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 PREFACE

WARNING;

Strong sexual
and violent themes, same sex relationships, pornographic sex;
atrocious foul language, drug use.

Roselyn
Victoria Fleming was born of wealth and influence, unbeknown she
was an illegitimate child of the powerful British aristocracy. Her
mother wore the name Brenda Joanne Smith, no record of this
particular Smith family line is evident beyond the illegitimate
conception of a child in Buckinghamshire in the late twentieth
century. Her father Gustav Michael Fleming was friends with the
rich and powerful in Westminster, a shipping magnet he controlled
import and export, a puppet for those at Whitehall.

Brenda Joanne
Smith was an insatiable nymphomaniac and the genes were handed to
her insanely beautiful blonde daughter Roselyn. Brenda Smith, now
Fleming, built a brothel empire based on her reputation spanning
the globe in Denmark and Germany operating from Portsmouth UK.
Gustav Michal Fleming used his wife and her empire whenever he felt
like it, they hated each other but both benefited from the
agreement, Brenda had protection via Westminster and Gustav had
women whenever he wanted to lure customers into lucrative business
deals.

Roselyn
Victoria Fleming was an innocent child saddled with the confronting
issue of nymphomania, she found it was what she wanted to
cultivate, and no one could stop her.

Whilst MI6 top
gun John Stanton is investigating a suspected misguided MI
operative amid a mishap with the Polaris missile submarines,
Roselyn comes to his attention. Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn hates
Roselyn before she even gets to interview her, but how things can
change. Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn, Louise Legrande and Roselyn
Victoria Fleming become inseparable.

Was Roselyn
born to a life of insatiable sex, or was she brainwashed and
pushed, after all, she cant even remember a mans name, but
remembers the teachings of her high school clerics. She must fight
through disaster, wrangle with popularity, and confront power, and
who the hell is her father. Can a rampant nymphomaniac over come
such odds as she searches for purpose in life?
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 CHAPTER ONE

A beautiful
summers day in Portsmouth UK, and from the window of a private
hospital, a baby cries. Blonde, sweet, innocent and born into
wealth, Roselyn Victoria Fleming took her first breath. She was
washed, swaddled in a silk sheet, and passed to her mother Brenda
for a short time. From that moment on, being coveted by her father
or mother would be rare.

Brenda returned
to the hospital on regular occasions with her new child, but not
much time was spent checking the progress of the very healthy baby
Rose, most time was spent with Doctor George Hollis mounted between
Brenda's legs, pounding her pussy to crescendo. George Hollis had
links to Westminster, his brother Albert was a government minister
in a defence portfolio, and Brenda Smith was well known along the
hallways of power as the best fuck on the planet. While George was
pounding away, Brenda was busy asking favours, and she got results.
George and his friends whilst in London would visit the
establishments run by Brenda, and fuck their brains out. Rose's
father seldom thought about having a daughter, she was cared for
with hired help and wanted for nothing, except her parents love.
Gustav Fleming was far too busy arranging massive overseas shipping
contracts, and sampling the delights of his wife's brothel empire
prior to setting them loose amongst prospective clients.

Rose when
school age was sent to boarding school, she was five, not that
schools in Portsmouth were no good, just to have her out of the way
in the most revered establishments, for he parents conversation
purposes and mantelpiece diplomacy, they didn't know she was moving
among her own kind. When home, Rose noticed her mother had lots of
visitors, and her father was never there.

Rose's first
recollection as a child was watching her mother through her bedroom
window, it was usually always closed and the blinds drawn but this
day she noticed it was open and peered in. The grocery boy had not
long arrived to deliver her order from the local shop, she saw him
in her mother's bedroom, he was lying on top of her mother and his
white round rear pulsated up and down between her legs. She lent on
the window sill watching, he mother looking over the young mans
shoulder at his young naked body noticed Rose watching, she became
further aroused and left her to watch. Rose thought something was
wrong as they both made groaning noises as if in pain. The young
man let out a yell muffled by her mothers hand and he gently fell
off her and lay beside on the bed, her mother began to fondle his
body. Rose had a strange feeling between her legs, she pushed her
knees together, it tingled, she had no idea what it was but she
liked it. She watched for quite a while, they eventually dressed
and the boy left.

Rose often
watched at the window as her mother left it open whenever she was
home. Her mum had all kinds of visitors, some had a very big long
thing between their legs, her mum liked it so much she tried to eat
it at times, the men would then push it between her legs and make
lots of noise. Her mum played horse riding jumping up and down on
top of the men joined to the long thing, her tingles grew and she
began rubbing her groin, it made it feel even better.

Rose entered
boarding high school in London, an exclusive girl's school and her
dormitory friends had books with pictures of men and women doing
what she witnessed her mother doing, and her innocence was
shattered. The girls explained the art of sex to Rose, the girls
fingered themselves and made noises like her mother but her
innocence prevailed. Her friends called her the naive prude, they
would later regret their taunting. Rose became aware of
menstruation, something she had not experienced, she watched some
girls struggle through this and wondered when she would start. She
wasn't sure if any other girls were like her, she just assumed some
girls didn't, or perhaps the process would come later in life.

By the time
Rose was twelve she had out developed every girl in the school, she
was insanely beautiful, had a thirty eight inch bust and a flowing
figure. She was banished from the click set by the sorority group
she belonged to, their boyfriends from a neighbouring boys school
lusted over Rose. They wanked themselves silly behind trees or out
of window haunts just looking at Rose, she became the most hated
girl in school, but her innocence and charm pulled her through. She
was so innocent she didn't understand what was going on; she was
insensible to the situation.

At the age of
fourteen she experienced an orgasm whilst watching her mother
through the bedroom window, she fell on the ground and lay there,
her eyes sparkling in the sunlight. Her mother called her in when
her male friend left, she told Rose she didn't mind her watching
but she must never tell anyone and even if she did no one would
believe her. Her mother was distant, and more interested in fucking
the endless stream of men that frequented their home, for the first
time it bothered her. Her vagina was tingling and aching but she
was worried about bearing a child should she have sex with a man.
The school supplied her with a contraceptive pill she took daily,
but she was so naive and now distant from her friends she failed to
realise what it was for. Brenda her mother assumed Rose knew and
was busy having her brains fucked out by every boy she could lay
waste, and said nothing to Rose assuming she had learnt all from
the girls at school, and was watching her to get ideas. After all,
Brenda had learnt from her mother from an early age. Suddenly
concerned by her daughter's attention at the window, Brenda had
shutters fitted as the stream of men became more frequent, and she
had men in the room on the rare occasions Roses father was home,
with his approval, he waited for them and then left.

At school Rose
discovered masturbation, girls in the dorm would finger themselves
and use a false male sex organ called a dildo, she could only
witness these things at a distance or by spying she was so
ostracised from sorority groups. She ordered one via mail as not to
draw attention, one experience with the sex aid and Rose was
hooked. She would hide in a toilet cubicle and in silence bring
herself to orgasm, it became a habitual habit, three or four times
a day Rose would orgasm in silence. She heard discussion of rubber
pants with a moulded dildo inside the crutch, as you walked around
or sat down the dildo would massage your vagina. Rose found a mail
order shop in a sex magazine and by mail received her size with a
ten inch dildo. She slipped the pants on gently inserting the black
moulded rubber dildo in the crutch inside her vagina. She walked
the corridor for a couple of minutes, her breathing got heavy and
eventually she found herself back to the wall in orgasmic rapture.
Hooked on the adrenalin and endorphin rush her genes demanded, she
was a raving nymphomaniac at the age of fifteen.

Rose was
interested in the teaching of her school clerics; she was so far
removed as a Christian when compared to the scriptures, but felt
like one. She thought about this often, could it be to catch the
devil one must be the devil. Rose felt that sometime in the future
she would confront this dilemma that festered deep inside her, and
where were her periods they continued to elude her.

At school Rose
had a male teacher for physical education, a swimming star he was
young and handsome, and Rose had not gone unnoticed. Rose was not
particularly good at sport, her large breasts got in the way, and
her poor standing with other students due to her ever increasing
physical development and it handicapped her chances of team events.
She became the school cheerleader, and things changed drastically
for Rose, her physical education teacher was asked to talk to Rose
about her appearances. She featured in magazines at the head of her
cheer group, she became the most hated teen in the girl's dorms.
There had been a request for Rose to head the cheer squad in the US
for the UK girls rowing team at a regatta in Texas, and the school
needed the permission of her parents.

Trevor kept
Rose back after taking a swimming class in the school pool and led
her into his office, he was twenty five, an Olympian that had
retired to the lucrative private school set snapped up by the
school after winning several gold medals, and world titles. He
closed the door and sat Rose down in front of his desk; the office
was small and smelt of his after shave. He had been in the pool and
dressed in an adjoining store room, returned with a fresh crisp
white shirt and grey slacks. Rose studied the bulge in his pants,
that was a real dick she so craved, she swallowed hard as he sat
down and spoke. "Rose, we are going to Texas with a combined rowing
team and request has been made by the joint board for you to lead
the cheer squad, they like that kind of thing in the US."

Rose was
nervous. "Oh, really, the US."

Trevor could
see how nervous she was and was aware of her rejection by the
schools click set. "I realise some of the people in the team, and
we have three of our rowers chosen, a great honour, are not really
your friends but ask you consider."

"I don't think
Id like the US, and those girls are really mean."

Trevor rubbed
his hands together and smiled widely. "I realise this, not all
girls can be as attractive as you and..."

"Do you think
I'm attractive?"

Trevor
hesitated. "Rose of course you're attractive, that's why you're the
cheerleader."

"I think you're
very handsome, I don't mind men think I'm attractive."

Trevor played
the positive. "Great, you don't mind, would be disastrous if you
hated men looking at you."

"No I like it,
it's the girls who don't like it."

"I've spoken to
the girls about this, they agree you're the best person for the
job."

Roses beautiful
smile came through, her piercing blue eyes sparkled and she threw
her buttock length hair to one side revealing her cleavage, she had
not finished dressing and had not done her buttons up and put her
tie on. She sensed Trevor was short of breath, she began to feel in
charge. "Wow, they do, I never would have guessed."

Trevor stood up
and walked around the desk and lent on it with his rear looking
down at her. "Yes they support your selection, we need you to talk
to your parents and see if they approve."

Rose licked her
lips, she could see the erection in his pants. "Do you support my
selection?"

"Yes of
course."

"You think I'm
pretty."

"Pretty, Rose,
your drop dead gorgeous."

Rose felt in
command. "What outfit would I have to wear?"

Trevor pouted
and shrugged his shoulders, a button on his shirt popped with the
movement of his muscular tanned body revealing his chest. "Whoops,
damn buttons. Em, maybe you could design an outfit with the other
chosen girls, it will be red white and blue of course."

"Oh, wow,
design an outfit, the skimpier the better. Although I am worried
about the girl's boyfriends, they want to have sex with me. In fact
they're a bit more blunt about it, I can't even leave the school
grounds for lunch."

"I could
understand that."

Without
thinking Rose struck. "The thing that really worries me is I'm
willing."

"Rose that has
some terrible ramifications, it's strictly forbidden, and you would
be expelled."

Rose stood up,
she was a lot shorter than Trevor, she stuck out her chest, he
glared at her cleavage. "Are you frightened of loosing everything
if you touched me?"

"Rose this is a
little unexpected." She ran her hand over his erection beneath his
pants. "Rose your fifteen."

"If you don't
fuck me someone else will, I'm going to fuck whoever I like and I
like you."

Trevor walked
to the door, Rose felt like a failure, but he picked up a chair
beside the door and lent it under the handle so the door could not
be opened. "Rose, you understand if you say anything about this at
all, it will stop."

"I'm a
virgin."

"You may find
your just inquisitive, do what you want and we'll find out." Rose
took of her blouse, then her bra. She hesitated, but dropped her
skimpy knickers on the floor leaving her short skirt just below her
pubic hair. "My god, what a perfect set of tits, fuck me." Trevor
shook his head.

Rose walked up
to him. "Can I get your cock out?"

"If that's what
you want."

"I've watched
it but never done it." She dropped to her knees and undid the top
button of his trousers, ran the zip down, the pants dropped to the
floor. She gently slipped his jocks down his thighs and their in
front of her face sprang a massive erection. "That's a big one,
compared to what I've seen, can I put my hands on it."

Trevor trembled
with lust. "You can do whatever you want, it's up to you."

"What I want is
for you to fuck me."

Trevor stepped
out of shoes, then his pants and jocks and tore socks off. He stood
with his cock poised at her lips. "Take it if that's what you
want."

She gently took
his cock in both hands and wanked it up and down slowly, her face
lit up, she gently slid her lips over the head and down the shaft,
she groaned with pleasure, she took it out and held it. "At
last."

He looked down
at her. "I'll get straight into you, I've wanted to do this so
fucking long you suck me one more time Ill blow you're mouth to
bits."

"Wow, talk some
more like that, it's exciting."

He lifted her
up gently by the shoulders and caressed her breasts, he sucked one
of her nipples, and Rose squalled with delight. "Oh god, I love it,
fuck me."

"I'll get a
towel for you to sit on, you'll bleed."

"No, I bleed a
long time ago when I was playing with myself, I have a dildo, you
know a fake cock."

"How would you
like your first, I suggest I bend you over."

"No, I want you
between my legs, I'll sit on the edge of the desk and watch it go
in, god I'm so excited." Trevor led her to the desk, he knelt down
and pulled her dress down to the floor, he kissed her pubic hair,
she squealed, he noticed fluid secretions running down the inner
side of one leg, she smelt sweet, like apple and strawberries, he
liked it with hi tongue catching her clit on the way over her pubic
hair. "Ah, ah, oh god." Trevor lifted her gently onto the edge of
the table, he took a towel sitting on the edge of the desk and tied
it around her mouth, gently tethering it at the rear, he found
another in the store room, and did the same to himself, muffling
any cries. His erection had become enormous, he gently took her
thighs and slid himself inside her legs, he poised his erection at
her vaginas lips, they both looked down and he gently slid the head
inside her. He looked up and her eyes sparkled like stars, muffled
screams came from the towel around her mouth. "Please fuck me, fuck
me." His cock gently slid to the rear of her love canal, she held
him around the chest and rested her head on his shoulder whimpering
and squealing, she lasted about ten strokes of his shaft before
falling limp in his arms, she followed a few strokes later
delivering her first flush of seminal fluid, she screamed with
delight as she felt it leave his cock connect with the walls of her
vagina.

He took the
towel from his mouth, his penis remained inside her. "My god, no
man could ever resist you, worth the risk. I hope we haven't done
the wrong thing." His breath was short and hunting.

"I want more,
please give me more."

"You insatiable
little bitch."

"Say more
things."

"Er, this is my
lucky day. Hang on." He withdrew and opened the door of the store
room, he took a gymnastics mattress leaning against the wall and
lay it on the floor. He led her in and lay her down, he eyes
sparkled like diamonds, she opened up for him and he climbed on.
"See how you go with this," he whispered in her ear. He lunged deep
into her with aggression, she grabbed his buttock checks and pulled
hard wanting more. He kicked the door closed. "Go for it, pretty
soundproof in here."

Rose moaned and
squalled beneath him, he lifted himself up and looked down at her
as he lunged in and out, her face beamed with a glow he had never
seen on her face before. "Stand up, I want you to bend me over, I
like the look of it."

Trevor stood
up, he helped her to her feet, she staggered a bit laden with
endorphins as never before, she bent over and supported herself on
the wall with her hands. He poised his weapon at the damp, pumped
up vaginal lips, and pushed it in while watching the most
attractive buttocks he had ever seen, he slapped away with
aggression. "Rose, you're a woman."

"Talk to me,
tell me I'm a bitch, fuck me, abuse me, fuck I love this."

He pulled his
penis out and stood back. "What did you say bitch."

She pleaded
with him. "Oh, please, please fuck me."

"You're a
naughty little girl Rose, I'm going to have to spank you."

"Oh please." He
struck her hard on the check of her arse leaving a red mark.
"Harder." He slapped her harder. "More." He spanked her hard, then
slapped her arse with his erection. "Now, please now." He lunged
into her, she was so wet there was zero resistance. "Pull my hair
hard with every stroke, come on you bastard fuck me."

He grabbed her
hair and lunged into her, she squealed with delight. He grabbed her
buttocks sensing the vinegar stroke was near, he slowed as he
delivered the goods depositing his hot load along the walls of her
vagina.

They rested on
the walls of the storeroom, Trevor began to come to his senses. He
helped Rose into the office and they began to dress, falling about
the place, quiet, satisfied. Once dressed Rose sat down in front of
this desk, and Trevor scrambled to his seat behind the desk, a
solid oak affair with ornate carving around the shining top. "So,
you'll ask your parents about attending the US."

Rose got a
brush from her bag and ran it through her hair, her speech was
soft, slow and lethargic. "Yes, I'll get them to write a
letter."

"Good idea,
you'll work on the costume design."

"I may have to
come in and consult with you on its design, and while I'm here you
can fuck me, I don't just like it, I absolutely fucking adore
it."

"Mmm, well see
what comes up."

Rose gathered
her bag and adjusted her clothes, she stood up and staggered to the
door. "God I feel fucking great." She opened it, left and gently
closed the door behind her.

Rose slept like
a log, was the first night for months she had not brought herself
off with a dildo to get to sleep. She had complained to her mother
about having to stay in a dormitory full of girls that despised
her, and had been allocated a single room, with muffled moans and
squeals she was free to satisfy her insatiable habit. The next
morning during recess she began the design for her cheers leader
costume, she surprised herself, sketches of skimpy frilly outfits
leaving nothing to the imagination. She eventually settled on a
sketch that came from mind, topless, she thought Trevor would like
it.

After last
lesson she rushed down to Trevor's office along side the gym, now
sacred to her, she trembled as she knocked on the door, her vagina
begged for attention tingling with excitement. The vice principal
answered the door, a middle aged short tempered woman that
generally hated anyone more attractive than Attila the Hun. "Rose,
what an earth are you doing here?"

Rose was
surprised, then shocked. "Em, I have an appointment with Trevor,
costume design for the US cheer squad."

"Trevor gave
notice this morning and left, I'm trying to find out why he would
suddenly up and leave. It took us quite some time to convince
Trevor to come here."

Rose gave a
half smile. "Oh, thank you."

"We should have
a replacement tomorrow morning, it there anything I can help you
with, what's this about a costume."

Rose shook her
head. "Oh it's nothing, just an idea I had, nothing to do with
Trevor. He was organising the US rowing girls and was going to pass
something on to the committee, not important now. I'll get one of
the team to pass it direct."

"Very well,
someone said you were here yesterday afternoon, did you talk to
Trevor."

Rose thought
quickly. "Yes, he gave me a form for my parents to fill out, the US
rowing trip."

"Oh, I see.
Damn young men, probably taken a better offer elsewhere. Excuse me
I must get on." The vice principal closed the door in Roses
face.

Rose was rather
branded by the experience, she felt remorse only because she
thought she could have done better and wanted to demonstrate the
facet. She was glad Trevor had broken her sexual recluse, she felt
in control and without guilt. Her loins tingled thinking about
watching his giant cock slide in and out of her, she turned her
attention to her adversaries boyfriends. She had tasted sexual
control and she liked it, to Rose, no male was now off limits.

 






 





 CHAPTER TWO

Rose felt sorry
for other girls in the school rejected on the fact they were
popular with boys, and there were a few, but none to the tone of
Rose despised by all. Rose didn't really understand the rejection
her innocence looking for reasons but finding nothing. Clarice was
the most prominent offender, if you weren't in the click with
Clarice then you were no one, she was a member of the Cavendish
family. Rose targeted Clarice's boyfriend, she wasn't the least bit
interested in who he was or even his name, but she had to find out
to make contact, and make contact she did. Roger was a strutting
lad, seventeen he had his own car, in the warm summer air of an
evening all Rose did was put on a short dress, an open fronted
blouse and stood on the corner of the street from where Roger
parked his car in the school grounds. Clarice waited in the park
just down the street, Roger would pick her up, deliver his load at
a discreet spot in the park on the back seat of his jaguar, then
drop Clarice off at the school gate, she would then boast of her
ride in the dorm. Today thing would be a git different, Clarice's
life was about to take a turn for the worse.

Roger caught
sight of Rose, he stood on the brakes blocking the corner, everyone
leaving the boys school could see what was going on, but they
couldn't hear. Roger spoke with a plum in his mouth accent courtesy
of his affluent family. "Rose, how nice to see you, on a walk."

Rose lent on
the door with her lower arms looking him in the face, her perfume
bit at this nose, he couldn't resist glaring at her cleavage. "No,
not really."

"Oh, jolly
good. Where are you going, if you don't mind me asking?"

"To the park
with you?"

"Oh spiffing,
you like to walk in the park."

"No, I'm going
to fuck your brains out."

Roger swallowed
hard." Hmmm," he coughed. "Why me, you could have anyone you want
Rose."

"Because
Clarice is a bitch, I don't think she could fuck her way out of a
wet paper bag."

Roger was
dumbfounded. "Rose Clarice would kill me."

"Make up your
mind Roger, your holding up the traffic, someone else may like to
go to the park."

"Absolutely,
get in." Roger had completely lost control of his senses, Rose
walked around and calmly climbed in the passenger seat. As he drove
off she took of her knickers, put them in her handbag and pulled
her short dress above her pubic hair. Roger risked the occasional
look in the traffic, he developed a massive erection, Rose began
stroking it as it swelled in his pants. "God your absolutely
gorgeous Rose."

"What's Clarice
like, can she fuck."

"I use her, she
is quite pretty."

"And I'm going
to use you."

Roger pulled
off the main road and into a woody are of the park, he pulled up
under trees in a position no one could park near them, the nose of
the car looking over a lake rank with ducks and swans. He looked
around. "All clear, no one comes by here very often, how do you
want it, would you like to get in the back."

Roger climbed
in the back between the seats, quite a tall well built lad he
struggled then stripped while she watched, his erection sprung out
as he pulled down his trousers and jocks. Rose was in complete
control. "Oh, seems Clarice tends to exaggerate, not exactly the
weapon I was led to believe you had."

Roger stopped
taking his shirt off, the only piece of clothing left on. "She told
you about us having sex."

"Yes, comes in
raving about hours of blissful intercourse and how much in love you
are with each other."

"Good lord, I
just bring her here and give her a fuck, I thought that's what she
wanted."

Rose climbed
through the gap between the seats and poised herself over his
throbbing erection. She undid the buttons on her blouse, unhooked
her bra and Roger grabbed her breasts in sheer lust. "I came here
for a fuck, that's exactly what I want. I'm going to fuck all of
you." She poised his cock with her hand and lowered herself onto
the throbbing shaft, he grabbed her thighs and began thrusting.

"Holly shit,
thanks Rose." Ten strokes and Roger blew Roses vagina to bits, she
enjoyed the flush and had a mild orgasm. She tried to get him up
again but he went limp and lay still saying nothing. Rose got off,
retrieved her bag from the front of the car through the front
seats. Roger admired her rear stroking the lips of her vagina, but
he failed to rise again. Rose did up her bra and blouse. She
rummaged in her bag and put her knickers back on. She brushed her
hair, opened the door and climbed out. "Rose wait, I think I love
you."

"Forget it
Roger, go back to Clarice, if she'll have you. You couldn't fuck
your way out of a wet paper bag."

Roger began to
scramble from the vehicle. "You bitch, I'll have you expelled."
Rose threw her bag over her shoulder and walked away along the edge
of the lake. "Come back here, you foul temptress, you'll regret
this. Come back here and Ill fuck the life out of you, bitch."
Roger realised he was naked from the waist down and dived back in
the car.

Rose got to the
roadway and a sleek sports car drew up beside her. "Rose."

"Steven, not
picking Jessica up today?"

"I dropped her
at the shops." Steven was a striking blonde lad, sleek and lean,
centre forward of the school soccer team.

"Oh, you want
to give me a ride."

"Where?"

"The park."

"Have a look at
this Rose." He looked down into his lap, Rose peeked over the door,
he was holding an enormous erection.

"Oh la la, must
be a foot long."

"Scare you
doe's it."

"Do you want to
fuck me or not."

"Everybody
wants to fuck you Rose."

"Cars are
boring, take me to a motel."

"Get in I have
a unit round the corner."

Rose climbed in
and Steven drove off. "How far to this unit."

"Ten
minutes."

She dropped her
bag on the floor and went down on him, he swerved all over the road
but Rose managed to blow him in a short space of time, she
swallowed his come and sat back up. "Fuck that's a nice cock."

"That was
unreal, I'm going to fuck the living shit out of you."

"Promises
promises."

"Fuck do you
know how many men have the hot's for you."

"No, tell
me."

"I don't know
anyone that doesn't want to fuck you."

"I don't know
anyone I don't want to fuck, could work out."

"Will you be my
girl?"

"I'm going to
fuck you, then your friend and his friend."

"They'll call
you a bike."

Rose laughed.
"Really, we'll see."

Steven
struggled out of the car, he couldn't get his erection back inside
its pants. Steven led Rose to a stylish second floor apartment with
a towel over his dick. Rose took of her knickers as soon as she saw
the bed and lay down with her legs open. Steven absolutely writhe
with lust dropped his pants and jocks for reason of comfort and
went down on her. Rose got her first head job, she entered second
heaven as Stevens tongue explored the extent of her vagina, he
found her clit by accident as he was no expert, he latched on as he
found she kicked and squirmed with delight as he tongued her clit.
He lent back occasionally admiring Roses pure white curves and
meticulously manicured pubic hair trimmed in the shape of a heart,
she tasted like strawberries and apples. He ran his hands up and
down her thighs as he eat and eat away at her sweet pussy. "Rose
I'm busting." he whimpered.

"No, please
bring me off with your tongue, I want to know what its like."
Steven tongued away, he got excited as Rose began to scream out in
pleasure and went limp, seminal fluid streaming around his tongue.
He was completely blown away, he had given Rose her first head job
and succeeded in making her come. She looked at his handsome face
wearing a grin and her juices all round his mouth. Steven noticed
her blue eyes sparkled like stars and she looked so at peace.
"Okay, your turn, have me."

Steven pushed
her back onto the bed so her legs were not hanging over the edge,
he leapt on and thrust his erection up her. He supported himself
looking down at his thighs pounding into her short dress just above
her pubic hair, he let out an enormous roar after only a few
strokes and drowned her vagina in fresh semen. He fell on top of
her in a limp pile. Rose pushed him off, she was dissatisfied, her
body expected a grand fucking and had been sold short. She tried to
arouse Steven but he went to sleep. Two young men in less than an
hour and she was far from purring like a kitten. Her fist
experience with Trevor had spoilt her, an experienced and handsome
man whom knew exactly what she wanted.

Rose stripped
off and showered, hoping Steven would be erect watching her strip.
When she came out from the bathroom Steven was snoring his head
off. She dressed and quietly left.

Over the next
few weeks Rose destroyed every relationship the girls of the
sorority had, Clarice moved to another school, Steven tried again
but this time never even made Roses vagina shooting hot come all
over her pubic hair, although Rose was disappointed she orgasmed,
she craved any contact with semen, it activated something in her
body. The so called men of the boy's school failed to satisfy her,
word got around that unless you brought Rose of with your mouth
before fucking her, fail to satisfy her, and you would never see
her incredible body again.

Rose turned
sixteen, she was having sex four times a day, she couldn't help
herself and men just completely lost it if she offered herself to
them. What she learnt very quickly was control, the exact point she
could get what she wanted. She again turned her attention to
another teacher, this time she made up for previous mistakes and
the teacher became addicted. Something she would hold close to her
bosom wondering if she would ever trust in someone she could tell
of her promiscuous antics and be at peace, clerical teachings
continued to promote questions, without guilt or fear she
continued.

The promiscuous
behaviour eventually came to the attention of the school
headmistress. She was summoned to the headmistress office. She
purposely dressed like a prude and stood respectfully in front of
the headmistress smiling over her desk. The headmistress studied
some paperwork on her table, then looked over her glasses. "Rose,
would appear you have been a very naughty girl, you're sixteen,
nearly seventeen, do you know the men you are seeing could be
jailed. Sexual intercourse on more than one occasion, I have the
evidence here."

"Men ask me for
sex all the time, I don't mind."

"Really Rose
this is a very respectable school, hardly the conduct we expect of
our pupils. Some of our pupils have left claiming you have wrecked
their lives. What do you have to say about this?"

"I like having
sex with men, what's wrong with that."

The principal
shuffled paper in front of her and coughed. "Rose, I will have to
speak to your parents, this is unacceptable."

"You're a
hypocrite."

The principal
stood up and took off her glasses. "I beg your pardon."

"I know most of
the boys across the road, at the boys school, you wear suspenders
and glasses, turns one in particular on."

The principal
sat down with a concerned look. "I'm not with you."

"Daniel, red
haired lad not quite eighteen, I had him two weeks ago, had some
very interesting things to say. He's experienced, he managed to
fuck me until I orgasmed, shall we discuss the lessons he's
had."

"How dare
you."

"Oh, really. I
don't belong here, I no more want to be a lawyer than pigs can fly.
I'm a nymphomaniac, I can't get enough sex and this place is the
pits."

The principal
was in an awkward position. "Alright, I'll leave it to you to sort
out with your parents."

Rose sensed she
was in charge. "Daniel enjoys you, he says you really excite him,
you must be some fuck. Personally I think he needs an
optometrist."

The principal
wore a look of distain. "We can't all be born to beauty as grand as
yours."

"You won't bend
over for him, I suggest you do that, he's good in that
position."

"That will be
all thank you Rose."

Rose left the
office, she packed her bags and walked to the train station. She
left the halls of privileged education never to return, she wanted
a heart to heart with her mother.

 


 




 


 


 





 CHAPTER THREE

Rose arrived
home in Portsmouth, her mother was locked in passionate embrace
with a young man in the bedroom, the shutters were slightly open
and she carefully spied on her mother. She had become secretly
envious of her mother as she controlled a young man pumping away at
her for forty five minutes before he ejaculated. Her experience so
far had given insight into the things she liked best in life, but
she could only imagine what it was like to experience a man who
could give you three orgasms in just one fuck. Her mother had come
three times while she was watching, she was impressed, and Roses
loins ached for sex.

She waited
until her mother had bid her visitor goodbye, her mother was
surprised to see her, draped in her dressing gown she stumbled
around slightly slurring her words still buzzing from orgasmic
bliss. They sat at the kitchen table. "Rose, what an earth are you
doing here, it's another two weeks until holidays."

"I don't belong
there."

Her mother
stood up and fumbled around making coffee. "Rose, its imperative
you stay there, your father and I are counting on you."

"For what, I
haven't seen my father in over a year, you fuck your brains out
here and expect me to cover for you, other girls round here have
horses, I like horses, but no not me, I'm off locked away."

Her mother sat
down, she frowned, she passed Rose a coffee. "Roselyn, I want the
best for you, I don't know what you want to do and nor do you,
having a horse is just a teen thing, I had the same feelings at
your age."

"I know what I
want mum, how much did that man pay."

"I beg your
pardon."

"Come on mum,
were rolling in money, I've seen you take money from men, you're a
prostitute aren't you."

"Rose please,
we need not discuss such things."

"Mum I've been
fucking four males a day, what about you. I can't help it, I've
tried, nothing to do with morals, I read up about it, I'm a fucking
nymphomaniac."

Her mother
looked down for a few seconds; she fiddled with a spoon in her
coffee. "Looks like your education is on hold, the same thing
happened to me. Your grandma left school when she was twelve, she
had the same problem, if you could call it that. I like what I do
and so did she, I'm an escort, a very expensive one."

"You're a
beautiful woman mum, I owe you my looks, tell me about how we can
use our talent, I'm hopeless at maths and go to sleep at the
mention of English."

"As did I. If I
don't have four men a day I feel terrible, it's not work, its
therapy for me."

Rose could
relate to her comments. "Go on."

"I can't stand
your father, I refuse to let him touch me, he uses women I have
working for me, he has needs."

"I can
understand that, I have them too."

"Your father
found me in a brothel in Soho, I started there after being a
housekeeper for a wealthy family in far north London, when I was
your age, your father came there on a regular basis, he had just
started work in your grandfather's organisation. He had the money
and enticed me down here with promise of masses of sex, we'd been
together only a few weeks and I found I was pregnant. He lost
interest when I was pregnant and we didn't last long, a few months
and we grew tired of each other. He asked me to service men
involved in business, I was very good at it and he got what he
wanted, we have an understanding."

"I love my
dad."

"He's a
terrible man."

Rose was
puzzled. "I don't understand."

"He swears
you're not his daughter."

"Is he?"

"I have no
idea, I thought we were trying for a child but he just wanted sex,
he couldn't keep up with my sexual appetite and I had other men, I
was pregnant when I got here, it happened very quickly, from
housekeeper to whore, wasn't much different really, at least your
fathers friends paid me. As a housekeeper I was fucked stupid for
nothing, I learnt fast."

"Mum, bloody
hell, I at least would like to know who my father was."

"Over the last
month had you fallen pregnant would you know who the father
was?"

Rose looked
rather solemn. "I see what you mean, Id have no idea."

"You can find
out if it's that important, DNA matching."

Rose again
thought for a while. "Am I to find an axe murderer or
psychopath?"

"I know who the
men could be, they are far better men than your so called
father."

"I don't want
to know."

"Should the
time come then all you have to do is ask."

There was
silence for a while, Brenda mulled around the kitchen, she prepared
a sandwich and offered one to Rose, she sat down and they began to
eat. "Mum how much do men pay you for a fuck."

"It's called a
service, some men don't want a fuck they just want to talk, or play
with you or get a blow job."

"How much?"

"Two thousand
pounds an hour."

Rose was
flabbergasted. "Two thousand pounds an hour, holy shit!"

"I cut it back,
I need six men a day, I'm sure you're beginning to understand."

"How much did
you charge before you cut it back?"

"Five thousand
an hour."

"My god, that's
thirty thousand a day. What kind of men are they."

"Business men,
politicians, doctors, I don't do mainstream I'm considered high
class. Because your father has the contacts we have an endless
stream of rich clients. Some are the best fucks I've ever had, I
don't care about the money, I just want the sex."

"High class men
with loads of money come and pay you to have their brains fucked
out. I've spent months chasing young men that couldn't fuck their
way out of a paper bag, I want in."

Brenda shook
her head. "Rose, your young, there are laws."

"So I'll be
eighteen for three years, how long were you eighteen, don't lie to
me."

"A while."

"I fucked the
physical education teacher at school, I was fifteen, how old were
you when you first started, I'm stuck with a rubber dildo in a pair
of rubber pants, I'm aching for it, are you going to stop me when
you know what its like."

"I was
thirteen, was one of my fathers friends."

"Thank god
we've become this close, no one else could help me, no one else
would understand."

"I still
remember the relief when he entered me, he ravished me for an hour,
I was ruined."

"Right when do
I start, this dildo is not doing the job, I'm absolutely
busting."

"I'll arrange
with doctor Hollis to check you out, when he's done that well see
how much we can charge."

"Look I don't
know what to do, so a man comes in, do I strip off and he fucks me,
or does he undress me, what?"

"I have a
client in ten minutes, watch from the closet, he's a lovely man
comes every week from Dorset, an apple farmer."

"He comes all
the way from Dorset, pays you for a gut busting fuck, relieves your
want for an hour or so and another rolls up a little later for the
same thing."

"Well yes."

"Fuck you've
got it made."

"I couldn't do
anything else I'm a sex addict." Brenda looked at the clock on the
wall. "We better get ready, come with me I'll show you where to
watch." Rose followed her mother into her bedroom, mirrors on the
ceiling and the wall, a round bed with a single silk sheet. She
opened the walk in robe. "Here sit on the chair, you can see
through the mirror. Watch when I check his penis for discharge or
sores, anything that looks suspicious turn the client down, I've
had gonorrhoea only once, sitting it out is the worst thing." Rose
sat down and made herself comfortable, she waited a few minutes
then voices entered the room. A handsome elderly gent with greying
hair and huge hands began to strip off in front of the mirror, her
mother sat of the edge of the bed right in front of the window and
he presented his penis to her for inspection. She rubbed in up and
down squeezing it toward the end in an effort to extract any
discharge should it be present in his urinary tract. "Clean as a
whistle as usual Lionel, cash as usual is it."

"Oh yes, cash
leaves no trace, my wife would is a nasty piece of work. God knows
what shed do if she found out." He handed her a wad of hundred
pound notes, she counted them.

"Two thousand,
perfect." She stowed the money in a draw on the dressing table in
the corner. "What would you like today Lionel, the usual."

"I'd like to
rape you."

