel in its tail burned.
An instant later it was buried deep in the Arab girl's tender tummy, midway between her navel and her G-string. Or where she would have been wearing a G-string if she'd had one, which she didn't.
She let out a horrible squeal and clutched the still flaming shaft buried in her belly. Then she slowly slumped to her knees.
"Finish her," advised Captain Demo, handing me a new round.
I nodded, frantically fitted the new round into the gun, fired, had the gloomy satisfaction of seeing the shaft sink six inches deep into the Arab girl's left breast and heart. The Arab girl's eyes rolled, her hands flailed in the air, and she toppled over. Dead.
Only then did I realize how I'd goofed. For an instant, just an instant, I'd had a deadly weapon in my hand, and Captain Demo hadn't. I should have killed her instead, but hadn't.
Curses!
The General was right. Chivalry was an agent's worst friend. If I hadn't chivalrously finished off the agonized Arab girl, I could have finished off Captain Demo.
Well, live and learn. I turned, toying with the idea of bashing Captain Demo over her lovely head with my now empty Lancejet. Too late; she'd reloaded her own rocket gun.
I smiled, put down my weapon.
"Sex, anyone?" I asked with a leer.
"Anytime," Captain Demo breathed heavily, and a moment later we were grappling lustily on the deck, oblivious of the two corpses a few yards away.
It was furious and frantic, and fun.
Why didn't I demolish Captain Demo with deadly karate blows while we were interlocked? A good question. She was bigger than I was, for one thing. For another, maybe she knew more karate than I did.
At any rate, I let the opportunity pass. The opportunity to demolish my captor, that is. The opportunity to sex the stuffing out of her, and be sexed in return, I eagerly seized. This was my kind of combat, the fun fight, the joy joust, the climactic combat, the rapture round, the ecstasy engagement, the sin strife, the bliss battle, the sex scuffle, the glorious struggle for sexual delight which both parties win and neither loses, the one struggle where every move is a delight to your opponent, every victory a dual one.
We thrashed and writhed and twisted on the hard deck, soft flesh against hard flesh, masculinity versus femininity, and the thrilling peak was exciting beyond belief, satisfying, satiating, soothing, yet stimulating...
A short while later I was again confined to my cabin. Where I paced. Restlessly.
What to do? A good question. Boy, had I goofed. A perfect opportunity to liquidate Captain Demo, and I'd bungled it.
Meanwhile... Meanwhile the pirate sub was slicing through the deep, headed towards, somewhere. But where?
Several tension fraught days later Captain Demo answered my question, as the Nautipuss surfaced dramatically in a welter of foam and churning water.
"You've heard of the Tuamotu Islands?" she inquired dryly.
"The fabulous chain of islands that skirt Tahiti to the Northeast?" I gasped. "The last home of unspoiled Polynesian men, and maidens?"
"The same," she averred, with a sneer. "We are now approaching Tua Lua, one of the last unspoiled islands on the face of the globe. You can, heh, heh, guess what I intend to do..."
I thought. What would a she-monster like Captain Demo crave to do to an unspoiled island? Spoil it, of course. Also despoil it.
Meanwhile the Nautipuss, now on the surface, slid quietly toward and then through the entrance to the lagoon. I stood beside Captain Demo on the conning tower, watching great spikes of coral glide past us a few yards away.
I say 'conning tower' with the full knowledge that Navy types fume when you use the phrase, to Navy types, the thing that sticks up from a sub's deck is now called "the sail."
Ridiculous. It isn't a sail and shouldn't be called one. On the other hand, it is a conning tower. Q.E.D.
It's been my observation that the military forces always use poor judgment in naming things; civilians do much better. For example, how many people remember now that the Army originally insisted on calling 'jeeps' 'peeps.' They had a big open truck they called the jeep, or tried to call the jeep, and got very hot under the collar when civilians started using that name for the little vehicle instead.
As everyone knows, the civilians kept on using the 'wrong' name until finally the Army gave in. Naturally. A jeep doesn't look a bit like a peep, whereas it looks exactly like a jeep, if you know what I mean.
So with conning towers. If civilians keep on calling conning towers conning towers, eventually the Navy will give in and stop calling them sails.
