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Charter 1. Wicked Wanda Begins

I'm bored," said Wanda von Kreesus. "What's the use of being heiress to two billion Swiss francs when I'm bored bloody stiff!" 

Get the scene: the Velvet Suite of the fabulous von Kreesus schloss overlooking Lake Zurich - and architectural fusion of the Alcazar of Segovia and the Bavarian royal castle at Neuschwanstein. Erected by Walter von Kreesus (and 2000 expatriate Lithuanians) to perpetuate the memory of his wife Ilse, dead these ten years from a surfeit of Carpathian gamekeepers. The Pink Boudoir of the Velvet Suite... and, languishing in a psychedelic caftan spun from filaments produced by bombyxnori larvae nourished exclusively on LSD, Walter's only daughter, 19 years old, an architectural fusion of Ursula Andress and Racquel Welsh. 

Her face? Get this in colour. Eyes wide and slanted. The precise tint of Nizam of Hyderabad's fabled irridescent green topaz, lost to the world since 1948 but rumoured to have slipped from Ilse von Kreesus's hand the moment after her delivery of Wanda in the Montchoisit Clinic at Lausanne. Back to the face: skin the colour of vanilla yoghurt, lightly tinged with cerise about the high cheekbones and delicately-flared nostrils; full lips, the texture and hue of the innermost petals of a Balkan-cultivated damask rose - now affording a glitter, as Wanda speaks, of the matched pearl diadems of her teeth and the dewy pinkness of her sinuously pointed tongue. Her hair, black as a witch's cat, cascades in thick glistening coils from her shoulders, parted, as it spills on down, only by the thrusting outcrop of her truculent breasts. GRRRR-RUH! 

Her favourite handmaiden, Candyfloss, was having some difficulty renewing the gold leaf on one of her mistress's little toenails, a daily duty she injoyed almost as much as massaging Wanda's proud bosom with the perfumed essence of the spinal fluid from radioactive pouter pigeons. 

Now a prematurely nubile 15-year-old, Candyfloss had two years earlier been WHOOSHED away from Paris's infamous Ballet Rose (literally out of the trembling paws of a septuagenarian French acadèmicien) by a Swiss industrialist heavily debentured to Walter von Kreesus and dilemma-ed at the time about what to give him for his 64th birthday. Wanda had taken one look at Candyfloss, as she was being unwrapped in Walter's breakfast-room, and had promptly claimed the nymphet for her own. 

"B-but my peach," queruled the King Gnome of Zurich (who granted his daughter's every wish SAVE ONE). "There's a note here saying she's to comfort me, in my old age." 

"What old age, father?" Wanda purred. "Don't you know this is coffin-bait, this kind of dolly? Best stick to your inflatable Japanese sex-dummies. I'll have them mail you the new model, with its own built-out strawberry-whip nozzles. SLURRRP!" 

She had almost everything her heart desired. The complete original output of the Olympia Press, bound in thigh-soft suede by Mitsou of Madrid; the author's proofs of Last Exit to Brooklyn (autographed, shakily, by the entire personnel of the U.S. Supreme Court); the complete Phyllis & Eberhard Kronhausen exhibition of Erotic Art; her own marijuana meadow, tended by young peasant girls from the Guerrero district of Mexico; a superbly-equipped torture-chamber padded in purple PVC, its adjacent dungeons stocked with - AH-HAH! - gelded young tribesmen from the Rei Bouba area of French Equatorial Africa; a life subscription to the Continental Film Review and the first human-skin lampshade made by her mother's elder sister, Irma Greese. 

And now, for two years, she had had Candyfloss, child prodigy of the Ballet Rose, with her inexhaustible fund of stories about the bizarre predilections of Europe's most powerful leaders - erstwhile clients, almost to a man, of the pedophiles' nirvana. 

What she had never had was a REAL MAN! This, in the seven languages she already had at her rosy tongue-tip, was verboten, deféndu, prohibido, vietato, zapreshany, forbidden and OUT! 

Much as she despised her creep of a father, Wanda understood perfectly why he had kept her locked away, since her mother's death, from any contact with the other sex. She was the richest heiress in the world. And she was her libidinous mother's daughter. Well, does anyone need a MAP? What the miserable dwarf never understood, however, was that it had been that self-same mother who had caused Wanda to HATE men. 

She had LOVED her mother from the day - her second birthday - Ilse had given her a fluffy Persian kitten together with her very own Junior Dissecting Kit.

This love, burgeoning with each passing year, had turned to torment when she was first shoved off her mother's bed to make room for YET ANOTHER lover before breakfast (her father was always away bolstering-up some Social Democratic government or other), and finally to a cold hatred of this species that came and went without so much as a pat on the head for Wanda and always left her mother hot, sticky and too relaxed even to play "submarines" with the new puppy-dog in the sunken onyx bath at the foot of the bed. 

She had been able to take it out on men, to a certain extent, since her mother's death - if you could call them men, those black, doped-up specimens flown in by the Arab slavers in the guise of Trade Delegates, complete with briefcases and hornrimmed spectacles. But a girl could get cheesed-off with the same old flogging routine, day in and day out; and besides, the biceps on her right arm were becoming almost unsightly now, when she flexed them. It was all just too easy. There was no CHALLENGE. The real war was going on out there, beyond the schloss, in the great big world of exciting Capital cities - Paris, London, Rome, Bonn, Washington. If only... if only... 

She gave Candyfloss a kick that sent her - PLAFT! - sprawling, then sprang from the couch and began to stride the enormous Pink Boudoir, alternately chewing her lip and grinding her teeth in frustration. She crossed to the barred windows and scowled at the reflection of the new moon silvering the smug surface of Lake Zurich. There was a fever burning in her tonight, a compulsion to do something - ANYTHING! - that would break forever the golden monotony of her cosseted life. 

"Um - what about that Mexican bird we caught freaking out on some of your grass?" Candyfloss reminded her helpfully. "Couldn't we barbecue her for the blacks or something?" 

"Shut up - I'm thinking!" Wanda turned from the window and walked slowly back towards the couch, her eyes riveted to the girl kneeling on the floor, reassembling her scattered pedicure kit. The nymphet was well-named. Good enough to eat. Wanda should know. She had tried to, more than once, but had never seemed to get further than the hors d'oeuvres - in Candyfloss' case, an Epicurean plate of incomparable succulence and delight. 

"When," posed Wanda, standing over the child-woman and respiring unevenly, "did that fink of a father of mine last give you chase around the schloss?" 

Behind the errant blonde tassels of her fringe, Candyfloss crinkled her smooth brow fetchingly. "About two months ago, I think. Wasn't he -" she giggled, "-still under Intensive Care two weeks later, on my 15th birthday?" 

"Correct!" Wanda snapped. "And the old goat collapsed, if my memory serves me, after only his 13th lap around the dining-room Telex... Now listen to me, Pusscake, and listen good..." 

Less than an hour later, Candyfloss appeared in the doorway of the torture-chamber, where Wanda was working off her nervous tensions on an ebony-skinned Hercules fresh off that day's charter flight from Brazzaville. The Ballet Rosebud was still dressed in her running-gear - thigh-length black PVC boots with five-inch heels, alligator-skin micro-skirt and bikini-bra fashioned from 107 tiny silver bells - and her hair was all over the place and her downy cheeks brightly flushed. Wanda tossed the glory bicycle-chain into the bin marked REPAIRS AND RECONDITIONING and hurried over to her playmate. 