"Oh, we haven't
done that for a while." Her mother walked to the second robe door
next to where Rose was seated. She walked in and could see Rose
though the hanging clothes. "Ah, still got a couple here will have
to order some more." She whispered to Rose. "I love this, he wants
to rape me, cop his dick when he's got a horn." She walked back out
with a short skimpy dress, looked to be made of papery material,
she closed the closet door, walked to the side of the bed and
dropped her dressing gown on the floor. She slipped the dress over
her shoulders and it slid down her body just covering her pubic
region, it was low cut and Rose was impressed with her mother's
body, for her age she was as beautiful as Rose. Brenda's breasts
were just as perky and her dark nipples were nearly identical to
her own. Lionel watched her for a couple of minutes sat on the edge
of the bed as she walked around bending over in front of him and
leaning forwards her breasts falling out of the dress, she stood
and popped them back in. Rose was shocked at the size of his
erection, she estimated well over a foot.

"Excuse me
young lady," said Lionel. "I'm a very naughty boy and I wondered if
I could fuck you, you are such a picture."

Brenda put one
finger in hour mouth and looked innocently at Lionel. "Oh no, I've
never been fucked before."

Lionel stood up
and approached her. "Lets not mess around young lady, you want it
and you know it." He pinned her legs against the bed as she moved
back from him. He grabbed the shoulders of her dress inside just
above her breasts and tore the garment from her body, she stood
there shielding her private parts.

"Oh no, please
don't fuck me."

"You insolent
little bitch," he turned her around and bent her over, Brenda tried
to cover her vaginal entry with a hand. Lionel slapped her rear
hard across the buttocks.

"No, you filthy
bastard."

"You need a
lesson," he stood beside her and spanked her rear end, Brenda's
vaginal lips filled with blood and they stood out from her
curvaceous buttocks. "Stay still, or ill spank you again." Lionel
walked back from her admiring her form. "My god Brenda, you never
age." He approached her holding his penis, he poised at her rear,
lined up her vagina and gently inserted his throbbing fat into
Brenda, she gave a squeal, he grasped her buttocks and began
thrusting gently, the full length of his penis. Rose became
aroused; she dropped her rubber pants and began fingering herself.
She watched as he gently thrust away for over twenty minutes,
Brenda orgasmed twice, she slumped to her knees but Lionel a strong
man lifted her onto the bed without missing a stroke and continued
feeding the weapon into Brenda's vagina. Rose was impressed with
the amount of light between them as he withdrew with every stroke,
she wondered what it was like to have such a massive cock embedded
in her now wet and slippery pussy, she picked up the rubber pants,
turned them inside out and began thrashing herself with the dildo,
she matched Lionel's strokes and imagined the huge cock rubbing up
and down the sides of her cavity, she orgasmed.

Lionel stopped
and climbed off, he positioned Brenda with her back to him laying
across the bed, he held his penis poised at her seething cavity, he
pushed the head of his throbbing cock in to hold it poised, then
took his hands away and grasped both her breasts. He thrust away
and Brenda began to scream with delight. "Stop you filthy bastard,
I'm only sixteen."

Lionel thrust
with a vengeance and held her tits tight. "Shut up you little
bitch, someone may hear us."

"I'll call the
police."

Lionel thrust
away for fifteen minutes, again Brenda orgasmed. He withdrew and
knelt beside her, he rolled her over on her back. "As I fill you
with my spunk you can look me in the face you dirty little
bitch."

"No, please,
don't come up me. I'll be pregnant."

Lionel forced
her legs apart and lowered his lean tanned frame down onto her, he
lined up her vagina looking into her eyes. "Now, you little bitch,
see if you can survive a drowning." Brenda yelped as he thrust the
entire length of his cock into her slapping hard against her
buttocks. He pounded away for ten minutes sucking her breasts and
tongue kissing her as he pumped her up, he looked at the clock on
the wall. "He we go."

"Yes, yes,
Lionel, please yes give it me every drop." He withdrew and just
used the head of his cock in and out of the lips of her vagina, two
minutes and he roared like a bull and drove his cock to the rear of
her vagina, his come flowed around his penis and out along his
shaft running down his balls and dripping onto the sheet. In the
hour Brenda had orgasmed five times and was a writhing mess. Lionel
climbed off, his penis still partially erect and lay beside
Brenda.

"Oh god that
was good, a weeks worth there, when you orgasm Brenda I feel so
happy for you, I hope it's a mind blowing as when I come into your
magnificent framework. Same time next week, I think I'll fuck the
maid."

Brenda sat up
on the side of the bed. "Fine, that was a monumental performance,
we really are at our peak, I may have a new girl in the area next
week, she's eighteen."

"Blonde."

"Yes."

"Big tits."

"Monsters,
perkier than mine."

"I think about
it, but you last a week, how much for this new youngster."

"Five
thousand."

"Mmmm, she must
be something."

"Best get in
before it goes up, I think shell be really popular."

"Any chance of
a viewing."

"Next week,
I'll see if I can get her here for when we've finished."

"Fine."

"You will keep
it quiet, only the elite can have her."

"Of course,
been years now, don't try and fix something that isn't broken."
Lionel laughed.

Lionel left,
and Brenda returned and entered the shower, Rose was sitting on the
bed and spoke with the ensuite door open, Brenda called her in. She
washed her entire body, including the inside of her vagina showing
Rose the tricks that would keep you young, clean and disease free.
Brenda began to dry herself and Rose returned to the bed, she ran
her hand over the silk sheet. "That man was the best fuck I've ever
seen."

"He's a lovely
man, you should see some of the young business men that come here,
I orgasm watching them undress. He's hard work, he fucks right to
the bell every time, the younger ones come in, blow and leave, they
may play with you for a while but I orgasm at their touch."

"Was it me you
were talking about, five thousand pounds."

"Yes."

"When do I get
my first client?"

Brenda walked
to the kitchen and Rose followed. Brenda picked up the phone and
dialled a number. "Can I speak to George please?" 'He's with a
patient.' "It's Brenda." 'Oh hang on.' Brenda waited a few seconds.
'Brenda.' "George, can you see Rose immediately, check her out
she's been with some strange men at school and I'm withdrawing her,
just like to make sure." 'Is she em.' "Yes she is." 'How much.'
"Five thousand." 'If she's okay put it on my account, send her
straight up.' "Fine." Brenda hung up.

"Get a cab you
up to doctor George, he'll check you out, if you're okay he's your
first at five thousand pounds."

"Wow, George is
pretty dishy, does he come here?"

"We have an
agreement, he knows the most elite clients in Westminster. By this
time next week you won't know if you're coming or going."

"Coming I hope,
at last some men who can fuck." Rose rang a cab and arrived at the
surgery, she checked in with the receptionist whom informed George
of her arrival. George came out on purpose and spoke in front of
the receptionist.

"Ahh, Rose,
those tests have come back and I need to talk to you about a few
things, come this way." He gestured toward his consulting room and
spoke to his receptionist. "This is urgent, direct all my clients
for the next hour or so to Jenkins." His receptionist nodded. He
followed Rose into his surgery and locked the door, he sat Rose
down at on the treatment bed, and stood next to her with his arms
folded. He was a big man, impeccably dressed, slight wrinkles on
his face but very young for his age, his jet black collar length
hair greyed at the tips, he held his chin with one hand as he
spoke. "Rose, haven't seen you for a while, my god have you grown,
now Brenda tells me you had some unprotected encounters with the
opposite sex, nothing to worry about but we better check, did you
know if any of these men had social diseases?"

"No."

"Okay, strip of
and well have a look."

"What right
off."

"Yes, I can
tell quite a lot from your skin as well as your vagina." George
watched Rose remove her skimpy clothes, and noted the rubber pants.
"Em, how long have you been wearing those?"

"Quite a while,
sorry I forgot to change before coming up here."

"Oh don't worry
about that I understand. Here let me help you with that bra."
George gently removed the only piece of clothing Rose had on. "God
you are like your mother only ten times more gorgeous. Lay on the
bed." Rose lay on the bed, George pumped it up till her torso was
level with his hands. He ran his hands over her breasts and naval,
Rose swallowed and drew shallow breath. "Mmm, you have copped your
mothers genes, now let's have a look down here." George went to the
end of the bed and pulled her toward him by the legs, she shuffled
along until her rear was level with the end of the bed and her legs
were bent up in the air either side with her feet flat on the bed.
George opened her vagina and inspected the area, he took a tool
from a table near by, he warmed it with his hands and thrust it
into Roses vagina, it looked like a dildo made of glass, he bent
down and looked in the eyepiece at the end rotating it as he
looked. "Clean as a whistle, now Rose, how's this." He gently
pushed the tool in and out, Rose squirmed and groaned and squealed.
"You have your mothers genes alright, you're a raving nymphomaniac
if I'm not mistaken."

"Yes, I don't
have periods can you see why not."

"Em, you'll
have to ask your mother about that, best she explain."

"Oh, okay, so
why don't you stop messing around and fuck me."

George began to
strip off. "Oh don't you worry about a thing, your look a million
pounds, five thousand for a sixteen year old bombshell, twice a
week thanks. Now stand up." Rose climbed off the bed and stood up
as George discarded his shoes and pants, he kept his shirt and
socks on. "Now just walk around for a while so I can watch." Rose
inspected the size of George's weapon, it was already hard,
sticking way out from his shirt, she grabbed it on the way past him
and ran her hand up and down.

"Oh, yes
please, that's a big one." She dropped to her knees looking it over
but George pulled he back up and sat her on the end of the bed.
"Lie back down and relax." Rose lay back down and George lifted her
legs over his shoulders and went down on her. She squealed and
moaned with every lash of his tongue right down to the back of her
cavity, he popped his head up.

"When you
orgasm I'll fuck you."

"Get on with it
you fucking horny bastard."

George stood
up. "Well we are a chip of the old block, you naughty little girl,
I've decided to spank you."

"You lick me
out to when I come and you can do what you like."

He dived back
down and went to work on her clit, she lasted for five minutes,
George was just too good, she orgasmed. George stopped and walked
to the table nearby, he picked up a syringe. He walked back to
Rose, clear fluid came out the needle as he dispersed the air. "Now
Rose, in about twenty minutes you will have the most mind blowing
orgasm you could ever imagine, this is just a little prick but
followed by a very big one, thanks to you." He gently administered
an injection of narcotics specially concocted for intensification
of sex in her upper arm. "There, just wait a few seconds." George
lowered the bed so he could easily climb on top of Rose, he took of
his shirt and socks and stood there naked, Rose drifted into bliss
and grabbed George's cock, he inspected Roses vagina pulling his
cock away. "Oh Rose that's what I call pumped lips, your off to the
moon princess." He climbed on her gently avoiding leaning on here
body anywhere, he lay flat on her and tongue kissed her. He moved
down to her breasts, her nipples were like hard as rock. "Better
tits than your mother, unbelievable."

"For god sake
fuck me." George obliged gently posturing his rock hard shaft at
her vaginal entrance, he watched her face light up as he gently
slid it to the back of her love canal, the head of his penis
touched the back wall. "You've done this before, now please fill me
up."

"Lets not be
too hasty, plenty of time." Began thrusting gently, he suspended
himself above her looking down at her innocent face, he watched his
shaft dive to the bottom of her cavity and lusted in her moans,
groans and squeals. He ended up pounding away with loud slapping
with every thrust. "Wow, hang on." He withdrew. "On top, just move
to one side carefully and climb on top of men when I lay beside
you, I nearly blew then, would have torn it." She positioned
herself above him, poised her swollen vagina lips above his shining
shaft and lowered herself onto him. She slid up and down with her
hands supporting her body on his chest. He beckoned her chest.
"Tits Rose, please." She lowered her left nipple into his mouth,
she screamed as he sucked away, he buried his head between her
tits. "Oh it's no good I'm coming." Rose slowly ran her vagina up
and down his shaft with her tongue in his mouth as he roared with
satisfaction, she felt the warm presence of his sperm and orgasmed
with a muffled scream into his mouth as they tongued each other.
They lay still for half a minute, Rose limp over his body, then she
fell on the floor, she lay on her back looking up at the ceiling,
she had never felt so liberated, satisfied, she floated around the
room lifted to content. George climbed from the bed and stood over
her, his penis shone in the light and seminal fluids dripped from
the head and his enormous testicles. "No man is safe with you
around, by this time next week you'll be orgasming our tits off.
That was worth every single penny, I've fucked Brenda's entire
workforce, five thousand is cheap."

Rose got to her
knees and grabbed his limp cock taking it in her mouth. She sucked
it into life and it hardened. "And again."

"Good god stand
up, never been raised after blowing like that in my life." He
raised the bed to waist height.

Rose lent on
the bed with her rear end facing him, she knew what to expect. He
rammed it into her and she just lay face down on the bed with her
arms out as he bashed away at her from behind. He was there for
over fifteen minutes before delivering a short blow, he withdrew
and stood there admiring Roses dominated torso. "Stand up and turn
round." She stood up and faced him leaning back on the bed, her
hair had dropped down from being tied up and hid her tits. "Your
hair, it's in the way." She threw it over her back and it flowed
down her back and across the bed. Her nipples were still rock hard,
he felt her vagina and it was still pumped. "Good god, I'm
finished, sorry Rose left you hanging a bit."

"I feel fucking
fantastic, come and sleep with me tonight."

"I'm saving up
for next week, Ill come to the house, dress as a schoolgirl."

"I am a
schoolgirl."

"Yes, a very
hot one. Now we better dress I have work to do. I can have someone
to your place in an hour or so from London, a top client. Go home
and get ready, he likes maids."

"Can I have
some more of that stuff?"

"You won't need
any till tomorrow, maybe never. Your mind will remember the
experience and act accordingly, as if there was any need, your
mother is a raving nympho and so are you. Most people wouldn't
understand, they'd call you a slut. You're just insatiable,
luckily. Everybody has a use if you get what you want, I just
fucked a sex kitten, keep quiet and out of the way and enjoy the
ride."

Rose put on her
scanty clothes, she inserted the dildo part of her rubber pants and
gathered her bag, a cab arrived to take her home. "Thanks doctor
George, see you next week, I'll be the maid with no pants on so you
can get at me, and you're great from behind."

"You like it
from behind, I don't care what angle I fuck you at, feels great.
Remember a top client will be on the way in a few minutes, I'll
make the call soon as you leave, he can stay all night and he has
the money. Maximum for a night is twenty thousand pounds and you're
worth every penny. Welcome to utopia Rose, just where you want to
be."

Rose glowed as
she looked out the taxi window for the short ride home. Her mother
was busy so she waited and a distinguished gent was led to the
door. He looked at Rose. "Is she em?"

"Yes."

"How old is
she."

"Eighteen."

"How much for
both of you next week."

"We work alone,
we're too busy to double up."

Rose got up and
walked over to the gent, he smiled at her as she undid his fly and
fished around in his pants, she found his weapon. "Oh my, yes
please."

"I'll take her
the day after you next week, same time." Rose took her top off and
paraded around in front of him. "Jesus Christ, phew. Shame I have
to go."

"I'll arrange
that for you, see you next week." said Brenda. The gent left.
Brenda answered the phone, it was George, Brenda just nodded and
said yes occasionally. Rose had gone to the shower and was washing
herself just how her mother had. Brenda came and lent on the door
jam, she admired her daughter's lines. "That was doctor George, a
very important client is on his way, he wants you all night, happy
days he's dynamite."

"Well see."

"George says
you're the best fuck he ever had and he's had a few."

"George is
wonderful, send him here any time, do I use my room, it's got a
normal single bed."

"You better
look again, I just had it refurnished, and it's the same as mine
now."

Rose began to
dry herself. "Mum are we weird?"

"No love, were
just different."

"I'm starting
to come down, I need cock already."

"Sometimes if
you can hang out a bit makes it better, especially when you've been
fucked as much as me. Sometimes clients can't make it and the next
one feels great."

"The gent who's
coming does he have a huge cock."

"Not really
love, but he knows what to do with it and can make you orgasm by
just touching you, he's Italian."

"Does he speak
English.'

"Of course,
he's of Italian decent but lives in London. Is it important?"

Rose put on a
white dressing gown hanging on the wall in her mother's bathroom.
"No not really, as long as he fucks me all night."

"He sleeps
about two am and wakes early for one before he leaves. Can you
leave that there, you have several in your room."

"Oh." Rose put
the gown back and walked naked to her room followed by her mother.
Her room was decked in bright white with a round bed and silk
sheet. The dressing table had been replaced with one like her
mothers and the walk in wardrobe stocked with costumes. She walked
into the bathroom and put on her dressing gown. "Wow its all fluffy
inside, makes me all wet."

Brenda had
watched her daughter walking up the hall in front of her. "Rose,
you are perfect, what an arse, look at your tits and pretty face.
Long flowing blonde hair past your arse, trim it to the top of your
arse, they like to see what they're paying for."

"Can you do it
for me now?" Brenda approached the dressing table and opened a draw
pulling out a pair of scissors from a manicure box.

"Drop your
gown, so I can see where to trim too." Rose dropped her gown.

"How did you
change all this, I've only been gone an hour or so."

"A young man
does jobs around here for us."

"Oh, does he
live close."

Brenda stood
from trimming her hair and threw the trimmed locks in a bin by the
dresser with a flip top. "Yes, and no you can't fuck him. He takes
his wage in arse and he's mine. He used to deliver the groceries
here."

"I remember
him, he used to fuck you when he delivered the groceries, I watched
you thought the window."

"He can be
trusted, his father visits our operations in Soho."

Rose was
puzzled. "What in Soho."

"We take high
class clients here, general clients are serviced in operations I
have in London. I go there once a month the check on things."

"Why, this
place is fine."

"Agreement with
your father, he sends people there and we send girls to hotels as
well. Business deals, your father is a pig."

"Oh, brothels,
can I try it there one day."

"No, we never
go near the places, they are watched."

"By whom?"

"Never mind
love, don't think about it, you'll be busy and happy here, just
like me."

Rose hung her
dressing gown up. "Now, a maid's outfit I think George said."

"Yes, he likes
to fuck the maid."

Rose searched
the racks of clothes in her wardrobe. "Ah, here we are." She took
the costume and laid it out on the bed, she put it on piece by
piece. "Wow topless I love it, hope it drives him wild and he fucks
me to death." She admired herself in front of the mirror swirling
around and lifting the short frilly hem looking at her pubic hair.
"Carry on like that much more and I'll fuck you."

"Oh, is that
possible."

Brenda laughed.
"I have no idea, doesn't interest me, just a figure of speech.
He'll love you, are you nervous."

"No I'm busting
for fuck, my pussy is hassling shit out of me."

"My night
client will be here shortly, if I'm busy you'll have to let yours
in."

"What's this
mans name."

"Lu."

"What like the
toilet?"

Brenda chuckled
at the pure innocence of her daughter. "No, as in Luigi
Francesco."

"Oh, I see.
What does he do for work?"

"We don't ask
questions, we just service them."

"Service, I'm
busting for him to fuck me."

"He doesn't
know that and doesn't need too."

"Oh, I think
I'll be alright."

Brenda smiled
at her daughter and held her shoulder. "I'm so glad things are
turning out like this, after all these years I no longer feel
alone."

Rose kissed her
mothers cheek. "Its okay mum, I understand, as soon as I did I came
home."

There was a
knock at the door and Brenda answered. A not so young grocery
delivery boy walked in. "Hi, walk through to the bedroom, I'm
ready." Rose put her dressing gown on over her costume and pulled
her mothers arm as she passed her door following her client toward
the bedroom.

"Mum that's the
fucking grocery boy, does he know I'm here." she whispered without
being seen in the confines of her doorway.

"Yes he set
your room up, he often stays of a night, I taught him well, he
fucks my arse off anyway."

"I should be
thanking him it's my room he set up."

"You'll have
your hands full shortly, Lu just rang from the airport he's in a
cab on the way here."

"I want to fuck
the grocery boy soon, appeals to me."

"Rose you randy
little bitch leave him alo..." A voice called down the hall.

"Brenda!"

Brenda called
out in the darkness. "Strip off, Ill be there in a sec, enjoy the
anticipation, I'm going to fuck your brains out all night."

"Come on Brenda
I've got a fucking boner here."

"Go to the door
and wait," whispered Brenda. "Your going to get your brains fucked
out you lucky little bitch." Brenda tapped her on the nose and
walked toward her room.

Rose waited in
the kitchen adjacent to the entrance hall, the only entrance to the
property that could be accessed from the street. She sat by the
table facing the hall in a chair playing with her legs, she got up
occasionally and skipped around the kitchen lifting her short
costume hem to reveal her pubic hair and buttocks. She became
impatient, sat down and began fingering herself, she liked her
finger and manipulated her clit. Rose had no idea she was about to
begin a chain of events that would eventually bring her into
contact with MI6 vigilante John Stanton, and she would become one
of the most dangerous women on the planet.

There was a
knock on the door, Roses heart skipped a few beats and she rushed
to the door. "Oh goodie goodie." Before opening the door she looked
through the peep hole, she saw a handsome dark haired gent in a
suit jacket, her maids costume was topless and her nipples hardened
and stuck out. Her vaginal lips swelled with blood, she swallowed
hard and opened the door. She hid here body behind the door and
looked around the doors edge with a big smile. "Hi, Lu is it."

Her client had
a slight Italian accent. "Yes."

"Come in." Lu
walked in and Rose closed the door and lent on it, he turned to
her. "Hi I'm Rose the maid, don't you go touching me you naughty
boy."

One look at
Rose and Lu's cock swelled so quickly it drained his brain, he just
looked her up and down for a few seconds. "You are beautiful."

Rose beamed and
took him by the hand. "Thank you, would you like a coffee."

"I would like
to watch you make one."

Rose led him
into the kitchen and sat him down at the table, she pretended to
make coffee with her back to him, bending over looking in the
cupboards, she turned to him. "Oh, silly me, I forgot my
knickers."

"Come here."
Rose approached him and stood between his legs. "Can I just touch
you, here." He put his hand inside her leg just below her vagina
and gently rubbed the skin with his fingers, her eyes closed and
she drew short breaths. "You like that."

"Yes."

He run his
fingers over her pubic hair and gently manipulated her swollen
vagina using the oozing secretion from Roses love canal. He sucked
her nipple and gently manipulated the rock hard surface with his
teeth, Rose cringed with delight and gave a muffled squeal. "How
old are you?"

"Eighteen."

"Are you a
naughty maid?"

"Very."

"I've booked
and paid for a room, could you show me please."

Seething with
lust Rose led Lu up the hallway to her room, she closed the door
behind them and Lu sat on the bed edge. "Will that be all?"

"No," replied
Lu. I need a hand to undress, come here."

Rose walked to
him and he stood up, she slipped his jacket over his shoulders and
it dropped to the floor, she undid the buttons of his shirt and
threw it to one side. She rubbed her tits across his hairy chest,
he coughed and drew hard breath. "You like that." He smiled, she
bobbed down on her haunches and undid his belt, trouser button and
zipper fly. She slowly pulled his pants and jocks down at the same
time, she rubbed his thighs admiring his erection, and she tongued
the head of it. He slipped his shoes off and then his pants then
sat on the bed and Rose pulled his socks off and threw them around
the room. She sat on the side of the bed. "Now let me have a look
at this." He offered her his rock hard cock and she manipulated it
to check for discharge, in the heat of the moment she had nearly
forgot. She looked at the skin and cupped his balls checking under
his scrotum. "Fine, twenty thousand pounds and you can fuck me all
night." Lu rummaged in his jacket and pulled out a brown paper
envelope and handed it to her, Rose checked it was full of hundred
pound notes, she didn't check the number and put the envelope in
the top draw of her dressing table, just like mummy. She turned to
him, "What now, shall I strip off or do you want to fuck me in this
outfit, you naughty boy."

Lu stood by the
bed with a massive erection. "Take it off." Rose slowly dropped her
costume to the floor and stood there naked, she pushed her knees
together and smiled at him and let her hair down throwing it over
her shoulders to settle down her back. "I have fucked hundreds of
women, none like you, I usually play with them for a while and have
them suck me off to get rid of a hot load. Never in my life have I
wanted to fuck a woman and come into her as soon as I could, lay
down on the bed."

"Come and get
me." Rose was about to experience the dark side of selling sex, she
had no idea of client protocol and Rose had just given him
permission to knock her around. He grabbed her by the throat and
threw her on the bed, he approached her on his knees viciously
slapped her legs apart and lunged into her and pounded away, loud
slaps echoed around the room as he relentlessly pounded her pussy,
Rose loved it and clasped her legs around him going thrust for
thrust and dug her face into his hairy chest. He bit into her
shoulder as he ejaculated, Rose had the most royal flush and eased
into a body cringing orgasm, they fell limp and Lu rolled off and
lay next to her.

It was about
twenty minutes before Lu began to play with Roses body, he gently
run his hands all over her and fingered her pussy occasionally
withdrawing his finger when she bucked. Lu gently sucked her
nipples, ran his tongue down her naval and connected with her
swelling vagina, he administered head until she orgasmed. "You
insatiable little bitch, you even smell sweet, like the garden of
eden. I'm ready for another one, go over to the wall and bend over,
hold the wall tight." There were bars next to the bed on the wall
at waist height, Rose could see what they were for now and grabbed
them tightly, she looked back to see Lu poising his weapon toward
her rear. He inserted the head and drove it deep, he held position
and gathered her hair into a set of reins, he pulled hard and began
ramming it home as hard as he could. Lu banged away for ten minutes
pulling on Roses hair, she became so aroused she screamed at the
top of her voice with pleasure and pain. Lu expected to be busy for
a while but as he looked down at Roses impeccable lines, felt her
flowing blonde hair in his hands, and brushed her lily white skin,
his balls slapped up against her vagina and dripped with Roses warm
juices, his balls gave in and delivered.

Rose whimpered
and moaned as she again orgasmed, she held the wall bars so tight
her knuckles were white. Lu staggered to the bed falling face down
and closing his eyes in rapture.

Rose fell to
her knees, she crawled to the bed and dragged herself beside him,
if they fell asleep she wanted to be available for action when he
woke. "I want more." she whispered.

Lu grappled
around in his jacket lying beside the bed on the floor, he found a
small plastic bag in the pocket. He emptied the white crystalline
powder onto the back of his hand and sniffed it up both nostrils,
the cocaine bit his nasal passages and his eyes watered. "You want
some."

"Some
what."

"Cocaine."

"No, I want
some cock."

Lu opened his
eyes like dinner plates. "You like your job eh."

"Like it, I
absolutely love it, you're an incredible fuck."

The cocaine
began to sap the protein from Lu's system and deliver it to his
bloodstream, Rose walked around the bed throwing her hair around
and massaging her breasts to bring him on, his cock began to lift
and Roses mouth was around it in a flash. Rose was now in complete
control and took charge of her toy. Lu developed a cocaine rock
cock as she worked him and she quickly slid her silken vagina over
it leaving him lying beneath her as she slowly moved up and down.
She was on top of him for an hour, she orgasmed several times, she
experienced Lu's cocaine cock, it just stayed hard as he lay there
in a twinkle eyed trance. He wanted her tits every now and then,
she loved it as he aggressively sucked her nipples, throwing her
hair down her back to give him access to her throbbing glands.
Eventually Lu raised his arse from the silken sheet and delivered a
massive blow with a cry of magnifica. The cocaine had sucked every
speck of protein from his blood, he fell asleep and his cock went
soft. "Lu." said Rose. She climbed off and his soft cock left her
vagina. She looked down at him sitting on her legs. "Fuck Lu I was
enjoying that." There was no response, she lay beside him "Fuck I
get a decent fuck in here and he goes to fucking sleep, what an
inconsiderate prick." She eventually dropped of to sleep.

She awoke, she
moaned with pleasure, Lu was giving her head, he had pulled her to
the edge of the bed and was kneeling on the floor. "Morning, I have
a few minutes and have to go." He went back down, he lunged his
tongue to the back of Roses canal and manipulated her clit as he
withdrew his tongue in ever increasing succession. He thrust a
finger up her arse and Rose squealed.

"Oh god, more."
He pushed her onto the bed then dominated her, he fell on her body
and thrust his tongue in her ear, she squealed with delight, he
tongued her ear as he poised his erection and rammed her. She dug
her nails deep into his back and sunk her teeth into his shoulder.
Lu short stroked using the head of his penis in and out of her
vaginas pumped lips, she sensed his urgency and prepared for him to
come, she short breathed and lunged to the back of her canal and
held it there as he flushed her out. She whimpered in ecstasy as Lu
climbed off withdrawing his shining shaft from her canal as it
softened, he stood next to the bed looking down at her searing body
writhing with ecstasy as she enjoyed her morning rush of adrenalin
and endorphins.

Lu staggered to
the shower and Rose lay there with eyes sparkling in absolute
bliss.

By the time he
had dressed Rose had gathered herself, she put on a dressing gown
and escorted Lu to the door. He said nothing, it was light and a
taxi was waiting outside. Lu looked at Rose, he opened her gown and
shook his head. "Mother of god, the best woman I have ever had." He
opened the door and left, closing the door quietly behind him.

Rose made
herself a coffee and sat with her legs up inside her dressing gown
on a chair at the table. She felt wonderful, she feared coming down
and wanted some advice from her mother. She walked up the hall and
gently opened the door an inch, she pepped in, the now grown up
grocery boy was pounding her mother into the bed, she watched his
pure white arse going up and down and memory of her first
recollection sprang to mind, her loins tingled as she watched.
Brenda looked at her watch behind his back as he pumped away, she
suddenly rolled him over and climbed off. "No, please." he cried.
She mouthed his hard shaft rolling her lips around the head as she
wanked his shaft, she timed his ejaculation perfectly hoping back
on and giving a few final thrusts as he creamed her mothers pussy.
Her mother let out a yell and fell limp. Rose knew she had orgasmed
and how she felt.

She gently
closed the door and lent on it with her back. She could hear them
talking, her mother was going to have a shower and get an hours
sleep, they commented on the three hour fuck they just had. He was
going to let himself out. Rose raced to their room and stood inside
the door with it still open, she waited a few minutes and as the
grocery boy walked past she grabbed his arm and pulled her in, she
closed the door and lent on it with her back. "Remember me."

"Rose, your mum
said you were back, I thought this room was for you when I did it
yesterday."

"Remember when
you used to look up my dress."

"Sorry, your
mum is..."

"Sorry, what a
buzz, fucking the grocery boy, how about you fuck the little girl
from down the street." She dropped her gown on the floor.

"Fucking holy
shit, Rose. Your mother just emptied me out."

"You strip off,
I'll shower, then I'm fucking your brains out. By the way you were
lifting your arse over my mother I bet you have a weapon."

He dropped his
pants and jocks, his penis was limp against his leg half way down
to his knee. "How's that."

"I knew mum
wouldn't have you in there all night for nothing," she grabbed his
cock and it began to rise. "Come in here and watch me shower." He
stripped off and as Rose showered he stood in the bathroom with a
rising cock, when it stuck straight out Rose dried herself and led
him by the cock into the bedroom. She played with it for a while,
she found it a wonderful toy, she could wank him with both hands on
his shaft. His balls swelled up and clung to his cock, Rose sensed
he was ready. She straddled him as he sat on the side of the bed
and bucked her arse in and out once he had entered her. She hadn't
tried this position, she needed someone with a long cock and it
slid across her clit as it went in and out. She looked at him with
a smile and imagined his arse going up and down between his mothers
legs. "You naughty boy, what will happen when mummy finds out Rose
has blow her toy."

"Fuck Rose I
think I'm going to blow."

"Well come on
lets see what you can come up with." She did short thrusts over the
head of his cock and she could see his eyes lighting up and opening
wide, she thrust it to the back of her canal and he delivered. "Oh
god that's divine," she muttered as she fell limp with her arms
over his shoulders. "That's a great effort after servicing my mum."
She waved her tits in front of his glowing eyes. "Like my
tits."

"They're like
your mums only better."

"You're still
hard, want some more." He lifted her up and down by the hips and
she responded by thrusting. "Wow no wonder mum wants you all
night."

"She taught me
and gave me some stuff I take before I come see her."

"Tell me more."
He grabbed and caressed her breasts as they talked, she threw her
hair behind her so he could see what he was having.

"I visit twice
a week and sometimes on short notice if clients do show up."

"Really, how
would you like to double up on that?"

"I'm in love
with your mum, I want to marry her."

"That won't
hold your pants up now will it. Wow if you move in here I can get
at you any time."

"But I'll fall
in love with you."

"You mean
lust."

"You remember
me looking up your dress, do you remember anything else."

"No, I was very
young, I thought you were checking to see if my pants were
wet."

"I lasted about
thirty seconds with your mum the first time."

"Well you've
certainly improved, this is nice, I'm really enjoying it. Love your
cock across my clit. Id like mine please could you suck my tits."
She lent back and he attended to her rock hard nipples, Rose
quickened her thrust and wiggled her arse in circles, she moaned
and whimpered then went limp over his shoulders. He kept pumping as
she lent on him, just short strokes deep inside her as far as he
could move, he coughed, whimpered and ejaculated, there was little
discharge but Rose still orgasmed again. She climbed off and
staggered around picking up her gown and putting it on. "This is
really exciting, don't tell my mum, I want to fuck you as much as
she does, its fun. What do you think?"

He nodded as he
gathered his clothes and dressed. "Yeah, why not, I made some
movies with your mum, I can bring some over and show you, fuck your
pussy is unreal. Id stay but I have to go to work. I didn't think I
would see someone as beautiful as your mum, but."

"I want to keep
it a secret from mum, the thought I am fucking her toy boy appeals
to me, I orgasmed three times, fuck I like it."

"I want to keep
fucking your mum."

"Fine, that
means I get to fuck you as well."

He pouted and
nodded. "Oh yeah, why not, I'll let myself out." Rose went to
shower and he crept quietly out the door checking to see if the
coast was clear, then left.

Rose was
massaging herself in the shower, she felt wonderful. She lent
against the shower wall lathering her body and talked to herself.
"I hope em, fuck, I don't even know his name. I hope what's his
name pops round again soon. That's the biggest dick yet, wonder
what will walk in the door next. Fuck I'm hungry."

Rose's father
thought it would be good business to have Rose marry a rich and
powerful adversary, he recently attended Roses bedroom and he
immediately rang Gustav Fleming expressing interest in having Rose
live in his swimming pool in the south of France. Her mother
opposed the move but Rose thought it would be fun, the protagonist
was good at sex and promised her plenty. He took her to his French
estate, she lay around the pool and he satisfied her every need,
she was young and impressed. At an elaborate mansion on the French
Riviera they married, it was a pseudo wedding, a business
arrangement concocted by her father. It looked like a wedding but
the deal was without vows and based on money, operating territory
and money laundering, by this time Rose was bored, the prospect
held no purpose. Attended by gentry and politicians Rose discovered
how alluring and fearless she could be, she fucked the best man,
the male bridal party and several elite guests, she had them all
eating out of her hand. There was a fight and shots were fired,
these aggressive encounters would fester for years, but Rose was
oblivious to the furore.

It was becoming
plain to her certain direction encouraged by insatiable habit meant
nothing, she went back home directly after the wedding, her father
was furious. His adversary was now more disgruntled with Fleming
than before his encounter with Rose, a period of just two weeks.
Gustav Fleming would never again directly use his daughter for
inter family gain, he worked on far more devilish plans, he had
developed a harsh distain for his daughter whom refused to yield to
his personal sexual advances. He wasn't a man that respected
anything except money, power and obedience from his employees, how
dare she resist and please herself, she was just an member of
staff. Rose had developed an equal opposing hatred, the only man on
the planet she felt she really fostered hate and aggression toward.
She would later use clerical belief in dealing with her father.

 



 CHAPTER FOUR

Rose ate like a
horse, her mother had the house stocked with what they liked and
unbeknown to Rose her mother had supplemented her diet when she was
a child. Rose never did get to see the movies of her mother and the
grocery boy, she became so busy it even satisfied her. Men came
from far and wide, affluent men, rich men, she became wealthy and
was a millionaire by the time she was seventeen. Luigi Francesco
returned on a regular basis and his friends followed in droves only
to eager to part with the five grand an hour for access to Roses
torso. She had no idea Luigi Francesco was a don within the
Sicilian mafia, this put Rose on the radar of MI6. George Hollis
continued to check Rose once a month and he came to the house to do
it, it was an internal inspection. George brought in members of
Whitehall and Windsor, there was no shortage of men willing to pay
for Roses body. This also put Rose on the radar of the CIA and
French Secret Service, Rose never left her home, she was quiet
content lying on her back feeding her insatiable habit. Then she
turned eighteen and the phone rang, an American accent from Texas.
"I would like to talk to Brenda Fleming."

"Speaking."

"I was given
your number by George Hollis."

"Oh yes."

"I'm from an
American film and magazine organisation, your daughter Roselyn came
to our attention in British school magazines, she was a cheer squad
leader."

"Yes, that's
correct."

"We would like
to bring Roselyn to Texas for a photo shoot."

"Without seeing
her."