It isn't just the Army and Navy that make fools of themselves, either. For instance, what clown in the Air Force decided to christen the B58 supersonic bomber the Hustler? I have an English dictionary that defines a hustler as a member of a criminal gang, and an American dictionary that defines the word as 'prostitute.' Either way it's a piss poor name. Talk about giving aid and comfort to enemy propagandists...
But I digress.
As I was saying, the sub slid silently into the calm green water of Tua Lua's lagoon and, right on cue, a score of outrigger canoes put out from the sandy shore, packed with Polynesians smiling and shouting greetings.
Just like a scene out of Mutiny on the Bounty, the fact that I bear a passing resemblance to Marlon Brando only adding to the illusion, or confusion.
The canoes came closer. Wow! Each and every canoe was crammed with luscious, bare-breasted teenage vahines. And every one looked ravishing, and ravishable.
"Curious," muttered Captain Demo, her bare hands on her bare hips, "where are the men?"
I concentrated, trying to remember the two-day cram course in Polynesian I'd had during my basic training as a SADISTO agent. Ah, yes; it came back to me.
"Ula heeku gala menfolk?" I shouted.
"Laba unga doola poi, hakka daga!" the vahines cried.
"The men, along with the children and old folk," I translated, "are all off on another island diving for pearl shells and won't be back for ten sunrises. Meanwhile the girls are in the mood for love and wish to greet your crew members ardently and frequently."
"Curses," snarled Captain Demo. "No men, old people or children around, eh? Too bad. I was looking forward to drenching this island with blood. As it is..." She barked an order, and a dozen of her naked girl crewmembers charged on deck, each clutching a stocky pistol.
The vahines in the canoes around us howled with dismay, not at the sight of the pistols, but at the realization that the Nautipuss had an all girl crew. Polynesian cuties may have their faults, but lack of heterosexuality isn't one of them.
Then the lead canoe load got a good look at my saturnine profile and, with happy squeals, the girls clambered aboard the sub's deck and charged for me. At least, I heard them chattering excitedly, there was one male mariner they could greet warmly and amorously.
"All right crew," snapped our evil captain, "open fire!"
A dozen pistols opened up. The vahines shrieked and fell back, began dropping with soft thuds to the metal deck.
"Stop!" I cried. "Stop the slaughter! This is monstrous! You can't kill these innocent, voluptuous, bare-breasted girls, it's illegal, and immoral, and, "
"Fathead," snarled Captain Demo. "I'm not killing them. I need young girls as replacements for my crew. Don't you know tranquilizing dart guns when you see them?"
I looked again. She was right. No wonder the guns had only made soft chuffing sounds. How mortifying. Me, a trained SADISTO agent, failing to recognize a weapon!
By this time a dozen shapely bodies were sprawled on the deck. The rest of the vahines were making for shore as fast as they could paddle, screaming with girlish terror as they went.
"They won't escape me," gloated Captain Demo. "Un-ship and lower the launch! We'll have a nude girl hunt ashore!" She turned and thrust a tranquilizing dart firing pistol into my hand. "Good sport, eh? A crack shot like you should bring down dozens of, heh, heh, quail."
"Uh, can't I just stay on board and watch?" I asked.
"No! You'd try and sink my ship in the lagoon, then swim ashore and hide. You'll join the hunt, or die right now."
"Count me in," I said quickly, hopping into the launch even before it was lowered over the side.
"I trust you know how to use one of these guns?" asked Captain Demo as the launch chugged toward the now deserted beach. "Give 'em three darts. One will slow a girl down, two will make her groggy, but it takes three to knock her out."
"Right," I said. I slid one of the darts from the magazine, examined it. It was a little thicker than a pencil lead, with a tuft of nylon feathers at the tail. An inch from the sharp tip the tiny shaft was circled by a metal disc, a little larger than the head of a thumbtack.
"What's this for?" I asked. "I'm not familiar with this style of dart gun."
"It's a Chinese model," Captain Demo told me. "The ChiReds use them for taking prisoners. Their standard darts will drop a girl, or a man, in two seconds. Unfortunately our darts are substandard. That's why it takes three darts to render a girl unconscious."
"And the metal disc an inch from the tip?"
"A humane, life saving gadget. These darts are fired by compressed air, highly compressed air, for greater accuracy. If they were entirely needle shaped, they might, in fact would slice right through a victim's body. With fatal results."