"Well..?" 

"Welcome to the orphan's club," Candyfloss panted. "His last words were 'Sell Nt.Csh Reg at 136 1/4 and buy Frst Nt.Fin.Cor. at 42/7 1/2'." 

"You know what this means, don't you?" breathed Wanda, drawing the girl's head to her and propping her tingling breasts on the nymphet's shoulders. 

"Me, I'm a complete dope about the stock market," the small voice came up, muffled. 

"A fig for that!" Wanda laughed. "Don't you understand - I'm free!" 

For a little while she went on staring over Candyfloss' tousled tresses, her eyes narrowing to green, heavily-lashed slits. Her next words came up low and vibrant from her diaphragm, like the first distant rumble of the Severn Bore. 

"STOP THE WORLD! I'M GONNA GET ON!"
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Charter 2. A FIENDISH FRAMEUP

"Cripes!" gasped Candyfloss. "The old bastard nearly got his handy horn. I mean his horny hand on me that last lap round the Gun Room!" 

"Don't bore me with irrelevant details. Did you check his pulse?" 

"Kaput.." the nymphet smirked. "I even double-checked it, at the wrist. Your dad's a write-off, Booful." 

"Then let's get down to cases, as the goat would say. How many prime ministers, presidents or other heads of state got themselves entre the chats at the Ballet Rose?" 

"Mmmm.. let me think. Do kings count?" 

"Not for my purpose, though a consort might be handy.. What about President de Gueule?" 

"You must be joking! He only grooves away in his dreams, with Jeanne d'Arc probably. Why..W-Wanda, why are you looking at me like that? What have I said?" 

The heiress to the von Kreesus billions was gazing on her little love-slave much as Robert Wilhelm Bunsen must have beheld the blue flame spurting from his first burner. "Pusscake," she breathed, "you have just spilt a bibful. Talk about 'Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings'!" 

"You are awful," Candyfloss smirked. "And with you dear pappa not even stiff yet!" 

But Wanda was off on another tack. Without even a wistful glance at the negro still hanging by his thumbs from the rafters of her private torture-chamber, she hurried into the adjoining boudoir, picked up the house-phone and flicked one of a row of coloured switches. 

"Sebastian?" 

"At your service, M'selle Wanda!" In his operations-room high in the West Tower, her father's resident egghead, Sebastian Sapiens, turned from his wall of computers to heed the peremptory voice issuing from the amplifier on his Day Desk. (His Night Desk, naturally, was in the next-door bedroom, or how else could he manipulate the von Kreesus billions while lesser eggheads slept?) 

"Sebastian, where is the President of France spending the weekend?" 

"At Colombey-les-Douches-Grises, m'selle. Arriving Friday evening at nineteen-zero-six hours, by Citroen DS from Paris. Departing for the Elysee Palace on Monday at seven-fifteen hours." 

"Perfect! Who is our contact on the President's domestic staff?" 

"The cook, m'selle. You recall you father was once toying with a little plan to-" 

"Yes. yes," Wanda's voice cut in, "that's cold turkey. I'm cooking up something fresh. Get her on the phone and tell her to stand by for instructions. Have a small and unpretentious motor-car sent up to the schloss in the morning. Open unlimited drawing accounts for me in - let's see - London, Bonn, Rome, Washington, Moscow, to be going on with. Have you got that?" 

"But, m'selle Wanda.. your father will never give his.." 

"My father, Sebastian, is stone cold dead in the Gun Room. I'm taking over. Would you like a raise, or.." the silken voice became sardonic, "would it perhaps be more practical to offer you an increase in salary?" 

"Le roi est mort," Sebastian sighed. "Vive la reine!" 

Wanda hung up and turned to Candyfloss, who had been listening round-eyed at her elbow. "Old Cross-rates up there thinks he made a funny with that 'Vive la reine!' routine. How do you fancy yourself, Lollipop, as bird-in-waiting to the empress of the whole world?" 

"Full well fancy it, madam," Candyfloss giggled, her thigh-length black PVC boots creaking erotically about her popliteals as she essayed a curtsey. "But what gives? What's the scene?" 

"Like I said - I'm to be Queen of the World, tra-la! Bur before that can happen, we've got to get every sonofabitch who wields political power - East or West - right here." 

"Here" appeared to be somewhere inside Wanda's tightly-bunched fist, roughly at the level of Candyfloss' sciatic notch. CRRRUNCH! 

"B-ut," the girl stuttered, wincing empathetically, "b-but how?" 

"By presenting them with the choice of obeying my will or being exposed to the world as degenerates, sexual perverts, Humphrey-Humphreys-" 

"-Hubert-Humberts, Your Majesty." 

"Hubert-Humberts, satyrs, rapists, sodomites, voyeurs and, not to put too fine a point on it, pedagogues." 

"Pederasts." 

"Pederasts.. Anyway, you've got the message. Pusscake, it's going to be like tripping up a blind spastic. With my money, your memories and the combined aphrodisiac allure with which the good Lord has seen fir to endow us, how can we miss?" 

The beauteous chatelaine of the von Kreesus schloss shook out her lustrous black mane, strode to the nearest mirrored panel of the boudoir wall and frowned at the specks of blood spattered along her sinewy right arm, as high as her dimpled shoulder. 

"Four pints I pre-drained from that black hulk before going to work with my bicycle-chain - and just look at me! And people wonder why there's so much colour prejudice about!" 

Madame de Gueule took the news that her cook was being visited by her favourite young niece, postulant at a Swiss abbey, most graciously. "Candide? Such a charming name! And a nun to chaperone her, of course. Sister Jeanne? Splendid! They must dine with us and stay the night in the guest-room. Monsieur le President will insist. He always says his spirits are never so soothed as in the company of the Brides of God." 

They dined a quatra, the President and his wife at either end of the table, and the two guests facing each other from the sides. Sister Jeanne, green-eyed and chastely elegant in the superbly-cut Carmelite habit rushed to the schloss from Balenciaga's atelier, said grace and was soon engaged in a largely one-sided conversation by the Saviour of France, a short ex-general with an absurdly small nose. 

"Ah, la grandeur de l'Eglise, ma soeur! What have the Anglo-Saxons got to put up against the splendours of Notre Dame, Chartres, Reims? An antiseptic clinic at Coventry and a rather pretentious parish church on Fifth Avenue! Some more gigot d'aneau, Soeur Jeanne?" 

"Je vous remercie, m'sieur le President," Wanda (for it was none other) fluttered her pale fingers. "Canterbury is perhaps worth a Mass - though le bon Dieu knows I have little cause to be generous to the English." This last was uttered in a tone of such quiet concentrated bitterness that le President paused in the mastication of his gigot, then swallowed quickly and reached for his wine glass. 

"You, too, have suffered, then, at the hands of les perfides, dear soeur?" 

"My suffering," she murmured, almost inaudibly, "has been the suffering of France." 