"One of our
representatives visited your establishment and spent an hour with
her recently, we can't shut him up."

"Oh, I see, how
much."

"Half a million
dollars."

"Pounds."

"That's a lot
of money Mrs Fleming."

"Plus five
thousand every hour someone lays a hand on her."

There was
silence for a few seconds. "Okay."

"We want a
private jet and I will be accompanying my daughter."

"We are
arranging a boat cruise, with a few exclusive clients, if these
clients wished to handle you beside your daughter how much are we
looking at."

"Five thousand
pounds an hour for each of us per client."

"That's an
expensive boat trip."

"It'll blow
your mind numb nuts, do we have a deal."

"The movie will
involve a football team..."

"I know the
plan I'm not stupid, George is very meticulous how he organises
things."

"Okay, the
plane will be paid for but George insists on organising
everything."

"I have no
input regarding those things, I believe the date set is next
week."

"Yeah, so we
can expect to see you."

"The money is
in the bank before we leave for the airport."

"We never pay
before receiving the goods."

"Then you'll
never feel the inside of my daughter's divine pussy, or have your
semen dripping from my nose, these things are expensive and in
demand."

"I never had it
put like that before, the money will be there."

"Don't call
again you'll have to deal with George were busy." The American put
the phone down.

"Jesus Christ
what a bitch."

A tall gruff
spoken Texan spoke from the other side of the desk. "Best fuck on
the planet, I can't wait to get into her daughters pants."

"I'm going to
fuck the pair of them as well."

"Yeah but you
pay, I get to fuck them for free."

"We can't all
have a twelve inch dick Bret."

"It's what you
do with it that counts."

"This Rose
Fleming blew Hank in ten minutes."

"Yeah so he
tells me, she blew him three times in an hour and she orgasmed five
times. That's the kind of action I want to see."

"Hank had her
mother, best fuck he ever had, she held him just off the blow till
the last five minutes."

"Yeah, I heard,
I want both these bitches."

"I gotta see
this, next week, we film as soon as they arrive and the boat trip
is the day after."

"Bring it
on."

Rose was
oblivious to any arrangements being made, she serviced a client an
hour and had got so good most were blown and gone in forty minutes.
Rose's mother was having a morning nap but she set the alarm a
little early because she wanted to talk to Rose. Brenda walked up
to her room and went straight in as Rose had told her she was
having a nap as well. There was the grocery boy jammed up Rose in a
furious flurry of thrusting. "Oh, don't mind me, I know you've been
fucking him for ages. I need to talk to you Rose, let's get rid of
him quick as we can." She dropped her dressing gown and knelt of
the bed next to her excited toy boy, he was doing Rose doggy
style.

"Don't you stop
you bastard I'm nearly there." said Rose.

Brenda began to
caress his balls gently fondling them between his legs. "He can't
help himself if you do this, come on out with it." She felt his
balls lift to the top of his scrotum and he hunted for breath.
"He's coming Rose," Brenda fingered Roses arse hole while he
slapped away."

"Mum fuck."
Rose orgasmed and fell forward limp on the bed.

Her mother
moved in front of the grocery boy and presented her rear for a
doggy. "Okay Vince, I want that lot." He dived into her, she
manipulated the walls of her vagina with trained muscle response
caressing his cock as he fucked her, he delivered and Brenda
orgasmed and fell beside her daughter. She whispered to her
daughter. "Wow, our first double, you conniving little bitch, I
loved finding you doing this, we must try this again."

"Fuck mum I
really wanted that lot, you fucking inconsiderate bitch."

"I have a
present for you."

"Really, tell
me."

"Were going to
America to have our brains fucked out, how does Bret McCrea
sound."

They sat up
with their legs folded on the bed opposite each other, Vince the
grocery boy had dressed and left. "Who the fuck is Bret
McCrea."

"Americas
hottest porn star."

"Oh, goody,
have you fucked him."

"No, but we
soon will."

"Is he coming
here?"

"No we're going
there."

"Oh Wow."

"We'll go on a
little boat cruise after meeting Bret."

"Will I get a
fuck?"

"Lots of them,
clients on the cruise to service."

"Oh fucking
wow."

"When do we
leave?"

"Monday."

Rose looked at
her mother body, Vince's semen was leaking from her onto the silk
sheet. "Mum how come you still look so good?" She fondled her
mother's breast. "You're tits are just like mine."

"I'm having
some more surgery when we come back from the US, I have some
wrinkles on my face and my pussy needs tightening. I've been
fucking non stop since I was thirteen."

"You lucky
bitch." Rose fingered her vagina then did the same to her
mother.

"Fells alright
to me."

"I don't give a
fuck about the men, I want it tightened, will be my second time,
worked great last time. I fucked one of the male nurses before
leaving hospital, I couldn't believe the difference."

"How was the
male nurse?"

"Great, he'd
been fingering me, I asked him discretely explaining Id go made if
I couldn't have cock for three days."

"There days
shit I'd die."

"Tell me about
it, he was great, brought me off three times a day with my clit
without to much pain."

"Fuck, when can
I experience something like that?"

"If you want
bigger tits, let's get you some."

"Men love tits,
they go mad, how big."

"As big as you
want but don't go to mad." Brenda felt her daughter's tits. "Mmm,
far more than a handful."

"Id like them a
bit bigger to tit fuck, I have to push pretty hard at the moment, a
bit more would really help. I love come on my neck am I
strange."

"I love come
all over me, you're not strange you just know what you want."

The door bell
rang. "We better let them in and shower as they undress, this one
won't fuck you he just likes being wanked."

"Oh fuck what,
I hate that."

"He's seventy
Rose, with you he may just have you mount him, bit of a challenge
for you."

Brenda led two
elderly gents in and dropped one off in Roses room as she showered.
She came out naked smiling at the man. "Would you like me to dress
up?" She stood next to him, and he fondled here breasts.

"God I'm
getting an erection. Here take the money." Rose put the money in
the dressing table, when she turned round he had dropped his pants
around his ankles and held a large erection. "Quick have a look
then climb on." Rose knelt down and gently extruded his penis, she
checked under his balls and fondled them.

"Fine, you want
me to fuck you."

"Please, this
hasn't happened for years, you're so beautiful."

She straddled
him and took his cock, poised it at her vagina and it gently slid
into her. "Oh, that's nice." She threw her hair back and offered
her breasts to him. "Here play with these and Ill do the rest." She
slowly raised and lowered herself on his shaft. "I haven't had a
senior gent before, this is fun." He sucked away at her nipples, he
hardened and was big enough to contact the back of Roses vagina.
"Wow big boy." She was tiring; she had been at him for over half an
hour and held round the back of his neck using her arms to help
lift herself. She lifted herself to the head of his cock and short
stroked, he muttered and groaned for the first time then delivered
an incredible load his face buried in her tits groaning. She could
feel it warm her cavity, she orgasmed and fell limp over him as he
fell back onto the bed. She climbed off, he made whimpers and
groans as his cock left her vagina. It stood erect and shining,
Rose grabbed it and began to wank him gently. "Do you think you can
come again."

"I don't think
so."

"You have a bit
more time, you want to play with me."

"Yes why not."
He sat up and began running his hands over her body, caressing and
kissing her breasts.

"Would you do
something for me?"

"Yes, what did
you want?"

"Finger my
pussy."

"Oh thank you
yes." He thrust his middle finger of his right hand into her wet
canal, Rose soon realised he had done this before as he held her on
the edge of an orgasm for a few minutes, he then fingered her arse
with the other hand and she let go.

She fell back
on the bed. "Thank you, that was wonderful."

"You're
insatiable."

"Yes, I like my
job."

"I haven't
ejaculated up a women for years, can I come back soon."

"Oh yes, you
have red hot come, loved it."

"When my balls
are full I'll come back."

"Take some
Viagra just before you come in next time."

"I only come
once, getting old."

"Yeah but I
come lots, as long as your dicks hard I can use it." Rose got a
clean up tissue and wiped around his dick, balls and legs, she had
leaked all over him. She stood him up and pulled up his pants and
trousers. "There, all ready to go, how you feeling?"

"Absolutely
wonderful, never been better. You're worth five thousand pounds
young lady. I have a close friend, he is a bit shy, his wife died
recently and he could do with a good fuck, his balls are full of
spunk and he's desperate. I think I can convince him to come down
if you're willing to help him."

"You've been a
wonderful experience, you're a good fuck darling, send him down, if
he's half as good as you then Ill be happy. I wiped the juice of
three orgasms off you I'm buzzing, I just like fucking."

"Bloody
marvellous, Ill send him down, Rose is it."

"Yes."

"You have the
best tits and pussy I have ever seen, and believe me I've seen a
few."

Rose giggled.
"Oh you're so lovely, what's your name."

"Howard."

Rose led him to
the door. "You rush back and fuck me soon as you can, bye tiger."
He left and joined his friend waiting outside.

Rose was
showering and her mother came in. "How was that."

"Great, he blew
my pussy to bits."

"Oh, been a
while since Howards was here, he heard about you. He usually goes
to the business in London and gets the girls to wank him."

Rose looked
puzzled. "He fucks great, got a hard on just as good as the best of
them."

"He has a
friend that wants to come in tomorrow, we can fit him in if you're
quick, and Howard spoke to you about him."

"Oh yes, bring
him in, I'll blow his brains out. If he's anything like his friend
today hell blow mine out too."

"Fuck you're
doing so well Rose, I really appreciate you, without you I don't
know what I would have done."

"Marry Vince
and retire mum."

"And let you
have all the fun, fuck off."

"Mum," Rose
giggled as she dried herself. "Who's next?"

"I'm giving you
Vince for an hour."

"Did mine
cancel?"

"No, Vince is
going to give you a pounding once a day until we leave early next
week."

"Goody, bit of
practice for America."

"Yes, Vince is
good at making movies, he can give you a few pointers."

"Only one
pointer he has that I'm interested in, the shaft hanging between
his legs." Rose sat on the bed with her legs open. "This fucking
thing is hassling me again, how long will Vince be."

The doorbell
chimed. "Get your dress on and I'll send him in, I'm going to watch
and bring myself off."

"Mum, watching
your toy boy fuck your daughter, oh, hang on, okay."

Brenda smiled
at her daughter. "Mmm, see what I mean, you get a toy boy and I'll
fuck him while you watch."

"I can have a
man with me and fuck him while I'm watching, shit why do we fancy
that."

"Because were
hot, always looking for a bigger hit from our habit."

Rose shrugged
it off. "I do like the man from the health club, Nelson, he's
shaved clean and rippling with muscles, he's always tanned, he says
he loves me, what an idiot. But it would appeal to me if you fucked
him behind my back. I can't work that out but Id like to try it.
Besides you took a load destined for me off of Vince I want to see
if I can pull the same stunt."

"Fuck that
sounds exciting. I'll invite him here for a free fuck when Vince is
due tomorrow, you fuck Vince in the wardrobe while I fuck Nelson
out here. I've called on him at short notice before and he can keep
his mouth shut."

"Shame I was
hoping he would rap it around my pussy."

Brenda giggled.
"Rose."

"Mum, I could
have ended up in a boring court room somewhere, god forbid. I would
have committed suicide or got locked up for indecency. Luckily my
mum knew who I was and here we are fucking our brains out and I
love it. My purpose is to out fuck my mother horniest bitch on the
planet. Where's Vince I'll start eating the house down if he
doesn't roll up in the next few minutes, I eat fuck and sleep but
fuck eat and sleep is my preferred order."

"Go let Vince
in he's been waiting, bet he's got a boner standing there in
anticipation of you. I'll hide in the wardrobe."

Rose brought
Vince in. She threw her gown off and stood there naked. "Took
you're fucking time, I'm busting for a fuck."

"You always are
Rose. Here put this on."

He threw a
flowery dress at her, knee length with a halter top. "What's
this?"

"Nearly the
same dress you wore when you were nine or ten."

"It is too, you
thi..., oh Vince what an excellent idea." She slipped it on and
paraded around in front of him.

"Rose would you
help me with the groceries."

"Coming, hello
mister."

"Can I have a
look up your dress?"

"Yeah, but
first show us your cock." Vince burst out laughing and her mother
fell through the door of the wardrobe door in fits of laughter. "Oh
shit, mum."

Vince shook his
head in concern. "What's going on."

"She was going
to watch us but I fucked it up."

Vince wore a
half smile. "Well let's not jump to conclusions. You sit on my cock
and your mum can sit on my face."

Rose looked at
her mother. "Perhaps you should stay a bit longer, we can face each
other, hold hands, now that interests me."

Rose's mother
stood up and discarded her robe. "Well, let's get on with it we
only have an hour before someone with a raging horn rolls up and
fucks us." Vince tore off his clothes and lay on the bed with a
monster erection, he watched the pair strut round the bed and stalk
him. Brenda slid her mouth over his cock and sucked him for a few
seconds. "I know this cock, he's ready." Brenda helped Rose up over
him and held her hands as she lowered herself onto his throbbing
weapon. She smiled as her face lit up.

"This is the
best present mum, get on his face." She held her mothers hands and
helped her balance over Vince's face, Vince stuck his tongue right
out so Brenda could position, he wore a wide smile as she lowered
herself down and her vagina clamped around his mouth. She threw her
head back and hunted for breath. "Do her Vince, grab one of my
knees when you're nearly there, when you've come we'll change if we
have enough time." Vince blew in five minutes taking Brenda with
him. "Fuck Vince you bastard."

He lifted
Brenda's vagina from his face holding her thighs. "You try and hold
a hot load with you two sat on ya, what a fucking joke."

Rose lifted her
arse up and down thumping away at Vince's thighs. "Hang on
I'm...Ohh fuck," Rose orgasmed. "Fuck that was nice, change places,
you better bring me off Vince or I'll fucking suck you to death.
You okay mum."

"Wow this is
really different," said Brenda. Change places." Brenda and Rose
continued to hold hands as they shuffled around in a circle and
Brenda poised herself over Vince's prick and Rose sat straight on
Vince's face and copped his tongue. Their faces lit up as they
smiled at each other, Vince found Roses clit.

"Vince fuck in
my pussy, wow that drives me mad, when your ready to blow go for
the clit. When we come mum hold my hands real tight."

"You're so
beautiful Rose, I'm so proud of you." Brenda caressed her
daughter's breasts.

"This is the
best present mum, Vince has the best tongue." They enjoyed the
experience for several minutes then Vince went for Roses clit. "Mum
here we go, ohh fuck he's so good mum I'm sorry I'm going." Vince
gave her mother a drenching and like mother like daughter they fell
on each other in orgasm. They lay there for several minutes, Vince
decided to fondle both of them while he could, and he went down on
Rose. "Mum could you leave so Vince can fuck me, he owes me a
blow."

Brenda got up
and put on her gown. "Vince, you have half an hour, did you dose up
before you came."

"Yes."

"Pound the
living fuck out of her, happy birthday love."

Rose sat up.
"Its Vince's birthday."

"Yes."

"You gave your
daughter to your toy boy for his birthday."

"Yes."

"Fuck, what a
buzz, on ya get sunshine." Vince mounted her, entered her and began
thrusting away with his body elevated to arm height enjoying the
view. Brenda tapped him on the arse.

"Happy
birthday, down to me when you're finished, and you have a client
Rose that should keep you quite happy when he gets here shortly."
Brenda left to the slapping sounds of Vince's naval bashing into
Roses pubic region, they were locked in avid gaze as Rose went
thrust for thrust.

"Fuck off mum
and let me sort this bastard out, come on you buck, if your going
to fuck me at least make an effort."

"Shut up bitch,
you'll get yours when I'm ready."

"You limp
pricked wanker, don't even know you're up me." Vince nearly drove
her through the bed with his thrusts. "Bit more like it." Rose
grabbed his arse pulling him in even harder, she tried her mothers
trick of manipulating the muscles in the walls of her vagina
caressing his cock up and down."

"Oh fuck Rose
you clever bitch." Brenda quietly slid down the wall near the door
and watched the birth of a porn star. She became too aroused when
Rose stood and grabbed the hand rails on the wall, she knew Vince
was going to let go early. She threw off her gown and took up
position next to her daughter hidden by her flowing hair.

"He's about to
let go, shower and I'll have the last ten minutes. Fuck your good
Rose." Vince let out a roar as he orgasmed and Rose fell to the
floor in rapture disconnecting Vince's cock. He plunged it straight
into Brenda who gave a resounding moan.

"Fuck what is
this stuff you gave me, its unreal."

"Just keep
fucking you have less than ten minutes to bring me off."

Rose showered
listening to the sounds of her mother being pounded by her toy boy,
she whispered to herself. "Fuck I'm excited, I'm going to fuck this
next client to death, fuck it. Where will I get a fuck on Monday
we're on a plane to Texas, mum will know, I hope."


 CHAPTER FIVE

Rose and her
mother jetted off to Texas, Bret McCrea an American porn star made
a series of pornographic movies with Rose, McCrea and Rose started
to get close and her mother didn't like it. McCrea's cohorts
deceived Rose and McCrea, a group scene with an American football
team, lined up one after the other they ravaged Rose, all tried and
tested porn stars. McCrea objected when the film was complete and
Roses mother whisked Rose back to the UK, Rose would not forget
McCrea or she was drawn to him, she hated the shysters that used
her. Attempts were made to stop the movies release but a few tapes
got loose and were copied on the black market, the movie was sold
in its millions. Rose was shocked and disappointed, even her father
and his contacts could not stop her exploitation, she learned from
it.

Rose was not
without redemption, schooled in the Westminster system church
attendance had been mandatory, when alone her mind wondered and she
often thought of this. Rose was fearless, confronting issues in her
life didn't scare or worry her at all. Of late when she could she
had studied nymphomania reading many theses available on the
internet, one particular essay on the subject seem to make sense. A
journalist had linked nymphomania to studies of drug addicts using
narcotics and declared they were similar but just on different
drugs and terms. This rang true to Rose as she had tried cannabis
and heroin only once, and detested their euphoria, she found it
drew pleasure away from her sexual encounters rather than enhance
them. There was something in Roses genes that rejected false
elation, she didn't need it, and her body craved natural highs
available from her genetic makeup. Rose looked for answers to allay
her spiritual background instigated by the scriptures and teachings
of the clergy, she believed she was blessed and made like this by
the hand of god. Her nemesis was pleasure, if god had wanted her to
suffer he would have cast upon her a pestilence, she had been
blessed with pleasure not pain or grief. However Rose daily broke
one of the Ten Commandments, but did she? Rose was not married so
she was not adulterous, she did not covet men they lusted after
her, she was aware of other commandments outside of the ten and had
problems linking scripture to the reality of modern times. She had
no understanding of Nuns, what kind of women would abstain from sex
and live a life so far from her own, these things puzzled her, and
she decided to look for answers.

Within
Portsmouth Rose knew of a convent, place of sacred worship and
occupied by nuns, she decided to talk to a nun and make some sense
of who she was and her spiritual disposition. In the back of her
mind she reflected she may be of the fruit within the Garden of
Eden. With an hour to spare Rose ventured out to investigate these
things, her mother was busy and she told no one.

Rose walked
boldly up the steps of the grand building that had stood the test
of time, war and weather. She didn't bother knocking, she felt at
ease in the presence of spiritual grandeur passed on by strict
schooling, whenever she had asked a question of clergy she got an
answer. Inside was a grand hall entrance, the stone wall smelt
rather musty in stark contrast to the fragrance of red door that
wafted from her bosom. Behold before her as a silhouette against
the stained window of the alter far down the isle stood a nun
stirred by the bold sound of Roses stiletto heels on the stone
floor, the brightness of the light from the stained glass closed
Roses pupils and her eyes could not make out the face of the
cleric, but the beams of light struck her face as it filtered
through the ancient glass art work of Jesus Christ on the cross. A
quiet refined voice came from the shadowy figure. "Can I be of
assistance?"

Rose stammered
a little as she replied, clinging to her handbag with both hands.
"I would like to talk to a nun please."

"What brings
you here my child?"


"Questions."

"I see, I have
not seen you here before."

"I've never
been here, I came to ask questions I can't answer."

"We often have
troubled people visit."

"I'm not
troubled, just curios."

The nun walked
forwards invading Roses space, the light from the doorway behind
Rose caught the nuns face and the lines of age and wisdom became
apparent along with a beaming smile beneath the cowl of her habit.
"Come, sit in the warm sun of the chapel window, we can talk
there." Rose followed the stately woman, her habit made a scuffling
noise on the stone floor, she made her way to a bench row within
the chapel bathed in sunlight and invited Rose to sit. Rose
shuffled along the carved wooden bench and the nun sat beside her.
"What is so curios that it brings you here, you have the fragrance
of a fresh spring garden, the garden of Eden perhaps."

Rose had
dressed as modestly as possible but could not find a top that
covered her ample cleavage, she wore a short shawl to cover the
area, and loose white long pants of silk. "The fragrance is called
red door."

"Interesting,
you are the most beautiful young woman that has ever graced this
chapel, what is it you wish to ask of me, are you troubled."

"I was schooled
under the Anglican diocese in London, religion is something I have
trouble understanding, I mean no harm to anyone but I believe I am
considered a sinner."

The nun tilted
her head to one side and squinted. "What is your sin?"

"Sex."

"I see, and
what do consider sin in regards to sex."

"I have many
men every day, I am addicted to sex, I'm a nymphomaniac and so are
my mother and her mother. I can't live without sex, lots of
it."

The nun took
Roses hand. "You poor child, you have a cross to bear." She
hesitated for quite some time looking at Rose; she sensed the pure
innocence and need within her smile. "This is something I don't
understand, from what you tell me you are a prostitute."

"A high class
escort."

"Men pay you to
partake of your body and you enjoy this."

"Yes." The nun
was silent and stone faced. "If they didn't I would pursue them,
its like being a drug addict without drugs, the drugs I crave are
from within me."

"The devil has
you child."

"I am created
by god, in the eyes of god, this is from the eve of my creation,
the devil has not perpetrated my genes, nor has anyone else."

The nun took
Roses hand. "My poor misguided child, you are put on this earth to
confront whatever the devil may instigate, you pander to his
beckoning, and you must repent."

"Rubbish, show
me where in the scripture I have wronged, I have thought about his
often. I lust after no man, they lust after me. I have not married
for my constitution does not permit it, no man could be expected to
put up with my behaviour if I married."

"In the time of
Jesus you would have been stoned."

Rose became
uncharacteristically upset. "If you are without sin cast the first
stone. Are these not the words of Jesus Christ himself? I am
saddled with nymphomania I'm not stupid. I know one day someone
will come and take me away, a man who carries the sword of the
cross, there my destiny will be fulfilled, I believe this as I have
seen it in my dreams. What do you have to do to be a nun?"

The nun blinked
profusely, she looked down and swallowed before looking earnestly
at Rose. She spoke very softly. "You are right, I am not without
sin." She clasped her hands together and put them up to her mouth
in thought, Rose waited. "All I have to do to fulfil my destiny
along with the church is believe, I have no answers for you. I
don't know why you should be stricken with this thing, nymphomania
or whatever it may be. I'll pray for you. I find this difficult and
confronting."

Rose stood up
in the narrow isle way and took the shawl from her shoulders
looking down at the nun. She shook her head with a look of
disapproval. "I was created like this for a reason, I don't know
what it is yet, but I'm sure it's not a test of my salvation. I
swear sometimes but I know bad from good, I am not of the devil.
The devil will lust after me and when I find him god help him, I
don't like evil people, does that make any sense?"

The nun stood
slowly she again wore a smile. She took Roses hand; the nun felt a
strange feeling of enlightenment when touching Rose. "Calm yourself
child, I shall have to think deeply about this, it is as if you
were sent here, beyond my understanding. Strange indeed my
education is furthered by an angel that considers herself a sinner,
and very well may be for a good reason. I too have visions of the
man bearing the sword of the cross, strange indeed."

Rose held the
nuns hand tight. "Sorry if I have wronged and burdened you with my
plight."

"Not at all,
you are very intelligent, something that is overpowered by your
looks and presence. Sacrifice has been expensive for so long, we
are running out of cheeks to turn, the sword of the cross may
smitten those whom are elusive should it be necessary. I prefer a
life of service to the lord, he moves in mysterious ways, will I
see you again."

"I have no
idea, I abide by no law country or clerical, I work in the realm of
the devil, there must be a reason, for I believe I have a
purpose."

The nun moved
into the main isle of the chapel to let Rose out, she gestured
toward the door with her hand. "The door is always open, I must go
and so must you."

Rose smiled,
draped her shawl around her shoulders and walked towards the door,
she stopped and turned back. "What was your name?" she asked.

The nun again
was draped in darkness as the light from the stained glass window
encompassed her, she appeared as an apparition. "Names are not
important, deeds are, and they last forever."

Rose smiled and
nodded, she turned to walk out the door but suddenly remembered
something and turned back, the nun had vanished, Rose looked around
but she was gone. She shook her head. "Oh shit." She held her hand
over her mouth and looked up at the stained glass window. "Sorry."
She scampered off back home.



 




 





 CHAPTER SIX

The
confrontational brush with a cleric of the church did nothing to
change Rose or her mindset. She continued to build wealth and
travelled when she was bored with local life, she spent time in
Denmark, Germany and Sicily. Her fathers contacts in these places
especially Sicily created a world of fantasy, swimming pools and an
endless line of continental men to appease her sexual appetite, all
high paying customers left her lying in the sun satisfied and
purring like a kitten.

Now a regular
traveller to Europe, Returning to UK she came to the attention of
customs officers, narcotics hidden in her baggage, several kilo of
cocaine. Rose was stunned when shown the discovered stash within
the linings of her baggage, she didn't know where it came from and
authorities processed her as a dealer. Released on bail the charges
were mysteriously dropped in a short space of time, Rose sincerely
thought it was a mistake and evidence had come to light to verify
her claims. The reality was vastly different; pressure from the
corridors of power was evident, but the authorities condoned her
stories as authentic and she was put under surveillance.

Whilst under
surveillance links were verified with Russian arms dealers, Rose
had no idea whom she was servicing in Sicily. The matter was
referred to MI6 for further investigation, unbeknown to Rose, she
became a major contributor for information on counter espionage. No
one could find the people Rose attracted let alone talk to them,
and Rose was put on the list for immediate contact with a crack MI6
operative code name Brannigan.

The young,
attractive virile operative was in charge of operations in Northern
Ireland and ticked all the boxes. He was unknown in Europe, a
devout British patriot, Spoke fluent Italian and German, his
weakness was blonde women and his file listed him as insatiable.
Brannigan was given the assignment to penetrate the operations of
Rose Fleming as an undercover agent.

Dispatched to
Portsmouth Brannigan fell in lust with Rose at first sight, he
tailed her every move at a distance and gathered information on how
to penetrate her world. He followed her to Sicily, Rose spoke with
clients at an exclusive restaurant in Messina along the waterfront.
Brannigan put together a set pattern Rose followed, she spoke with
the clients in the private bays of the restaurant, she fondled them
and gave them access to her private parts, she upped the price as
much as she could before leaving under escort. Payment would be
made and her clients would be taken to her at an arranged time,
clients flew in, came by boat or road, often coming by one means
and leaving another, some were of extreme interest to MI6. Rose was
becoming fussy and sometimes rejected clients based on the fact
they would not pay enough, but she was becoming fussy and had
preferences.

Brannigan
bugged the private bay she frequented in the restaurant, one day
she was late and three well dressed Italians had a meeting in the
seclusion of the bay. Brannigan listened in, they plotted to use
Rose as a bargaining chip against her father, and they spoke of
plans worth a lot of money to the Russians. A Russian joined them,
he asked of Rose, they informed him she would be along shortly.
They mentioned plans, a transfer of money and verification that
soon they would have the merchandise in their possession. A further
meeting date was set when the plans were ready for transfer to
Russian buyers, the Italians left and Rose was brought in. Rose
left with the Russian after only a short conversation about how he
wanted her dressed, from the recorded conversation Brannigan felt
the Russian was a regular and Rose was in danger.

Brannigan had
information regarding Roses father, he was on the list of
interested persons at MI6. Brannigan hatched a plan to convince
Gustav Fleming he was a professional hit man hired to kill him
after the transfer of some plans to the Sicilian mafia and wanted
five million pounds to reverse the contract.

Brannigan
waited for Fleming to arrive in Messina, he was there on the same
days of the month, every month. He meet with the Sicilian mafia,
including one of the three he had overheard, then spent time at a
seaside Villa not far from where Rose operated from. Fleming was a
man of habit and always went to the same secluded spot at the same
restaurant used by Rose before departure, Brannigan boldly sat down
next to him. Brannigan had assessed that they all felt safe there,
the place being controlled by the mafia, he also knew complacency
was a weakness.

Brannigan wore
dark gold rimmed Ray Ban sunglasses, had black cropped hair and
wore a ring bearing the insignia of and eagle on the middle finger
of his right hand. He dressed in neat grey slacks, white shirt and
black tie, Fleming objected to his presence. "Excuse me, I have
this cubicle to myself."

"Bollocks."

"I beg your
pardon."

"I said
bollocks, you fucking deaf."

Fleming studied
Brannigan for a while and caught sight of a body holster under his
leather jacket. "What do you want?"

"Your
life."

"What?"

"I'm a hit man,
just another job. Some of your Italian friends want you gone, just
after the transfer of the plans. I think you can pay far more than
they."

Fleming looked
stone faced, his eyes darted around then fixed on Brannigan's
sunglasses. "Go on."

"Listen to
this." Brannigan produced a small tape recorder from his pocket and
set it going. "I can decipher if you wish."

Fleming
listened, part way through Brannigan shut the tape down. "Where did
you get that?"

"Same place
your daughter Rose interviews her clients. Seems they think Rose is
the key to the sale of some plans whatever they may be, the key to
keep you quiet that is."

"I speak
Italian I heard what they said. Why have you brought this to
me?"

"Money, what
else, you want me to attend to this."

"I don't even
know who you are."

"Are but you
are Gustav Fleming, friends with doctor George Hollis, your wife
Brenda has had more pricks than a second hand dart board. You
control much of Britain's import and export shipping and have
direct links to Whitehall. You have several different bank accounts
in Sweden, bit taxing should the correct authorities find out."

"That's enough,
what do you want, how much."

"Just like
everyone else, I want your daughter Rose."

Fleming thought
for a while. "What the fuck for, she's a whore."

Brannigan
starred daggers through his glasses at Fleming. "You truly don't
know your own daughter."

"Humph, could
be anyone's daughter, my fucking wife's a far bigger whore than my
so called daughter."

Brannigan
pulled his weapon from his body holster and began to screw a
silencer on the end of the barrel. "Your worse than I thought, they
pay me a lot of money to kill people, I'm going to kill you for
nothing. See the monkey by the door."

Fleming looked
sideways at the door without moving his head. "Yes."

"One of Luigi
Francesco's boys."

"Yes."

"Here to make
sure the job gets done." Brannigan cocked his pistol under the
table. "Can't trust anyone these days, bye."

"No wait, what
are you doing." Flustered and pale Fleming licked his lips. "How
much?"

"I want Rose, I
want access to her, be her bodyguard, surely you can arrange
that."

"You know where
she is."

"At the villa
with some Russian pounding away."

"How do you
know all this?"

"Information is
on a need to know basis and you don't need to know."

"MI6."

"Didn't pay
enough."

"You can kill
them all."

"All except the
one who wants the plans, after all should I work for you has to be
an amicable arrangement. These plans whatever they are bring a
hefty price."

"I'm getting on
my plane, should I receive a call about a hit, and I want you to
look after Rose."

"Play it any
other way and I'll kill you, that I'd enjoy you're such a fucking
arsehole, strictly business."

"You're no
better than I, at least we understand each other. When I leave here
I'm going to talk to some very powerful people about you, what's
your name."


"Brannigan."

"Double cross
me, and Ill sacrifice you."

"Heh heh, no
one gets left behind, should I perish others will come. Some of
your friends want you dead and some may help. You want money, I
want money, and your daughter."

Fleming sat
motionless for a while, he sat back in the cubicle seat. "The
monkey on the door."

"I'm leaving,
I'm going to kill him and make my way up to Rose. Leave in the
mayhem and she better be expecting me. I'll extract her and take
her back to Portsmouth. If you don't pay me when we arrive I'll
kill you."

"Your either
very good or your mad."

Brannigan
casually got up holding his weapon beside him, the monkey on the
door looked stern as he walked towards him, the monkey took the
cigarette he had just lit from his mouth and lent against the door
jam stretching his arm across the doorway leaning on the other door
jam. There was a silent thud and the monkey fell to the ground,
Brannigan stepped over him, he looked back at Fleming as he fled
out the back through the kitchen, Brannigan chuckled and walked
casually up the esplanade towards the villa used by Rose. He
stopped occasionally and admired the view across to Italy it was a
clear sunny day, he made the luxury boat marina at the mouth of the
port of Messina, he checked the name of a magnificent motor launch
and then crossed the road. Brannigan waited casually by a black
Mercedes parked outside a white villa, he knew Rose was inside. The
door opened and he recognised the men from the restaurant, he
gunned them down with several silent thuds from his handgun, as
they scuttled down the steps leaving the one contact that had
spoken of the plans alive. He checked his voice to see if he had it
right, he stood over him, he had been brought down by his falling
friends and rolled over the sidewalk coming to rest against the
side of the black Mercedes. He looked up and stared down the barrel
of Brannigan's pistol. "The price of the plans has doubled."

The Italian
understood. "You work for Fleming."

"Yes, going for
his daughter was messy."

"No one could
know that, how the fuck."

"Cant trust
anyone these days, fuck off and wait." The Italian glanced at his
bleeding and twitching friends. "There's another at the Restaurant,
harm Fleming and I'll come for you." The Italian got to his feet,
adjusted his suit jacket, climbed in the Mercedes and speed
off."

Rose walked
down the steps to Brannigan, she looked at the dead men, she had
never seen a dead man before. She slowly looked Brannigan up and
down, she was taken by his dashing looks and bold petition. "Is
your name Brannigan?"

"Yes."

Rose took his
arm looking into his face with feverish fear, the first time she
had really felt her life was in danger. "These men wouldn't let me
out of my room this morning, I was so scared. They said they would
kill me if I didn't do as they asked. They have guns."

"Now they have
bullets, trouble is their mine."

Rose missed the
mirth gripped by terror. "My dad called, said you would help
me."

"Walk across
the road to the marina, the first pontoon you see just before the
outer pontoon that makes up the breakwater entrance to the marina,
a power launch called the Marie Celeste. Walk in front of me and
get on it, closest boat to us."

Rose opened her
eyes wide. "I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Jesus
Christ."

"You shouldn't
take the lords name in vain."

Brannigan wore
a look of stern inquisition, he shook his head and took her hand.
"Come on we got two minutes."

Rose stumbled
along her white dressing gown tightly tethered around her waist,
she scuffled her feet dragging the back of her white fluffy
slippers. "I don't have any of my things, I have no clothes, keys,
handbag."

"Spend more
than two minutes here you won't have a head."

Rose stumbled
occasionally trying to keep up with Brannigan as he dragged her
along behind him, they found the Marie Celeste and Brannigan cast
off the lines and dragged her aboard. He found the controls on the
upper deck gently putting Rose beside him on a swivelling chair
facing the windscreen along side the driver's seat, and cranked the
huge engines into life. He opened the throttles wide and the
magnificent power launch left a tumbling white crested wake as it
raced towards open water. Brannigan scanned the water as the boat
cut the waves out to sea.

Rose watched
his face hanging on to a rail along the front of the dashboard, she
squinted her eyes studying Brannigan. The little ship powered on
for a few minutes in then Rose spoke above the crashing waves and
roaring engines. "I've seen you before."

Brannigan
afforded her only the quickest of glances. "Of course, I've looked
you in the face many times."

"In
Portsmouth."

"Portsmouth,
Paris, Denmark, Germany."

Rose forced a
half smile. "Yes I remember, I remember your face, your smile."

"I'll take that
as a compliment."

Rose looked
down, she dropped the slippers from her feet. She looked back up at
him. "I can't help it I love being...."

Brannigan
interrupted, he looked at her and smiled. "Its okay, I know all
about you." He looked back out to sea scanning the horizon. "I've
seen you at a distance, learnt more about you than any other man, I
got to see what's inside you as well as out." He looked back at
her. "I'll protect you with my life."

Rose was taken
back and didn't know what to say, her mind was so far displaced she
changed the subject, she looked around. "Where are you taking
me?"

"Home."

She looked
around the boat. "Wow, this is some boat, is it yours."

"No."

"Whose is it
then?"

"I have no
idea, it fell out the sky this morning."

Rose was
puzzled and frowned in thought. "I've been on a few boats, never
one this fast."

"I thought the
same thing." A sea plane flew low over them, banking and powering
down to land. "Ah, our ride." He looked at his watch. "Right on
time, someone knows what their doing." Brannigan closed the
throttles, the power launch sat back down hugging the waves.