"Ah," I said. "So, "
"Right," said Captain Demo. "The metal disc slaps against the target's flesh, preventing the dart from penetrating more than an inch. Hence few casualties result. None, if you aim for and hit the fleshy parts of your targets' bodies. Don't try for any head shots, an inch of metal dart in the brain might prove fatal."
"Aim for fleshy parts," I repeated, privately deciding I'd aim to miss.
"And don't aim to miss," snapped Captain Demo, as the launch grounded on the sandy landing beach. "I intend this hunt to last six hours. At the end of that time my crew will go around picking up the unconscious bodies. Any vahines who escape and hide in the jungle..."
"Will escape?" I suggested.
"Will die!" she hissed. "Before I leave this island I intend to open fifty canisters of nerve gas on the windward side of the lagoon. Thereby wiping out all remaining life on the island, and covering my nefarious tracks neatly."
How diabolic! I mused to myself. Where had she gotten hold of nerve gas? I wondered. Easily, I decided. Half a dozen shiploads of captured German nerve gas had been sunk in the Atlantic following World War II. And the locations were marked on charts, for safety's sake.
Anybody, like Captain Demo, possessing a deep diving pirate submarine could easily locate the sunken gas ships, and snitch all the canisters they wanted.
Diabolical...
While I was thinking this the launch had landed and we were grouped in a savage semicircle on the shore. The Arab, and European and American, crew members were licking their lips eagerly at the prospect of hunting down live targets.
How ghastly, but understandable. Since they were in an awful spot, crew members signed for life, and with a short life expectancy at that, it was only natural that they should derive perverted pleasure from enslaving other innocent girls and dooming them to a like fate. Human nature is pretty nasty at times, but predictable. Drunkards, after all, do their best to make alcoholics of their friends. Drug addicts try to turn on nondrug addicts. Boys initiated painfully into fraternities itch to haze other boys. Even lost souls, I'd been told, delighted in ensnaring other human souls.
"Scatter!" cried Captain Demo. "Tally ho!" And into the palm tree jungle she charged, her naked girl crew charging behind her own bronzed nakedness. I followed, thoughtfully.
What a dilemma. Another dilemma. On the other hand...
And at that instant a voluptuous, bare-breasted Polynesian chick jumped out from behind a tree. She wasn't just bare-breasted, either, I noticed with rising interest. In the haste of her flight she'd lost her grass skirt.
Nut-brown, nude and paganly erotic looking, she stood before me panting, her youthful, compact and firm breasts rising and falling rapidly, tremblingly; her lush belly and thighs gleaming like mahogany sex symbols.
"Kulka lulka pronko dabble?" she gasped.
Which meant, I knew, "What's the matter with your captain, she some kind of nut or something?"
"Glaga," I said, meaning yes.
Now what? Could I? Should I? I raised the gun, lowered it, raised it again.
No question about it, I had to shoot her. If I didn't she might escape, only to die from nerve gas. On the other hand, if I dart-gunned her down she'd end up a live captive aboard the Nautipuss. And, either as a slave girl or crew member, she at least had a chance to escape alive later.
"Sorry, baby," I said, aiming the dart pistol at her shapely tummy.
"Quinka (mercy)!" she cried.
I ignored her, pulled the trigger. The gun went chff, and an instant later her belly dimpled violently as the dart slid into her flesh and the metal disc slapped, with a noise like thumb and finger being snapped, against her soft flesh.
"Glaga (ouch)!" she squealed.
I aimed again, pulled the trigger again.
Bullseye. The dart hit her right nipple dead center, making her breast jump as if jabbed with a broomstick.
She squealed again, turned to flee.
I fired a third time. No bullseye this time, but good enough: the dart slid into the side of her left breast, thee metal stopper disc slapping viciously against her yielding flesh.
She began to run, took three steps, fell with a thud to the sand and rolled over, unconscious, vacant eyes staring up at the palm trees.
I walked over to her. Nudged her hard with my barefoot. No response. She was out cold. Not dead, her breasts were slowly rising and falling, but unconscious as she could get.
I felt, a strange emotion. Technically I should have felt dismay, distress, remorse, regret, sorrow and sadness.
But I didn't.
I felt (alas) elated, excited, delighted.
I felt just the way I'd felt when I was a young adolescent and first sneaked into the woods with a rifle and bagged a doe with my first shot.
Stretched on the sand before me lay a shapely teenage Polynesian girl, that I'd brought down with three well-aimed darts. What a trophy! How well she'd look, stuffed, over my fireplace at home...