The president cleared his throat, took another sip at his chateau-bottled Leoville-Lascases, Grand Cru Classé St. Julien, 1961, and shivered suddenly in the overheated salle-a-manger. He said, keeping his own voice under the chatter going on between his wife and the postulant Candide: "Ah - would I be correct in detecting a slight - ah - Orleanais accent in your speech, chere soeur Jeanne?" 

For a long moment, while le President de la Republique sat motionless. Wanda von Kreesus stayed silent, her eyes lowered to the neglected remnants of her underdone gigot. When she spoke, it was in the barest of whispers, like a soft wind ruffling the pages of history. "You are as perceptive, as disturbingly perceptive, as I had expected you to be, m'sieur le President. Let us pursue this discussion no further.. now. The hour is late and I have a great deal of praying to do. Please permit me to withdraw to my quarters.." 

It was well past midnight before President de Gueule - who slept alone to escape his wife's gargantuan snoring - succumbed to uneasy slumber. But in their room a little way along the corridor of the old house, Wanda and Candyfloss were very much awake, having each bolted a fistful of pep-pills on retiring for the night. 

"That was quarter-to-one striking, Pusscake," Wanda grunted, pushing the nymphet away and propping herself up on one elbow. "Unstrap the dildo and get into your black gear. The old git ought to be well away by now." A few minutes later, two shadowy figures wafted along the corridor, hovered briefly outside the door of the presidential bedroom, then passed soundlessly within. 

The President knew something was amiss as soon as he rolled his head over on the pillow and blinked open his eyes. The curtains! That imbecile of a valet must have left them parted, for a broad shaft of moonlight bisected the spacious chamber. Muttering a soldierly oath, he was levering himself up to close the drapes of his Louis XV four-poster when his eye fell on a strange and wondrous vision. 

A beautifully-formed creature was secured to the oaken post supporting the old beams in the far corner of the room. Coarse ropes crisscrossed her naked torso. From her slender waist hung a rosary strung with huge ruby beads. The pendant cross, glittering with diamonds, rested against her mons veneris. It was the Cross of Lorraine. From her dimpled kneecaps downwards, her legs were lost inside a pyramid of logs and kindling brush. 

As in a trance, the President left his bed and took a few trembling steps towards the vision. The maiden's green gaze never left him. 

"No.." he breathed hoarsely. "It cannot be!" 

Her lips parted in a sigh. "Put the torch to these faggots. I pray thee. I weary of this world and would fain rejoin my celestial company." 

"Jeanne! Tell me this is another dream! Speak again to me, Jeanne!" 

"You have sinned, Charles.." 

"I? Not I, saintete. Like you, I live and die only for France!" 

"For your sin of omission, Charles, I must burn again. The torch!" 

"B-but, Jeanne.. tell me how I have sinned!" 

He was still goggling into her reproachful face when Candyfloss' needle pricked his right buttock, collapsing him immediately to the floor. 

"All right, get me out of this comic barbecue!" Wanda (for it was none other) snapped. "Did you have to knot so tightly over my tits? You kinky, or something?" 

"Really darling, is that all the thanks I get for-" 

"Shurrup, and help me lug this lump of Common Market charcuterie back on the bed.. Now put the logs back in the fireplace, the way you found them.. Got the ropes? Then let's blow!" 

Late next morning, when the President of the Republic stirred out of his deep sleep, the first thing his eyes fell on was the ruby rosary on the next pillow, nestling in the light indentation made by a woman's head..
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Charter 3. A DREAD SECRET EXTRACTED

Habitually on Saturday mornings on his country estate, the President enjoyed a "breakfast anglais". He never ordered it by such a name, for "franglais" corruptions of his mother-tongue drove him quite around la courbe. Even football, to this purist, was always and inflexibly ballon-a-pied. Madame's Singer sewing-machine had to be referred to by the household as "La Chanteuse". And the President was seriously thinking of retitling the city of Nice - as soon as he could make up his mind whether to call it Gentil or Délicat. The Sunday morning command was usually for "un petit dejeuner a la mode des sacrés Anglais." It took longer to say but helped him to start the day in good mettle. 

Imagine, then, the consternation in the kitchen when a badly shook-up valet (oops! - valet) hurried in with a presidential request for a glass of cold water and a piece of stale bread. "Sans beurre!" the flunky croaked, heading for the cooking cognac. 

When this grave intelligence reached Madame de Gueule, she climbed from her bed and tottered along the corridor to her husband's room, noting in passing the sturdy nun's boots still lined up outside the room occupied by Sister Jeanne and the postulant Candide. "Poor dears," she murmured. "Up half the night, praying for dear Charles, you may be sure." 

She found her husband pacing slowly to and fro in his nightshirt, mumbling over the beads of the glittering ruby rosary he had found on the pillow beside his bed when he awoke. 

"What ails you, Charles?" she cried. "Bread-and-water for your br--- your petit dejeuner!" 

"Doucement, Clothilde!" the President groaned. "It was a choice of fasting completely or deliberately mortifying the flesh. I decided to mortify." 

"But why, chéri? That Con de Merdeville hasn't been upsetting you again?" 

"You might as well know," the Saviour of France intoned, sonorously, "that our blessed Jeanne d'Arc appeared to me in a vision during the night," He lowered the rosary and stared bleakly out the window. "I have sinned, Clothilde, and must repent. Go back to your room and pray for me.. Wait! Have you spoken to our guests this morning?" 

His wife shook her head. 

"Go to sister Jeanne. Tell her I need her counsel and await her here." 

"Charles! You're not getting up to your old -" Clothilde broke off as her husband's anguished eyes burned the air between them. "I'll see if she's awake, chéri," she sighed, closing the door behind her. 

The President had donned a dressing gown presented to him by the new Chancellor of the West German Republic, Dr. Fartlaueder, when Sister Jeanne appeared in his room - after opening the door, ca va sans dire. The garment was a duplicate of the one he had admired on the Chancellor - complete with Habsburg epaulettes and a Heidelberg dueling society's badge emblazoned over one breast. He had rather fancied himself in it. But now, under Wanda's cool green gaze (for it was no other's) he felt suddenly ridiculous and wished he had settled for the old egg-stained robe-de-chambre from the Monoprix on the Boulevard Haussmann. 

The old warrior and the young bride of God gazed at each other across the room in silence for a full minute. Then: 

"Ma chere soeur! If you are not the reincarnation of Jeanne d'Arc, tell me now, so that this cup can pass from me and I can find peace of mind again!" 

"M'sieur le President, I am what your conscience tells you I am - no more and no less." 

"But the dream! Or was it a dream? You.. here.. at the stake.." 

With a sad smile, Wanda lowered her eyes to the ruby rosary dangling from the President's hand. When she raised them again, he knew beyond further doubt that hers was the tortured virginal body those beads had girdled in the Vision. He sank to his knees. 

"The sin of omission, Jeanne! Reveal it to me, that I may repent!" 

"Search your own heart, Charles, and you shall find it. Devote this day to your conscience. Tonight, perhaps.." She made a slow sign-of-the-cross, her fingertips teasing the nipples beneath her Balenciaga habit, for they had sprung to life the second the ruler of France knelt at her feet. 

"You will not leave, Jeanne? Promise me! Not until.." 