Rose had to
hang on as the little ship lost momentum so quickly. Brannigan
docked the launch along side the idling sea plane, he took Roses
hand leaving the engines running and assisted Rose as she climbed
aboard the seaplane. A well dressed man in casual attire and gold
rimmed ray ban sunglasses climbed from the plane at the same time,
he took the controls of the launch and powered away as Brannigan
closed the door of the seaplane and it powered up and took to the
air. Rose could read concern on the face of her saviour. "Where are
we going?"

"We're heading
North West; this thing only has fuel for about six hundred
kilometres, Id say Leonardo da Vinci airport, Rome. It's right next
to the sea."

"I have no
passport."

Brannigan went
for the inside pocket of his jacket and handed something to Rose.
"It's my passport, where did you get that."

"Your room last
night, between clients you were in the shower."

"You were in my
room."

"Yes, over the
last few weeks I've been in your room several times."

Rose looked
around in bewilderment. "Have you watched me, em, you know."

"No."

She was wide
eyed. "Why not."

"Because."

Rose waited,
she shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. "Because of
what?"

"Because of
discipline."

"I don't
understand."

"My mission is
to return you home, I won't stop till I've achieved that."

Rose looked
stern and wore a frown. "You work for my dad."

"No."

"Who then."

"On a need to
know basis you don't need to know."

"Is my dad
paying you?"

"Yes."

"Then you must
work for him."

"It's
complicated." Brannigan moved away from the seat next to Rose and
hammered on the flight deck door separating pilots and passengers
in the little plane. He heard the latch release and opened the
door. "Rome."

Rose couldn't
see the pilot but could hear him. "Leonardo de Vinci, I'll drop the
landing gear and taxi to a hanger, outside will be an executive
jet, that's all I know."

"Thanks." He
shuffled back along the seat to Rose.

"You knew, you
must be organising this."

"No, not this
bit."

"How did you
know then?"

"I'm being
assisted by like minds."

Rose was
becoming bored, her veins beckoned for their regular dose of cardio
vascular drugs. "How long before this thing lands?"

"Flies at about
four hundred kilometres an hour, we've been in the air about twenty
minutes, about an hour."

Rose loosened
her dressing gown and wore the look of a vixen. "You want me don't
you?"

"Is there a man
alive that doesn't want you?"

Rose hesitated.
"I don't know."

"I'd want you
forever Rose, not just ten minutes."

"What do you
mean?"

"You'd need
someone really special, someone who could stand sharing you, for no
man could handle your insatiable habit. You've been having ten a
day and wanting more."

"Would you
tolerate that?"

"I don't lust
after you Rose, I love you." Roses face lit up, she swallowed and
was without words. "Looks like I've got through, it's written all
over your face."

"You're
different."

"How else would
it work, I see no sense in parting with money just to unload the
contents of my balls. Things have to have a sense of purpose, I
like looking after you."

Rose took
Brannigan's hand and gently squeezed it. "Thanks I'm not scared
anymore."

"Tell me about
your father."

"I hardly see
him."

"I said about
him not how much you see him."

"He has ships
and stuff, mum can't stand him."

"Mmm,
convenient relationship."

"I think Mum
would divorce him if she could."

"Relationships
have different forms, obviously convenient both ways."

"I have enough
money of my own, don't have to have much to do with him, I still do
things for him occasionally."

"Anything
lately."

"Why do you
want to know?"

"You don't
trust me yet."

"You are going
to use me like everyone else."

"If that's what
you want, would appear to me all your meetings are an expedient
coincidence of collaboration."

"I don't even
know what that means."

"Rubbish, your
marks at school were well above average, especially English."

"How do you
know that?"

"I deal in
information, it's what I do."

"You work for
the government."

"I thought you
were convinced I work for your father."

"Do you."

"I told you
yes, I have to get you home safely. Go on, what has he asked of you
lately."

"Just one man,
he was from the government, Whitehall, quite a few of them come to
see me but this one I had to ask about something."

"Is that
unusual?"

"It is of
late."

"Well what was
it."

"The Polaris
plan whatever that was."

Brannigan
looked sternly at Rose and she could feel the tension. "Polaris,
are you positive."

"Yes, why you
know of it."

"Who was the
target you had to question."

"I can't
remember men's names, its not important."

"This one
is."

Rose shook her
head. "Look, no wait, he was in defence."

"Sheldon."

"That's it,
Gordon Sheldon, that was his name, how did you know."

"Never mind,
what did you have to ask him."

"If he'd sell
the plans to Polaris, what is that?"

"He said yes,
if I would dress up as a schoolgirl."

"Did you?"

"I dress up as
all kinds of things, of course."

"He agreed to
sell the plans to your father."

"I have no
idea, he said yes and I passed that on, that's all I know. What's
so important about Polaris?"

"It's an inter
ballistic missile that can be launched from submerged submarines,
carries a multiple nuclear warhead, one can wipe out every major
city in a country the size of Germany. Polaris submarines have
eight."

"A nuclear
weapon, that could kill millions, what would my father want with
that."

"Your father,
what do you think?"

"Money."

"Yes, the
Russians would pay millions of pounds for this information."

"But the Mafia
is after us."

"Heh, heh, your
father has friends the mafia fear, he knows that and is going a
little too far. You may know that much you become a target for both
sides good and bad."

"Look what's
going on I just like sex." She burst into tears.

Brannigan took
her and held her close, she sobbed in his arms for a minute or so
before settling. He held her at arms length looking into her eyes.
"Wherever you are I'll be there, you need not fear the mafia,
anyone or anything. It's hard to find something you father fears to
use against him should it become necessary, he can't be trusted
either, if it gets too bad Ill take you away and hide you."

Rose looked
questioningly at Brannigan. "He is scared of something, or should I
say someone, I heard him talking not long ago to a group of men at
a dinner in a restaurant in Portsmouth. I had to wait at an
adjoining table for one of the men, a Russian. He mentioned a man
called Stanton."

"John
Stanton."

"Yes, you know
everything."

"John Stanton
is the head of an elite arm of MI6, they call him the vigilante.
Your father has crossed the line, dealing in military hardware
Stanton will hunt him down and kill him. If we're involved, he'll
look for us."

"Oh god, are
you sure."

"Its okay, may
not be a bad thing."

"What getting
shot!"

Brannigan
chuckled. "No of course not. I haven't contacted my superiors at
all, you were correct I'm a government officer, MI6 counter
espionage. Only one person could lift us out of Sicily and help us
to Portsmouth. I've meet this man, I must assume he has done it for
a reason, a very good one and he's working outside of official
channels. Your father thinks I'm a strong arm man, a hired gun,
returning you home will reinforce that, you must say nothing, our
lives depend on secrecy."

"Fuck are you
James Bond."

Brannigan
laughed. "I have many names, for now it must be Brannigan, I can't
say it's ever been Bond, would be a bit of a giveaway." The plane
powered back and began to loose height, Brannigan knocked on the
flight deck door, it opened. "Were loosing height, we can't be near
the airport yet."

"Dropping down
to just above sea level, I'll land short close to the hanger,
avoiding radar. You have two minutes to get aboard the exec jet.
Thirty minutes and we land."

"I understand."
He closed the door.

Rose clung to
him like a leach, her legs inside his, her lower calf contacted his
rock hard penis. "Is that what I think it is?"

"Thirty minutes
is not enough time, I need a lifetime."

Rose blushed
and changed the subject. "Who's the pilot, do you know him?"

"He wears the
ring and watch of the elite, I assume he works for Stanton."

"The exec jet
will have a shower and bed."

"Just over two
hours to Portsmouth."

Rose loosened
her dressing gown, she had left her slippers on the launch. "My
feet are dirty, the ladder into this thing was filthy, I hate
feeling dirty. I'll shower as soon as we get on the jet. What kind
of jet will it be?"

"Citation,
Learjet, could be either."

"You assume
that, what makes you sure?"

"Were in the
hands of the elite, any other information we don't need to
know."

"Bran'y I'm
busting."

"To go to the
toilet?"

"No for you to
fuck me."

"I refuse to
fuck you."

"Oh Bran'y come
on."

"I'll make love
to you but I'm not fucking you." He gently run his right hand up
the inner edge of her upper thigh, she scavenged for breath and
swallowed hard. He gently inserted his middle finger into her wet
vagina and began manipulating her clitoris. The gently kissed and
thrust their tongues into each others mouths. She hunted for breath
embracing him harder. She was wet and moaning, he drew away,
dropped to his knees and slipped his head under her dressing gown
between her legs, she lifted her legs up and put her feet on the
seat.

"God you know
exactly what I want."

He mumbled
below the dressing gown before engaging her beckoning pussy. "I've
watched you so much I know exactly what makes you tick, cop this."
He enveloped her clit with his mouth and began to roll his tongue
around her clit, she groaned and moaned, writhing around on the
seat with ecstasy. He grabbed her thighs with his huge hands
preventing her from squirming around allowing him to zero in on her
erogenous zone.

"Bran'y, I'm
going to, oh fucking hell." He refused to let her go and continued
the gentle massage of her clit, she fought to get free releasing
her hair from a bun and allowing it to fly around all over the
place. "Bran'y you bastard get up here and fuck me." He wouldn't
let her go concentrating on her vaginal entry and clit, ten minutes
and she succumb to the inevitable, she fell limp groaning with
delight, her juices run down Brannigan's chin. He withdrew standing
looking over her limp body, her eyes glowing like stars with a grin
of satisfaction on her face. "I see what you mean," she whimpered,
"I love being brought off like that, fuck I'm cruising."

"Well be in the
jet in a few minutes, prepare for a pounding, I've wanted to grace
your loins so bad it hurts. We must stay alert, I hope I timed your
orgasm correctly." He looked at his watch. "In precisely fifteen
minutes I will give you such a load your pussy will be purr for
hours, I predict I'll last three strokes, you want for I should
bring you off with head before hand."

"Yes
please."

"I'll blow and
be up again in twenty minutes, and then the fun starts. By the time
you get to Portsmouth you should be satisfied. You need more, all
you have to do is call."

"Fantastic,
come here and hold me."

The little sea
plane landed with military precision and within two minutes a
Learjet taxied to take off position, and powered into the air. Just
above the rooftops it banked to the west and hugged the sea, when
clear of airport radar it climbed and banked North West for
Portsmouth. During the course of passion within the flight,
Brannigan got closer to Rose than any man, she felt a sense of
protection and understanding, they talked as much as indulged in
sex.

When the plane
landed and the duo alighted, Roses father was waiting with
transport. He was clearly suspicious of Brannigan, and whilst
driving Rose back to her abode, after dispensing polite formalities
grilled Brannigan for information. "How did you arrange all
this?"

Brannigan
looked blank and shrugged his shoulders. "If everyone knew I'd be
out of a job."

Fleming looked
sideways at Rose sitting opposite in the forward facing seat of the
Rolls limousine, attempted to crack his knuckles by forming a fist
in the palm of his hand but it failed, he adjusted his glasses.
"Some business friends of mine are less than happy, you apparently
killed some of their employees."

"If their
business friends they should be far more cooperative, what about
Rose you got a short fucking memory. Where's my money."

Fleming coughed
and moved uncomfortably in his seat. "The aircraft you arrived in,
who owns it and who sent the information to me on your
arrival."

"You got
contacts, find out, or are you concerned about your prying
attracting attention and if your not, you should be."

"Nobody has
come near us, no customs, no immigration, no police, a plane lands
from nowhere and it's ignored, can you explain that."

"Get me the
plans and I'll double the price, act as a middle man to avoid any
nasty reprisals."

Fleming was
silent he looked out the window as the scenery whisked by. "The
mafia were a little upset by your bold escapade. They sent a boat
load of muscle to find the motor launch you commandeered from
nowhere. They were taken out by a laws rocket launched from the
very vessel you were reported to have been aboard, the main contact
for the plans was killed. The motor launch, reported to me the
Marie Celeste vanished." Fleming leant towards Brannigan with an
aggressive pitch. "Can you tell me how you achieved that, because
now I need to find another channel to deliver the plans. With an
impossible mission up your sleeve can you suggest anything, because
I'm shit out of ideas?"

"I have
contacts in Russia, I can contact them and have a buyer for the
Polaris plans."

"I said nothing
about the details of the plans."

"But
Francesco's contact did."

"I could have
you killed in a flash should the necessity arise."

Brannigan
chuckled. "I just extracted your daughter from a foreign country,
killed several member of a crime organisation, landed back in the
UK with no attention and your threatening me. Pardon me if I have a
fucking laugh, remember this. You pay me millions of pounds to kill
people, I'd gladly gun you down in broad daylight for nothing, do
we understand each other."

"You're a
marked man Brannigan."

"You think I
work alone, do we have a deal."

"This business
in Messina has caused quite a stir and will take some time before
people feel safe enough to move."

"As
uncomfortable as things are we have to tolerate each other, we're
in this for money, if you haven't paid me cash within twenty four
hours I'll know exactly where you are. Transferring the plans when
the time comes will cost you five million."

"I had a deal
and you'll be paid. The cash for the Messina job will be delivered
to Rose this evening, five million pounds to become involved in
handling some pieces of paper is an awful lot of money
Brannigan."

"You're a
businessman Fleming, you know the price of quality."

"Well discuss
it when the time comes." The limousine pulled up outside Rose's
domicile. "How do I contact you?"

"I'll be
hovering over Rose like a bird of prey, send rats and I'll
strike."

"Where do you
get your information?"

"Some things
are on a need to know basis."

"Good god your
MI6, fucking Stanton."

"Stanton?
Explain, not sure what you're talking about." Fleming said nothing,
he sat back in his seat with his arms folded. "You want to see me
call Rose, I don't work cheap." Brannigan helped Rose from the
stately automobile and closed the door, he fixed his eyes on
Fleming as the car pulled away. Rose's mother greeted them at the
door and they went inside.

A carefree
chapter in Roses life came to an end, Brannigan discussed increased
security with Rose and her mother. Brannigan was housed in a
property overlooking Rose's residence owned by her mother, he
studied comings and goings. Given access to protected information
on Rose and her mother's clients, a list of possible risks was
formed. Brannigan was always in Rose's room behind a two way
mirror, the partition was set up to access her mothers room as
well, two way mirrors at each end of the walk in wardrobes.

Brannigan's
virility made him popular with Rose's mother, she convinced him to
keep it a secret, the secrecy aroused her sexual desires further.
She would indulge in Brannigan while her daughter serviced clients,
he had only just climbed from between Rose's legs and her mother
pulled his buttocks towards her smiling with delight over his
shoulder knowing she could have him at her beckoning call.
Brannigan feel victim to Brenda after watching her perform, he
couldn't resist the experimentation.

Time past and
Brannigan amused himself by timing his efforts in bringing Rose to
orgasm, he had it down to four minutes a record, the louder she
screamed the harder he got. Brenda watched her daughter's torrid
sex with Brannigan, she accessed the cubicle between the rooms
while Brannigan was busy with her daughter. She knew exactly when
to expect him and what to do to harden things up, she began feeding
virility drugs to her daughters stud, she experienced the most
gratifying sex she had ever encountered. Rose discovered her
mothers antics but said nothing, Brannigan was also delivering
results for Rose, she watched her mother from the same cubicle
noticing body oils in the shape of her mother up against the inside
of the mirror, seaman had been wiped from the mirror at vagina
height, it was on the inside of her mirror as well. Rose pressed
Brannigan for the same, she was graced with multiple orgasms as she
was pounded up against the mirror from behind watching her mother
service clients. Vince was brought into the fray and they exchanged
partners during torrid orgies together. Brannigan became so
involved in satisfying the insatiable habits of Rose and her
mother, plus the passing of time, he became complacent. His
attention to detail faded; during this critical time the elite
chasing leads to Polaris just happened to make their move, and
Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn probed Rose's background.


 CHAPTER EIGHT

Stanton had
been studying the conduct of the media, he deducted journalists
were tapping and hacking phones not only of the rich and famous but
members of government. He also believed some of this was known of
among parliamentarians, MI6, 5 and the civil police, they turned a
blind eye in apprehension of disapproval among news headlines.

Through
experience bestowed upon him by his wife Jodi, a leading journalist
with a London newspaper prior to fleeing overseas, he built a plan
of manipulation to encompass the media and use them as a tool to
inform and sway the public. He found the fear of losing power among
politicians was a weakness he could turn into a strength, he found
they would do anything to keep the publics approval and remain in
power. Stanton believed with information he held and continued to
accumulate now including rising powers such as China holding the
evil to ransom was a mounting possibility. Patriotism had him
remain a stable member of British autocracy for no other reason
that he had found nothing better among the powers of the planet. He
bounced current fact around in his head finding having to turn on
his own kind when confronted by them recently a defining moment,
should his own kind be found trashing the creed he felt sure he
would turn on them. He sat on the cusp of becoming a vigilante.

He tried not to
assume an attempt by his own kind to be rid of one of the women he
loved pressured his conscience, he relied on his own kind to watch
over his the other woman in his life so far from his control. He
knew his wife well and always respected her will, she wanted
nothing to do with him so he watched over her indirectly.

Stanton wanted
to talk to Brannigan about Polaris but the provocative question he
wanted answered was why an exemplary patriot would suddenly turn to
crime. Had the system failed him, were problems or illness in his
life causing irrational conduct similar to Sheldon, was he
misguided or turning evil. Along side Bella in a small concrete
room below Foulness Island, they discussed the probable location of
Captain Brannigan using all available information they could
muster.

Stanton
studied papers on the old Victorian table, a veteran of such
affairs, Bella had assisted pulling up the lowered flaps giving a
larger circular work area to accommodate the mass of documentation.
Stanton shook his head as he again read the stats of Brannigan’s
exemplary record. “The first thing we must keep in mind is this man
is smart,” he leant over the table holding the document in his hand
under a hanging light that could be pulled down via a spring
mechanism to a convenient height. “The more I read about this man
the more I wonder. Reads like every other operative you’d be keen
to stand next to, I think he needs help, he may want certain people
to find him but avoid contact until that person rolls up. You’ve
found some interesting stuff on the women.”

Bella threw a
wad of A4 paper stapled together like a book to Stanton from the
opposite side of the table, he dropped Brannigan’s file and picked
it up. “This women in a toe rag, what an earth is he doing with her
god knows.”

Stanton
studied the information, he shook his head and raised his eyebrows
as he read. “Soho stripper, seven counts of illicit drug possession
including heroin, pornographic movie star, high class prostitute
clients include politicians.” He looked up at Bella wide eyed. “Was
her Jaguar noted by Sheldon, she lives in Plymouth, brief
description matches picture, Dolly Parton has nothing on this tart.
Jaguar registered to Plymouth address.”

“Not far from
where his wife and family live, she’s had over half a million
pounds in plastic surgery over the last three years,” commented
Bella.

“Get the
surgeons details, stones that need turning, anything we can
find.”

“Already have,
keep reading.”

Stanton read on
for a couple of minutes, Bella organised paperwork on the table.
“Dr George Hollis,” he looked up. “Albert Hollis’s youngest brother
they don’t get on.” Stanton pulled up a chair, he dragged another
beside him, he nodded towards it and Bella walked round sitting
next to him. He shook his head. “This all adds up to easy,” he read
on. “Brannigan disappeared a month ago, hasn’t been back to his
wife since. Polaris information was reported corrupted the same
day. The entire plan has been changed, only the warhead plans are
of any use now and you’d need to be very rich and in power to do
anything with them. In addition, have motive to use it, the
information is really of no use to those with nuclear arsenals, the
US, France, India, Pakistan, Israel. That leaves The Middle
East.”

“Let’s hit the
blonde things place, Brannigan may be held up with her, looks
pretty obvious.”

“Exactly,
look’s far to obvious. If Brannigan is there and MI central have
this information why have they not acted?”

“Probably all
too busy bonking the arse of that blon….”

“Bella!”
Stanton gave her a dirty look, he looked back at the paperwork.
“Her names Rose Feelgood, that can’t be right.”

Bella giggled
under her breath. “It’s on her birth certificate,” she fumbled
through the pages bringing Stanton’s attention to a copy. “Look,
Roselyn Victoria Fleming.”

“Father Gustav
Michael Fleming, mother Brenda Joanne Smith.”

“Her mother’s
birth certificate is a forgery, we think her original name was
Brankston.”

“Find any
reason.”

“Like mother
like daughter, her mother married into money and power with one of
her clients Gustav Fleming.”

“I’m thinking
the name rings a bell.”

“Lives in
Plymouth owns a shipping company.”

“Humph, this is
just too straightforward; the worst bobby on the beat could string
this together.”

“Now for
something interesting.”

“Without the
claws just the facts thanks.”

Bella drew one
side of her mouth up and the same side eyebrow. “She’s on the mafia
hit list has been for over a month.” She picked up Brannigan’s file
found a page toward the end and showed it to Stanton. “Brannigan
was investigated two months ago for a rescue that went wrong, or
perhaps not. He killed three members of the mafia and left them
lying in a Sicilian street. He’d been sent to rescue a member of
the transport ministry kidnapped for ransom.”

“No file.”

“Hurst found
the file in home office records but it’s empty, he found the member
of the office staff that originated the file she swears the report
was in there. The investigation was passed to MI5 they have no
record of it.”

“Sheldon said I
was getting in to deep, he should keep his trap shut. Forced to the
point of hatred the most congenial of people can spurn revenge. So
we don’t know who the minister was.”

“No member of
the transport ministry has ever been reported missing.”

“Its got holes
in it, but Brannigan may not think so when questioned, I’m just
interested in Polaris the rest is public domain. We have no one
that can be trusted to chase the misguided amongst the public, I
refuse to go any further than issues of military or government
importance that threaten the stability of the current system.”

“We come up
with the same focus no matter what we consider.”

“Yes, we need
to bring Brannigan in. May be as easy as walking in and taking him
away.”

“They’ve had
him on the wanted list for over a month, spotted in Plymouth, if
the department can’t find him what makes you think it would be so
easy.”

“Bella come on
you’ve been with me longer than that. Brannigan knocks of three
members of the mafia, he exchanges documents with a government
minister, someone needs him alive and kicking.”

“Yes I see,
Hurst found four reports of raids on the Plymouth area every time
they came up with nothing.”

“He’s being
tipped off by someone in the chain, the person has a vested
interest in keeping him out there. Could be on an inside mission
and all this is played out to look sinister so he’s not suspected
by the targets, the scenarios are endless we need the horses
mouth.”

“There must be
ten places he could be in Plymouth, what do we do put the map on
the wall and throw a dart?”

“All the
addresses are in or around Davenport, people have to go shopping
especially the woman Rose. She goes to the hairdresser Monday
Wednesday and Friday in the same place. We found the link by
tracing her credit card, Brannigan is unable to control some of her
conduct.”

“I would avoid
that in her position, it’s traceable.”

Stanton ran his
hand across the top of his head as he redirected his thought train.
“Rose is a very naughty girl, some of her background and current
behaviour reflects an air of gay abandonee. She can be traced all
over the place she’s not a crook just a very naughty girl.”

Bella looked
daggers at Stanton. “You fancy her don’t you?”

Stanton raised
one eyebrow airing his disapproval. “Most men on the planet would
probably fancy her as you put it, that’s why she does what she
does. At two thousand quid for half hour I think she’s
overpriced.”

Bella rummaged
thorough the papers on the table. “Where did you find that what a
dreamer, only a bitch like that wo….” She noticed Stanton’s smirk
and could just hear him laughing under his breath. She sat back and
folded her arms raising her voice in censure. “John!”

“Her credit
card led to bank accounts and incoming payments. Some very
interesting people have paid Rose lots of money for her
services.”

“How did you do
that?”

“The
accounts?”

“Yes.”

“Not hard, can
be done.”

“How do you
know how much she charges,” Bella looked sternly at Stanton
refolding her arms firmly.

“Easy, we found
her management structure, got someone to ring and made some
enquires about Roselyn Victoria Fleming, full service whatever that
may be is two thousand pound per half hour. Bank deposits are
increments of two thousand pounds. Further evidence of gay
abandonee by Fleming, Brannigan needs money wouldn’t be surprised
if he’s involved. He would be a formidable deterrent against
physical or character attacks whilst moving in the powerful circles
she’s involved with, could be no more than fatal attraction being
used by intelligence to dowse the scent of Polaris.”

“I’ll be doing
the interrogation when she gets here thank you very much.”

Stanton laughed
feeling drained of responsibility. “I got no problem with that,
she’s due at her hairdresser tomorrow morning at ten am. We use her
to get hold of Brannigan.”

“How much cover
will we have someone must be watching them.”

“Just you and
I.”

“Risky.”

“We don’t know
who we can trust far better they don’t know we’re coming.”

Bella nodded
with a pout in support. “Okay, have a plan of the premises?”

“No we leave
now and have a look before she arrives.”


 CHAPTER NINE

Plymouth is a
city and unitary authority area in the south coast of Devon,
Stanton believed this was a key factor in target elements basing
their operations there. Under its local government lack of
oversight by national government under unitary authority left the
back door open for influence of money and power supplied by the
misguided. Situated about 310 km south-west of London between the
mouths of the rivers Plym to the east and Tamar to the west, where
they join Plymouth Sound. Since 1967, the City of Plymouth has
included the suburbs of Plymton and Plymstock, which are on the
east side of the River Plym.

Plymouth's history
goes back to the Bronze Age, when its first settlement grew at
Mount Batten. This settlement continued to grow as a trading post
for the Roman Empire, until the more prosperous village of Sutton,
the current Plymouth, surpassed it. In 1620, the Pilgrim Fathers
left Plymouth for the New World and established Plymouth Colony –
the second English settlement in what is now the United States of
America. During the English Civil War the town was held by the
Parliamentarians and was besieged between 1642 and 1646. Throughout
the Industrial Revolution, Plymouth grew as a major commercial
shipping port, handling imports and passengers from the Americas,
while the neighboring town of Devonport grew as an important Royal
Naval shipbuilding and dockyard town. In 1914 the three neighboring
and independent towns, the county borough of Plymouth, the county
borough of Devonport, and the urban district of East Stonehouse
were merged to form a single County Borough.

The new, merged town took the name of Plymouth which,
in 1928, achieved city status. The city's naval importance later
led to its targeting and partial destruction during World War II,
an act known as the Plymouth Blitz suffering a relentless pounding
from Hitler’s Luftwaffe. After the war the city centre was
completely rebuilt. Modern times see the city is home to around
250,000 people, making it the 19th most
populous city in the United Kingdom. It is governed locally by
Plymouth City Council and is represented nationally by three MPs
one being Albert Hollis’s brother George formerly a plastic
surgeon. Plymouth's economy is still strongly influenced by
shipbuilding holding a wealth of technology and information, but
was becoming a more service-based economy of late. It has the ninth
largest university in the United Kingdom by number of students, the
University of Plymouth, and the largest operational naval base in
Western Europe – HMNB Devonport. The city has ferry links to France
and Spain. If there was such a target tucked away from direct
national control that could be influenced by the misguided Stanton
believed Plymouth was a prime location. Launching operations to
Ireland from the port in time’s gone by Stanton was familiar with
city layout.

Avoiding the terminal
the chopper was only on the ground long enough for Bella and
Stanton to alight with minimum hand luggage. Walking straight to
the car park they found a silver Range Rover the keys on top of the
front right hand wheel. The sun was about to crest the horizon and
as they drove the four miles South West to Davenport the sun made
mirror visibility difficult so Bella maintained direct visual to
the rear of the vehicle but no surveillance could be detected.

Truth being the sun
had risen just like any other day in Plymouth the entire city void
of any knowledge of the elite. Bella walked the street in front of
the hairdressers; behind the address was a private off street car
park for clients. The plan was take Rose after she had finished
having her hair done to avoid calls that may bring attention to her
absence. They toured the town passing Rose’s residence, ornate high
fences and spectacular wrought iron gates gave the appearance of
impregnability. A vehicle identified as belonging to Rose stood on
the forecourt in front of the garage doors, Stanton was not
surprised further evidence of her belief she was safe and oblivious
to misconduct.

They passed
Brannigan’s family home, the windows were fitted with electric
shutters the eves bristled with surveillance cameras of the precise
standard used by MI, there was no sign of activity. They choose a
strategic location between the hairdressers and the airport at
which they planned to lure Brannigan using Rose as bait. Further
study of Rose’s bank details revealed she attended a health club
next to the airport on a regular basis, a location that would draw
no suspicion if she summoned Brannigan.

Rose arrived for her
hairdressing appointment right on time, Stanton admired
punctuality, Bella glared at the Blonde as she turned of the street
and slowly navigated the alley way leading to the private car park
to the rear of the premises.

Bella waited ten
minutes then entered the business to make an impromptu appointment,
insisting she needed her hair done on short notice the male
proprietor was taken with Bella’s beauty and buckled attending to
Bella personally. He sat her opposite Rose whom read a magazine
impervious to the bustling activity within the salon tending to
some six clients. The strong aroma of chemicals and solvents at
times stung Bella’s nasal passages bringing to mind plastic, she
studied Rose’s face blessed with no signs of age and wondered to
what extent her ample bosom was in fact plastic. Rose noticed Bella
and occasionally studied her jet black hair and appealing lines,
unfamiliar with Bella Rose asked a question as the rollers in her
hair did their work. “Hi, you come from here,” Rose smiled making
her jowl inserts obvious.

Bella considered her
weakness's against her strengths and adjusted her character to
suit. “No just here to recharge my battery and take it easy.”

“The health club near
the airport has a great disco, you’d be popular there if you’re
alone.” A hairdresser began taking the rollers out of Rose’s hair.
“Continental young men come in on the ferries looking for
action.”

Bella wore a look of
interest warming her face to the statement. “I suppose you know the
best performers.”

Rose lent forwards
slightly to get closer to Bella, her hairdresser struggled to
attend to her a she moved. “Oh yes.”

Bella remembered
Stanton referring to her gay abandonee approach, no idea what was
about to happen to her, Bella pounced, she lent forward to get
closer and looked slyly around each direction before asking. “Look,
any chance you could put me on to a stud, well hung, young still
bonking at seven in the morning.”

“Oh darling I’m with
you.”

Bella’s hairdresser
gave her a hand mirror, Bella looked around her face and head with
the tool, she hated what he had done. She gave the mirror back with
a smile. “Wow excellent thank you.”

Rose’s hairdresser
was nearing finishing her perm. “I’m in the car park out the back
did you park there.”

Bella thought quick.
“Yes, I’ll pay and wait for you there would be a great help if you
can show me round,” she put out her hand as she stood up. “Oh my
names Jenny.”

Rose shook her hand.
“Rose, see you in the car park in five okay won’t be long here,”
she looked Bella up and down. “Mmmm, don’t go running off with my
men sweetie I know a couple of blacks that would kill to get there
hands on you.”

Bella offered a warm
look of innocence as she sprayed expensive perfume form her bag
around her neck and walked towards the door. “Okay tell me more.”
She paid at the counter then walked into the street.

She Spoke to Stanton
parked next to the laneway and they moved their Range Rover down
the laneway to the client car park. It was small with only one
space left right next to Rose’s b lack Jag, the car park was
surrounded by high walls on all sides the only door the rear access
to the hairdressing salon. Bella waited in the slim gap between
their vehicles shielding Stanton from view standing in front of the
window. Rose appeared from the hairdressers waddling towards her
car, she could see Bella twenty meters away she waved and smiled
trotting across the bitumen towards her. Stanton studied her
incredible bust line bouncing up and down as she trotted along, her
shinning blonde curls flowing way past her exposed shoulders
highlighted by her off the shoulders dress and low cut front.

“Pheww, she's
awesome,” he muttered.

Bella smiled as she
came towards her. “Keep your hands off this randy bitch,” she
growled below her breath taking the wind from Stanton’s sails.
Stanton had parked nose in and Rose’s car had been backed into
place lining up the drivers seats on the same side. Bella walked
out of the gap between the cars to let Rose in as there was room
for only one, Rose concentrated on her driver’s door missing
Stanton seated next to her. Bella produced a gun and growled at
Rose. “Walk towards me you randy bitch, make a sound and I’ll
gladly shut you down with a lead plug, not exactly the kind of plug
you were hoping on tonight.”

“Bella,” said Stanton
as he opened the driver's door just past her in the gap, Rose
turned to see Stanton looking over her, she backed up towards Bella
the turned to talk to her.

“Oh my god are you
the Mafia, I thought we’d paid you in full.”

“No we’re not the
Mafia Mrs Fleming, far from it.” He grabbed her arm led her round
to the passenger door opened it and pushed her in. He took her keys
and handed them to Bella. “Crank it up, follow me to the rendezvous
point.” He took some handcuffs from his jacket pocket and clamped
Rose to the dash handle by her left wrist.

She looked alluringly
at Stanton inches away from his face. “Handcuffs, how
exciting.”

Bella pushed Stanton
away and stood between them. She went nose to nose with Rose.
“Touch him you plastic randy cow and I’ll…”

Stanton put his arms
around her and kissed her on the cheek. “Move we have ten minutes,”
he whispered.

Stanton closed the
door avoiding Rose’s intoxicating gaze, she wore perfume that gave
a male an erection at fifty meters. Her perky breast eagerly held
up the front of her off the shoulder dress short enough to reveal
her perfectly waxed and tanned legs plus the fact she wore no
panties. She ran her tongue up the glass at Stanton as he walked
away.

Bella started the Jag
and looked daggers at Stanton as he climbed in his vehicle and made
his way down the access way to the street. “You will call Brannigan
when we get where we are going in five minutes.”

She looked over at
him oblivious to her fate, naive and blind to facts at hand
Stanton’s appraisal was spot on. “Take me to a bed and you’ll never
forget me,” she taunted. “Brannigan won’t mind we have an
understanding.”

“Really,” Stanton
looked her up and down as he made his way toward the airport. “Two
grand for half hour, some people have more money than sense.”

She threw her head
away looking the other way out the window, then back at him with
contempt. “You’re with her,” she nodded towards Bella following
them.

“We are operatives from MI6, we need you to
summon Brannigan for us, we need to talk to him.”

She looked puzzled as
if she was in deep thought. “MI6, Brannigan told me you wanted to
kill him.”

“Some elements in the
organization will kill him on site, if he wants to stay alive he
needs to talk to me.”

“What’s you’re
name?”

Stanton looked at her
as they waited for traffic lights to change. “John Stanton.”

Her face filled with
fear, Stanton looked puzzled. “I heard my dad talking about a man
with that name a few days ago.”

Stanton pulled away
as the light turned green. “Really, what did he have to say?”

“He said you were the
most dangerous man in the world.”

Stanton smiled at her
with a giggle. “I see, could be someone else.”

“I don’t think so,
you oz power and confidence, men like you are dangerous.”

“Gustav Fleming, very
rich and powerful man. Should be satisfied with what he has. Your
father is on my list of people to interview about some very naughty
deals. Naughty you know all about that don’t you Rose. Dropping
your dress and flashing that mind blowing torso will do nothing for
you, Bella makes you look rather ordinary. That hurt’s does it not,
you will call Brannigan to the health centre near the airport that
you frequent or I’ll give you to Bella to interrogate, she has a
morbid dislike of plastic tarts and will take pleasure in
disfiguring your framework.”

“No please don’t hurt
or put any marks on me, I’ll do exactly what you ask.”

“Brannigan, why.”

“I was asked to have
an affair with him, as long as I get sex and money that’s all I
want. All this wheeling dealing and hide and seek stuff makes me
sick. He kills people after my dad and his friends.”

Stanton patted her
hand resting on the centre consol, he looked at her and smiled.
“Don’t panic, play your cards right and you’ll have some poor
bastard jammed up you by tea time, that’s what seems to make you
tick. Any shit and you can spend some time with Bella.”

“I have security
staff following me, they’ll rescue me when we stop.”

“Two gorilla looking
Scandinavian types probably double as masseurs.” Stanton griped her
hand then patted her on the head. “Both unconscious in the boot of
their Jaguar, same model as yours only white. Sack them both when
you go home they are absolutely useless, I hope they're better at
sex than they are at keeping you secure.”

Rose looked straight
out the window with a blank face. “What if Brannigan won’t
come.”

Rose’s dress had
ridden up past her thighs revealing her perfectly heart shaped
pubic hair, Stanton pulled the tight skirt up a bit further Rose
didn’t resist. He had a good look. She pulled her top down below
her heaving bosom, they sprang out bouncing to a stop. “What do you
think now,” she asked with the face of a vixen.

“He smiled and nodded as she adjusted her
clothing back to part decency. “I think he’ll be straight
here.”

“What are you going
to do with me?”

“Nothing, you're just
an innocent bystander living life as you want involved indirectly
with something very sinister.”

“What do you
mean something sinister?”

“Since when
would you be concerned about such things?”

“You’re the
first one who ever made me interested.”