No, that was monstrous. Also, I didn't have a fireplace.
But the same feeling of elation, the same I-am-a-successful-hunter emotion remained.
I'd selected a target, aimed at it, and bagged it. I put my bare foot on her nearest breast, beat my chest and uttered a muted Tarzan yell.
0008, the mighty hunter, had scored again.
Careful, boy, I told myself. You may be turning into some kind of nut.
I analyzed my feelings. It didn't take long. We SADISTO agents have been trained to analyze our feelings in a split second.
How could I, a relatively normal man, feel happy over having brought down a shapely teenage girl with a pistol? Easily, I decided. Because, thanks to the two-day cram course in psychology I'd taken, I knew that my feelings (while lamentable) weren't all that abnormal.
Probably every normal man, at one time or another, has toyed with the idea, just the idea, I say, of slapping some shapely chick on the rump. Or the belly or thigh or breast. Sometimes the rounded surfaces of a girl's body look as if they'd been designed to be slapped.
And the metal discs on the darts had slapped the vahine's flesh quite hard.
Again, most if not all normal men have, at least once or twice in their lives, toyed with the idea of jabbing a pin into some voluptuous girl's rounded curves.
Who can explain why? The sadism latent in all of us (carnivorous beasts that we are at heart) is partly to blame. Then, too, all men have a perverse urge, at times, to injure the thing they love best, and most men best love the most rounded portions of a girl's anatomy.
Finally, most normal men are frustrated part or most of the time. And when a man is frustrated he has the urge to lash out. And what's the prime cause of male frustration? Girls. When the normal man strolls down a beach he sees perhaps fifty gorgeous young girls, girls with full breasts and flaring hips, girls with luscious legs and soft bodies.
And at least forty-nine, and probably fifty of those fifty girls are then and forever unavailable to him. They're married or engaged or in love, or he just isn't their type. Understandable from the girls' point of view, but tremendously frustrating to the average normal male.
He wants to touch and stroke and squeeze and fondle and love every one of those fifty chicks, and, so far as he's concerned, they're forever out of his reach. Small wonder the average normal man, at times, muses about kicking one or two of those girls in their shapely fannies when they next bend over, or jabbing with a pin those soft slopes of flesh that will forever be denied to him.
I repeat, no normal man exists who has not at least once toyed with the notion of slapping a girl, or jabbing her with a pin.
Female readers may gasp in horror. To them I say, what normal, average girl hasn't, once in her life, toyed with the idea of kneeing a man where it would hurt most? The average girl learns while still young, from her older girl friends, that the surest way to put an overly aggressive male out of action is to bring her knee up, hard.
And what girl, having learned this attack technique, could fail to toy with the idea of actually doing so?
To return to the main thread of my discussion: most men think about slapping and/or jabbing a girl with a pin. And, with my tranquilizing, dart-firing pistol, I was both slapping and jabbing a girl, the needle sharp dart was skewering into her soft flesh, and the metal disc that prevented the dart from burying itself slapped her belly and breasts as hard as a marble fired from a slingshot.
All the same.
All the same, the average normal man only thinks, once in a while, about doing such things. Not one man in a hundred ever slaps a girl really hard for sexual kicks.
And probably not one man in fifty thousand ever jabs a girl with a pin, or the inch long tip of a tranquilizing dart.
Some men do both, of course. In my travels as a SADISTO agent I'd frequented illegal sex havens, in Port Said, Singapore, Karachi and Pasadena, where naked girls allowed lusty male sadists to slap them with rubber paddles for a fee, or throw darts into their breasts and buttocks for an even larger fee.
But the men who engaged in such 'sports' didn't fully enjoy themselves, I believe. Or very few of them.
Because before, during and especially after, they felt guilty.
Ashamed.
Abnormal.
No sooner was their temporary sadistic lust allayed, but guilt set in. Or so I'd noticed.
On the other hand, I really had no choice.
If I didn't shoot darts into the voluptuous, naked body of a teenage Polynesian girl, she'd escape. Hide out. And die, horribly, from an overdose of nerve gas.
Far from injuring my victims, I was saving their lives.
What a wonderful rationalization, I mean justification, of my actions.
Due to circumstances beyond my control I had to shoot and bring down naked girls with my dart-firing pistol. For their sake.