"I shall spend the day in my room, praying you unburden yourself of your sin against France before I continue my worldly pilgrimage tomorrow."

Candyfloss looked up eagerly as Wanda slipped back into their room, locking the door behind her. The nymphet was spraying luminous gold paint over the chain-mail cuirass and broadsword they had taken from the armoury of the von Kreesus schloss. 

"How did it go, darling? He give anything away yet?" 

"Not yet. But we're on the track of something, Pusscake, and I've got a hunch it's pretty BIG. When you've finished spraying that tit-flattener, I want you to slip a mild sedative to that old bag of a cook and tell her it's to go into whatever the Prezz drinks, last thing tonight. And get her to send me up some nosh. There's nothing says a girl can't masticate while she meditates." 

"As long as you don't burn up your strength, Booful," Candyfloss murmured absently. "Remember, we've got another fraught night ahead of us." 

Night had in fact long settled over the township of Colombey-les-Douches-Grises when the ruler of France stirred irritably in his sleep. Crouching beside the huge four-poster, Candyfloss held her breath for a few moments, then slipped her small hand under the covers and administered another, harder, pinch to the flaccid left cheek of the president's dential derriere. He sat up, grunting, as the Ballet Rosebud dived back under the bed. Then he froze. 

A few paces from the foot of the bed, framed by the pelmet and drapes of the four-poster, stood the Maid of Orleans herself, in glittering cuirass worn over a homespun peasant chemise, torn where the licentious lances of the swinish British soldiery had sought her soft maidenly scabbard. Her hands clasped the golden sword in a vertical salute. 

"Jeanne! I dreamt you had come again!" 

Under the bed, Candyfloss clamped a hand, quickly, over her mouth. 

"Are you ready to confess, Charles?" 

The president bowed his head. "You know I am, Jeanne. As you know very well my sin." 

"Speak it aloud!" 

The President raised his head, swallowed hard, and began: 

"I, the most celebrated Frenchman in all France's long history, am not French! My mother was a --" His voice broke. "Must I go on?" 

"He who sent me awaits you confession. You must speak it first, then write it out for me to take back to him." 

"My mother," he croaked, "was an Englishwoman, a nursemaid named Norah Biggs, born in the parish of Much Haddit, Hertfordshire, on April the first, 1871, in service to a French family, the Bidets-Quifuits of Le Chambons-Feu-gerolles, holidaying at Cap Croisette. She became enamoured of an merican merchant-seaman named Will Roger, who had jumped ship at Marseilles after rifling the captain's safe. He seduced her, then took temporary employment as a pimp on the Cannebiere, where he died after a knife brawl with three Lascars. My mother, enciente, was discharged by her employers, gave birth to me two months later and left me on night, wrapped in a --" the President gave a shudder, "-a copy of The Times, outside Notre-Dame-de-la-Garde. There I was found by a certain Madame de Gueule as she left the cathedral, where she had been praying for divine intercession in the case of her husband, whose impotence had brought shame on them both. They reared me as their son and took their secret to the grave." 

As the final words of his confession echoed hollowly about the vast room, he climbed stiffly from the bed and advanced towards Wanda, his hands clasped as in prayer. 

"Tell me I am forgiven, Maid of Orleans, and I shall have a statue raised to you in every place de la ville of France!" 

"You'll do no such thing!" Wanda snapped. "My father's always sounding off about you frittering of public funds on meretricious grandiosities!" 

"H-he is?" the President stammered (unaware, of course, that there was but a small f to this father). 

"Just write out the confession the way you spoke it. Sign and seal it and I'll do my best for you Up There." She extended the sword, tapping him playfully on the shoulder. "In a wicked world, Charles, we French ought to stick together, hein?" 

"Jeanne!" He seized her hand, kissed it, and hurried to the Louis Quatorze escritoire beside the head of his bed. 

He had signed his name to the confession and was stamping his presidential seal on it when Candyfloss' slim arm wormed out from under the four-poster, hypodermic-needle at the ready.. 

Morning sunlight was lancing through the poplars to the east of the de Gueule manoir when the security guards swung open the gates and saluted the beautiful nun at the wheel of the battered Peugeot, and the demure young postulant sitting beside her. 

"Did you remember to tip the cook?" Wanda asked as she swung the wheel around at the crossroads and headed for Paris. 

"I gave her 1000 dollars, darling. That should keep the randy old sow grooving on local cock for a while." 

"Super! Now for Orly airport, tea-and-crumpets in Swinging London and a truly diabolical dodge for screwing Her Britannic Majesty's First Minister, Sir Raven Crapp-Spowter!" 

[image: image5.jpg]



Charter 4. VICE IN A CELLAR AT NO. 10

The 5th Marquess of Soddingham was running a morose eye down the Personal columns of The Times on the off-chance of coming across an easy touch - like the American lady, last month, seekg real live Lord willg instr slob-hsband in corr b'havr at Buck Plce grdn prty. Suddenly, his own family-name leapt at him out of the page: DOMINICK COCKBURN-CHUMLEY...

"Oh cripes!" he muttered, flopping back against the pillows and closing his eyes tight. "Please let it be Vanessa Greenberg saying all is forgvn, am wrtg; mummy snds her luv. Taking a firm grip of himself, he grabbed the paper with his other hand and read on:

Call me at Daridges, Wanda von KREESUS...

The young peer's immediate reaction on seeing that dread name in print was to dive under the bedclothes, where he remained, quaking violently, for several minutes. However, as the shock-waves gradually spent their first force, Dominick began to rally. Six years had elapsed since that ghastly winter at the von Kreesus chalet in Gstaad, tutoring the 13-year-old Wanda in English and the English. She was now a young lady - indeed, with her father's death (dutifully recorded by The Times), the richest young lady in the whole world! Mumbling the family motto ("largesse oblige") the marquess crawled out of bed and headed for the telephone.

Wanda was enjoying her once-weekly butter-wallow when Dominick was let into the von Kreesus suite by a ravishing little lady's maid with a wispy lace cap on the crown of her tumbling blonde tresses and cat suit of pink latex perforated with hundreds of carelessly placed air holes. "I'm Candyfloss," she said. "Wanda's often talked to me about you, when we've been short of a good giggle. This way, if it pleases your lordship!"

Sidestepping the empty wooden crates stamped FORTNUM & MASON, Dominick followed the nymphet across a drawing-room and bedroom, into the suite's stately bathroom. With her face clear of make-up and her hair tucked up inside a purple rubber bathing-cap, the 19-year-old Wanda looked hardly any different from the adolescent she-devil of Gstaad. Her limbs and other anatomical appendages had no doubt fully redeemed, by now, the extravagant promises of those tenderer years, but this Dominick had no immediate means of knowing, since the features in question were buried from the stem-like neck downwards in two-hundredweight of oleaginous yellow butter (BEST DEVONSHIRE: SLIGHTLY SALTED).

"Hi, Dommie!" she sang out. "Take a seat and grab yourself a slice of pumpernickel."