Stanton looked
at her raising his eyebrows with just the hint of a smile and it
excited her. “Keep going as you are princess it’s who you are. Just
between you and me if the situation was a little more convenient
I’d bonk the living shit out of you.”

She was silent
looking straight forwards. “I’d have what Bella wanted,” she turned
to him. “You can have me whenever you want, as I drain your body
I’d think of her, what a bitch.”

“Put the claws
away, and there we have it, as long as you have what every other
women wants your happiest. Don’t seek the sinister it’s only
important when you seek to use it as a tool, such as get to me.
You're still alive amongst this for many reasons, don’t give them
the one reason to want you dead.”

Stanton pulled
up at a pay phone just short of the health centre, He removed the
handcuffs then assisted Rose from the vehicle and stood at the pay
phone door, Bella parked behind watching their every move. “If I
ring from a pay phone he may be suspicious.”

“Rubbish, you
always use pay phones when contacting men or I’d know about it and
so would everyone else.”

Rose huffed
turning toward the phone acting like a spoilt child. She loaded the
phone with coins, dialled a number, Stanton memorised it. She
waited a while. “There’s no answer.” She hung up.

Stanton picked
up the hand piece, took coins from his pocket and dialled the
number, he listened, to the talking clock. He replaced the
receiver. “I don’t have time for this, you’ll have to come with us
at least we have the bait.”

He took her
arm. “No wait, please.” She lifted the receiver again, charged the
coin slot and dialled a number Stanton again memorised it. “Bobbin
darling, I’m at the club, I’m hot. Ten minutes that will be
wonderful.” She replaced the handset.

“Bobbin?”

“It’s the
signal we use for sex, he always comes quick then.”

“I could
understand that,” Stanton manhandled her back to the car and they
drove the few hundred metres to the health club car park. Stanton
choose a spot well to the back of the car park beneath some
overhanging trees quiet and secluded.

“How did you
know this was the spot we use?”

“Because if I
was going to screw you this is the only place in the car park
hidden, quiet and with full vision of the rest of the place.”

Bella pulled
the Jag up along side them, Stanton held Rose by the arm as they
changed vehicle’s, he put her in the drivers seat and took the
keys, handcuffed her to the wheel and closed the door. “In amongst
the parked cars Bella, I’ll wave you over.”

“Is he
coming?”

“We have about
six minutes.”

“She could blow
you in two minutes.”

“That
long.”

“John!”

Stanton opened
the driver’s door of the Range Rover, Bella climbed in, she glared
at Rose’s smiling face and drove off. Stanton watched as she found
a park between vehicles facing the target area a hundred metres
away. Stanton climbed in the rear passenger seat behind Rose
sitting low peeking over the top of the dash scanning the entrance
way some hundred and fifty metres away. He pulled his revolver from
his body holster and checked his weapon.

“Oh god you
have a gun.”

“If I didn’t
have a gun I would have been dead twenty years ago. Brannigan is a
dangerous man, let him get in say nothing.”

“I’m scared
I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“What bonk
someone in a car or wait in front of a loaded gun.”

Rose lifted one
side of her mouth in a sneer, Stanton wore a childish grin. “Bloody
comedian, I bonk guys in cars every day I can’t help it I’ve tried
to stop.”

 

Stanton looked
at Rose with a straight face she looked puzzled, he scanned the
entrance as he spoke. “I don’t mind doing things like this for
people like you Rose. You don’t try to be someone else or insist
everyone should carry on like you; you just get on with it. Hardly
a life that would be condoned by the Church but..”

“The church
minister here is one of my clients, every second Wednesday he takes
ages.”

Stanton blinked
several times looking into space then laughed. He stroked her hair
and patted her shoulder. “The Windsor system, sometimes I
struggle.”

“That’s his
car.”

Stanton hid
behind the seat, a Land Rover pulled up beside Rose’s Jag, a male
figure climbed out and nonchalantly climbed into the driver's seat
beside Rose. He lent across to kiss her fondling her breast at the
same time then noticed her cuffed hand and stopped dead. Stanton
put his gun to his temple. “Sit back in the seat hands on the dash,
one move and I won’t hesitate.” Brannigan complied; he could see
Stanton’s reflection in the windscreen. Stanton moved his weapon
pointing it at Brannigan’s back through the back of the passengers
seat. “I’m John Stanton and I have no time for bollocks.”

“I can see who
you are,” snapped Brannigan. “Sent you to make a scape goat of me
have they.”

Stanton wore a
sinister look as he squinted his eyes in thought. “Negative, I’m
here for information, Polaris.”

Brannigan
sneered and turned his head from side to side slightly. “It’s too
late, I couldn’t do anything about it, no matter where I went what
lead I followed someone knew. All I can tell you is that the lots
went to the Middle East, Iraq.”

Stanton thought
for a few seconds. “You tried to stop it?”

“Look I was
involved, I’m hooked on Rose here she could sell sand to the Arabs.
Once I really thought about what I was doing I turned on them and
they are using the Mafia anyone to get me.”

Stanton looked
at Rose, she looked away. “Who got you to do this Rose?”

“George.”

“George
Hollis?”

“Yes.”

“Wonder he
hasn’t had a heart attack.”

“Nothing wrong
with George’s dick it works fine and it’s big he…”

Stanton raised
his voice. “Rose, the facts, he had you suck Brannigan in used
blackmail threatening to tell Brannigan’s wife he was bonking
you.”

“I don’t know
they send me men and I blow them.”

“Jesus Christ,”
Stanton frisked Brannigan’s smart suede jacket.

“I’m not armed
no point.”

Stanton climbed
out of the vehicle and waved Bella in, the Range Rover slowly
approached the scene and pulled up beside them Bella holding her
handgun poised to fire. Stanton opened the passenger door and
Brannigan climbed out. “We’ll take you with us, we have
Sheldon.”

“Sheldon he has
the plans, where is he I want to talk to him.”

Stanton sighed,
he lent over to Rose undoing her cuffs, she licked his face, her
eyes twinkled with the look of a vixen. “Get out you’ll have to
come with us.”

She climbed out
and slammed the door. “I have work this afternoon.”

Stanton opened
the rear door of the Range Rover. “She’ll have to come with us
Bella.”

“I am not
taking her to the Island she’ll bonk the staff to death the randy
bitch.”

Brannigan stood
back he saw the rage in Bella’s face. “Bella, how long do you think
Rose would last now we have Brannigan, as soon as they find out
Rose will be dead, she’s a victim not a perpetrator.”

“The bitch has
got to you has she.”

Stanton sighed.
“I’ll leave the decision with you, come on Brannigan get in the
passengers seat we’re out of here.” Stanton and Brannigan climbed
in the Range Rover, Bella stood looking daggers at Rose about to
cry waiting close by. Bella suddenly opened the rear door and
beckoned with a sway of her head to Rose. Rose hastily climbed in
the back of the vehicle, her dress rode up, Bella was taken by
surprise as she was sexually aroused, Bella closed her eyes and
looked away slamming the door. Stanton fired up the vehicle as
Bella climbed in beside Rose looking out the window avoiding eye
contact, their perfumes clashed and aroused the erogenous zones of
the male occupants. She suddenly turned to Rose her hair flying
around. “And put your bloody knickers on,” she grabbed the headrest
looking through the centre of the seat at Stanton. “She is not
setting foot on the island without her knickers.” Bella sat back in
her seat folding her arms pistol still in one hand.

Stanton and
Brannigan wore hidden smiles, Stanton opened the glove box of the
vehicle and handed Brannigan a revolver. Brannigan took the weapon
looking shocked and puzzled. “You trust me with this?”

Stanton looked
round at Rose then back at Brannigan. “I thought about it myself,
she’s some weapon. I need you alive so shot to kill.”

Brannigan took
the weapon, Bella pushed herself back in her seat that hard it
lifted her but clear and she thumped back down glaring at Rose.
“Humph.”

Stanton looked
in the rear vision mirror as he accessed the main road toward the
airport only several hundred metres away. “Radio the chopper in
Bella,” he could see her eyes of fire in the mirror. “And put your
gun away everyone can see it.”

Bella put her
gun in her handbag and pulled out a small transmitter, she made a
radio call. “Elite air this is zero zero three rendezvous
immediately, two males, one female and one complete bitch of a
thing.”

There was an
immediate response the responder talking between laughs. “Elite air
roger, ha ha, ETA, ha ha, two minutes.

Stanton raised
his voice looking at Rose with a reassuring smile. “Bella!” He
looked across at Brannigan then watched the road. “You can never go
home Rose, you work for us now.”

Bella looked at
Stanton’s eyes in the mirror. “Oh my god,” Bella said with
displeasure.

Stanton lifted
one eyebrow briefly looking at Brannigan then back at the road as
he turned into the airport. “Humph, two nuclear weapons with hair
triggers now.” Brannigan cracked up laughing. “Meet Bella Elizabeth
Fonteyn most dangerous women on the planet.”

Brannigan
looked Bella up a down, her chest heaved with rage and her eyes
sparkled with lust as he looked upon her. “I’ve heard about her,
and it’s all true.”

Rose suddenly
fired up looking daggers at Bella. “You hussy bitch, keep your eyes
off him, your nothing but a gun wielding tart.”

“How dare you
talk to me like that you brazen cow.”

Rose flew at
Bella and they started to claw at each other, fighting but not
wanting to harm one another. Brannigan attempted to stop them but
Stanton pulled him up. “Wow, hang on there just letting off a bit
of steam leave em. Besides their tearing each others clothes off
shouldn’t look a gift horse in the mouth.”

 


 





 CHAPTER TEN

By the time,
the chopper put down on the island Stanton listened to Brannigan
hearing mostly what he suspected and could work on some burning
issues confronting him. Every fact Brannigan stated Stanton could
verify in his mind from what he knew, what warmed him was the
confirmation patriotic operatives are hard to sway. He still had
nothing that could pinpoint corruption more was needed to find the
top of the pyramid, Sheldon had withheld telling Stanton the full
facts, and Stanton knew it.

Polaris was in
the hands of Middle Eastern dictators this was a threat to the
planets existence should they persuade scientists to develop a
nuclear capability. Stanton pondered which way to go, he could
enter Iraq, an invite forwarded for Stanton to review defence
systems made indirectly, no agreements existed between this area of
the Middle East and the UK. The thing that roused suspicion was
this very point, it would be impossible for MI to investigate the
Polaris disappearance and trace the perpetrators but he was. He
made the decision to send Brannigan back to Westminster supplying
information currently unavailable to those in power clearing
Brannigan of any wrongdoing and putting MI central on track to
trace the misguided.

Bella had to
lead Rose down the pitch-black stairway, Rose complained of the
musty smell and rough concrete wall scratching her manicured nails.
Bella abused her in the darkness. Stanton and Brannigan reached the
illuminated entrance cavern he held Brannigan back pushing his hand
into his chest. He pointed to the floor, a trail of fresh blood
barely visible on the worn concrete floor. They drew their weapons
cocking them safety catch off and slowly progressed through the
hallways and caverns looking for Hurst. The blood trail became
easier to trace as they progressed, it led to a closed room where
Sheldon was held captive. The door was closed and Stanton used his
head to indicate to Brannigan that he was going to bust in and
needed cover. Bella held her hand over Rose’s mouth down the end of
the corridor to keep her quiet holding her pistol in the other hand
over her shoulder, Rose could see down the barrel sight.

Stanton open
the door it was not locked bursting in followed by Brannigan, they
fanned the room with their weapons but it was empty. The room was
littered with bloodstains on the wall, floor and bedding. Stanton
led them on quietly until the underground tunnel opened up into the
area used as the living quarters. Hurst sat at the table holding a
bloodstained towel to his head. Stanton holstered his weapon and
rushed to his side. “Bruce, what the hell, they got Sheldon?”

Hurst struggled
to talk, his face covered in blood and barely conscious. “Someone
got him, I was sitting here and suddenly the lights went out hit
from behind. I don’t know how long I’ve been out to it or how long
I’ve been conscious, seems just a couple of minutes.”

“Bella check
with security, the gate, air control, locals see if they saw
anything out of the ordinary doesn’t matter how small.” Bella raced
off.

“Is Sheldon in
his room?”

“No.” Stanton
picked up a lamp usually sitting on top of the fridge behind where
Hurst was sitting. Broken, the glass base had a sharp edge and one
had to be careful when picking it up not to be left with a nasty
wound. “Whoever hit you cut them selves on this when they hit you,
by the blood on the floor must have been deep. There’s blood in the
room Sheldon was in, spread all over the place.”

Stanton
returned to the room while Brannigan and Rose attended to Hurst.
Stanton concluded the blood and marks in the room had been done on
purpose, hand marks and fingerprints everywhere. A length of linen
torn from the bed sheet with messy blood marks around the tear.
Stanton believed Sheldon had escaped injuring himself in the
process. Just as he walked from the room, Bella could be heard down
the entrance end of the access tunnel. “Move,” she kicked a neatly
dressed man in a grey suit and white shirt complete with blue tie
up the rear forcing him forwards loosing his footing.

The middle aged
man looked back at Bella. “I’m injured cant you see,” he begged. He
looked forward as he staggered along looking straight into
Stanton’s face. “Holy shit.”

“He fell in the
old gun emplacement cellar near the jetty, they left him there when
they saw our chopper landing, he’s MI5.” Bella held out a wallet,
Stanton took it looking the man right in the face as he leant
passed him. “He’s carrying a thirty eight revolver.”

Stanton opened
his ID, he occasionally looked up right in the man’s face. “Warren
Kelly, inspector MI5,” he stuffed the wallet back inside his suit
jacket. He looked through his pockets but found nothing. “You came
by sea.”

“Yes.”

“Wooden power
launch, used their ID to get access claiming they were here to see
Hurst,” added Bella.

“Is that right,
who sent you?”

“I don’t take
orders from yo…”

Stanton slapped
his face, drew his pistol and aimed it squarely at the man’s
forehead. “Having trouble understanding please, this is top secret
MI6 turf and you are on it without permission. I can decide right
on this spot if your treason is a threat to national security and
undertake an immediate sanction. You took Sheldon right.”

The man
swallowed looking down the barrel of Stanton’s weapon. “Yes.”

“Where?”

“London via the
Thames.”

“London is a
big place.” The man said nothing. “Bella leave us.” She trotted up
the tunnel towards Hurst. “Go in that room.”

The man entered
the room Stanton followed him and stood against the wall just
inside the door. He cocked his weapon as Kelly turned to face him,
he put his hands up in front of him arms outstretched. “No please,
I have a family.”

“So does Hurst
the man you left for dead. “He had a pulse.”

“So it was you,
how many of you came.”

“I never hit
him someone else did and copped a cut. Four of us two stayed on the
boat.”

“That’s
better,” Stanton lowered his weapon. “Now where in London.”

Brannigan
rushed into the room. “Don’t kill him,” Stanton shrugged his
shoulders and pouted. “Kelly you bastard, where’s Sheldon.”

Kelly looked
shocked, flabbergasted, he looked in disbelief. “Brannigan, I was
told you were dead.”

“I may have
well have been, you followed my wife you bastard.” Stanton listened
with interest. “Was it you that passed on Polaris.”

“I don’t know
what you’re talking about.” Brannigan lunged at him but Stanton
pulled him back.

“Not now, you
move,” Stanton waved his weapon in the direction of the door
following Kelly’s progress with the muzzle as he walked. “Turn
right head for Hurst you obviously know where that is.”

They followed
him to the cavern where Hurst had cleaned his head wound with the
assistance of Bella and Rose was in the bathroom facilities
showering. Stanton sat Kelly down in the corner and turned on
powerful floodlights directed at his face, he struggled to see
holding his hand over his brow in an attempt to see what was going
on. He was left for ten minutes before Stanton was ready to
interrogate him. “Where in London?”

“Look they know
I’m here won’t be long before you’re surrounded.”

Stanton laughed
under his breath. “We’re surrounded by a lot of things, sea, fields
of wheat, farmers, our security forces in fact the only thing that
is missing are your accomplices. They left you and fled, I don’t
know how you work but we leave no one behind.”

“They’ll be
back.”

“We just rang
your operations centre, they have no knowledge of any activities in
this area. In fact you’re supposed to be in Plymouth a point I
found most interesting. Now do you want me to tell you or are you
going to tell me.”

“I’m not saying
any more.”

“George Hollis
Kelly, you’ve been doing some ground work on him lately.”

Kelly stood up
struggling to see through the lights. “Look I am saying
nothing.”

“Sit down!”
Kelly sat down. “If you don’t talk I’ll put it out to the mafia
you’re an ear.”

“No they’ll
kill my family.”

Stanton walked
in between the lights, Kelly could see his silhouette. “I have
problems understanding them myself, you need to give us a bit
more.”

“Why should
I.”

“Because you
work for me now Warren, or I’ll release you and everyone will be
looking for you. Brannigan can tell you what its like.”

Kelly looked at
the floor, the musty stale air depressed him, he shook his head
slowly his long dark hair brushing his shoulders. “We were ordered
to take him to Windsor, the home office.”

“Oh, too late
for Sheldon he’ll be dead by the time we get there.”

“Why, he’s got
a lot of clout there.”

“He knows too
much and will be liquidated.”

“I don’t
believe you.”

“Gustav
Fleming.”

Kelly looked
up. “You know him.”

“I know of him.
Rose Fleming.”

Kelly’s face
lit up. “She’s beautiful.”

“Mmmm,
interesting. You’re a major puppet Kelly.”

“You know her
or something.”

“She tells me
you pay her by the half hour.”

Kelly stood up
wide-eyed. “You would have had to talk to her to know that.”

“The whole
departments not rank with misguided people Warren but I’m finding
the same names cropping up with the word Polaris.”

“I’m saying
nothing.”

“Rose.” Rose
walked into the lights standing in front of Stanton, she wore only
a towel tethered around her breasts the bottom of which was only
just short of her pubic region.

“Hi Warren,
small world.”

Kelly shook his
head in disbelief, he blinked quickly and stuttered. “R R Rose,
what the hell.”

Rose looked at
his crutch, it began to swell. “You always get excited when you see
me, I wonder what your wife would think, I wonder if you last
longer than thirty seconds when nestled between her loins.”

“Rose you don’t
understand I love you.” He looked at Stanton. “Let me have her and
I’ll tell you anything.”

Rose walked
away. “I’m afraid not Warren, your liable to tell us anything to
get at her let alone the truth. I think you can see things are not
as they seem,” stated Stanton.

“What the hell
is going on, Brannigan, Rose you’re treading on some powerful toes.
Who the hell are you anyway?”

“My names John
Stanton.”

Kelly went pale
and stone faced. “Why didn’t you tell me that in the first
place?”

“It’s the first
time you’ve asked.” Stanton walked to the table leaving Kelly
shrouded by the lights. Brannigan, Hurst, Bella and Rose had been
talking quietly sitting around the table talking in a low voice,
Stanton interrupted. “We need to get some rest, Bella will show you
the sleeping quarters Rose. Early tomorrow morning Brannigan and I
will go to Westminster unannounced. We’ll drop a file on Albert
Hollis’s desk, the information will clear Brannigan and he can
start to find the underlying cause of the Polaris plans, many
questions and we need answers. Hurst, Bella and Rose stay below
ground. I’ll take Kelly with me and leave him with Hollis, should
keep them busy arguing for a while. Bit more information and when I
get back I’ll think about which direction to go.”

“There’s a side
door behind the bookcase in Albert’s office,” said Hurst. “Go in
the office to the left of his and along the right hand side of the
room is a long bookcase, the section with encyclopaedia Britannica
opens when you pull the top of volume one down. The same in
Albert’s office, quick way in and out, anyone that visits he
doesn’t want listed as an official visit uses this access.”

Stanton sat
down on the only remaining chair, he looked puzzled as he squinted
at Bruce. “I didn’t know about that one, they’re common some date
back to the rebuild in 1834 designed by architect Charles Barry
after the great fire. I studied his original plans whilst working
on the security system.” He hesitated everyone was poised in
concentration of his statement. “Albert would have put it there for
a good reason. He still resists moving into the new Vauxhall Cross
complex, when we designed the place he didn’t think it was healthy
to be that close to one side and not the other. I thought I’d
covered every door in the system. He’s one of the only remaining
ministers to hold out in the old palace complex, I think I see why
now. He is against computerised systems,” Stanton shook his head
slowly. “If he only knew how right he was.”

“He asked me to
inform you about it, only just came to mind,” added Hurst.

“Albert’s clean
or I’m blind to something.”

Hurst backed
him up. “Albert put us here for a reason, he risked his position to
set us up. He mentioned the separation of powers or the lack of
them.”

“We’re not so
stealth any more as obvious by the visitors. Not such a bad thing
but I see no reason to panic. We plant Brannigan and back him up,
we need a lead on Polaris.”

“Polaris could
have been duplicated, more than one power may have the plans,” said
Brannigan.

“Mmmm,
everything’s useless except the warhead design, Polaris has been
restructured. A strength in this is the opposition planning defence
based on the plans would be weakened to a point of being without
defence at all. However, behind the iron curtain my dealings would
bring me to believe they’re not that silly. The warhead design in
the hands of Middle Eastern dictators is serious,” said
Stanton.

Rose looked
blank and bored. “What are you people talking about, sounds like
double Dutch, I thought we were going to bed, my bedroom is like
yuuuuk.”

Everyone
laughed. “If you need any help Rose just ask,” said Stanton.

Bella’s face
etched with rage. “You keep away from her room, you’ll sleep on the
wall side of the door and if you want to use the men’s room I’ll
keep watch.”

“I was thinking
of sleeping in Rose’s room to make sure she’s okay,” said
Brannigan.

“So was I,”
added Hurst.

Kelly raised
his voice shielding his eyes from the bright lights. “Rose, please,
I love you I’ll make sure your okay.”

Bella got up
shaking her head looking daggers at a smiling Rose, she grabbed
Stanton by the arm and began to drag him away. “Oh my god.”


 CHAPTER ELEVEN

Rose's life
changed forever, she could not return to her previous life, but
Rose would have a saviour. Stanton had recently been sent a copy of
a birth certificate, Roses birth certificate, there was a reason he
acted nonchalant regarding Rose's disposition. He had no idea who
or why it would be sent to him but it triggered a chain of events
that would transform John Stanton into a vigilante. Shortly after
Rose and Brannigan's extraction John Stanton chased the Polaris
plans in Whitehall. Stanton caused a major stir setting a chopper
down on Horse Guard Parade for thirty seconds as he and Brannigan
alighted. Brannigan was assigned to Vauxhall Cross to gather
information on the Polaris affair. he was marched outside by
unknown assailants and executed, and John Stanton changed within a
fit of rage.

After
confronting Albert Hollis at Westminster, Stanton returned to
Foulness Island, he took Bruce Hurst to one side. In the confines
of Rose's room with Rose present he showed her a birth certificate.
"Do you know who you really are Rose?" Rose sat on the edge of the
bed, she looked puzzled and scared. "Yes, of course, you know who I
am."

"Yes but do
you." Stanton handed Rose a birth certificate.

She read it out
loud. "Roselyn Victoria Smith, mother Brenda Joanne Brankston.
Father, William George Cavendish, someone with the same first names
as I."

"No Rose, it's
yours."

"Must be a
mistake, the last names are wrong."

Stanton shook
his head and smiled down at Rose. "No Rose, it's all correct. Your
not of Fleming, your father was William George Cavendish, your
mother worked in the estate, he had a torrid affair with your
mother and moved her out when she became pregnant. She fell on hard
times and meet up with Gustav, you know the rest."

Rose became
emotional and Stanton sat next to her holding her with one arm. She
sobbed and Hurst gave her his dress handkerchief from his top
pocket, she wiped the tears from her checks. "How do you know this
is true."

"I checked this
document, was sent to me, I'm assured its original. William George
Cavendish was a powerful man, he pulled strings to hide the genetic
link. The computer files were forged less than two years ago to
formalise your identity as Fleming."

"Why?"

"William George
Cavendish is one of the richest and powerful people in the UK, his
only legitimate heir is his son, Phillip, he was killed in a motor
race four years ago, your half brother. You're the only legitimate
heir to the family fortune, you own half of the country. Something
is amiss, a web of tangled intrigue that will take some time to
sort out. Has your mother ever mentioned anything about this sort
of thing?"

Rose's face
lifted a little. "Yes, she has, she said my father could be anyone,
she told me she was a maid before meeting dad."

"Your father is
really someone, and whoever is in line for his fortune knows you
exist, these people are powerful and without credence. It is in
their interest to eradicate you."

"I like who I
am, I don't want to be a Cavendish or whoever the fuck they
are."

"Won't stop
them love, I want you to stay with us, we need to get to the bottom
of this."

"I can't just
stay down here."

"No, you'll go
with Bella."

"Oh fuck off
I'm not going with that bitch."

"There's not
many alternatives, without Bella you may be dead in a few
days."

"Look who the
fuck are you people, I want to forget this, I'm Rose Fleming."

"Were an elite
group operating under the annex of MI6."

"What do you
do?"

Stanton stood
up and stood looked at Rose, he thrust his hands in his pockets and
smiled. "Protection of the realm and counter espionage, do you
understand that."

Rose stood up
with a smile, he dressing fell away as the belt lost its bow
revealing her manicured pubic hair and cleavage, she attended to
the mishap exposing her breast to Stanton as he adjusted her
clothing. "Sorry, fuck your James Bond."

Hurst and
Stanton burst out laughing, Stanton gestured with his hands. "No,
hardly, even we have trouble operating in some circumstances."

Rose put her
head to one side and wore a cheeky smile. "You want me to get
information from men."

"I didn't say
that, you did."

"My dad gets me
to do that."

"Yes, I realise
that."

"Em, the thing
with the black hair and big tits, you expect me to work with that
gun wielding tart."

Stanton looked
down and raised his eyebrows, he gathered himself and looked back
up. "You had and unfortunate beginning, Bella will guard you with
her life."

"Why she hates
me."

"I think not,
jealousy and hate are different emotions."

"You think she
likes me."

"Bella has
never had any competition."

"She is very
pretty."

"She'll fuck
you under the table."

"Oh fuck off
how would you know, what does she do exactly."

Stanton looked
at Hurst, Hurst pouted but nodded. "She lures targets, seduces
them, then kills them, she's the most successful assassin we
have."

"She fucks and
kills men."

"Yes."

"What a fucking
bitch." Roses face had remorse etched into its features, she wasn't
used to it, she looked down in sadness and disgust. There was
silence.

Stanton looked
at Hurst, Stanton blinked profusely and Hurst nodded in return.
"What is it Rose."

She continued
to look down. "Some of the men that come to see me, they should be
dead, I know they're evil."

"Before such
decisions are made, one needs more proof and relevance than a court
of law, feelings and assumptions are insufficient."

"Luigi
Francesco, I cringe when he touches me."

Stanton looked
angrily confident. "Head of the Sicilian mafia, recently moved to
Australia, believed to be involved in the sale of military
hardware, as well as drugs."

"I haven't seen
him for a month."

"He met with an
unfortunate accident."

Rose looked up.
"He's dead."

"Yes."

Rose hesitated.
"What do you call an unfortunate accident?"

"Someone blew a
large hole in him with a forty four magnum."

Roses face lit
up. "He's dead, I could feel he was destined to die, what an
absolute bastard he was."

"He has a son,
Mario, should you encounter Mario Francesco we would be very
interested in knowing what he had to say about some things."

"I can do this,
I have a purpose."

"This
conversation never occurred, you need go with Bella."

"What about my
dad."

"Which
one?"

"The real
one."

"He's lives in
Buckinghamshire."

"Can I see
him?"

"Nothing to
your mother about this." Stanton turned to Hurst. "Sometime in the
near future we contact the Cavendish family. Make sure whoever is
watching knows what they're dealing with should they go after
Rose." He turned back to Rose. "If you really think you've found
your life purpose, stick to Bella like glue, not just anyone can do
what we do."

Stanton and
Hurst turned to leave. "Em, I have this problem."

They turned
back, Stanton looked puzzled. "And."

"I'm a sex
maniac, I can't go without sex for more than a few hours."

"A problem."
Stanton smiled at Hurst. "Lets not jump to conclusions."

Hurst jumped
in. "John, focus."

Rose looked so
alluring and innocent, she went to work on Stanton. "John, I need
help."

Stanton put his
hands out in front of him palms up. "You have more in common with
Bella than I, you'll be out of here soon and off to London."

They went about
their business and Stanton was about to talk to Bella about Rose. A
phone that had only ever rang once before located in the corner of
the cavern began to ring, Stanton and Hurst looked at each other,
faces of stone waiting to react. The phone was a direct link to
Albert Hollis’s office. Hurst closest to the phone stood and
answered it. “Hurst.”

“This is Albert
Bruce, I have some grave news for Stanton.”

“He’s
here.”

“Okay,
Brannigan has been marched out the back of Vauxhall Cross
headquarters with his hands tied behind his back, he was
blindfolded and executed.”

“Good god.”
Stanton stood up his gaze focused on Hurst.

“That’s all I
can tell you, initial reports have been confirmed Brannigan was
shot out the back of Vauxhall Cross, he was tied and blindfolded, I
have no other intelligence at this time.”

“Hang on,”
Hurst looked up at Stanton. “It’s Albert Hollis, Brannigan has been
taken out, shot in the grounds of Vauxhall Cross, bound and
blindfolded.”

Stanton stood
motionless, he didn’t move a muscle.

“I do know he
had instigated investigation within the corridors of Whitehall, I
have an operative on his way here to brief me directly involved in
the probe. Please extend my deepest sympathy to you all, it’s a sad
day. I have arranged for Brannigan’s family to be informed in
Plymouth. I no doubt will see Stanton shortly, someone has crossed
the line,” Hollis put down the receiver and the line went dead.

Hurst put down
the receiver and stood by the table opposite Stanton. Bella sat
next to Stanton with her hand over her mouth, her eyes were damp
she fought tears. Stanton and Hurst sat down slowly, it was
difficult to see each others faces as the light above the table
hang low directly on eye height. “Bella,” she put her hand on his
on the table. “Go and tell Rose Brannigan is dead, promise me
you’ll look after her.” Bella nodded speechless. “Go and get our
son and vanish where no one can find you, even me.” She began to
cry, she got to her feet kissed Stanton on the head and left the
cavern. “Bruce, go back to Westminster, go to Vauxhall Cross, find
out who killed Brannigan and sanction them.”

“They could be
civilians we don’t know.”

Stanton raised
his voice. “I don’t care who it is they crossed the line. Put a
cordon up around Hollis of the most trusted operatives from the
elite only chosen from the island. I’m going to spend half an hour
in the computer and satellite communications centre with a couple
of our boffins then I’m going to Westminster.”

“John careful
what are you going to do.”

“Resign.”

Hurst looked
drained, shocked, he suddenly felt so alone. “Surely you can’t be
serious.”

“By the time I
get to Westminster they will understand serious. If you get calls
for operative assistance do not respond.”

“I can’t do
that John.”

Stanton moved
closer to his friend, Hurst could sense the sadness and despair
etched in Stanton’s face. He reached across and gripped Hurst's
hand with his squeezing it tightly. “We’ve been through a lot
Bruce, promise me you will stay beside Hollis and be there if I
need you.”

Hurst shook his
head and looked down, he breathed heavy and fought back tears.
“Brannigan is not your fault.”

“I put a man in
harms way where I should have stood, wont happen again. The next
one and that’s you, will have me standing in front of him although
I’m not there. I should have acted when they went after Bella, I
suppose I did in a way something began to churn inside me.”

“John I don’t
understand.”

“The separation
of power is about to take on a new direction, going after Bella was
despicable, the mother of a son, in the name of the mother I take a
stand. I’ve been working on this for years. One day we would be
considered expendable standing in the way of the misguided and
evil, today is that day. The saddest thing is it’s triggered by our
own ranks. Attempting to and succeeding in gunning down patriots of
the realm to better ones own financial standing is crossing the
line so far they may as well stand on the battlefield themselves.
This raised it’s head after the global financial crisis, as you
suggest we should not operate outside our creed but this must be
stopped. Beyond this event I will find an operative that can
sanction within public affairs willing to stand with us as this
will get worse as times get harder. I’ll leave you Bruce, look
after yourself I have an appointment in Westminster then will be
working in the Middle East for a while but I will always be at your
side. My goal is Australia to mend a broken family and the mother
of my son’s.”

Hurst half
smiled, he swallowed the lump in his throat. There hands left each
other’s grip, Stanton stood and walked out. Hurst watched him go,
he sat for a while, he wiped the tears from his cheeks, he didn’t
know how long he had been sitting numb in the cavern as he was
suddenly brought from his trance by Bella and Rose. Bella consoled
Rose as she wept uncontrollably sitting opposite Bruce Bella held
her blonde locks into her chest as she cried. Rose’s unexpected
breakdown declaring her love for Brannigan had given her focus,
Rose wasn’t quiet what she thought. “She’s never lost anyone before
that was inside her, I know how she feels.”

Hurst stood up,
grabbed his jacket from the back of the chair. “I have to go Bella,
look after yourself, do as John suggested become invisible. A
son?”

Bella nodded.
“It’s a long story.”

Hurst forced a
smile. “A cross between Bella Fonteyn and John Stanton, good luck
with that Bella.”

She smiled then
laughed, they touched hands and Hurst left. “Will you come with me
Rose, I need you.”

Rose surfaced
from the solace of Bella’s bosom reassured as from the bosom of
mothers a sacred place from which all beings rise she found
destiny, her mascara ran all the way down her checks carried by the
tears of anguish, she looked shattered but home. “Yes,” she
muttered, “of course.”

They cried
together for some time, recovered and left the cavern empty, their
perfume’s bouquet etched into the concrete walls leaving another
layer of history below the surface of Foulness Island. Together
they found solace in Pimlico, not far from Vauxhall Cross; even
Bella would struggle to believe the outcome.

As time past
Rose and Bella became inseparable, protected by an iron hand Rose
found purpose and the family she yearned. Her abode in Pimlico was
a home not just a house, a building without a family was just a
building, a building with family and purpose was a home.

She learnt much
and became as effective instrument of purpose as Bella amid the
realms of MI6. Bella told her of a French operative not so distant
from their own disposition, Louise Legrande, they found solace in
comparison. As time progressed they cut a wake of mystification and
concern among misguided and evil men, even if they be discovered
their allure would suffice. It would take many years for such a
thing to happen, plastic surgery and careful placement hid their
identity to the point of incomprehension.

Their sexual
desires and detailed conversations manifested, the search for
sexual gratification and satisfaction turned their interests on
each other.

 


 


 







 CHAPTER TWELVE

Bella woke from
her slumber, she stretched and rubbed her eyes, she looked
inquisitive feeling like her life had flashed in front of her eyes.
In fact life had become rather boring over the last few months,
missions fizzled out to one a month if that generally boring
seniors or industrialist unable to satisfy her, and her mind had
begun to wander looking for new avenues. She walked blinking,
trying to hold her eyelids open she had slept heavily, dragging a
brush through her hair trying to frighten off the scare bear that
had besieged her during slumber. She fumbled around in the kitchen
preparing a sandwich and orange juice, her sheer see through
nightie just covered enough to make someone want to see more.

Rose staggered
from her room, dragging a brush through her hair yawning. She had
forgotten to put her dressing gown on and walked around the kitchen
naked. “How was the Oxford job,” she asked.

“Boring, an
arseholes son couldn’t fuck his way out of a wet paper bag. His dad
should be busted broke by now nice surprise for him, appeared to
think his dick was the same size as his bank balance. What have you
been up to?”

Rose sat down
next to her. “I fucked three men, hated it.”

“Was it a
job?”

“No, went to a
party and the target failed to show. You visiting little John
today.”

“It’s a school
day Rose,” she looked at Rose puzzled. “Three men and you hated it
and I’ve told you to be careful if your target doesn’t show leave
they could be operatives.”

Rose looked
bewildered. “Well I mean I didn’t really hate it I just didn’t
come.”

“Were they
young?”

“Compared to
who, us.”

Bella looked at
Roses breasts sticking straight out round and full, then down at
here own. “Do you think were getting old.”

Rose looked at
Bella. “No, or I don’t notice because I see you all the time.”

Bella got up,
turned around lifted her short nightie and showed Rose her
buttocks. “Are they getting droopy.”

Rose stopped
chewing, she flicked her blonde curls over her shoulder revealing
one of her breasts. “No, in fact it’s the first time I’ve really
looked, fuck I’m getting wet.”

Bella turned
back, she studied Roses breast excited by the fact the other was
hidden. She recalled a statement by someone a long time ago, she
even remembered his name, Lawrence the gay doctor. “Stand up Rose,”
Rose stood and paraded around in front of her, her pretty blonde
trimmed pubic hair and smooth round white curves swished through
the air, she spun round her long blonde locks flew straight out
revealing her full naked body then slumped back down hiding her
private parts. “Holy shit, we’ve never really had time to even have
a good look at each other, what the fuck is going on.”