Hence I was free of any sense of guilt, free to enjoy myself.
"Tally ho!" I cried, and plunged into the jungle in quest of more victims.
Moving silently (thanks to my bare feet and thorough SADISTO training) I loped along a jungle path.
Five minutes later I caught a flash of smooth brown flesh. I crouched, stalked my prey and, a minute later, parted a palm frond to see my next victim a few yards away. She too was peering through a palm frond, but on the other side of the clearing.
Bending over as she was, her ripe and rounded buttocks presented perfect targets. I aimed, fired, and an instant later a dart was sunk deep into her left cheek. I fired again, fast, even as she yelped and straightened up. The second dart sank with a slap into her right cheek. She whirled, her big, bare breasts swinging. Chff! I fired again, and her left breast jumped as if hit by a.22 bullet.
She turned to run, took two steps, fell with a heavy thud to the jungle floor.
An instant later I heard the crash of foliage, turned to see yet another nude Polynesian maiden frantically fleeing. My gun swept up, my trigger finger tensing automatically as soon as the gun was leveled.
Chff! Got her high in the thigh. Chff! Got her in the side of her breast. Chff! Another buttock shot. And a moment later down she crashed.
What a ball! Three victims in five minutes! And without nagging guilt feelings, just lusty elation.
How many adult horror novels, and lascivious science fiction stories, had I read in which armed men hunted nude girls through the woods?
And now I was doing just that. For a good cause. I wasn't out for sadistic kicks. Not me. I was trying to save lives. But in doing so, there was no harm in enjoying myself, was there?
I loped on through the jungle.
A young, busty, long-haired vahine jumped from cover in front of me, backed away, collided with a tree and then stood with her back to the palm tree, her jaw and breasts quivering with fear.
I leered at her, took careful aim. Smack! Her left breast jumped as if kicked. She squealed. I fired again. Her right breast jumped even harder.
She shrieked, clutched her breasts, from the nipples of which now protruded a pair of gleaming steel darts tipped with bright nylon feathers.
Now for the coup de grace. I aimed a few inches below her navel, pulled the trigger, and her belly buckled as if slammed by a fist, a bright, dart deeply embedded in her soft flesh.
Her eyes rolled, and she fell like an axed tree.
On I loped, stopping and firing whenever I saw a shapely target.
Teenage girl after teenage girl fell before my soft-spoken pistol.
Some fell running, some while trying to climb trees (real sport that, shooting naked girls out of trees); some gave up and stood still with their hands in the air. Stood still, that is, until I started firing darts into their soft bodies.
Girl after girl fell before my pistol. Tall girls, fat girls, fifteen-year-old girls just blossoming into bosomy, buttocky womanhood, mature girls in their early twenties, leggy girls and busty girls, pretty girls and fantastically beautiful girls.
I shot them all with equal skill.
And, to be honest, felt the same thrill of conquest as the luscious vahines toppled, slid, crumpled or thudded to the ground.
Talk about sport! If horseracing was the sport of kings, well, that just went to show that kings had never tried hunting naked girls through a forest with a pistol. What a collection of thrills!
First the thrill of finding my quarry, a nude, voluptuous, squealing girl. Then the thrill of aiming, firing, and seeing my dart head for the target. Then (alas) the thrill of seeing and hearing the dart slam deep into soft, luscious girl flesh. And finally the thrill of seeing my target crash inert to the jungle floor.
What a sport...
Why wasn't it practiced commercially? It shouldn't be hard, well, not too hard to arrange. The girls weren't hurt, after all. Not seriously, at least.
An enterprising promoter shouldn't have much trouble in finding fifty girls willing to be chased through the woods and shot with tranquilizing darts for, say, five hundred dollars. Lots of girls will let a man whip them for a fraction of that price.
No, finding the girls would be no trouble. Then just lease a big section of woods in a remote area. Build a luxurious hunting lodge. And sell hunting licenses to rich sportsmen.
Plenty of rich men spent thousands tens of thousands flying to Scotland to shoot grouse, or to Kenya to hunt big game. They'd pay plenty to fly to Maine or some such place, to hunt girls.
I could see it all. The fancy hunting lodge, the fancy call girls catering to the guests' every sexual whim, the big profits from the bar every evening, the extra profit of selling tranquilizing guns and darts to the rich sportsmen...