As the marquess lowered himself, blinking, to a stool beside the bathtub, Candyfloss passed him the bread and butter knife, and balanced a plateful of sliced Virginia peanut-fed ham on his jittery knees. From the bathtub came a series of obscene squelches and fat sucking noises as Wanda raised herself to a sitting position, looking like a golden Venus all larded-up for a Channel swim. She stayed still, licking her lips, as Candyfloss reached across with a knife, scooped a blob of butter from the tip of her left breast, spread it over the pumpernickel, added a thin slice of ham and raised the tasty morsel to her mistress's lips. "Pitch in, your lordship," the Ballet Rosebud invited Dominick as Wanda chewed away, nodding her satisfaction. "I'll go pour us some champers."

They had started on the third bottle of Louis Roederer '52, and Wanda's magnificent torso had been scraped almost clean, before the deal with Dominick was finally clinched. "Lesh geddit shtraight, dollies," he mumbled, fingering a coy dottle of BEST DEVONSHIRE from under Wanda's armpit. "I'm to introduce you to my uncle's butler as two nice girls from Switzerland, looking for experiensh as upshtairs maids in a stately English home. You, on your side, promise to quit the job after a week, when you shall pay into my bank the prinshely sum of five grand, in shterling. All right - where's the catch?"

"I keep telling you." Wanda stood up under the hot shower to let Candyfloss go to work with sponge and soap. "Sir Raven Crapp-Spowter, Prime Minister of Britain, is a guest this weekend at Bedbounce Castle, and it happens he's the only European leader who hasn't yet signed my autograph book."

"In his own blood, natcherly?" Dominick sniggered.

"What else?" the two dollies sang out in sweet unison.

The evening before Sir Raven's arrival, Dominick took the new maidservant and her "little sister" on a tour of those parts of Bedbounce Castle his uncle, the Duke, allowed the public to inspect for five bob a nob. One of the dungeons in particular fascinated Wanda. "Why the bright arclights, Dommie? Surely candles would be more in character?"

"Well, eggtually, uncle hires this one out to the TV boys from time to time. See that hole in the wall, there? Said to have been made by two neighboring prisoners, using their jolly old fingernails!"

As Candyfloss' dewy lips pursed in a whistle, Wanda's curled in an enigmatic smile... 

It was Candyfloss who raised the alarm, next afternoon, when the Prime Minister's valet, Wilson, plunged from the battlements into the muddy moat, breaking his collar-bone and fracturing one leg. "I kept telling him," she sobbed to the butler, "I mightn't be strong enough to take his weight while he kissed that rotten old Blarney-stone!" And as a direct outcome of this mishap, it was Wanda who prepared Sir Raven's bath and laid out his dinner clothes that evening.

"Wife'll be damn annoyed about this," the P.M. grumbled as he shuffled out of his dressing-room to be brushed down by the solicitous Swiss maid. "Hates having temporary servants at Number Ten. Says they only take the jobs so they can sell their stories to the blasted magazines."

"How wicked of them!" cried Wanda. "You should have the rascals handed over to your Chief Whip, to be chastised!"

"The Chief Whip," Sir Raven chuckled, with a side glance sparked by new appreciation, "doesn't - er - whip people, you know. His job is to get Members into the voting lobby."

"Well, what about that other gentleman," the ingenious girl persisted, "-Black Rod, isn't that what you call him? A good sound thrashing from him would put a stop to all that nonsense!"

"Black Rod, my dear," the P.M. muttered, easing his collar with a plump and trembling forefinger, "is just a ceremonial usher. We don't - ah - flog miscreants in this country these days."

"More's the pity then," Wanda declared primly, giving some vigorous attention with her brush to Sir Raven's rump. "You need my little sister Candyfloss to take over the discipline in you household. Real little raver, that one is, with a swishy cane in her hand!"

Her Majesty's First Minister was having trouble with his breathing. He sat down heavily on the side of the bed, gulping for air through the floppy moustache so dear to political cartoonists. And following Wanda's brisk movements about the room with a glazed eye.

"Hrrrmp.. this little sister of yours, my dear.. I can't promise anything of course, until I've met her, but if she's - ah - looking for a job when she leaves school.."

"School!" Wanda laughed. "No school will put up with the little terror! That's why I have to take her around with me wherever I go - since our dear parents passed away. Oh, sir!" - she was serious, now - "if you could really find her a job where she could work off this obsession she has with corporal punishment! It could be the making of her!"

"Can't promise anything," the P.M. breathed. "Greatest discretion absolutely essential at this stage." He closed his eyes and swallowed hard. "I - er - I don't suppose she still goes around in gym-slips."

"All the time," Wanda smiled. "Mini versions, of course."

"Not - arhh - pigtails too?" 

"Long blonde ones, with pink bows at the ends." 

"When," panted Sir Raven, dabbing a handkerchief to his jowls, "am I to meet this naughty little sister of yours?" "I could arrange it for tonight - after the others have gone to bed. Down in the dungeons, shall we say, out of sight-" Wanda gave him a slow wink, "-and sound of everyone?"

Candyfloss might easily have passed for a 13-year-old as she stood in the entrance to the cell, scowling prettily at the dressing-gowned Prime Minister.

"You've kept me from my sleep," she pouted, swishing at the air with her thin cane. "You're nothing but a bad, bad boy!"

"I know I am!" Sir Raven whimpered. "And I'm not going to say I'm sorry - so there!"

 In the next-door dungeon, Wanda double-checked the light-reading and, crouching closer to the wall, started to focus her 35mm Leica on the brilliantly-lit scene the other side of the hole...

 "What did the old twit say when you showed him the pictures?" Candyfloss asked her mistress as they drove back to London after the weekend.

"He started to sob like a baby. Then he said he'd resign. I told him it wouldn't make any difference - I could still ruin him and his party, and surely the sensible thing would be to wait and see what I wanted of him. He perked up a bit at that. He even begged a small favour before we parted."

"What was that, Booful?"

"Would I mail him one glossy set, ten-by-twelve, in a plain envelope care of the Carlton Club."

The wickedest girl in the world lounged back in her seat, green eyes glittering behind the heavy lashes. "Well, Pusscake, that wraps up La Belle France and Perfidious Albion. Next stop - Washington!"
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Charter 5. RARE CHEESE - AND A BAITED TRAP

His Excellency Monsieur Ludwig Kunz-Strukke, the Swiss Ambassador to Washington, had two things going for him with the United States President. One was his ability to yodel while balanced on his head at the dinner table, a feat that never failed to animate even the dullest bunch of guests. The other was his exclusive importation (via the diplomatic bag) of a unique species of cottage cheese made in a village near his birthplace, Leukerbad, in the Bernese Alps. 

The secret of this cheese - whose base was known to be ewe's milk inoculated with a pure culture of lactic organisms from "some other source" - had been jealously guarded for more than 1000 years. It had been handed down through the female generations of this isolated community - also noted, incidentally, for the women's curious custom of denying the breast to their offspring from 14 after delivery. 

Among certain ladies of Washington's foreign diplomatic community, Ludwig Kunz-Strukke's talent as a yodeler had, it was reputed, a more recherché significance than that of light relief at the presidential board, it wasn't easy to pin down the precise connection between Ludwig's yodeling and the extraordinary popularity he enjoyed with these ladies, but that they shared some private and esoteric appreciation of his art seems to have been confirmed by an incident at the White House dinner for NATO's new Commander-in-Chief. On that occasion, the C-in-C's wife, a simple soul from Oak Creek, Colorado, had innocently inquired of Ludwig whether it was possible to "eat and yodel at the same time". In an instant, the French Ambassador's wife had choked on a fish-bone, the Austrian Ambassador's wife had sprayed a mouthful of imported Chablis over the floral centerpiece, and the exquisite spouse of the outgoing Ambassador for Indonesia had erupted into and uncontrollable fit of the giggles. 