“Fuck Bell you
have a nice arse, can you strip off.” Bella lifted her nightie over
her head and threw it on the floor, she spun around and her pure
black hair fanned out like an umbrella revealing her jet black
pussy and perky firm thirty eight breasts. The stood naked looking
at each others bodies. “Fuck I’m pumping up, what the fuck.”

“I’m absolutely
dripping, what the fuck do we do now.” Bella walked close to Rose
and petted her nipples, they were rock hard. She passed her hand
over her face down her cheek with the palm of her hand, down the
side of her body and over her pussy, Rose’s eyes lit up with fire.
“Rose what’s happening.”

“I think were
going to fuck each other.”

Bella raise her
eyebrows. “How?”

“Come into my
room I have a vibrator dildo thing I use to bring myself off when
I’m hot, will you fuck me first.”

Bella pouted
with a nod. “I don’t know what’s happening but yeah.”

She followed
Rose to her room. “Rose lift your hair round the front of you I
can’t see your arse.” Rose pulled grabbed her hair or most of it
and pulled it round her front revealing her walking buttocks. “Oh
my god I’m dripping wet, fuck that is sexy.” Bella watched Rose
rumble around in the top draw of her bedside cabinet, she pulled
out a black dildo and presented it to Bella as they stood beside
the bed. “Wow that’s a monster.”

“Fourteen
inches, I’ve had bigger real dicks but this one stays hard.” Bella
inspected the contraption; she felt the rippled surface dotted with
little raised lumps in an even pattern and the horses head adorning
its point. She flicked a switch on the base and it hummed. “Give it
here,” Rose took it and ran it round Bella’s nipples, her nose
flared and she drew deep breaths with occasional coughs. She ran it
slowly down her front across the centre of her naval and thrust it
between her legs.

“Oh shit, they
peered passionately at each other and gingerly approached each
other lips gently kissing, Bella grabbed the back of Rose’s head
and thrust her tongue inside her mouth, Rose squalled offering her
tongue to Bella and they mingled groaning and squealing. Rose let
go of the dildo to hold Bella and it dropped to the wooden floor
buzzing around. Bella pushed her back on the bed holding their kiss
and dived between her legs, they kissed and petted for a while
exploring each other’s bodies then rose thrust a finger inside
Bella’s vagina looking for her clit, she eventually found it and
Bella screamed with delight. “Fuck I’m hot Rose.”

Rose pushed her
off laying her beside her, she gathered the dildo humming around on
the floor held it up in front of Bella’s face, the vixen in Bella
flashed in her eyes. “Who said we can’t fuck each other,” Rose
gently opened Bella’s legs wide nestled the head of the dildo on
the erect lips of her vagina, Bella covered her face with her hands
muffling her screams. Rose gently pushed the machine inside Bella’s
arms shot out along the bed and she dug her nails into the silk
linen, “Oh my fucking god, go on fuck me with that thing it’s
fucking awesome.” Rose thrust it home and began pumping, Bella
screamed at the top of her voice, Rose smiled and gained solace in
the pleasure she gave to her best friend. Rose pumped away
occasionally osculating the weapon revealing in the laughter and
tunes she had Bella playing. Bella suddenly grabbed Roses upper
arms resting her elbows on her knees raised to allow Rose access,
her gaze of fire locked on Roses twinkling eyes and she orgasmed.
Rose kept pumping with her right hand and stroked Bella’s face with
her left kneeling between her legs far enough out to give Bella
full strokes of the instrument and excite her with her wallowing
breasts. Bella completely relaxed revelling in her dose of
adrenalin and endorphins, Rose took the weapon out of Bella’s love
canal and lay down beside her, she had orgasmed just watching what
happened to Bella. Bella propped herself up on one elbow, Rose
sucked her breast and Bella took the weapon from Rose and with the
powering gaze of a vixen fixed her eyes on hers as she positioned
herself between Rose’s legs. She scowled at her demanding
domination and thrust the weapon up Rose’s vagina, she presented
her breasts as she pumped away and Rose eagerly palmed the
protrusions. Rose orgasmed again in record time moaning and
groaning with ecstasy, she stopped Bella’s hand and pulled her down
on top of her leaving the humming contraption buzzing deep inside
her.

They lay on top
of each other for a couple of minutes enjoying the natural infusion
of narcotics. Bella fell to one side and they lay on their backs
looking at the ceiling, they studied the swirly plaster so
skilfully applied to the surface. Rose reached down and turned off
the dildo slowly pulling it from her vagina and leaving it on the
sheet between her legs. “Fuck what happened are we lesbians.”

Bella frowned
and scratched her head. “No I don’t think so, I think Lesbians are
really in love like I love just one man, they want to get married
but I don’t feel that I just want to fuck. I think were
nymphomaniacs.”

“Oh,” replied
Rose with an equally inquisitive frown. “That was fucking good
though Bell, just think we can do that anytime.”

Bella propped
herself up on one arm looking over at Rose. “I missed the blow, you
know when men roar and let fly forcing their dominance inside you,
fuck I love that.”

Rose propped
herself up to face Bella. “You can get dildo’s with balls that
shoot up you.”

“Really.”

“Yes I’ve seen
them in the sex shop, you can strap them around you and fuck like a
real man.”

Bella raised
her eyebrows and smiled. “Fuck I’ve got to experience that, in all
the excitement I forgot to go down on you.”

“We’ll get
better at it, what about doing this with a man, fucking each other
and a man at the same time.”


“Threesome.”

“I had three at
once last night but was a fizzer, I was fucking busting, fucking
nymphomania. I don’t know if it’s a curse or just my lucky day
sometimes. Three young men about eighteen lasted about three
strokes one blew over my legs before he got anywhere near my pussy,
this really blew my mind this morning.”

Bella looked
Rose up and down. “You are a bit of a spunk Rose, I bet the odd
hardened porno star stuffed up giving it to you.”

“They take
stuff to keep them up and stuff to hold their orgasm but some still
fuck up.”

“I had one man
once he made love to me, something I can’t do I just fuck because
I’m hooked on the aftertaste. It was when I was younger just
flourishing from innocence.”

“Did he come
back for more?”

“No, I threw
him off the top of the Eiffel tower while he was fucking me was a
buzz.”

“Oh shame.”

“Made no
difference I still hated him for other things he had been
doing.”

“I vote we
shower up, go get a strap on dildo come back and fuck each other
stupid.”

“I’m with you I
just have to see what it’s like having your tits swing over me
while you’re fucking me, sounds wonderful. How about a sixty nine
for a top up before we go.”

Rose scrambled
around getting caught on her hair grabbing Bella’s legs and running
her face up her inner thighs connecting with her vagina. Bella let
out a squeal of appreciation as Rose wrapped her legs around
Bella’s face muffling all sound and Bella wrapped her mouth around
Rose’s vaginal lips swelling with excitement, she found her clit
and Rose thrust her groin at Bella’s face. Bella rolled Rose onto
her back liking at the sticky secretions, Rose stuck her tongue
right out allowing Bella to thrust her buttocks up and down over
it. They kept squealing, moaning, screaming, it interrupted their
rhythm and they lost climax. Bella climbed off. “Let’s go get these
strap on dicks this just isn’t working.”

Rose pushed
Bella of the edge of the bed making her stand then stood next to
her with their nipples touching. “Fuck I’m getting worse we may
fuck each other to death.”

“Okay it’s a
deal,” the giggled like teenage girls. They showered together
lathering each others bodies and massaging their bodies, they
realised they’d been in the shower for half an hour and decided
they better move.

In a Pimlico
shopping precinct was an arcade with a discreet sex shop. Rose
walked boldly in followed by Bella who stood nervously behind her
at the counter. The middle aged owner slim and handsome looked the
pair up and down Rose wearing her usual open top stopping just
short of her nipples. “Can I help you?”

Rose
communicated with a wide smile. “Yes, we would like one or two of
those strap on very big dildo’s that shot come up you when you want
it.”

The attendant
put down his newspaper and stood up his eyebrows raised. “I see,
yes,” he looked straight into her cleavage. “That is a crying
shame,” he whispered.

“I beg your
pardon.”

“Er, come this
way love.” They followed the man to the back corner of the shop
hidden from the windows. He selected a monster dildo from the shelf
and presented it before them. “This is the most popular model I
have, light and very manoeuvrable, unlike other models it has a
finish on the shaft with the texture of a mans skin, the button
here held in the hand connected by this wire and when the
simulation of semen is required a simply hold the button down for
as long as you want. It delivers a warm white sticky paste similar
to a man’s seminal fluid and a similar smell. Other paste’s have a
perfumed smell several different aromas.”

Rose handled
the implement, “God it weighs nothing, nice padded leather strap,
this must be the paste reservoir in these artificial balls,
goodness me must hold a lot.”

“Enough to give
you a royal flush darling,” quipped the cockney store owner.

Bella ran her
hand up and down the shaft. “Feels just like a mans cock, unreal.”
She noticed the store owners bulging pants and decided to freak
Rose out, she pushed in front of her nosing the store owner’s face.
He ogled her black sheer dress hugging her naked body partially
visible through the front of her unbuttoned full length cream
woollen coat. “How much are they.”

“Fifty two quid
love.”

“Wonder they
don’t come with a man attached to them.”

“No just the
implement love, the paste is two quid a bottle an inert substance
completely harmless and medicated, enough for five refills, should
keep you going for a while.”

Bella pounced.
“Said who, you have an erection.”

“Anyone geezer
who stands next to you two and doesn’t have is a poofter I
reckon.”

Bella looked at
Rose the vixen surfaced. “I like him, lets fuck him.”

“Ladies
please.”

“I’ll go
first,” said Bella. “You watch the door.” Rose blocked the isle
watching the door only a few metres away with her back to them.
Bella unzipped his fly, slid her hand inside. “Oh, that’s a
whopper.” She loosened his belt enough to undo his trouser button
and make enough room to remove his penis. He looked tense and
apprehensive. “Relax, this is quite exciting.” She wanked him with
both hands, for half a minute or so. “Rose I think he’s nearly
ready.

They changed
places. “Oh, that’s a big one,” they giggled as they passed each
other passing his shaft from one set of hands to another. Rose
whispered at him. “Well suck them your dying to by the looks don’t
be shy.” He dived his hands into her dress cups pulling her bosom
out forcing the cups down and exposing them, he leant down grunting
with ecstasy and sucked her nipple cradling them in his hands, Rose
closed her eyes and stood with her mouth open. She took one of his
hands and made him hold his dick. She smiled at him, “I’m going to
bend over it’s party time.” She turned around lifted her short
dress, bent over and looked round at him. “Come on I’m hot.”

He thrust it in
to its full depth, she had nothing to stop his lustful thrusts and
she moved across the floor toward Bella, Bella turned and held her
hands and the store owner grabbed her breasts thrusting harder.
Rose looked at Bella with a lust filled face. “You pair are just to
fucking horny I’m going to let go,” he muttered.

“Bell this is
fucking awesome fun fucking in public.”

Bella watched
the mans face and pre-empted his orgasm, she smiled at rose lifting
one eyebrow, “Ready, steady, go.” The man thrust for a final time
grabbing Rose’s breasts as hard as he could and muffling the roar
of his orgasm by burying his face in her back.”

Rose squealed
with delight as his load warmed her pussy. She coughed and drew
short breaths as she come. Bella watched her face, a new
experience, she looked so serene as she accepted her vascular
reward pulsed around her body by her thumping heart. “Fuck I feel
guilty taking it from you Bell.”

The man fell
against the wall and Rose stood pulling her skirt down and
adjusting her top. Bella shook her head. “Don’t be darling was
worth it just to see your face, you loved it. This is a buzz, let’s
go home and fuck each other.”

Bella and Rose
picked up one each of the strap on dildo’s, the man leant against
the wall his half erect penis still hanging from his fly glistening
with Roses seminal fluid. “Can we have these,” Rose asked.

“With my
compliments,” muttered the man.

They put them
in their bags and shuffled toward the door, Rose turned to the
store owner as Bella walked out. “I enjoyed that, some weapon you
have, I feel great, bye.”

They raced down
the arcade giggling and laughing heading for home, they
occasionally broke into a canter but their unbridled breasts caused
problems and they laughed some more.

Rose showered
as soon as they completed the ritual of the security systems. Bella
read the instruction pamphlet supplied with the machine’s, loaded
the batteries, filled the fluid chambers. She stripped off
adjusting the belt for her shapely waist, she handled the shaft
hanging from her and felt in control. She held it with one hand as
she walked from the kitchen to Rose’s room, Rose had finished
drying herself by the bed with her back to Bella. Bella crept up
and surprised her. “Ready for action darling.”

Rose turned and
admired her naked partner, the smell of Bella’s perfume excited
her. “Oh, me first, goody.” She lay down on the bed her legs wide
apart and Bella shuffled in on her knees.

“How do you
want it?”

“I don’t really
know just bury it in me and start fucking I’ll work it out and tell
you.”

Bella nestled
the head of the shaft at Roses vaginal lips wet with anticipation.
She lent over Rose supporting herself with one arm wile guiding the
implement in with the other, he breasts swung over Roses face and
Rose handled them with gentle lust. “I’ll talk dirty, works for me.
Cop this you fucking horny bitch.” She thrust the enormous weapon
into Rose who yelped grabbed Bella around the chest and buried her
face into Bella’s cleavage. Bella was surprised with what ease the
enormous weapon sunk to the bottom of Rose’s vulva, she slowly
thrust back and forth her hair hanging around Rose’s face like a
tent. Rose took her face out of Bella’s chest to talk.

“Oh Bella you
have no fucking idea, give it to me go, talk more dirt.”

“Thought so, I
love it my pussy is busting.”

“I won’t last
long Bell go baby.” Bella went to town the implement was so big it
stopped Bella’s naval just short of slapping on Rose’s buttocks.
Bella looked down over Rose’s pulsating body in the semi darkness
created by the tent of her hair and could read the ecstasy in her
eyes of fire and look of pure tranquillity.

“Now you
fucking horny bitch see if you can stand this.” Bella went berserk
bashing the head of the implement against the back of Roses vulva,
she watched with interest as Rose let go of her chest lay back on
the sheet with her arms outstretched and with her eyes closed
screamed at the top of her voice, Bella hit the button in her hand
and filled her with warm sweet smelling paste.

Rose scavenged
for breath, Bella stopped pumping, she could see the height of
ecstasy sustained by her actions, she could feel the anticipation
weeping from her pussy down her crutch as Rose grabbed her dangling
breast and drove her nails deep into the flesh. She opened her eyes
and struggled to speak. “Congratulation’s you are officially the
best fuck I ever had.” Bella climbed off surveying her body as she
stood up and staggered toward the kitchen, Bella unstrapped the
machine from her loins, lay on the bed and watched the door
manipulating her pussy.

Rose strutted
into the room and mounted the bed, she shuffled up between Bella’s
legs, Bella lay with her legs flat on the bed. Rose tapped her
fingers underneath one of them, “Lift them up you naughty girl,
gives a better angle.” Bella raised her legs and Rose lay over her,
Bella felt the comfort of the tent as Roses hair formed a wig wam
around her face and her breasts swung above her face. She felt the
gentle pois of the implement press on her swollen loins as Rose
with a cheeky smile buried the shaft in her vagina. She began
thrusting, “Fuck this is fun,” she muttered. Rose spoke dirty with
every thrust. “Cop, this, you, fucking, delectable, bitch, I’ll,
give, you, make, me, come, so, fucking, much, I, nearly, died.”
Bella made a sudden dive into Rose’s breasts holding them against
her checks muffling the screams, Rose pressed the button and filled
her with the sweet smelling warmth of orgasmic elevation bucking so
hard she nearly threw Rose from her thighs. Rose removed the dildo
and pushed herself up on her knees, she watched Bella’s face fill
with natural narcotic, she had never seen it this way before. She
stood up and dropped the implement to the floor then lay down
beside Bella whom was breathing that slow with her eyes shut she
appeared dead from absolute ecstasy, they lay there for ten minutes
holding hands. “Are we supposed to go to work today Bell.”

Bella opened
her eyes, her body had cooled. “No, I see Bruce tomorrow at
Vauxhall Cross some touchy job have no idea.”

“Can I
come?”

Bella chuckled.
“You’re banned Rose,” she laughed out loud. “Bonking the shit out
of half the place, you cause too much of a distraction.”

Rose propped
herself up on one elbow looking at Bella tossing her hair behind
her back. She slapped the sheet between them bringing her hand down
in rage. “Fuck Bell I can’t help it, they want to fuck me and I
want them to, no fucking law against it. I don’t wish I was a prude
I like who I am. And what about today, that man in the shop was the
most fun I’ve had in ages.”

“The sex shop
owner could a social disease Rose, when we are given targets the
risk is calculated for us and we act accordingly. You can fuck
targets Rose blowing the operatives is a conflict of interest.”

“I know the man
in the sex shop, his wife looks well to me she's sometimes in there
serving. What is that, conflict, can’t say I’ve ever caused
any.”

Bella raise her
eyebrows then thought for a while her face deep in concentration.
“Mmm, John may agree with you. Conflict of interest sounds an
industrial and governistic term. They impose these things on us but
I know how they carry on, do as I say not as I do, he understood
you I'm just catching on, John’s right your just a sexy bystander,
fuck are you sexy. Did you have sex from a young age, were you
sexually abused, we’ve never spoken of this?”

Rose shrugged
here shoulders. “What’s do you mean?”

“Did anyone
touch you or have them do things to you that involved sex.”

Rose shook her
head and pouted. “No, dad sent me to all girl schools, I had some
friends with experience with boys, they used to brag about it and
show me pictures.”

“That’s similar
to me I just loved dominating the boys, I wanted what others could
have but wouldn’t let them have full sex, I felt powerful boys
would do whatever I asked them.”

“I couldn’t wag
school every move we made was watched and reported to my
parents.”

“When did you
start screwing then?”

“One of my room
mates, I think I was fourteen took me to the sex shop and showed me
dildo’s, she said they felt just like boys. I didn’t really know
what she meant. I went through her things and found it when she
wasn’t there, I messed around pushing where I had seen her use it
and suddenly it disappeared inside me. Wow I wondered what the hell
was going on, I freaked out when I saw a load of blood but I
couldn’t stop it felt fantastic.”

Bella displayed
a range of facial expressions as she listened ranging from
disbelief to humorous appreciation. “When did you have first have a
real dick.”

Rose looked at
the ceiling in deep thought. “I can’t remember exactly, towards the
end of high school. I got my own dildo after trying my friends and
couldn’t get enough and found a pair of rubber pants in the sex
shop with a big rubber dildo as part of the crutch. I put them on
with the dildo up me all day, sometimes I’d orgasm just walking
along.”

“Really, when
was your first orgasm?”

“I can’t
remember, maybe the first time I used the dildo, the more I used
them the stronger the feeling became until I used to scream at the
top of my voice.”

Bella thought
hard. “Yeah, my recollections are similar, I orgasmed ages before
John had sex with me as a virgin. I remember the first time, I’ll
never forget it was sweet.”

“One of the
only male teachers at my school was a spunk, I used to watch him
during lessons and wiggle around on my rubber pants. I orgasmed
toward the end of a lesson I think I was seventeen and he thought I
was sick, he sent me to the first aid room and came down to see if
I was okay after lesson. I was so naive I thought most girls
masturbated and orgasmed, I know some screwed they bragged about
it. I just explained I had orgasmed watching him and showed him my
rubber pants. He was so gentle, he locked the door and talked to me
for a while explaining the dangers of social disease and pregnancy,
when he asked if I had orgasms he nearly fell off his chair when I
said four or five times a day. He said I was at risk of all these
things and demonstrated the use of a condom, he had some in his
wallet showing me how they worked pulling it over his finger. I’d
never seen a man’s dick and just asked if I could see his.”

“Rose, you
could get him jailed.”

“Well I didn’t
know, fuck I was left to find things out myself, divided from my
family, they were never there when I was home, I watched porno
movies and thought everyone did it.”

Bella laughed.
“And.”

“He handled me
gently rubbing my breasts, I opened up my blouse and unclipped my
bra and had control, then he sucked my nipples holy shit I fucking
loved it, my fanny swelled right up, he slipped his hand up my
dress fingering my pussy and found my clit fuck I’ll never forget
it. It’s the first time I had a tongue kiss he really knew what to
do, I copied the movies I’d seen rubbing his cock it felt huge. He
got up and put a chair under the door knob and pulled down the
blinds even though the windows were frosted, I got a bit worried I
hadn’t done it before and wondered if I could actually do it. He
undid his trousers and dropped them to the floor right in front of
my face, he asked if I wanted I could have a look but if I had
changed my mind he would put his trousers back on. I pulled down
his underpants and out it shot, the excitement as soon as I touched
it the feel was great, I played with it copying the movies and
cupped his balls all felt great. He moaned and groaned I thought I
was hurting him but he explained he felt like I did when I
masturbated. I put it in my mouth god I was hopeless I didn’t know
what to do fumbled around with my tongue for a minute or so then he
pulled it our and stood me up guided me to the bed along one wall
behind a curtain laid me down on it and pulled the curtain. He
striped off and I sat up asking to look at him for a while he was
the first man I’d ever seen naked, his cock was hard as and
sticking straight up my pussy was giving me heaps, but I remember
thinking what the fuck. He let me look for a while sitting on the
side of the bed then pushed my legs apart lifting my dress above my
pussy, he let me watch everything as he offered his shaft up to my
pussy I giggled. He smiled looking in my face then pulled my head
down holding me by the neck so I was in full view then lunged into
me holy shit he said my face lit up like crystal palace, he just
gave it to me. He banged the living shit out of me for I don’t know
how long because I was on another planet then suddenly pulled his
cock out and blew all over my pussy and legs, as he cleaned me up
he explained it was another way of avoiding pregnancy. By the time
we were cleaned up he had another rock hard erection so I fucking
jumped it standing up, he lifted me up and thrashed me up and down
against the wall holding me by the thighs fuck I orgasmed in five
minutes drowning his loins. We ran out of time, cleaned up and left
like nothing had happened.”

“You actually
did it, screwed your spunk school teacher, I only got to dream
about it.”

“Oh hang on,
that was the second time, the physical education teacher, I was
about fifteen, I forgot about him, he left the next day, I felt
terrible. I can't really recall what happened, poor man, never did
find him."

"What to say
sorry?"

"No, fuck him
properly, I think I was pretty hopeless, I can't remember, could be
more, I can't remember some of the men I fucked last month. You
must have done something Bell the men would have been all over
you.”

“I blew guys
finding out who had the biggest dick, then Jodi and I were nearly
raped on the way home from school and John watched over us stopped
most of the shenanigans other than the really keen in the girls
toilet of a lunch time. When do you think you became a nympho?”

“From when I
wore the rubber pants, I got hooked on what happens when you have
an orgasm, nothing else seemed to matter.”

“I studied it
in military school, adrenalin and endorphins are as addictive as
recreational drugs like cocaine. The same thing has happened to me,
handling a huge dick I used to orgasm I think as far as I can
remember and once I gave birth to little John I got stuck into sex
I couldn’t get enough. I’m just down without it, it dominates my
life. I’m so influenced by John he suggested I turn it into a
strength he was unable to do what I could do and he was right. It’s
in our genes and we’ve grown to understand each other. I hated you
when I first saw you John lusted over your body I was insanely
jealous.”

“Did he really,
if I’d know that I would have fucked him.”

Bella laughed.
“Rose now I’d let you anyway, life’s to short. Did you fuck your
teacher again?”

Rose hesitated
for a few seconds. "Never thought Id have someone I could tell
about all this, a female with a like mind, makes sense." She came
back to earth. "My teacher again, oh yeah, he taught me heaps, we
met at a hotel after school he told his wife he was working back
and how. I became so insatiable he brought friends along up to
three I loved it, when I graduated guys threw money at me for
having sex I needed a job and it just fitted my character. I
married with expectations from my parents but it was just a waist
of time, I screwed the best man and the bridal party, was a waist
of time, I never went near it again, not for me. Fuck I've never
spoken about any of this before, I doubt women can talk to their
husbands about these things, you can have men without marrying
them.”

Bella chuckled.
“I know what that’s like, I’m such a bitch I was determined to have
John before Jodi and did the night before the wedding.”

“Really
unreal.”

“Unfortunately
or fortunately I got pregnant even though I was a virgin.”

“Does John
know?”

“Yes.”

“I just don’t
get pregnant, maybe I’m baron or something.”

“Me neither,
something happened when I gave birth and I’m unable to bear any
more children.”

“I would have
liked just one like you.”

“We had to fuck
each other to talk to find out how alike we are, em speaking of
fucking each other can I go first again.”

Rose got up
hurrying to fulfil Bella’s suggestion and picked up the strap on
machines, she washed them up in the bathroom, trotted to the
kitchen and refilled the reservoirs. She stood by the bed eyeing
Bella’s pussy as Bella oozed the vixen from her fiery squinted
eyes. She placed Bella’s on the side bedside cabinet ready for
action and strapped hers around her thighs. “You want it from
behind bitch.”

Bella pushed
herself along on her buttocks sliding from the bed and standing
next to Rose looking in her face. “I’ll try anything once.” She
turned around, bent over and propped herself up on the bed with her
palms. She looked around watching Rose line her vaginal cavity up
holding her weapon with one hand and steadying Bella’s thighs with
the other. She rubbed the head of the shaft up and down Bella’s
slit. “Don’t bother I’m dripping.” Rose lent slightly towards her
and the rippling surface of the fake penis massaged the internal
walls of Bella’s vaginal cavity producing the result it was
designed for. “Oh Rose you have to try this,” she watched Roses
breast jiggle up and down as she commandingly bashed away at
Bella’s thighs the head of the shaft belting the back wall of
Bella’s vulva the shaft bending and pushing the walls of her cavity
out increasing satisfaction. Rose watched Bella’s buttocks admiring
the view, she thrust away for several minutes Bella playing ever
new tunes, she looked straight up at the ceiling and screamed as
she orgasmed loosing rhythm.

“Rose, you’re
supposed to be fucking me.”

“Fuck I can’s
help it I never seen such an arse before, fuck your beautiful no
wonder men like this.” She refocused and began to bang away harder
than ever. “Your turn you fucking horny bitch.”

“Again!”

“I said cop
this you fucking horny bitch are you deaf bitch.”

“More!”

Rose shouted
with every thrust. “You, fucking, absolute, incredible, fucking,
machine, you, deserve, six, men, in, a, fucking, row.”

“Drench me, hit
it!” Rose pushed the button filling Bella with sweet smelling
paste, it squeezed back between the shaft and her vaginal walls
running down her legs. Bella dropped her head to the sheet muffling
her screams, she lifted her face away converted in darkness by her
hair. “Rose, you’ll suffer when I get behind you bitch.”

Rose withdrew
the shaft from Bella’s throbbing pussy, she unbuckled the machine
dropping it to the floor, kicking it away from their feet. She bent
over next to cloaked in darkness by her hair she excitedly spoke.
“I know how you feel Bell but as soon as you can I am busting you
fucking lucky bitch, you sound like you’re on the moon.”

Bella gasped
for breath. “Venus, mercury somewhere but I certainly just left
here for a while.” She stood up and threw her hair over her back,
she looked at Rose’s beckoning buttocks, she knelt down behind her
lining poising her mouth at her vagina. “Fuck it I’m going down.”
She thrust her tongue inside Rose and dragged it up and down her
slit.

“Bella get the
cock and fuck me for fuck sake, I could get used to this.” Bella
stood up wiped her mouth on her arm, retrieved the dildo and
strapped it on. Rose threw back her hair and watched leaning on the
bed poised in anticipation, Bella looked vixen at Rose as she
slowly strapped the awesome shaft on.

“Fuck are you
going to cop it bitch.”

“Keep talking
and for god’s sake fuck me.”

Bella poised
the weapon at her cavity. “Who’s a naught girl fucking her teacher,
I’ll show you what punishment we have for naughty bitches with
fucking awesome arses and tits that fuck teachers.”

Rose was
seething with want, her face was etched with fire. “Bell for god
sake fuck me and keep talking.” Bella lunged the weapon at Rose’s
love canal and it sank deep inside with a resounding shriek of
appreciation. Bella placed the button on Roses back, lent round and
grabbed her breasts for leverage. “Bell you’re a fucking mind
reader.”

She thrust away
leaning over Roses back inadvertently for several minutes then
inadvertently activated the button with her naval, Bella wondered
why Rose began thrashing around and bashing the bed with both
hands, about ten seconds later Rose fell limp and dropped onto the
bed. The dildo disconnected and as Rose turned over with her legs
wide open her eyes closed face toward the ceiling her back on the
bed propping herself up with her legs on the floor. Bella showed no
mercy as she soaked up the natural narcotics seeping through her
veins blinded by ecstasy Bella stood between her legs, dominating
her with one arm either side of her breasts leaning on the bed and
lunged the shaft deep inside her black hair covering her breasts
brushing her nipples to maximum erection. “How’s this bitch, have I
discovered something.”

Rose held
Bella’s shoulders with her hands her eyes slightly open lit up with
satisfaction. “Bell, that was fucking unreal, there’s something in
that white stuff, my pussy is so sensitive,” she whispered.

“I’m stuffed
anyway, I‘m so satisfied I just want to lie next to you.”

“Okay, pull it
out this’ll last for a while.” Bella slid the shaft from Rose’s
throbbing vagina, stood up unbuckled the weapon and dropped the
belt on the floor with a clunk and kicked it out the way then fell
on the bed next to her, closed her eyes in semi slumber breathing
heavily.

They lay silent
for half an hour. “Rose I’m hungry.”

Rose pushed
herself up on her elbows. “I’m starving.” They got up and had a
quick shower lathering each others bodies standing connected
beneath the shower outlet running the suds off as soon as they
could. They dried themselves threw the towels on the floor and
rushed to the kitchen, they threw salad sandwiches together, poured
orange juice sat naked opposite each other at the kitchen table
poking the sandwiches in there mouths at an alarming rate,
swallowing the food before it was adequately chewed. “This tastes
great,” Rose took another bite and spoke between chews. “I really
enjoyed that but frankly Bell I feel a bit weird.”

Bella managed
the occasional sentence between chewing. “Mmmm, me to.”

“Isn’t one
lesbian supposed to be butch or something, you know more or less
have balls.”

Bella chocked.
“Rose bloody hell, were nymphomaniacs and I flatly refuse to dress
up as a guy.”

“Well fuck that
so do I.”

“I don’t want
to marry you Rose but I’d appreciate you fucking me occasionally
especially with that thing we bought and that’s it. Actually I’m
going to screw a man as soon as I can I feel a bit weird as
well.”

“Blimey I feel
the same, I’m going to go back and screw the sex shop owner again
he spread stuff on his dick like that paste I could smell it, that
was the best two minute fuck I’ve ever had.”

“That’s where I
smelt that stuff.”

“How’s you’re
pussy mines basking in it.”

“I was going to
fuck you to death with just the smell of it I have no idea what it
is but had my heart racing.”

“I’ll ask him
what it is.”

“Like he’ll
tell you I don’t think, no wonder men like fucking us, if they feel
like us while they screw and then orgasm no wonder they roar like a
bull.”

“Look I’m
struggling with this, I love you Bell what are we going to do. The
best fuck I ever had is a women that’s my best friend where is this
going.”

“Rose we lost
focus, things are slow, I’m blown out what do you want me to say, I
feel the same the best fuck I ever had was a blonde women I hated
at first site. Fucking lust why can’t I be struck with prudishness.
Go back in the bedroom and well be fucking in seconds, were sex
maniacs, nymphomaniacs, I wish I could talk to Lawrence if he’s
still alive, you can love it or let it destroy you what’s it going
to be.”

“I need another
sandwich then it’s my turn first and abuse me more your taunting is
to tame, I’ve had men abuse the shit out of me and slap my arse
till it stings and I love it, we have the advantage of finding out
what blows our minds for each other, we hardly need Lawrence
whoever he may be or anyone else to work that out.”

“Don’t you talk
down to me bitch you’ll change your tune and beg for mercy, you’re
a fucking hoar.” Roses stopped chewing on the last of her sandwich,
she held herself still not wanting to miss a work, her face glowed
and her nose flared, her chest heaved her nipples hardening, Bella
became moist as she gained control and launched a scathing attack.
She stood up throwing her hair behind her back looking down at
Rose. “So you want a fucking pounding, I’ll have you begging for
mercy if you’re up to it you tainted slut, what a fucking rag, all
you want to do is fuck what a deranged bitch. I think you’ve met
your match, I’m going to eat your pussy till you scream for
it.”

“Fuck the
sandwich,” they raced toward the bedroom.


 CHAPTER THIRTEEN

In her teens
Rose had loved horses and still did, she was never in a position to
look after one but her respect and love of horses never dwindled.
She held the horse in esteem, taught of its sacrifice in the First
World War during history lessons in school for some reason she
harboured a feeling of respect for the horse. Known to no one, Rose
had given money to Vince to save local horses when told of their
plight, she had him drive her to local fields just to see the
steeds run, knowing they were free made her feel sheltered.

In regard to
world news and happenings Rose was merely guided by Bella, they
were often too busy and oblivious to the real world. They were
summoned to Australia, no information was given, winged by Learjet
to a remote airfield in the state of New South Wales called
Rutherford. Rose had never the Hunter Valley before, she was
inspired by the view as the little jet dropped its landing gear
tracking over vineyards and horse studs. Rose suddenly grabbed
Bella's arm bringing her attention to a charging black horse just
bellow them, the horse reared up and screamed down the valley.
"Look at that horse, its huge, shines in the sun like a black star.
These people are so lucky, a vineyard and beautiful horses, where
are we."

Bella peered
out the little oval window; she picked up the pilot intercom phone
on the wall next to their seats. "Where are we, hmm, oh really, he
does, can you wing back over it before we land." The little jet
banked steeply and circled the picturesque winery, the roared over
the black steed thundering along below a rocky mountain range, it
ran with two other horses.

Rose's senses
tingled at the sight of the trio. "Six black horses."

Bella looked at
Rose. "Where did you hear that?"

"In
School."

"The tomb of
the unknown soldier."

"Yes, six black
horses took him to rest."

"Pilot tells me
that's Shangri La winery, home of the fastest horse on the
planet."

The scenery
below them changed quickly as the jet lined up the runway and
touched down. "Why do I feel such a connection to that horse, fuck
it's freaking me out?"

Bella looked
seriously at Rose with a slight frown, she didn't want to admit it,
she'd never been excited nor felt connection with a horse, that was
of course until she had encountered this horse. Bella knew what
horse it was but held her tongue harbouring presumptive dialogue
may distract from fact.

John Stanton
was waiting; his ominous red mustang glinted in the sunlight as the
little jet taxied to a stop, dropped the girls off, and then taxied
away to take off. Stanton watched like a hawk around the horizon as
he quickly helped the girls into the car, he speed off toward an
open gate toward the rear of the airport far from the humble
terminal buildings. Rose was in the back of the car and Bella
beside Stanton, Bella had an immediate question. "Where's our
luggage?"

"On its way to
Melbourne where you're scheduled to land." replied Stanton.

"Well that's
just dandy John, my knickers are in the luggage."

Stanton looked
at Bella's exposed pussy out the corner of his eye, neatly trimmed
black pubic hair just showing below her mini skirt hem ridden up as
she sat in the seat. "Pheww, nice decorations Bell." He was silent
and put his hand on her leg between gear changes. "You won't need
knickers."

"Ohh, been a
good girl have I."

"Bella we need
focus on the mission, yes you've been a good girl."

Rose had one
eyebrow higher than the other. "I've been good too." Stanton had a
quick glance over his shoulder, and then back to the road, he
engaged the supercharger as he entered a main road, a black GT Ford
Falcon passed in the opposite direction siren and lights flashing,
a plain police pursuit vehicle driven by a part aboriginal man, he
waved. "Are they looking or us."

"No their
covering our arse."

"You can cover
my arse any time you want."

Bella looked
blandly at Rose shaking her head. "Rose." Rose had her legs wide
open in the middle of the rear seat, she had arranged her breasts
cleavage so her nipples were just showing. "Close your legs and put
your tits away."

Stanton watched
Rose in the rear vision mirror, she bit her bottom lip with a smile
as she rearranged her clothing and closed her legs. "Its okay Rose
was well worth a look."

"John, for
god's sake, what's so important that you call on us, besides
sex."

"Two doubles
will go through customs in Melbourne, they look a bit like you at a
distance, and any interested parties will track the pair on a
sightseeing holiday."

"Oh wow, we
going on holiday."

"Rose quiet and
listen."

"Awww."