And then, at ten every morning, the happy hunt would begin. Burly or bloated businessmen lurching red-faced through the woods, a tranquilizing dart firing rifle in hand. Nude, squealing girls flushing like quail and running, but not fast, as the jaded sportsmen blazed away at their naked charms.
Then, at evening, the same group of sportsmen gathering proudly before the lodge, being photographed in front of their day's bag of girls, who'd be strung, still unconscious, by their heels from a horizontal pole.
Heavy, boisterous drinking (with more big bar profits) late into the night, with each of the sportsmen bragging about the bust measurements of the girls they'd bagged, the clever shots they'd accomplished.
Meanwhile the girls would be coming to in another part of the lodge. A shot of penicillin to ward off infection, a band-aid on the tiny puncture wounds they'd gotten (better give 'em tetanus vaccine shots) - and they'd depart, happy to have made five hundred dollars for a day's work in the country. And late that night another batch of fifty fresh young girls would arrive, to be stripped and briefed on their duties as running targets the next day...
No doubt about it.
A hunting lodge like that would make a fortune. Rich, jaded businessmen would flock to it. For the fun of it, and because it would be so safe.
Here and there, from time to time, secret hunting lodges spring up in deserted islands or remote areas of Maine or Oregon, lodges where lusty sportsmen can fire live bullets into live running girls.
But such lodges never flourish for long. Not because plenty of men don't have the urge and the money to patronize them, not because it's that hard to capture, kidnap and transport plenty of teenage girls to the lodges to serve as victims for the members' perverted sport, but because most rich men are scared to join lodges like that.
Scared one of their fellow members will get religion and tell all, scared of being caught or blackmailed, and going to the gas chamber.
But a hunting lodge like I envisioned would be really safe. What law is there against shooting darts into a girl, if she gives her consent? Probably some law. But a real minor law, a misdemeanor, like.
And what could the law prove, anyway? No bodies. Just healthy sportsmen and healthy girls, with a few tiny puncture wounds in their breasts and buttocks.
No question, such a hunting lodge would make a mint. Perhaps, when I retired from SADISTO, I'd open just such a hunting lodge. Tired of hunting pheasants and ducks? Shoot naked young girls instead. Hear them squeal, see them flop. Safe fun for all. All equipment, including naked girls, supplied. Just bring money. Lots of it.
Yes, I'd make a fortune all right...
And thus musing I went on loping through the jungle shooting down voluptuous vahines as I loped.
Six hours later, after having made four return trips to the launch for fresh 50-shot magazines for my gun, I trudged back for the last time to the beach.
I'd had a real fun day. Forty-three shapely girls had fallen before my trusty dart gun. Now the six-hour hunt was over. The girl crew could trudge around collecting the unconscious bodies. Me, I'd have a stiff drink, and then give the bronze-fleshed Captain Demo a tough, I mean strong, jolt of my masculinity. After that, another drink, and a few minutes devoted to planning her destruction and the sinking of the Nautipuss, and I'd call it a day.
A really rewarding day. A day in which, I broke off my thoughts abruptly.
I'd just stepped from the jungle into the sandy clearing where the launch was beached. And there was Captain Demo. Hanging by her shapely neck from a palm tree.
And, sitting laughing and talking on the sandy strand, were several dozen vahines, and the entire all girl all naked crew of the pirate sub.
A vahine saw me, sprang to her feet, started toward me. I casually lifted the dart gun so that it pointed at her tummy.
"Gara hara faru lona taleah gola, tiki Captain Demo dabi namu wulu!" she laughed.
I gasped. Translated from the Polynesian, her words meant: "Hi, friend. The girls from the ship told us you're on the right side. Guess what? That crazy Captain Demo stood under a coconut palm, and got herself bopped on the head by a coconut. So we vahines tied her up, gave her a fair trial and hung her. Wanna sex?"
"Love to," I said in Polynesian. And, while we wrestled ardently on the sand, I tried to make sense out of what had happened. It wasn't hard. With Captain Demo dead and dangling, her crew wouldn't have had much urge to remain loyal, they'd joined the Polynesian chicks.
The girl beneath me writhed and surged on the sand, her limber body lunging against me, her breasts surging and swaying beneath the weight of my chest. I tried to pay attention to what she was doing, what I was doing, what we both were doing, but I wasn't fully enjoying it because of all the rasping sand, and I kept wondering.