"It's not easy," Ludwig had smirked back at the C-in-C's wife. "But I persevere, madame.. I persevere." 

Truth was, he hadn't much else to do with his spare time, for his country was not dependent on the US for much - Leukerbad cheese apart - the President had few diplomatic demands to make of it. So it was that Ludwig Kunz-Strukke had over the past year or so largely divided his energies between gobbling and gambling. Alas, his virtuosity had not spilt over from the boudoir to the bourse and, at the time of Walter von Kreesus' death, the Ambassador was in the red at one of the King-Gnome's banks to the tune of a cool half-million dollars. 

No sooner had Wanda von Kreesus elicited this fact from Sebastian Sapiens, resident egghead at the von Kreesus schloss, than she put a call in from New York to the Ambassador's residence in Washington. 

"I bring you good tidings, Ludwig," she purred. "How would you like to have your little debt to my bank written right off?" 

Wanda held the receiver at arm's length, wincing, as Ludwig ripped off a festive yodelling chorus. 

"You can save that stuff for your unofficial diplomatic channels," she cut in as he took a breath. "Here's what I want from you in return." 

President Ray Ackshern had only another year left of his first term of office, and no cause for doubt that he would be re-elected. Through his inspired legislative programme - "Make Haste Slowly" - America had become the envy of every free nation dedicated to the Rule of Law. Its police force was the finest and the best-equipped. Its racial ghettos were a model of what the President had defined as "controlled ethnic dynamism". The student population was settling down well in the new labour camps, the churches were reporting capacity business every Sunday and the Dow Jones Average continued to climb a steady point or two every month. 

As he settled back for his third shave of the day in the private barber-chair (presented to him by the Mothers for God & Ray Ackshern Committee), the President began to hum the new campaign song he had just commissioned from Ayn Rand. Entitled "On to Victoree, with Dough Ray and Mee", it was composed in a jingly double two-time and was vaguely reminiscent of most of the numbers from The Sound of Musak. Sidney, his good looking young barber, simpered as he smoothed the shaving cream over Ackshern's jowl, using the tips of his elegant fingers. 

"It's a winner, Mr. President.. Mother's crazy about it!" 

The President opened his eyes to smile up at the handsome youth, then closed them again. He enjoyed listening to the soft cadences of Sidney's voice, the gentle circular massage of his fingertips about his cheeks. So soothing, after that disagreeable post-prandial coffee break with the First Lady, whose voice and features seemed to be settling into an ever-more-masculine mould as the years went by. So soothing .. and yet, at the same time..

He was jerked out of a day-dream by the excited voice of his 18-year-old daughter, Prudence, breathless from running up the stairs to his dressing room. 

"Daddy, I've just met the most wonderful person! I simply must tell you about him!" 

Ackshern forced an encouraging little smile and closed his eyes again. It did not please him to gaze overlong on his eldest daughter. She was beginning to look more like her mother every day. Her brittle voice prattled on. 

"His name is Walter de Bonvin and he's only 21 and a real count..! Watch it, Sidney! You nearly had daddy's ear off..! Anyway father, I met him this afternoon at the Kunz-Strukkes' garden party. Seems he's a cousin of Ludwig's and enormously rich and speaks perfect English and is just about the most handsome man I've ever seen in all my life! Honest daddy, he makes Warren Beatty look like - like Mayor Daley!" 

"All right, Pru-Pru," the President sighed. "I'll have him checked out. If the CIA clear him, you can have him over for a Sunday dinner." 

"You'll do no such thing, daddy!" Prudence stamped her foot. "If your good friend Ludwig vouches for him, that should be enough! I'd die if he found out those crew-cut cruds had been snooping around his schlosses!" 

"Did you collect any cheese from Ludwig?" her father mumbled through the hot towel Sidney was draping tenderly over his face. 

"Certainly, I did! But you're not having any until you promise not to-" 

"All right!" the President cut in. "I'll call the Ambassador. What did you say the young man's name was?" 

In the master bedroom of the 20 room mansion she had rented in Washington's select Georgetown district, Wanda von Kreesus lay back across the pillows while her nymphet handmaiden, Candyfloss, massaged her aching breasts with the perfumed essence of spinal fluid extracted from radioactive pouter pigeons. The elegant Brooks Brothers suit she had worn to the Kunz-Strukkes' garden party hung from a dumb valet over by the window. The cunningly fashioned blonde male wig (groovy London lenth) had come slightly askew, releasing a few tassels of her own silky black hair. On the floor at the foot of the bed lay the featherweight bodice-corset Candyfloss had unclipped from her mistress's artificially-flattened torso - clucking, as she did so, over the pink welts the stays had cut into Wanda's pale and succulent flesh.

"Your poor boobs, Booful!" the Ballet Rose-bud crooned, kneading at the pectoralis muscles with her wiry little hands. "I'll have to work them over for hours if I'm to keep 'em in shape while you're on this male impersonation kick." 

"So who's beefing?" Wanda drawled. "And when you're through with the traction muscles you'd better do something about my nipples. Damn things'll be getting concave." 

"Not while I'm around, they won't," Candyfloss muttered. And she suited action to words by lowering her head and giving Wanda's left rosebud a crisp little nip of her teeth. 

"Ouch - you hurt me, Pusscake! Just for that you're not going to be spanked tonight!" 

"But, Wanda.." Candyfloss' petal-pink lower lip started to tremble. "You promised.." 

"Get on with the massage. There's always a chance I might relent. I'm feeling pretty chuffed, anyway, after this afternoon's little ploy, over at Ludwig's." 

"You mean with Prudence the Pill? What's the next move, darling?" 

"Seduction, naturally." 

"Mmmm.." Candyfloss nodded. "She's a virgin, so I s'pose she won't know the difference-" She broke off suddenly, frowning. "You're not thinking of having that pig with mine, are you?" 

"Relax! She's only the bait. It's her old man I'm after." 

"But - he thinks you're a fella!" 

"Precisely. I wouldn't get to first base with him as a bird. Why do you think I bought his New York psychiatrist those three oil tankers?" 

Emitting a low respectful whistle, Candyfloss relinquished her mistress's bosom and sat up straight. "Sock-o! Booful! You really think you're going to be able to make him?" 

"More to the point," Wanda smiled, rolling over to present her dimpled derriere to the nymphet's ministrations, "I think he's going to be able to make me!"
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Charter 6. THE PRESIDENT TAKES A FATAL PEEK

If Wanda's carnal communication with men had been nil (thanks to an obsessive loathing of males generated by her libidinous mother) she had more than made up for this in the pursuit of physical delights with her own sex. For two years now, ever since the 13-year-old Candyfloss - pulsing with pubescence and worldly beyond her years - had been delivered to the von Kreesus schloss, the two dollies had dedicated themselves to little else (outside the Torture Chamber) but the mutual stimulation and ever-more ecstatic satisfaction of their erotic appetites. 