"I'll be
dropping you at a chopper in a few minutes and your off to
Melbourne, He'll drop you clear of the city in a field and Hurst
will pick you up. There's no briefing sheet, Flaxmead is due to run
in his second Melbourne Cup tomorrow and he brings out targets we
can't get at when he runs."

"Who the fuck
is Flaxmead."

Bella looked at
Rose, she had guilt written all over her face. "The black horse you
could see while we were landing."

"You know the
bloody things name."

"Things are on
a need to kno...."

Stanton
interrupted. "And you need to know Rose, tell her on the way to
Melbourne. You stick with Hurst and flank Rose, they wont be
expecting you, the decoys will set them at ease."

Rose stuck her
head between the seats with an inquisitive look. "Set who at
ease."

"Francesco's
mob for one."

"Luigi
Francesco's dead."

"But his son
isn't."

"Does he live
in Australia."

"Griffith, head
of the Australian arm of the Sicilian mafia, you know what they're
like."

Rose sat back
in her seat. "Fuck yeah."

"He thinks
you're a night's gift from a Russian arms dealer, the partner of
the arms dealer called Khrushchev."

Bella silent
with concentration asked a question. " Khrushchev, the Russian
agent on Foulness Island."

"Yes."

"We sanctioned
him."

"Ahh, but not
his identity, I've used his identity for many missions, even the
Russians think his still alive. I lifted his profile to an arms
dealer for good reasons."

"And what has
Francesco done to be of interest to you."

"Dealing in
arms, military hardware."

Rose put her
head between the seats again. "Do I kill him?"

"No, get as
much information out of him as you can. He's liable to say a bit to
you as he thinks you're in the loop being Khrushchev's partner.
Hurst knows the rendezvous hotel and time, you keep anything you
find out to yourself and tell me when you are picked up to come
back here."

"I just watch
Rose with Bruce."

"No." Stanton
drew a big breath and looked agitated. "You remember Kostan Immosnavich?"

"KGB, pilot in
the Polaris Sheldon affair."

"Excellent
Bell, he's been a double agent since then working with me, someone
has dropped the penny on him in Moscow. Managed to have him shipped
to Melbourne, Francesco thinks he's muscle escorting Rose, he gets
seen at the door of the hotel with Rose then, that's what Francesco
expects and Kostan has been instructed to do. Kostan has a
password, without it Rose will be under suspicion or rejected, took
a long time to set this up. Immosnavich delivers his password, Rose
gets in and Hurst takes Kostan Immosnavich to the airport back to
London."

"And if it goes
wrong."

"It won't, will
it Bell."

"How do we get
back here?"

"I don't know,
chopper pilot will tell you the return rendezvous point and time
when he drops you off, you know how it works, I only need to know
when the time comes."

"Nino Ferraro
was into military arms, the man Louise and I terminated. Has
Francesco got anything to do with him?"

Stanton looked
in the mirror. "That's part of the lead, try not to mention it
unless you think it will make a difference to what Francesco will
give up. They meet once a year and exchange information intimately,
among all the dons, we don't know what's said at these meetings;
assume the worst and they know Ferraro was terminated by a women.
Could be why Francesco demanded complicated interaction."

Bella was busy
exposing her attributes to Stanton, she lent over and felt his
crutch. "John, you want to get rid of that."

"What in two
minutes, the choppers just over there."

Rose put her
head in the middle of the seats and pulled Bella's hand from his
crutch. She raised her eyebrows and wore a cheeky smile. "You've
had that since you were watching me earlier."

"Rose."

Bella looked
daggers at Rose. "You fucking randy bitch, I thought we agreed it's
business." She looked sternly at Stanton, Rose was still smiling
and chirpy.

"John darling,
one day I'll bend over in front of you and turn your balls inside
out."

Bella shrugged
it off. "Tell her John."

Stanton
coughed, he looked round at Roses cleavage. "She could be
right."

"You wait till
we get to the hotel Rose, you'll be begging for it."

"Well you
better do a good job or I may look elsewhere."

Stanton frowned
with mystification, he looked at Bella. "What the fuck." He pulled
up at the chopper, Bella opened the door and climbed out, she let
Rose out putting her hand up Rose's short dress making her yelp and
smile.

"Bella, wait
till we you know."

Bella lent in
before she closed the door. "We'll have to fuck each other till you
buck your ideas up John Stanton." She slammed the door.

Stanton opened
the passenger window, he could hardly hear over the choppers
engine. "Hey mind the door, they don't make these anymore you
know."

Bella put her
head in the window and shouted. "When I get back I want a
session."

"So do I."

Bella raised
her eyebrows in relief. "Ohh, thank fuck for that." They climbed
aboard the chopper, their buttock length hair blew around in the
wake of the choppers rotors, and they struggled to hold it down
around their shoulders. Rose made sure Stanton got an eyeful.

Stanton mumbled
under his breath as he roared away. "Holy shit Francesco's got no
hope."

Rose and Bella
discussed the past in relation to Flaxmead and Stanton's
involvement with the thundering equines exploits, the dialogue at
times became heated, Stanton's presence continued to stand between
them at times. Bella bathed in the essence of a promised session
with her distant love right under the nose of her rival Jodi, Bella
was well aware how dangerous Rose could be and kept the chance
meeting close to her breast. As the chopper circled Flemington
Racecourse the mode changed to pure professionalism, they reminded
themselves many lives may depend on it.

The chopper
landed on the infield, just one of many coming and going, Hurst met
them disguised as a limo driver aboard a stretch Rolls, amid the
flamboyant background it was inconspicuous. Heading for a house in
nearby Kensington owned by Stanton, the girls were quick to enquire
about absolute necessities, especially Rose, she picked up the
intercom and spoke to Hurst. "Where's our luggage?"

Hurst raised his eyebrows and remained as stately as possible in
his white gloves and peaked cap, he waved to the pilot as the car
drew away and the chopper lifted off, he lowered the petition
separating the rear compartment from the driver. "In the boot, your
doubles are on a motor launch at a St Kilda marina, other side of
the city, they took the bait."

"Where are we
going?"

"Kensington,
ten minutes away."

Bella butted
in. "A hotel."

"House, owned
by John."

"Does he use
this place?"

"Sometimes, but
not while he's looking after Flaxmead."

Bella wore a
sulky look and faced the window without looking out. Rose pounced.
"Ha ha, you'll have to wait." Bella looked daggers at Rose. Rose
pouted and shrugged her shoulders. "Oh touchy, wait till I get hold
of you in a few minutes."

Hurst
interrupted. "Bella you hang with me and John, Rose, I'll take you
to Francesco this evening, no one knows you and your stealth is
critical. Bella was at last year's cup and has been seen with
John."

"Cup, what
fucking cup."

"The Melbourne
Cup."

"Oh, the kids
and the horse, yeah Bella told me."

Hurst drew
breath and composed himself. "We pick up a Russian on the way to
Francesco, he will deliver you to the door of Francesco's
room."

"Check."

"You have till
four am, then you drug Francesco and leave, I'll be waiting at
exactly four am, you must get it right. John's shutting down the
surveillance system at the hotel for fifteen minutes at four
am."

"Check."

"I'll go past
the house and pick up Bella, drop you at the horse float with John.
You stay in the float till the race is run and Lindy Cumberland the
jockey is taken back to New South Wales. You will be disguised as
members of the training crew, you'll be dropped at Rutherford
airport, and a plane will be waiting for you.

Bella lent over
the seat. "I thought I was going to see John in Newcastle."

"That's all I
know Bell."

She threw
herself back in her seat. "Fuck, fucking lying bastard."

Rose wore a
cheeky grin, she lent forward into Bella's space. "On a failed
promise are you?"

"Fuck off
bitch."

Rose sat back
in her seat with her arms folded grinning at Bella. "I bet he bends
you over somewhere exciting and unexpected, he knows what you
like."

Bella again
lent toward Hurst. "I don't like it here, too many people know me,
the press are all over that horse like a rash."

"In some ways
that's an advantage, but John thought about that and put counter
measures in place. Interested parties think you and Rose are on
holiday in St Kilda, the wont change. If you have an interest in
Flaxmead's demise, you would have to be game to show your face at
the cup with John there, especially after what happened to Idris
Nasih last year, the mob knows about that. We are just interested
in the welfare of the horse at Flemington, the real mission is with
Rose. You remember Jack Prendergast?"

Bella thought.
"Yes, he owned the horse that ran second to Flaxmead."

"Well he died
the day after the cup."

"How sad."

"Gail
Flametower bought the horse, Brazen Heart and has been training it
all year with Jimmy Cotton remember him?"

"Yes he was the
old trainer that spoke to Lindy before she mounted up, John was
looking for him, and he finally surfaced at the race."

"Jodi has been
jacking up the media so much all the spotlight is on Brazen Heart,
by the use of many articles Jodi convinced the public Brazen Heart
will run Flaxmead down."

"Could it?"

"They ran
Brazen Heart with Flaxmead two weeks ago at a secret rendezvous,
Brazen Heart didn't see which way Flaxmead went."

"Why all the
hype then?"

"Brazen Heart
has all the media and public attention, its the ace up our sleeve,
Francesco has even tried to buy Brazen Heart, you need remember
that Rose, he likes horse racing and may loosen his tongue. All
this takes the public and media attention away from us and every
little bit helps. The odd government official that knows of you
Bella would just brush it off as something they already expected,
that's providing one is here, the odds off that are far worse than
winning the lottery." There was an uncomfortable silence as the
limo progressed in a stately manner to a Kensington address. The
limo turned into a driveway, a garage door opened and closed behind
them. Hurst alighted with them, opening the boot, the girls
retrieved their luggage and Hurst led them through a side door into
the premises. He put the cases down in the kitchen. "This place is
racked with undetectable surveillance, John will look over you all
the time you are here." He walked to the garage access door, he
tipped his hat. "Pick you up in six hours Rose, you in the morning
Bella after I pick Rose up." He left.

Bella grabbed
her bag and selected the largest bedroom with a double bed. She
scanned the walls, in the corner of the cornice she could see what
she thought was a pin camera, she pulled a chair up from the
dressing table, stood on it and inspected the suspected hardware.
To the trained eye of Bella the subtle camera placement was
difficult to see but she found it. She climbed down and the camera
was a wide angel high quality piece of hardware capable of a three
sixty view of the room. She looked in the light fitting and found
one in the centre of the chandelier directly over the bed. She
walked back down the hallway and found Rose preparing a sandwich
from the refrigerator. "Plenty of food here Bell, you want a
sandwich?"

She opened
Roses case on the kitchen table, she rummaged around and found
Roses monster dildo, and she loaded it with lubricating jelly. She
tested the ejaculation pump, it shot a stream of the narcotic jelly
across the room up the wall. She grabbed Rose by the arm and
dragged her up the hall and into the bedroom, she slowly stripped
Roses blouse and dropped her scant mini skirt onto the floor. She
stood in front of a heavily breathing Rose and with the smile of a
vixen removed her clothes. She dragged Rose into the ensuite
bathroom, ran the shower and dragged Rose under the streaming
water, she lathered Roses body, and she gently put Rose's wet
buttock length hair behind her, pushed against the wall under the
water stream and went down on her. She lifted Roses right leg over
her shoulder and wrapped her mouth around her vaginal lips, she
manipulated her clit with her tongue, Rose tried to claw the tiled
wall and held her head back under the stream groaning with emotion
and lust. Rose grabbed Bella's head and dug her nails into her
scalp, Bella yelped. Bella worked on her for a few minutes. "Bell,
fuck I'm nearly there, I want the monster."

Bella turned
the shower off and they dried themselves with the sumptuous white
towels hanging from heated tail racks. Bella gently ran the towel
over Roses body paying extra attention to her nipples, Rose was
squealing and drawing short breath. Bella dried her long straight
black locks as she walked into the bedroom, she stopped at the
monster dildo laying on the floor. Rose still damp in places and
with wet hair threw herself on the bed opening her legs wide, she
watched Bella strap the artificial cock to their loins, she looked
daggers at Rose as she slowly clipped up the straps. Bella knew if
Stanton wasn't watching he would view the footage at a later date
the surveillance system activated by motion and facial recognition.
She walked her knees across the blue silk quilt, poising herself
over Roses Vagina. Her wet black hair hung down over her shoulder
in a wet heap by Roses head, Rose grabbed her arse. "Bell please,
come on I'm absolutely busting for you." Bella poised the weapon at
her vaginal lips with her mouth open she looked at Rose and pushed
the monster home. Roses nails bit into the flesh of her arse and
beckoned her to thrust. Bella looked at the camera with a nasty
smile as she thrust away at Roses swollen vagina, she was having
something Stanton couldn't have and it excited her. Rose didn't
last long.

"Now Bell give
it to me." Bella pushed the pump button and the monster delivered a
drenching of narcotic jelly to the back of Roses vagina. Rose fell
limp and hunted for breath. Bella pulled the monster from her
throbbing pussy, she stood by the bed and undid the harness, it
dropped to the floor with a clunk. Bella lay beside Rose looking up
at the chandelier, her legs wide and feet flat on the bed exposing
her vagina to the camera waiting for Rose to recover and ravish
her.

Rose was far
too absorbed in sex to evaluate Bella's conduct, the motive for her
sudden sexual onslaught was expected. Rose finally came down to
earth, she slowly slipped of the bed to her feet and fumbled round
with the weapon, she picked it up from the floor and stumbled to
the bathroom, she washed it, and the reservoir had sufficient jelly
to continue without reload. She strapped it on, entered the bedroom
and began stalking Bella around the bed, she threw her wet hair
from one shoulder to the next, Bella was busy manipulating herself
watching Roses every move. Rose suddenly leapt on Bella and without
mercy drove the dildo deep inside her wet throbbing pussy. She held
her self above Bella, she found her wet hair held together laying
beside Bella's head as she dominated her gave a better view of
Bella's torso. She held the weapon fully inserted and had a naughty
grin, Bella began to thrust against the weapon but Bella exerted
pressure with her thighs restricting her movement. "Uh uh."

"Rose fuck me
you bitch."

Rose chuckled.
"I'm in charge, your being fucked."

"I got you off
quick as."

"You taught me
this, times you fucking hold off while I'm wanting, fuck you, you
can wait." Rose gently began to lavish a slow deep thrust. Bella
pulled her close and looked over her shoulder smiling at the
camera, she bit rose's neck and thrust her tongue in her ear.

"Bell you
bitch, you know that makes me want cock." Rose responded with a
relentless pounding, she delivered a short dose of jelly, it coated
the inside of Bella's vagina and the narcotic entered her blood
stream, her mouth dried as Rose pounded on and she orgasmed,
screaming and digging her nails into Roses back, Rose let fly with
more jelly emptying the reservoir into Bella's wet cavity, aroused,
swollen, and sensitive the jelly delivered its elements into
Bella's blood stream. "What do you think now?"

Bella coughed
and stammered, she was barely put two words together. "Get off,
load up and you're next."

"I'm
hungry."

"Go eat, I'll
load this thing up and by the time you get back I'll be ready."

"Wow, your very
keen today, usually have to fuck you twice to get any sense out of
you." Rose climbed off and left the bedroom bound for the
kitchen."

Bella recovered
and stood directly under the camera, she looked directly at it, and
she wore the look of a vixen. "If you can't, she can, and I have
her. Buck your ideas up or miss out." She stumbled from the bed, as
more narcotics began to take and she rushed to clean and reload the
monster dildo. She strapped it on and hunted Rose down, she found
her eating a sandwich standing by the food work area in the
kitchen. She grabbed Rose by the neck bending her over the edge of
the bench, she bent her legs slightly, presented the weapon with
her right hand poised at Roses swelling pussy. She just entered
Rose a little then pulled out and walked toward the bedroom. "Bell
you fucking inconsiderate bitch come back." Bella walked on, Rose
discarded her snack and walked briskly up to the bedroom, Bella
waited at the beds edge.

"Well bend over
that's what you love."

"The wall
Bell." Rose faced the wall beside the bed, she pushed her butt out
a little to expose her throbbing pussy. Bella lent against the wall
with her left hand and guided the weapon home with her right. She
unleashed a pounding driven by her the mixture of natural and
absorbed augmentation. Rose held her arms up the wall clawing at
the tile surface in rapture, Bella held Roses shoulders for
leverage, Roses long locks tangled in the weapon, this further
enhanced Rose's rapture as the fibres of her hair dragged along the
inside of her vagina. Bella gave Rose doses of jelly every thirty
seconds or so, she stood on tip toe screaming at the wall, Bella
tiring with such an aggressive onslaught held the pump button
drowning Roses pussy in warm jelly. Rose orgasmed, they dropped to
the floor in a heap, hunting for breath, tangled in each others
hair, the smell of red door perfume burning from their bodies. The
dragged themselves onto the bed, and tethered together by body
fluids and hair crusted with secretions, embraced in each other
arms they fell asleep.

Rose woke and
checked the time displayed via a digital clock on the bedside
table, she checked it against the small gold watch on her left
wrist. It was time for her to get ready for her mission, Bella
stirred but rolled over and continued to sleep. Rose looked puzzled
at Bella for a few seconds, Bella had not attacked her like that
for a long time, and she wondered if there be a reason she would
suddenly display unfamiliar conduct. She gently pulled her hair
from under Bella and walked to the shower.


 CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Hurst arrived
exactly on time, the garage door opened, he didn't leave the seat
of the Limo. Rose climbed in and the garage door opened again, the
limo made its way to the only hotel within the same block grounds
as Flemington race course, The Quest. Francesco had been using this
location in an effort not to draw attention that would be afforded
by more lavish accommodation closer to the city. The death of
several Sicilian gang members and a push by American authorities to
reign in mafia operations in recent years had Francesco operating
in a low key approach. Ordinary sedan vehicles to come and go as he
surveyed thoroughbreds for sale during the Melbourne cup meeting.
Rose would be met by Khrushchev in the foyer, go to Francesco's
room door, the Russian would deliver the right passwords after
knocking a set amount of times. The delivery went without incident
and Khrushchev walked out of the Quest, got into the Limo driven by
Hurst, and vanished.

By the time
Francesco had fondled Rose under her short skirt, sucked her
heaving bosom and stripped her of her clothes he had completely
lost his faculties. Rose removed his clothes working from the top,
they hadn't moved from just inside the door Francesco was so lusted
by Roses body. After she removed his pants and jocks, the only
pieces of clothing from around his feet, she took his things in her
hands and slowly ran her lips over his quivering shaft gently
running the swollen head to the back of her throat. She manipulated
it with the back of her tongue then began to slowly run her lips up
and down the rock hard shaft, she cupped his balls with her hand
gently fondling them, she knew he was close to blowing, she ran he
lips off his cock, stood and led him by the cock into the bedroom.
Sensing he had a hot load Rose was keen to orgasm, she lay him on
the bed and knelt astride his shaft, her hair hang down over his
face, guided the head of his shaft to the lips of her vagina and
lowered herself down onto it. He hunted for breath and grabbed the
checks of her arse pounding away, the slapping sound resounded
around the bedroom. Rose lowered herself down and whispered in his
ear, he groaned and moaned with pleasure. "Come on now, give it to
me, don't you think I deserve it." He pulled her close and speed up
his strokes, she felt him tighten his hold, his breath shortened,
she lunged down onto him as he screamed with delight, and she felt
the warm rush. "Mmm, darling, thank you," she squealed in his ear
as she orgasmed and fell limp over him.

Francesco said
nothing, Rose was used to this with some men, they just came and
went without saying a word, generally these men were with her for
no more than half and hour. Rose had been with Francesco for nearly
three hours; she had him ejaculate four times, and nursed another
erection in her hands. He looked down at her flowing hair bobbing
up and down on his hard cock, he sounded like any other Australian
although he was raised in an Italian speaking household.
"Kostan Immosnavich is a lucky man."

Rose sat up
throwing her hair over her back, she looked down at his smiling
face, and she continued to manipulate him with her hands.
"Why."

"I've never
come four times in a woman, when you orgasm blows my mind, you love
sex."

"Oh yeah, can
get boring, I fuck a lot of men for Kostan. He's teaching me how to
shoot, I like that."

"Guns?"

"Yes, really
exciting when they go off, the noise and smell excites me."

"I have a villa
in the south of France, secluded by the beach, I'll ask Kostan if
you can stay a week soon."

"He said
something about plans, I don't know what plans he has."

"Probably
different plans than you think, I can teach you to shoot at the
Villa, I have many different weapons."

Rose poised his
cock at her pussy and lowered herself down, she gently manipulated
herself back and forth rubbing his cock against her clit as they
spoke. "I want to shoot an assault rifle, one the armies use they
look really exciting."

"Has Kostan not
let you?"

"He's doesn't
have them."

Francesco
grabbed her arms and sat up holding her close, he began to thrust
in unison with her. "I have assault rifles, M16, AK47, many of
them. You come to the villa and I'll show you."

"Only if you'll
fuck me while I'm shooting one, I can bend over and you can go to
town, Id like that."

"Does
everything you do have sexual connections."

"Just about,
all I'm interested in is orgasms."

"I talk to
Kostan."

"I like men in
uniform, maybe the guns were used by a soldier, sounds
exciting."

"These guns are
used by the armed forces, if that turns you on Ill dress up and so
can you."

"Something
different, I'll come at that. I'll work on Kostan, your very
satisfying, I just want orgasmic sex. You're a very good boy now
here we go I think your nearly ready." Rose began to jump up and
down her perky breasts rising and falling, she looked at Francesco
with a sneer of lust.

Rose
concentrated on having Francesco ejaculate, it was taking longer
for him to climax but she succeeded. He ran his hands over her limp
body as she lay in his arms, he lay back on the bed and went to
sleep with Rose on top of him. He feel into a deep sleep, Rose had
to gently pull off his limp penis, climb off the bed, shower, and
dress. When she left Francesco was snoring. Rose had broken the
code of silence.

Hurst picked
Rose up and delivered her to the Kensington house, he left to
prepare for the following day. Rose would have to wait for the end
of the Melbourne cup race when Bella had finished her mission at
the meeting for them to be flown back to London. Rose burst in,
Bella was watching television in the lounge, she didn't look at
Rose but spoke. "Enjoy yourself?"

"Yes I did
actually, that Mario is a much better fuck than his dad, got a
bigger dick too. How long will you be at this meeting tomorrow?

"I don't know,
don't even know what I have to do."

"All day, when
will I get a fuck."

"Don't panic
hot pants well have a session when I wake up, your back early I was
about to go to bed but I figure your all fucked out."

"Yes Bell I'm
full of spunk, what's up your fucking arse, as if I'd pass on a
pounding from you."

Bella had to
look at Rose as she stood between her and the television with
aggressive hands on hips posture. "Sorry Rose."

"Ever since we
landed here you've been like this, its John isn't it."

"Of course its
John, he's probably buried in that blonde thing he married."

"You love
Jodi."

"Doesn't mean I
can't get pissed off with her occasionally."

"This has been
going on for years, you're not busy enough to take your mind off
it."

"Well now your
here I'm sure you can think of something."

"You're
antagonising me."

"What are you
going to do about it?"

"Where is
it?"

"Loaded and
ready to go on the kitchen table."

"Get in the
bedroom."

"I'm watching
the sports program on the race tomorrow, cant we fuck here in front
of the TV."

Rose shrugged
her shoulders. "I suppose so, that'll get your mind off it. Heh
heh, gotta get on to get your mind off it."

Bella chuckled.
"Rose, strip off, buckle up and fuck me. The odds on Flaxmead are
good, Jodi did a good job in selling Brazen Heart as a contender,
bookies should be broke just after the race."

Rose walked to
the kitchen discarding her clothes on the way, she yelled back at
Bella. "What the fuck are you talking about?"

Bella dropped
her dressing gown and waited for Rose to return, spread out along
the couch, she opened her legs and rose climbed on. "Odds are how
much you get per unit bet in return should your horse win."

Rose drove her
tongue down Bella's throat, Bella dug her nails into Rose's arse as
she found Bella's swollen vagina and drove the monster into her
cavity, Bella drew short breaths, Rose withdrew her tongue. "And."
She whispered.

"And who
fucking cares, god Rose I needed that, give me your tongue and
let's go."

Bella left Rose
with the monster dildo still embed in her vagina, waking early in
bed after their session on the couch, Bella delivered the
satisfaction Rose would need till she got back, Rose pulled the
monster from her cavity as Bella left with Hurst, and she went to
sleep.

Bella finally
got to see Stanton, Bella and Hurst spent most of the time round
the float that housed the Flaxmead clan. Lindy Cumberland mounted
Flaxmead and the race was run. Whilst the crew took care of post
race, Stanton took Bella to the Kensington house and Hurst left
with a target, extradited to London.

Stanton took
Rose to one side in the kitchen, Bella was furious and waited in
the bedroom. "Before Bella goes ballistic, Francesco, did he say
anything."

"You were
right, he mentioned M16 and AK47 assault guns, said he had plenty
of them."

"Where, give
any clues as to where."

"He talked
about the South of France."

"Precise
location."

"No, secluded,
on the beach."

"Mmm, okay you
did well Rose."

"Do I get a
good girl fuck?"

"Not the time
or place Rose, leave me with Bella for a while."

"You going
to?"

"Yes I am."

"Won't be long
then I'll drop you at a plane back to London."

"Seems like a
lot of fucking around for not much."

"You don't know
what else is at hand Rose, your information is the most important
and vital."

"John please
can I come in with Bella and you fuck me too."

"Rose not now,
I already had Bella during the meeting."

"Oh, I see,
when then."

He shrugged his
shoulders and shook his head. "Wish I knew, I'm as keen as
you."

"Well fuck me
now."

"I have a few
minutes." Rose sat down at and folded her arms with a sulky look.
Stanton went into the bedroom and returned a few minutes later,
Bella looked down at Rose with a sultry glare. They gathered their
luggage, the boot only taking one case, they all only just fitted
in Stanton's Mustang, they made their way through the traffic in
silence to the infield of the Flemington race course, and in the
busy mayhem of the meeting exodus another chopper taking to the air
was inconspicuous. The chopper hugged the coast west and delivered
the girls to a waiting Leah jet at a military instillation.

They were both
tired and spent several hours sleeping, the plane landed in Paris
and picked up Louise Legrande. Tired and quiet not much was said
until the plane was landing in London. "You staying at our place
Louise." asked Bella.

"Not sure, I
have to see Hurst, he's picking us up."

"You know more
than we do."

Hurst was
waiting and pulled up beside the little jet, they scurried around
packing luggage in the back of the Range Rover, Bella climbed in
the front and Rose and Louise in the back. As Bella clipped up her
seat belt she grilled Hurst. "Something big?"

"Don't know,
sit tight at home till tomorrow morning."

"You are coming
round."

"Next
question."

"John."

Hurst laughed.
"Bell."

Hurst dropped
them all off in Pimlico and they entered their abode from the back
street tunnel. Rose was having some serious mental problems
festering within her mind, whilst in deep sleep in Kensington and
on the plane she had nightmares, she had developed a raging loathe
for her father and it came to her in the midst of sleep. She wanted
to find out who she really was and firmly believed her real father
was not Gustav Fleming. She had heard Louise had killed her step
father, and she wanted to do the same thing, she was becoming
experienced enough to initiate her own decisions on the evil and
misguided.

During the
course of the evening Louise awoke, she had retired to sleep on
arrival. Louise prepared some food in the kitchen, Rose sat down at
the kitchen table. "Lou, I need to ask you something."

Louise sat
opposite her, she bit into the ham salad sandwich she had just made
and drank some orange juice to wash it down. She spoke in her
delicate, diminutive voice that fooled many. "I'm listening."

"I hate my
father, where is your father?"

Louise looked
at Rose to one side, she tongued pieces of food from her teeth.
"Why do you ask?"

"I heard a
rumour."

"That I killed
my father."

"Did you?"

"I killed my
step father."

"Why."

"Was a decision
someone had to make, may as well have been me."

"Was it a good
idea when you look back?"

"Yes, I should
have done it sooner."

Rose exhaled
through her nose in a huff. "I think the same, but in a strange way
I still feel a connection with him."

"Things would
just have taken a different course, would not change who you
are."

"Did it change
you?"

"Yes, lifted a
weight from not only my shoulders but my poor mother."

"Without my
father my mother would be nothing."

"That's
ridiculous, nothing in the eyes of whom." Louise bit into her
sandwich.

Rose battling
with direction changed the subject. "Do you know anything about
tomorrow?"

"It's another
day."

"Thanks for
being so truthful."

"You think
lying would help, you have never lied to me, why do you question my
truthfulness."

"I didn't mean
it like that, killing your father was not easy."

"He wasn't my
father, he was evil."

"He must have
been instrumental in bringing you up."

"My mother and
I are not doormats."

Rose sighed.
"Do you know who your real father is?"

"Yes."

"Where is
he?"

"Wish I
knew."

"Is he still
alive?"

"Yes."

"John could
find him."

"I haven't
asked him."

"Why not?"

Louise
hesitated, she swallowed hard and looked stern lowering her
eyebrows. "I don't know."

"Afraid of what
you might find."

Louise waited a
while before answering, her gaze wandered, she scratched her ear.
"Partly."

"Sorry I'm
prying."

"No, it's okay,
we both have a similar problem."

"True, I've
been told who my father is, I was brought up by a step father,
that's why I ask, I'm not exactly blessed with righteous
foresight."

"You've saved
millions of people Rose."

"Why are we
like this?"

"Because we're
here."

"There must be
a reason, purpose."

"For me as you,
I was found to have a use for what we believe to be for the
better."

"Deep inside
your sad as I, ask John about your father."

"You want for I
should kill Gustav Fleming, he is an arsehole."

Rose looked
down and shook her head. "No, it's a cross I must bear just like
you."

"Ask John where
your real father is."

Rose thought
for a while. "Now I see why you don't ask," she half smiled.
"John's a busy man, he watches over us like a bird of prey."

"You've
convinced me."

"Of what?"

"That I should
ask where my real father is."

"This could be
the most important conversation we ever had."

"The most
important conversation you have will be with your real father."

"Then this is
the most important conversation we have ever had." They smiled,
Louise finished her sandwich and they retired to the lounge with
Bella.

The morning
brought an unexpected surprise, it was Stanton that arrived without
notice. He appeared from the access tunnel, the girls wearing
dressing gowns were having a morning coffee, and they greeted him
wide eyed. "Sorry about the lack of notice, there is a reason for
it." Rose and Louise looked at each other, Rose bit her lip and
nodded. Stanton sat on one of the chairs around the table
backwards. "Flaxmead is coming to Ascot and it opens up some very
interesting channels, Ive been working on this for years, amid
whiteh...."

Rose
interrupted. "John, Louise and I need ask you something."

"Rose, I don't
have much ti..."

"I don't
fucking care can't you give us a few minutes for fuck sake."

Stanton was
taken back and raised his eyebrows, he got up nervously, walked to
the sink turned around leaning on it with his butt, and he looked
at his watch. "Okay, what's so important we stop a briefing?"

"Do you know
where my father is?" asked Louise.

Stanton
swallowed holding her gaze by maintaining eye contact, he
hesitated. He rubbed his cropped hair and held his mouth open then
looked at his shoes before looking back up at Louise. ""Yes I do."
Louise was dumbfounded and couldn't speak.

Bella lent on
her elbows a picture of concentration on her face. Rose looked back
and forth between them, she waited for dialogue but it didn't come
so she butted in. "Do you know where my father is, you told me who
he was, but where is he?"

Stanton turned
away facing the wall, he looked down into the sink, he muttered and
could not be heard. "Yes I do know where he is."

Rose stood up,
her face etched with anticipation. "What did you say?"

He again
whispered. "Yes I do."

"John look at
me, I can't hear you, no one can."

Stanton turned
around and looked at her, he looked solemn and drawn. "I said yes I
do."

Rose sat down
looking at Louise, she looked back at Stanton. "You sure my father
isn't Gustav Fleming?"

"No, he's not
your father."

Bella
interrupted. "John stop."

Rose became
agitated and shouted at Bella. "You know where your father is Bell,
all I want is the truth."

Stanton
shouted. "You can't handle the truth, none of us can."

There was
silence then Rose asked. "Just tell me how sure you are Gustav
Fleming is not my father and you know where my father is."

"Absolutely
positive."

There was again
silence, and then Louise asked. "Where is my father?"

Stanton looked
drained, he looked at Louise with hurt in his face. "I can't tell
you at the moment, but I know he's alive and where he is. I
shouldn't have told you that much."

Rose chimed in.
"I want to kill my step father."

Stanton sat
back down backwards on the same chair. "You need talk to Louise
about that."

"I already
have."

"Oh, I
see."

"Louise offered
to kill him."

Bella
interrupted. "Fuck would I like that job."

Stanton closed
his eyes and blew wind out between his lips, he looked at them
again. "Rose, I understand, if you want to sanction your step
father, I wouldn't stop you. Id like you to consider that Fleming
is far more use alive than dead at the moment by a long way."

Bella was
enraged. "John, for god sake, I've heard that for years."

Stanton looked
at Bella. "Look if you or Rose feels Fleming has to go then I won't
object, the facts are he is currently supplying a lot of
intelligence without the faintest of idea he's network has been
infiltrated. This started when Rose joined us," he looked at Rose.
"You're experienced enough to make decisions without adverse
influence, how influential that would be on his network is
unknown."

Bella was still
fuming. "Well he should meet with an unfortunate accident, fuck
knows how many people have been killed or lives turned upside down
by that prick."

Stanton looked
at this watch. "I'm out of time, now about Ascot."


 CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Rose was
indecisive, bit like a bungee jumper, suicide for the undecided.
Rose had come to the end of the rope but looked for guidance on
embracing the ground or dangling helplessly in mid air. She visited
her mother with an alternate motive, to return to the convent and
talk with a nun she remembered often. The demise of enemies of the
public had never concerned her, the wilful demise of her step
father caused upheaval in her mind, supporting his conduct had
given her power, how she wielded this power concerned her. She was
saddled with a decision of not only public apprehension but family,
as her mother sipped coffee at the breakfast table Rose fussed
around her engaged in general news of the area before fishing for
direction.

"How's
Vince."

"He's so good
now, he got excited about your visit."

"Get him to
come round this afternoon."

"He left just
before you got here, he stays most nights now."

"You don't mind
do you, I'm fucking busting for it."

"Not at all,
you should bring him on nicely, I'm getting worse Rose."

"Have you seen
dad."

"No, not at
all."

"How about his
friends."

"Not so many
these days, I am ageing, your father doesn't need the service so
much now he has an empire, just when he needs it hush hush, a few
young bucks that couldn't fuck their way out of a wet paper
bag."

"Oh god
boring."

"This adorable
young man only yesterday, really had me purring a pumped up
watching him strip, I bent over and he shot all over my arse then
lay on the bed and went to sleep."

Rose laughed
out loud. "Mum." She continued laughing. "Dad may as well be
dead."

"Yeah, I
wish."

"Have you had
anyone of the Cavendish family come through here?"

Brenda froze,
she hesitated, she fought for an answer, but choose to brush it
aside. "No."

"Does dad own
this place?"

"Everything
would be left to us, I made sure of that. Your father was venerable
and needing back then, he would never agree to such a deal now,
different times. You met a Cavendish?"

"Yes,
Portsmouth came up in conversation, he said he had been here using
similar services, thought he might have been here, would be easy to
forget him, just another rich prick buying sex."

"Cavendish,
doesn't ring a bell, they come and go, whatever, rarely get to
names."

Rose stood with
her back to her mother washing the same dishes several times, one
thing Stanton had taught her is that information was power, she
changed the subject. "How's George."

"Someone told
his wife he was coming here, I go to the surgery now."

"I remember
that."

"He asks about
you."

"What do you
tell him?"

"Who set up the
Soho stripper and escort front on the internet, you've hardly ever
been to the place."

Rose thought
for a while, she assumed it was a Stanton smokescreen. "You don't
need to know mum, why do you ask?"

"George found
the information somewhere, he's convinced your busy in Soho, he's
keen to see how good you are now, you should drop in and see him.
He gives me something before we fuck, god I end up with an orgasm
among the stars, lasts for hours."

"Really, that's
interesting. Mum I have to pop out for a while."

"He won't be in
his surgery for an hour yet."

"I'm not going
there."

"Is it too much
to ask wh..."

"Yes it
is."

"How long will
you be, I'll have Vince here for you, don't be to long or I'll have
him."

Rose kissed her
mum on the forehead, "Is my car okay."

"Yes, Vince
drives it occasionally, he says it's a classic, whatever that
is."

"It's a
Jaguar."

"I think he
means a classic Jaguar, ageing somewhat like me."

"Wont be
long."