What about Captain Demo's officers? Had they switched, or fought?
I turned my head, looked around. They hadn't switched. All six of them were dangling by the neck from adjacent palm trees. Sic Transit Gloria Mundi Captain Demo's mad scheme to terrorize the world!
And then I forgot about submarines, duty and all the rest, and concentrated on the jabs of joy and the wriggling torso of the luscious teenage Polynesian chick under me. Sand, or no sand!
It was, cataclysmic. Volcanic. Eruptive. Erotic. Dynamic, and wonderful fun.
Fast, too. Like most Polynesians, my girl of the moment believed in fast and furious and soon ended love.
I rose, scant minutes later, and staggered in erotic circles. Thinking. And even as I thought, a huge helicopter droned into view, settled on the beach.
Out jumped the General, and several high-ranking SADISTO agents. They looked around them.
"Well," said the General, as I hastily scooped up some palm tree fronds and wove them into a semblance of a loin cloth, "I see you've coped with the situation."
Up rushed the Polynesian girl I'd just pleasured. You'd never know, to look at her, that she'd just been sexually sated, she looked in the mood for more sex. And probably was.
"Aka bakli tangu la'mani draha!" she exclaimed. Which, roughly translated, meant: "Don't forget to tell your big chief that we vahines did the job single-handed and without Free World or Communist aid."
"Sure, you bet," I told her, in Polynesian.
To the General I said: "I did the job, sir. As you can see, the evil captain of the pirate sub is beyond any human court. But these local girls will gladly clean up the bodies."
The General tipped his hat to my lovely teenage vahine, she smiled, delighted to be acknowledged for her service by the evil, white American.
"Well done, 0008. Well done," muttered the General.
"After I captured her," I continued��� "I found it, expedient, to turn her over to the not-so-tender, mercies of the local natives. They dealt with her, and her officers, as you can plainly see."
"Shrewd, very shrewd," said the General, again doffing his hat to the still naked vahine.
"Thank you," I said modestly. "Uh, I take it I'll get another medal for handling my assignment so efficiently? A medal, and a boost in pay?"
"Naturally," said the General.
"Uka laba ghila nokku?" said the Polynesian chick who'd done the real work-meaning, "What are you two babbling about, don't I get a reward for hanging that wicked woman?"
"What did she say?" asked the General, whose knowledge of Polynesian was, fortunately, scant.
"Uh, she asked if her island didn't qualify for U.S. aid," I translated. "Slip her ten bucks," I advised. "She's earned it."
The General nodded and, grudgingly, extracted a ten spot from his wallet, handed it to the voluptuous vahine.
"Oh thank you, thank you!" she cried in her native language. "Now we can build that power plant we've been hoping for, and a modern fleet of motor trawlers to fish with, and a luxury tourist hotel! Thank you! Thank you!"
"She said," I interpreted, "that she doesn't deserve the money, considering I did all the work, but she'll take it anyway, and buy some trinkets."
"Stupid natives," chuckled the General indulgently. "It takes an old Asia hand like me to deal with them."
"So it does," I agreed. "Uh, how did you happen to locate me, us? I know SADISTO has a wonderfully efficient network and all that, but we were under water most of the time."
The General frowned. "I wish we of SADISTO could take full credit. But the fact is, we at SADISTO, like the CIA and UNCLE and the rest, were stymied. As were MINGFLING and SWISSBANG and the FBI. You were tracked by another, more powerful organization." He pointed dramatically.
I looked. Into the lagoon was steaming a steel hulled ship. I gasped as I read the name. The S.S. American Telephone Company Searcher.
"Yes," said the General. "Captain Demo, heaven rest her evil soul, made one fatal goof, when she stole a length of cable from the phone company. When you cheat the phone company, they never give up."
"How true," I said, remembering ancient phone bills that had caught up with me.
"Yes," said the General, "they tracked her from the Atlantic to the Pacific, from the Adriatic to the Antarctic. They never gave up, or ceased tracking her. As the old saying goes, you may cheat Man and God and Nature, but you can't cheat the phone company. Not and get away with it."
"How true," I said reverently. And then, "Uh, General, I don't know if you noticed it, but the local vahines have been foot stomping and hip swinging since you landed. They anticipate an orgy. For the sake of international relations, dare we disappoint them?"
"Certainly not," said the General.
And we didn't.
The End
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