Thus, when Prudence Ackshern descended the interior stairway of the White House for her first date with the dapper young Count de Bonvin, she went as a lamb to the slaughter. It was a warm Washington night and they dined on the terrace of the Shoreham Hotel, with the fireflies converting the dark lawn beyond into an inverted planetarium of winking stars. Pru's favourite combo - the Uncle Tom Loyalists - were blues-ing away fit to dampen the G-string of a New Orlean's stripper. 

The couple danced, Walter withholding bodily contact with what Prudence assumed to be aristocratic European punctilio on a first date, but making up for it with gentle explorations of his slim right hand about her bony naked back. 

Suddenly, in the middle of some frivolous chatter about America's Role in World Society. Prudence stiffened, stopped dancing, uttered a deep groaning sigh and would have sunk to the dance floor had Walter not moved smoothly in to take her weight. 

"What's wrong, Prudence? Why - you're shaking like a leaf!" 

The President's daughter rolled her eyes. "Walter," she husked, "I'd like to sit down for a while." Twice, while they sipped their Benedictines, eyes locked across the table. Prudence seemed about to confide the cause of her sudden seizure. But each time a rush of colour to her cheeks, accompanied by an uptempo-ing of her hear beat, stifled the words. Finally, in a tremulously eager voice, she asked Walter if they might take another turn around the floor. 

The second time it happened, Prudence knew beyond a doubt it had nothing to do with any freak manifestation of auto-eroticism. The sensation had started to invade her the moment Walter's fingertips lingered over her eighth vertebra. It leapt inside her, like a live thrusting thing, as he rotated the skin above the vertebra gently in an anti-clockwise direction, and it exploded the second his fingertips flickered to the base of her left shoulder blade. 

"A-aaaaagh!" 

Taking her weight, the young Count murmured, "not again, Pru!" Something you've eaten perhaps?" 

This time, back at the table, Miss Ackshern found she could no longer keep what had been happening to herself, to herself. 

"I- I don't quite know how to tell you this, Walter," she blurted out, avoiding his eyes, "but there's something about the touch of your hand on my back that - well - that really turns me on. Please don't think badly of me, but I swear to you it's just like - just like - " It was too much for her, Walter had to fill in. 

"Just like having an orgasm?" he smiled. 

"How did you know?" she gasped, roundeyed. 

"It's always happening," Walter shrugged. "Something to do with my hyper-sensory vibrations.. Give me your hand, any hand." 

"You don't m-mean -?" 

"Just give me your hand, Prudence, and relax. Close your eyes." 

As the girl complied, Wanda (for let us not forget it was really no other) turned the girl's palm upwards beside "his" coffee cup and using the third fingertip of "his" right hand, started to stroke the loose skin webbing the girl's thumb to her forefinger. Beneath the tablecloth, Prudence's lean thighs quivered and jerked as a flame started to burn - first fitfully, then with white intensity - at their innermost junction. She bent forward over the table, clenching her teeth against the scream bunching up in her belly. 

"Now?" Walter murmured. 

"Oh, now!" It was a stifled moan, followed three seconds later by - "A-aaaaaaagh!" 

Prudence's two Secret Service bodyguards came haring to the table from out of the shadows, right hands thrust inside their billowing jackets. 

Prudence emerged from her post-orgasmic daze, eyes blazing, nostrils arched. "Unless," she hissed, "you want me to see to it that my daddy has your guts for a dog-leash, you two jerks had better get right back to your crud-holes!" 

Wanda's father, the King-Gnome of Zurich, had assembled by the time of his death the world's finest collection of cuckoo-clocks. Wanda had 50 of the best of them flown out to Washington -- ostensibly for a cultural exhibition scheduled for National American Husband's Week - and arranged for the clocks to be housed temporarily in and upstairs room of the Swiss embassy. When she had completed her plans for the birthday party to be given for her by the Ambassador, Ludwig Kunz-Strukke, she summoned him to the office he had been obliged to provide for her on the ground floor. 

"Here's my cheque for the half-million dollars I promised you, Ludwig. They'll keep you in luxury for the rest of your life - which is just as well, 'cos you won't be persona grata with the President after this little shindig we're throwing tomorrow." 

"With half a million dollars, Ludwig yodeled, "who needs the President? How many guests have I decided to ask to this party?" 

"Just a dozen, apart from the Acksherns. All personal friends of yours or his - so the Secret Service can stay in the kitchen, noshing Swiss gateaux." 

"About drinks, you know the President's teetotal?" 

"I was just coming to that," Wanda drawled... 

The party for Count Walter de Bonvin was in full swing and President Ackshern, clutching his third glassful of carrot juice, was huddled in a corner with Walter, his slightly bloodshot eyes riveted on the comely youth. The President's jowls were flushed, and his articulation a little erratic.

"No kidding, Walt?" he was saying. "And you got them upshtairs? I wanna see those clocks, son!" 

Upstairs, to an intermittent background of little doors popping open and cuckoos doing their contrapuntal nuts, the conversation between the President and the young Swiss count soon took a most bizarre turn. 

"...and so now you know my little secret, Mr. President, you will understand why I can never, regrettably, be a suitor for your lovely daughter's hand." 

The President, who had heard Walter out in popeyed silence, groped shakily behind him for the arm of a chair to sit on. 

"You mean you never wanted to be a girl - right from the start? You think and act like a boy and you're a boy in every reshpect, 'cept for - 'cept for-?" 

"A very tiny one, actually," Walter sighed. "Would it interest you - scientifically speaking, of course - to take a peek?" 

"Why," said the President, breathing hard, "if it wouldn't embarrass you.." 

"Not in the least. If you'll just switch that strong light on there beside you while I slip out of my pants.." 

"What I don't figure out," the President croaked, fumbling for the light switch, "is if you've had thish operation to kind of seal off the girl's end of things, and you've only got thish rudimentary.. what I'm trying to say Walt, is what do you do for - well, you know." 

"For kicks? Why, Mr. President, that surely doesn't call for so much imagination from a man of the world!" Walter paused in the act of draping his trousers across a chair to flash a smile at the agitated chief of state. "Why don't you try putting yourself in my place?" 

When the door opened a few minutes later and Candyfloss, wearing the uniform of an embassy housemaid, stepped in, she gaped wide-eyed at the scene before giving vent to a little scream of horror - muffled, at that precise moment, by the brief emergence of nine cuckoos expressing their own varying degrees of alarm. 

"Count de Bonvin - you! And on national territory, with a common American politician! I shall have to report this to the Swiss police!" 

"I'll have words with you later, wench!" Walter snapped, reaching for his trousers. "Meantime, back to your quarters, and stay there!" 

"Ruined!" moaned Ackshern, as the nymphet withdrew, weeping. "I work my way up from the bottom to the pinnacle of world power - and now this cruel, cruel reversal!" 

"I'll talk to the girl," Walter murmured soothingly. "She'll have her price." 

"Pravda will double it!" the President sobbed. "They'll toss in a Heroinehship of the Soviet Union, for good measure!" 

"You are wincing before the lash has fallen. A common phenomenon, and one which I've always found particularly exciting." 