Rose draped her
exposed cleavage with a silk scarf, and wore long white silk pants,
she felt uncomfortable, she never wore knickers and the pants felt
uncomfortable. She drove to the convent, the main door was open and
she walked in, she stopped just inside looking up at the stained
glass window above the altar. "Hello." Her voice echoed around the
stone walls, it was quiet. "Hello." But nothing. She slowly walked
part way down the isle and sat on the end of a wooden bench row
with her legs in the isle. She sat gazing into space recalling some
clerical teachings. By
the power of the Lord, those who take arms against you will be
overcome before you: they will come out against you one way, and
will go in flight from you seven ways. She muttered under
her breath, "Seven ways is not enough to flee from John."

"Deuteronomy,
twenty eight seven."

Rose was
startled and was taken back, a nun stood over her, smiling, her
habit clean and without a wrinkle. "Yes, sorry I was thinking."

"And against
whom is seven ways not enough, you feel someone should be smitten,
who is this John."

"You don't need
to know."

"I see," the
nun continued to bear a beaming smile. "I remember you."

"I remember
you, that's why I came."

"It has been
sometime, you have not aged."

"I look as if I
have not aged, inside I have aged."

"Wisdom."

"Possibly."

"What brings
you back?"

"I want to kill
someone."

"They have
smitten you."

"They have
smitten many."

"They?"

"My step
father."

"He has
partaken of your body."

"No, that is
would not allow it."

"He has beaten
your mother."

"In a way,
things far worse against humanity."

"If you come to
the house of the lord for guidance, only the lord can strike
against the devil."

"I am of the
lord, born in his sight as I appear before you, for what reason
should I be as I am."

"Your
apparition is of no interest to the devil, he is after your
soul."

"I am a slut, a
whore, a tool of John from which seven ways to flee is not enough.
He seeks the soul of the devil."

"I am not
without sin, nor am I exempt from redemption."

"How do I go to
be beyond redemption?"

"None are
beyond redemption. Some spend a life helping others in far away
places void of wealth. Some spend a lifetime controlling those whom
bring death and destruction, most just live as best they can amid a
hectic world, none are beyond salvation. There is a fine line
between the misguided and the evil, one gives a penny because it's
all they had, one gives millions, a pittance within their wealth,
which one is the pariah. The poor because they have no wealth, or
the rich because they give to distract from their inner soul, the
son of god was the first to seek out and preach of these things. He
was crucified, nailed to a cross, they knew not what they did, and
have pity on them. We are now left to our own devices; the lord can
only walk beside you, the decision is with you."

"Are step
fathers exempt of the devil."

Rose leant
forwards and touched the nun's habit. "No, this one is of the
devil."

"The devil can
be tracked if you know where he is, if you can't see him he may
creep up on you."

"He can be
eliminated."

"The devil can
no more be eliminated than you can be diverted from salvation, you
come to confess of sin, your sin may be a weapon of salvation."

"Thou shall not
kill."

"Your enemies
will flee in seven ways when smitten, it is written, and it shall
be done." Rose gave a half smile. "Have you answers."

"I shall think
about these things."

"You are an
adversary, the devil cannot see you, and he thinks you are of
him."

"One way of
looking at it."

"Tact is
ability to tell someone to go to hell in such a way they look
forward to the trip, all you need do is believe,."

"I believe I
have purpose beyond my apparition, in my soul."

The nun nodded
and her smile widened. "You believe."

Rose stood up,
she lowered her head in a short bow and walked towards the door but
turned, she remembered something. "Your name, what's your
name."

"Some things
are on a need to know basis, and you don't need to know."

Rose again
turned and walked to the door, she turned back again. "Wait I ..."
The nun had gone. She continued out the door, clear of the holy
ground, to her car before speaking. "Fuck I hate it when she does
that, gives me the fucking creeps." She drove off and speaking to
herself. "I wonder what George can tell me."

Providence
prevailed and Rose tailed Georges Rolls Royce from a set of traffic
lights in town to his surgery, George parked under a car port round
to the rear of the building and she pulled up along side. George
alighted and looked quite aggressive and agitated with the presence
of another vehicle till he saw who it was. "Good lord, Rose, come
in come in, how wonderful to see you." He guided Rose through the
rear entrance, hand on her rear end and into his consulting room.
She encouraged his fondling by sticking her butt out giving access
to her pussy. "You're wearing trousers, first time I've ever seen
you in them, the decorations are more than impressive, you haven't
aged a minute. Can you stay a while?"

"Why not
George, mum says you've been a very good boy."

George trembled
with excitement. "Oh, I see, how stimulating." He picked up his
intercom, his secretary answered. "No calls or interruptions till I
get back to you, just hold them in the waiting room when they
arrive." He put the intercom hand piece down. "Have you had a check
up lately Rose."

"No, I've been
in good health, not so much as a cold."

"Just em," he
walked to the front of his desk facing Rose, he looked in each eye
opening them slightly by pulling her cheek down. "Now let's have a
look here, mm very clear." He swallowed heavily, her sweet perfume
and aroma lit up his nose, he held his erection against her naval.
"Have you checked for breast cancer lately?"

"No, I feel
fine, can't say Id know what to look for."

"Just pop your
top off." Rose dropped the scarf to the floor and pulled her white
silky blouse over her head revealing her naked breasts, she let it
fall to the floor. "Now let's see." He fondled her breasts, he felt
her nipples were rock hard. "Rose, any chance I..."

"Like I said
mum said you've been a good boy, go for it." George completely lost
his faculties as he buried his head in her breasts tonguing her
cleavage. She pushed him away. "Strip off George." Rose took of her
shoes and pants, she lay on the small bench bed by the wall her
legs up with her feet flat on the end of the bed, her pussy poised
at the edge. Rose watched George hastily discarded his shoes and
trousers leaving his shirt, and tie on, Rose became wet and pumped
up, her nostrils flared as she watched Georges erect weapon sway
back and forth as he approached her.

"I don't have
much time but this won't take long." He went down on Rose his mouth
covering her upper vagina and clit, she squalled with delight, he
liked and tongued for a while then withdrew. "God Rose you smell as
sweet as the garden of Eden, I'm bursting, may I."

"Go for it,
"I'll come when you do I guarantee, you taught me well, I fucking
love it."

George adjusted
his glasses and looked down poising his cock at her vaginal
entrance; he looked her in the face and thrust his cock to the back
of her vaginal canal. He grabbed her legs and pounded away, the
slapping resonated around the room, he hunted for breath and
groaning with pleasure, he looked down watching his cock slide in
and out of the perfect torso. "Pass me the pillow behind your head
please Rose." She passed him the pillow and he poised it on her
naval. "Sorry Rose I can't wait any longer." He ejaculated burying
his head in the pillow muffling his scream of joy, Rose felt the
gush, an orgasm came over her and she fell limp, she exhaled and
coughed in rapture.

"Good, that's a
blow and half, love it."

George stood
up, leaving his penis buried in her vagina, it failed to harden so
he withdrew and it hung down between his legs dripping a mixture of
Rose's fluids and his semen on the floor. "Thank you Rose, that was
a rare occurrence for me these days."

Rose stumbled
from the bed and began to dress. "I have to get home."

"Will you make
another appointment?"

"Maybe, depends
if you're a good boy." She paraded herself around as she dressed,
George remained void of faculties. "Have you seen my dad
lately?"

"Yes, I
have."

"Around
here."

"Yes."

"Oh, where
exactly."

"He dropped in
home."

"He stayed with
you."

"I assume he
stayed with your mother."

George was
adjusting his clothing and Rose fondled his penis and shoved her
tongue in his mouth passionate kissing him for a few seconds. "Now
come on George now your being a naught boy and naughty boys don't
get to see Rose, next time I can be the maid and you can bend me
over your desk."

George fondled
her arse and ran his hand over her pussy, he swallowed and drew a
heavy breath. "God I'd like that."

"Your secretary
doesn't wear a short black and white outfit for nothing George, you
love it and I love it."

"What did you
want to know?"

"When you see
my dad next can you call me and let me know where he is."

"I could do
that yes."

"Then I'll come
straight down and fuck you."

"Yes, oh
yes."

"The young man
that fucked my mum yesterday, my father sent him, do you know who
he was."

"Can I pop
round your mums to see you, little restrictive here."

"Oh I don't
know, bit of hide and seek makes my pussy hot, I can come after
surgery when the building is empty, just you and me."

"Oh yes
excellent. He was from Whitehall, son of a minister, defence
minister."

"Are you sure."
She pulled her top down under her breasts, they stuck straight out
in George's face. "Suck them George they're feeling under loved."
He fondled her breasts.

"Yes I'm sure,
he's involved in some deals your father is doing, ships or
something."

"What's his
name?" she rubbed her breasts all round his face.

He breathed
heavy occasionally closing his eyes. "Russian."

"A Russian is
our defence minister."

"No, look sorry
you are most distracting, god you're beautiful, friend of the
defence ministers son."

"You're
sure."

"Yes, Brevosni,
yes his second name was Brevosni."

"What time does
surgery finish this evening."

"Em, five."

"Expect a maid
to do some dusting."

"I'll look
forward to that."

Rose left and
George attempted to return to some kind of reality to start his
days work. Rose on return to her mothers immediately showered and
waited in the kitchen for her mother to finish with a client,
another young man with a foreign accent. Her mother stumbled around
letting him out, her eyes were sparkling and she looked absolutely
satisfied. She slumped down at the kitchen table next to Rose. "He
was good by the looks."

"He was better
than good he was fantastic, wish they could all fuck like
that."

"He sounded
foreign."

"Dutch, runs my
brothels in Europe."

"Greedy bitch
you could have said."

"He's been a
good boy so he got special treatment, that's how I met him; he got
hooked on me, ended up owing a lot of money and gave him a way
out."

"To say nothing
of a way in."

"I'm going to
shower."

"Err
Vince."

"Coming."

"Dead fucking
right he will be how long, George lasted about two minutes."

"George is
taking stuff that produces lots of sperm and raises sexual
desire."

"I noticed, he
blew me to bits, quite nice."

"I'm going for
a shower, have another client in about an hour."

"That young guy
you had yesterday that was hopeless was he a Russian."

"I think he
must have been, he didn't say much and when he did he was hard to
understand. Why do you ask?"

"Dad sent
him."

"Yes."

"And he blew
all over your arse."

"Yes."

"Did he fuck
after he woke up?"

"No he got up
and left, why all the questions."

"You don't have
to know mum but it's important, what a useless prick."

"I got quite
excited when he blew on me, I rubbed it up and down my legs and
orgasmed."

"You're
oversexed mother."

"I'm going to
shower." Brenda walked off down the hall.

Rose was having
trouble diagnosing information, she deducted she knew no more than
she did yesterday, perhaps Bella could be of assistance. She waited
for the service of Vince before biding her mother farewell and
heading back to Pimlico.

Bella was
furious. "Rose, where the fuck have you been, half the fucking
members of the elite are looking for you, John is about to call
world war three to find you." Bella picked up her satellite phone
and called Stanton, she pushed a button and waited with the unit to
her ear. "She's back.... Fuck knows.... Okay." She handed the phone
to Rose. "Here he wants to talk to you."

Rose took the
phone, she was taken back and didn't know what to say. "John."

"Its okay I
eventually found where you were, you visited your mother."

"Yes."

"Now you want
to kill your step father."

"Yes."

"I can send him
to you."

"Here."

"Yes."

"Today."

"Yes, he's at
Whitehall."

"I needed time
to think."

"The whole
thing gave us an idea, you want the trigger."

"I don't know,
things are happening too fast."

"Perhaps not,
Bella can do it if you wish."

"I'm scared
John."

"Of what?"

"My step
father."

"That will end
today, give the phone to Bella." She handed it back to Bella.

"And."

"Hurst will be
there shortly with Fleming."

"How
shortly."

"An hour."

"How do you
know it will be an hour?"

"That's how
long it would take me to con Fleming into going with me and driving
to your place Bell, love."

"Smart arse,
did you find someone."

"Yes a dead
ringer, long ago."

"I want to kill
this bastard."

"It's Rose's
call, if she hesitates, step in, she gave us the idea, and she
should benefit."

"She knows
nothing about the, you know."

"No, don't
confuse her any more than she is."

"Okay." Bella
hung up. "Your step father will be here in an hour."

"I've never
hated anyone but I hate him, where's Louise?"

"Out looking
for you, probably on her way back from Portsmouth, you stupid
bitch."

"Oh shit."

Time passed,
they talked, waited, talked some more, in the kitchen facing the
tunnel entrance, Roses heart began to race as she heard Hurst's
voice, the tunnel door opened. Gustav Fleming followed Hurst in, a
deep conversation about money, he turned back and faced Hurst as he
closed the door. Hurst lent with his back to the door, he pulled
wallet from inside his black suit jacket and showed it to Fleming.
"Bruce Hurst, MI6."

Fleming looked
aggressively at Hurst, his eyes wandered nervously; he studied the
ID and laughed. "And, so you're from MI6, my friends run the place,
must be a good reason they had you charade around, where's Brevosni
and this woman."

"There's a
woman here, two actually."

"Where are
they, bring on the action."

"Behind you at
the table."

Fleming turned
around his hands in his pockets with a smile, it turned to a look
of stone disbelief, Hurst pushed him toward the table, he stumbled
and pulled his hands from his pockets. Hurst continued to push him
until he was standing next to the table looking at Rose. He looked
around at Hurst. "This is for me," he chuckled looking back at Rose
and Bella. "At last I get to lance the little bitch, this black
haired thing looks the goods as well."

"You know your
daughter, the black haired thing is Bella Elizabeth Fonteyn."

Fleming looked
around at Hurst with a slow realisation. "The assassin? Tell me
their here for sex."

Hurst smiled.
"I think they will fuck you up big time."

Fleming looked
back at Rose, he looked drawn, shocked. "Rose, what an earth are
you doing with this killer?"

Rose stood up
and looked into her fathers eyes. "You bastard."

"Rose."

"You fucking
bastard."

Bella stood up
and put her hand on Roses shoulder. "I can do it if you want
Rose."

"No, I'll kill
him."

Fleming looked
back at Hurst bewildered. "What the fuck." He looked back at the
women. Rose held a syringe in her right hand. "Epileptic fit,
rather nasty."

Fleming tried
to run for the door, Hurst forced his arm up his back and held his
head back by grabbing a handful of his greying hair, he groaned in
pain. Hurst pulled hard exposing the bulging artery in Fleming's
neck pumped up with fear. "Go on Rose, I can't hold him for long."
Rose walked to her step father's side, looked sullen into his fear
stricken eyes pushed the point of the syringe into his exposed
artery, in sullen silence she began to push the plunger, it came to
the stop, empty. He struggled hard but Hurst hung on until the drug
took affect. Fleming's muscles began to spasm, he feel to the floor
in convulsions; he grabbed his throat as breath was drained from
his lungs as the boy was paralysed. Rose looked down at him as the
life drained from his body, his eyes closed and he became
unconscious, in four minutes he was dead. Hurst checked his pulse.
"He's dead."

Hurst walked to
the tunnel door, he unlocked it and a man walked in, Rose was
stunned, she held her hand to her mouth in disbelief. "Fuck, my
step father." She looked around at Bella. "He's not dead."

Hurst
intervened. "Its not your step father Rose, he looks like him,
knows all about him, acts like him and now will be him. Meet Gustav
Fleming."

"I did kill the
right one."

"Oh yes, that's
the bastard, I was able to lure him here with a detailed
explanation of why, he expected to find a Russian called Brevosni,
he was looking for women for this evening for a pilot that works
for your father, a one Leonard
Brevosni."

Bella butted
in. "The co pilot in the Sheldon affair, he jumped ship."

"Planted by
double agent Kostan Immosnavich, John finds a use
for many of the misguided. Leonard Brevosni won't even know the
difference, will give us more information than you can poke a stick
at. John has been working on this for a while."

Rose walked up
to her step fathers double, she touched his face. "He's
identical."

"Apart from
his purpose, can you work with him considering what's
happened?"

"Yes, of
course, where did you find him?"

"He came to us
a long time ago, concerned about his twin brother's conduct, he
sometimes infiltrated your fathers operations, he even spoke to you
a couple of times."

"My step father
had a twin."

"Yes, we faked
his death shortly after he came to us, your father had a contract
on him, he gave up when he thought his brother was dead."

"He never told
us."

"Of course not,
he would have been murdered by his cohorts, a twin brother in MI6
would be seen as a threat, dead men tell no lies."

Rose looked
sombrely at her father's brother. "I'm sorry, your brother died a
terrible death, I killed him."

"You have to
call me father."

"God you even
sound like him."

"I am
him."

"What now?"

"I leave and
things go on as always."

"What about
mum."

Hurst
intervened. "Rose, it's too risky, your mother can't know."

"But she hates
him, she would be relieved."

"Possibly
not."

Rose looked
down at the lifeless body. "Where will you put this?"

"He'll be
buried with a decay accelerant, in six months time Gustav Flemings
long lost brother's body will be discovered."

Gustav
interrupted. "Some people are not convinced I'm dead, the sooner
this body is found with my ID, the better. Then I can work on
getting deep into his operations."

Gustav left and
the body was carried away up the access tunnel in a rolled up
carpet by Hurst. Louise arrived back just after Hurst had left, she
was unimpressed. "Where have you been Rose, Portsmouth is
boring."

"Its fun if you
go to the right places."

"Your mother
has a lot of visitors, does she work from home."

"Yes."

"Doing
what?"

"Fucking
them."

"Oh, I
see."

"She has my
disease, she passed it on."

"Oh I remember
now, sorry."

Bella
interrupted. "Speaking of fucking, I could do with a bit of stress
relief."

Rose began to
strip off. "We shower then decide who's first."

Louise bit her
bottom lip in a half smile at Bella. "I'll go last as usual, you
sit on my face Rose while Bella gives it to me."

Rose headed for
the bedroom naked. "Okay, whatever." Louise and Bella were right
behind her throwing their clothes all over the place.

"Louise, you're
not wearing any knickers."

"When in
Rome."

"Fuck you have
a nice arse."

"Go down on me
in the shower."


"Whatever."

 




 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 








 


 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Much time
passed, Rose, Bella and Louise aged, but it failed to be written by
lines on their face, they just retained youthful manifestation.
Stanton relentlessly searched for the orchestrator of Captain
Brannigan's execution, he was reasonably confident he was close.
Whoever it was they were damn good, or Stanton would have them cold
in the ground long ago. His focus on the mission was intermittent,
he had so many priorities he hoarded information on the Brannigan
case and reviewed progress when he could.

When Flaxmead
run at Ascot during the hunt for Rose Blake, the goal posts
changed, Stanton concentrated on gathering information on Roselyn
Victoria Fleming, and the sordid trail to discover where her father
was when he did have time to concentrate on the Brannigan case. He
couldn't find all the facts that would link Rose to her father, he
was awfully close, then a breakthrough. Her suspected father was
dead, officially of natural causes, he kept the fact from Rose
although she had asked more than once. Then from nowhere evidence
that would conclude he was in fact murdered, poisoned when trying
to find the illegitimate child born by his housekeeper, for some
reason he had looked for Rose. Someone with an interest in prying
the Cavendish fortune from the arms of whoever held it knew of
Roses existence and possibly where she was. The compelling evidence
could be used to exhume her suspected father for further autopsy
and whilst the investigation was in progress, he could acquire the
bodies DNA. Stanton had found out who her father may be whilst he
was still alive, but Stanton was too slow in making contact and
William George Cavendish had died recently and suddenly. The
passing on of this evidence worried Stanton, although it may lead
to Brannigan's killers, why would someone summon Stanton with
evidence that may lead to their own downfall. Stanton perceived the
information was a cry for help, but from whom. Gustav Fleming had
penetrated the Cavendish family and could find nothing of
influence. The evidence would clearly have to have come from a
Cavendish family member, no one else would have known the standard
procedures that were breached in the stately home where the alleged
murder took place.

Stanton sent
the information to Cadiche, he passed the information on to
Scotland Yard, Cadiche covered the discovery by stating he had
found the information in a deceased British back packers belonging,
he supplied the back packer's details, it was intercepted by third
parties at Westminster and Stanton found a source to throw relevant
but outdated information toward that would keep them miles away and
busy. Whoever he was looking for was just as good, they threw as
many curve balls leading to nothing but public, commercial and
industrial misdemeanours keeping Cadiche busy and wasting Stanton's
time. Bradley Faversham from Bowral, his daughter disappeared with
Rose Blake, was a dead end when chased to Canberra and Whitehall.
He was a distant relation of Stanley Faversham,
ageing officer of the Intelligence committee at Vauxhall Cross,
Stanley Faversham had been dead for some time when Stanton found
the connection and an outcome was lost, he had however met the
distinguished gentleman in Albert Hollis office many years
back. Politician Jean Forbes had been missing for some time,
she vanished whilst ambassador to Germany. Stanley Lovington father
of Australian politician Sandra Lovington had also passed when
Stanton found his name in MI investigations linked to the sale of
military hardware. Over years Stanton had considered the prospect
that when he rescued her in the Sydney street war at Cruising Yacht
club Darling Point, she wasn't being raped by the Khalid brothers
but in a macabre and willing sex session. More information came to
hand that Sandra Lovington was part of what he was looking for, nor
he or the Overlords motorcycle club could find Bartholomew Ludlow
Richmond, otherwise known as Grime, his parents or Sandra
Lovington. Stanton was still unsure if he had recruited a sleeping
giant with a military background in the Overlords, or the Richmond
and Lovington families were very smart. Cadiche had cut the mafia
in Australia to pieces with the help of Wu Far now deceased head of
the Chinese underworld in Sydney, the street war had given Stanton
the last lotto number he needed to eradicate the Francesco family
dealing in military hardware, this was all small change shit, the
king pins on the western side were in Whitehall and Idris Nasih's
brother was still at large in the Middle East. The Middle East was
engulfed in War, radical Islam declared an Islamic State in Syria,
Northern Iraq and persons of interest returned to Australia to
avoid the mayhem, they were being tracked by the Cadiche man.
Stanton concentrated on the one short sighted mistake the misguided
and evil hade made, murdering Brannigan within the walls of the
very establishment contrived to protect him.

The DNA results
for William George Cavendish and Brenda Fleming were conclusive,
Roselyn Victoria Fleming was Roselyn Victoria Cavendish and heir to
power and fortune, the DNA matches backed up the historical
paperwork. A frail and ageing Albert Hollis personally processed
all the paperwork, Stanton had his son's law business prepare a
claim, when he found out the current heir holding the fortune he
predicted they would capitulate, there was a murder investigation
in progress by Scotland Yard. The discovery of Rose's background
and paperwork would be of great interest to investigating
detectives.

Much time had
passed, perhaps too much. With everything in place Stanton flew to
London, it was difficult; Jodi his wife was having problems, his
daughter Lola was also having trouble coming to terms with the
conduct of her mother, she gave no credence to her mother medical
problems, but she agreed to look after her. Stanton was not getting
any younger, he slept more these days but still only as much as a
normal young male.

He had not been
to Pimlico for some time, as always there was no correspondence
regarding his movements and he arrived unannounced. It was first
light, Louise was in Paris and Bella had just left for Vauxhall
Cross, Rose was in bed reeling from her night with Bella. Stanton
had timed his arrival based on facts gathered, he knew Louise was
away and Bella would be called to Vauxhall Cross. Rose heard noises
in the kitchen and got up to investigate, she cocked the colt
peacemaker converted to a forty four magnum under the pillow beside
her, slipped a dressing gown over her naked body making sure her
hair was inside the garment to keep it from tangling in her gun,
and crept down the hall. As she got to the end of the hall and saw
a man with her back to her making coffee she heard Stanton's voice.
"How many times have I told you Rose, guns are messy, use your
incredible body and a syringe."

"John." She ran
to him putting the gun on the kitchen table on the way, they
embraced. Stanton had not had sex for days, Jodi's behaviour was
erratic and he abstained. She pushed him away at arms length
looking at his face with a beaming smile. "What brings you here, I
am privileged, Louise is away and Bell got called to work."

"I know exactly
where they are Rose, I always do."

"You spoil us."
She looked out the side of her eyes with the look of a vixen. "Now
what? The smell of Bella fresh on my skin, a pussy full of narcotic
jelly, tell me I'm in luck."

"I need to talk
to you about the most important mission you'll ever undertake."

"Your eyes
John, you haven't taken your eyes off my tits since you
arrived."

"You know about
Jodi."

She let go of
him. "Yes, so sad, what's happening?"

"She has
surgery next week, they are hundred percent sure the tumour can be
destroyed by a laser, unobtrusive with immediate recovery."

"Poor girl,
give her my love."

Stanton rolled
the dressing gown off her shoulders, Rose let it drop below her
breasts. Stanton looked at her, he lent down and gently sucked her
nipple. "Rose, may I, I'm busting."

"I know what
that's like." She undid his belt and trousers. "Let's see what we
have here." She dropped them to the floor, Stanton kicked them off
with his shoes. She thrust her hand into his jocks grabbing the
bulge. "Oh look, a present for Rose." He grabbed her and they
kissed passionately, Rose felt the difference in his embrace, she
was hopelessly in love with him. She released him stepped back and
dropped dressing gown, Stanton lost control grabbing her close,
sucking at her neck with a gentle bite, she bruised. He went to
bend Rose over the sink but she stepped back against the wall
opening her legs slightly. "I want to see your face when you come,
your hot and going to blow in seconds. Unload and we can go to bed
for some serious stuff, do you know how long I've wanted to fuck
your brains out." Stanton tore his clothes off, lunged at her, she
lifted her right leg to give him access and he lunged into her, a
minute of intense thrusting, Roses body bouncing off the wall as he
lifted her clear of the floor with every thrust and Stanton let fly
drowning the back of Roses vagina. They both fell limp as Rose
orgasmed with a resounding sigh. She watched his face as absolute
satisfaction crept across it. "John, I feel wonderful, take me to
the shower, take me to bed and ravish me."

"Rose, god how
I've wanted you." He picked her up and walked to the ensuite in her
bedroom, he gently lathered her body, cleaning her from head to
foot, she lathered him up at the same time, he developed a massive
erection, he went down on her pinning her to the wall under the
water stream, he waited till she was pumped, stood and thrust his
tongue in her ear.

"John you know
you bastard, give me cock."

He lifted her
onto his throbbing shaft, he left the shower running and walked
toward the bed with her impaled on him, every time he took a step
she squealed with delight as the loud slap announced the arrival of
the head of his cock at the back of her vagina. He fell onto the
bed fully inserted and began to thrust away looking down at her
bouncing breasts, he embraced her and for twenty minutes they
enjoyed the lush contact of each others intimacy. Stanton orgasmed
and Rose lusted in the warm solace of his sperm screaming with
satisfaction as her bloodstream received its reward of a massive
orgasm, her pussy making a flapping sound as the juices overflowed.
They just lay still Stanton's cock limp but still inside her, he
could smell Bella and Rose at the same time, the sheets smelt of
Louise, he couldn't move he was so satisfied.

Twenty minutes
later he rolled off to one side and they gazed at their reflection
in the mirror on the ceiling. Rose managed to mumble. "Fuck I'm on
Saturn or somewhere in that region."

"I'm right
behind you."

"Good idea."
Rose rolled over and Stanton climbed on her back, she opened her
legs wide, Stanton grabbed a pillow, lifter her naval and gently
pushed it under her pussy region, it cocked her arse up fully
exposing her swollen vaginal lips. He went down on her sinking his
tongue deep inside her wet canal. "John can we wait just a few
minutes I'm on fucking mars or somewhere." Stanton fulfilled a life
ambition, to break Roses insatiability.

"No chance." He
lunged his erection home and pounded away at her, her beautiful
round rear fitted perfectly in his naval.

"Oh John, fuck
I'm coming." She spread her arms out and dug her nails into the
sheets.

Stanton pounded
away at the limp body and finally delivered. He feel over her and
their sweat was like an adhesive as they became one, hopelessly
satisfied, they fell into a deep sleep.

Bella quietly
walked into the kitchen, she saw the clothes scattered around, and
the men's clothes looked very familiar. She noticed the greasy
marks on the wall in the shape of an arse.

She walked
slowly and silently up the hall, Roses bedroom door was open and
she could hear the shower. She peered through the door and rage
crept across her body. She slowly walked toward the pair and stood
over the bed, she could see the mark of lust on Rose's neck. Rage
turned to hunger as her pussy moistened, it began to swell with
lusted blood, both apparitions of her deepest lust naked and as one
before her. She quietly stripped and showered, she found the
monster dildo, cleaned, loaded it and strapped it on. She walked to
the bed and pushed Stanton off Rose, he fell on his back beside her
and woke, his penis half erect had been embedded in Rose while they
slept. Rose woke, she blinked and opened her eyes wide. "Bell, oh
you're home."

"You fucking
bitch, going to keep this quiet were you, well cop this and see if
you can forget the experience." She climbed onto Rose and before
she was fully awake drove the monster into her vagina, she began to
thrust. She looked daggers at Stanton lying still beside them. "Get
on John and don't fuck her again without me."

"I need to talk
to her."

She sneered at
him. "Really, if you want the blow of the century get on my arse
and start fucking, my pussy and Rose's face, should blow your
fucking mind."

Stanton
caressed her thrusting buttocks. "I thought you'd be really
angry."

"Times have
changed, get on I'm busting, all I've had for the last few weeks is
this fucking thing rammed up me by this greedy bitch." Stanton
climbed on and poised his erection at her vaginal lips. he grabbed
her long hair and bent down and sunk his teeth into her neck. "Fuck
yes, ram it."

He rammed it
home as the monster was on the way out. "Oh fuck Bell, fuck how
I've wanted you."

"Look over my
shoulder." Stanton bent over her thrusting body and lent his chin
on her shoulder. He could see Roses beaming face. "Now how do you
feel, both of us at the same time?" As Bella thrust out he thrust
in, they mastered the technique after a few minutes, Bella turned
her head toward Stanton hard against his cheek, she struggled to
talk hunting for breath. "John, fuck I'm coming I cant help it,
Rose you ready."

"I'm not even
here I'm off across the fucking cosmos."

"John, speed up
and ram it, do something or you'll miss it."

Stanton sat up
and watched Bella's perfect loins and beautiful arse. "Bell, fuck,
I'm.." He grabbed her breast ramming hard and feel over her back
onto her shoulder looking Rose in the eyes. He burst into Bella's
vagina, Bella hit the monsters pump and delivered to Rose, Bella
hunted for breath and coughed, she fell on Rose, Rose screamed with
delight in her ear and Stanton roared like a bull and his semen
overflowed from Bella's vagina. The lay in a heap, their lungs
hunting for recovery, the fumblingly arranged themselves in some
kind of order looking at each other in the ceiling mirror, they lay
in silence for a while.

Rose was first
to speak. "I'm running out of places in the universe to go, fuck I
could get hooked on that, what a great idea Bell."

"That was
weird, I was going to kill you but then I lost it."

Stanton sat up
on the side of the bed. "I need to talk to you Rose."

"At least I can
concentrate on some work now, John stopped my insatiability."

Bella sat up
with a look of surprise. "Rubbish."

"She begged for
mercy."

Rose sat up. "I
did not, I was lost in the moment."

Bella looked at
Stanton, she rubbed it in. "How's Jodi."

Stanton stood
up and walked toward the shower. "I'm a bit mixed up Bell, wish you
hadn't of mentioned it."

"I've hooked
you haven't I John, Rose and I at the same time, your fucking
hooked." Stanton kept walking and began to shower. Bella followed
him and joined in. "Where's our boy."

"He's
fine."

"Why hasn't he
called or come to see me?"

"He's
busy."

Rose listened
leaning on the door jam at the entrance to the ensuite. "Boy, what
boy."

"Shower Rose I
need to talk to you."

She walked over
and stood under the running water, Stanton dried himself on a
nearby towel and walked to the kitchen to dress. The girls spent
time putting on makeup and arranging their hair, they put on
dressing gowns then went to the kitchen. Stanton had hot coffee,
bacon and eggs on toast ready and waiting. The girls sat down with
Stanton. Rose dug in, "Fuck I'm starving, I feel fucking great,
I've been there and back, the cosmos, bring it on."

Bella was
inquisitive. "John why are you here, trouble with Jodi, coming to
stay, you get that every night and morning." She watched his face
but he showed no emotion. He looked at her after swallowing his
mouthful.

"I love you
Bell but your a bitch, I came to talk to Rose."

"Humph, what
harder, bend over?"

Stanton
appeared emotionless, he wiped his mouth with a napkin. Rose bit
her lip and smiled with her head down moving the food around on her
plate. Stanton got up to make more coffee, he spoke while he
worked. "My son Robert, he came with me this trip, is at this
moment forwarding a claim to the Cavendish family lawyers to
recognise Rose as the rightful heir to the estate of William George
Cavendish."

Rose stood up.
"John, I'm happy with who I am."

Stanton turned
and looked at her. "It is who you are, you have the genes of your
father as well as your mother."

"Well fuck it
John cant you come and live with us and well live happily ever
after."

Bella looked at
Rose with a long face. "Sound like John does it."

Rose sat down.
"No it doesn't, be off on some save the fucking world
expedition."

"Have you
finished girls."

"Where is my
dad, you told me once you knew."

"It's my fault
you'll never speak to him, but I can show you where he is."

Bella and Rose
looked up and stopped eating, they asked in unison. "Where?"

"A cemetery in
Buckinghamshire, a very exclusive one."

Rose was
drained and dropped her knife and fork. "He's dead."

"Yes he is
Rose." She began to cry, Bella comforted her. "I should have acted
earlier, he was murdered, his death has just been reopened by
Scotland Yard as a murder investigation."

"What happened
to him," sobbed Rose.

"Poisoned, very
cleverly."

"Why?"

"Money, power,
military secrets."

"Can you find
the people who killed him for me?"

"No, but you
can."

"How?"

"Become a
Cavendish."

Rose had a good
think. "Will I loose you and Bella?"

"No, we'll be
closer than ever, have to be, make no mistake you are going into
harms way like never before."

Bella butted
in. "John, she may not want to get that much involved, I'm pretty
happy with her here."

"I bet you are
Bell, it's up to Rose, and this trail leads to the king pins that
killed Brannigan."

Rose stood up.
"Are you sure."

"I wish, I
don't have the last lotto number, your the only one who can get
anywhere near it Rose, they've got wise to many of my tactics."

Bella stood up
and put her hand on Roses shoulder. "Rose for god's sake."

Stanton
remained calm. "The Cavendish estate has twenty bedrooms, and
that's just in one of the manors. I'm sure there's room for you and
Louise."

"They know who
I am, we'll be sitting ducks."

"They know who
I am, they know who Hurst is, they know of Louise and Rose, why
haven't they moved on us."

"Fear, they
fear your power."

"You move
house, what's the difference."

"People can't
get in here, were safe."

"Many years ago
I appraised the Cavendish manor for a security system, they didn't
take it up. I couldn't find my way around the place without a map.
They knew then what may happen in the future and they can do no
more now than then, I can make the place into an impregnable
fortress, watched by our network twenty four seven. We need fear
only the familiar, no one else knows enough about the places to be
of any problem, the familiar are who we are interested in."

Bella continued
to ask questions. "The court case will go on for years."

"No, whoever we
are looking for would not want evidence we posses falling into the
hands of Scotland Yard, would lead to the arrest of many of their
network. They capitulated without incident, Robert negotiated an
agreement, he would have finalised the paperwork by now and Rose is
a very rich and powerful women."

Bella pushed
for reassurance. "How can you be sure John?"

"Because they
need us more than we need them." Bella's satellite phone rang, she
looked puzzled and picked it up from the kitchen table.

"Hello, Bella
speaking."

"Can I speak to
my father?"

Bella handed
the phone to Stanton. "It's for you."

Stanton took it
and listened. "Mmm.... Excellent....Go to the plane." Stanton hung
up.

Bella wore an
intense look of inquisition. "Was that Robert."

"No."

"Cadiche."

"No."

"Then who the
hell was it, it wasn't Hurst."

"It was John
Fonteyn."

Bella's face
froze. "Our boy."

"Yes."

"What the hell
of you done to him John."

"He's our son
I've done nothing to him he's of us."

"My god is he
an operative."

"He's been an
operative for a long time."

Bella sat down,
she stared into space. "My worst nightmare, I gave birth to a John
Stanton."

Rose's face lit
up. "Fuck would I like to meet him."

Bella stood
back up looking daggers at Rose. "You keep you're ha..."

"He's not a boy
he's a grown man Bella, I'm sure he can make his own
decisions."

Rose wanted
more information. "Does he look like John?"

Bella continued
to stare into space. "Yes he does."

"Well Rose,
what do you want to do?"

"Okay, I'm a
Cavendish."

Bella gathered
herself and stood up. "How long before we move to the estate."

Stanton smiled
at her. "The current benefactors have a month to vacate all
premises, associated premises and business ventures."

Rose looked
excited. "Will you be here to help us move?"

"Yes, in fact
they'll be two John Stanton's."

Bella resolved
herself to the facts. "Then what John?"


"Checkmate."
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