As their plane took off from Kennedy Airport, headed for Frankfurt, Wanda von Kreesus opened her briefcase and slipped out the photographs Candyfloss had taken through the sliding panel of the cuckoo's room. She flicked her cool green eyes over them. 

"You're getting good, Pusscake," she nodded. "Beautiful definition." 

"What did he say when you told him he'd been framed for posterity?" 

"He didn't say. He just listened.. The thought occurs to me; what would you bet this is the first time a suitor's been seduced by the daughter's old man?"
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Charter 7. THE CASE OF THE  BROKEN-IN STALLION

It was when Wille Fartlaueder had been attending a Paris conference of Common Market economists in his capacity as West Germany's Minister of Finance that he had met Candyfloss - then the prime attraction at the notorious Ballet Rose. He had been taken there one evening by his country's ambassador to France, a well-known necromaniac with a penchant for inert blondes framed by purple tulips. Out of gratitude for his colleague's initiative Willi had him transferred to the Netherlands, shortly after his own elevation to the Reich Chancellorship. The ambassador's first confidential dispatch from the Hague bore the postscript: "You were dead right - these Dutchwomen are a necro's delight. Hell, they don't even have to pretend!" 

Fartlaueder, a run-of-the-mill coprophiliac himself, still cherished fragrant memories of his private session at the Ballet Rose with little Candyfloss, and the warmth and generosity of the favours she had heaped on him. So when he received a note from the nymphet, touchingly inscribed on a piece of three-ply non-absorbent paper, to the effect that she had just arrived in Bonn after taking the waters in Wiesbaden, and had quite a lot to pass on to him one way and the other, if it would amuse him to "dish the dirt" with her at the Hotel Konigshof one evening. The Chancellor was at first enchanted. 

Chuckling to himself as he re-read the signing-off line (".. Your little stool-pigeon, Candyfloss") he was on the point of demanding a direct line to the hotel when it suddenly struck him he was being absurdly incautious for a man in his position. What if the former star of the ballet, whose every motion had once been such a delight, had since defecated to the East and been sent to compromise him in such a way as to make the name Fartlaueder reek in the nostrils of decent Christian Democrats throughout the Federal Republic? It seemed hardly edible, of course, that a clever operator like Candyfloss, with such a lucrative talent behind her, would willingly throw in her lot with the Reds. But a fellow couldn't be too careful. And so, instead of asking for a line, the Chancellor pressed the button connecting him with Captain Rudi Bonenkruncher, chief of the Bonn security force - the cunningly retitled "Westapo". 

At this precise moment, in the penthouse suite of the Hotel Konigshof, Wanda von Kreesus was telling her little handmaiden: "Don't expect a call yet from the wily Willi. Right now, he'll be talking to Captain Rudi Bonenkruncher, chief of the Westapo." She had to speak up over the whirring of the electric vibrator with which the Rosebud was toning up her mistress's pectoral muscles. And, in response to the nymphet's unspoken question, she went on, "My aunt - remember? - was Irma Greese, the Nazi's top lady sadist. That's how I happen to know about Rudi being her bastard son. I've a hunch - it's no more than that - the captain has something on Willi, something that might explain his rapid promotion since Fartlaueder became Chancellor." 

"That makes it kind of tough for us, doesn't it," Candyfloss frowned, "with Willi and the Captain in cahoots?" 

"On the contrary, Pusscake. Willi's about to play right into my hands, just as I planned it. If Rudi does hold the key to something hairy in the Chancellor's cupboard, then he's our boy." 

"You mean, I won't even have to-?" 

"You can save yourself all that crap," Wanda nodded, stretching out her shapely legs and closing her eyes. "Now switch that thing up full and shift it to where I can feel it doing me some good.." 

The Chancellor's briefing of Bonenkruncher left the Westapo chief puzzled but intrigued. 

"I've no reason to suspect the girl of anything," Fartlaueder told him. "I just want you to check her out - whom she's with, what her contacts in Germany, where she's been these past couple of years. I want you to handle the job personally and unofficially and - er -" The "Iron Chancellor" eased his collar with a stubby forefinger "-as rapidly as possible." 

The young captain - a beefy six-footer with cropped flaxen hair - ran the tip of his tongue over his thin lips. "All I'll need'll be half-an-hour with her, Your Excellency." 

"Gott im Himmel! Do I have to spell everything out for you, Dummkopf? I don't want the girl harmed! I just want it established she's not in the pay of the Bolsheviks or any of our German opposition parties! Use your cunning, man! And leave that rubber truncheon behind when you call on her!" 

Muttering his disappointment, Rudi left the building, drove home and assumed one of his many disguises for undercover operations. So that when Candyfloss opened the door of the penthouse in response to an urgent pounding from without, it was to admit a breathless, disheveled young man in threadbare Levi's, with a Little Red Book of Mao peeping out of the pocket of his windbreaker. 

"A groover - thank God!" Rudi panted, leaping inside and slamming the door behind him. "The fuzz are on my tail! Gimme a break till the heat's off - will you, doll?" (his Hipspeak tended rather towards the eclectic) 

"Cool, man!" Candyfloss drawled. "You're just in time for tea. Roll yourself a stick while I take my fix, next door."

Wanda, who had been peering through a gap in the bedroom door, greeted the nymphet with a triumphant glitter of her teeth. "That's our boy, Pusscake," she hissed. "Give him a drink out of the third bottle on the left while I set up the gear." 

When Rudi Bonenkruncher regained consciousness, ten minutes later, he found himself lying on his back, wrists and ankles manacled to the four bed-posts and naked as the day his mother, shrieking Teutonic obscenities, had delivered him up to the concentration camp's M.O. A balled up pair of Candyfloss' bikini-briefs had been stuffed in his mouth and tied in place with a twisted length of nylon tights. On either side of the bed, his beauteous captors gazed down on him - Wanda wearing a blood-red nylon cire mini-smock, Candyfloss dressed simply and effectively in her shiny green thigh-boots - plus the matching ribbon bow disciplining her riotous blonde tresses. 

"I'm your natural cousin, Rudi," Wanda announced, affably. "And this is my best friend and helpmate, Candyfloss. Between us, we're going to lam the living daylights out of you." 

"Mmmmmm-mm-ughhh!" 

"Unless," Candyfloss chirped up, "you want to spill the dirt about your boss, Fartlaueder." 

"As I was saying," Wanda grated, with a displeased flash of her green eyes at the nymphet. "First, we work you over, but good. When I take that gag off, you talk. If you don't, we just start all over again." 

"Mmmmm-grrmmmmmmm!" 

"He'll probably have a low pain tolerance, this one," Wanda muttered, selecting a thin-thonged rhino-hide whip from the travelling-set laid out on the escritoire. "Pale blue eyes - always a dead giveaway." 

"Well, leave some for me, Booful," the Ballet Rosebud pouted. "Try not to let yourself get carried away, huh?" 

Wanda had barely begun to warm to her task when she dropped her arm and scowled fiercely down at her writhing, moaning victim. "The schweinhund likes it!" she snapped. "He's just another of those lousy perverts!" 

"The evidence certainly goes a long way to support that conclusion," Candyfloss murmured, reaching over and causing a subsonic T-W-A-N-G-G-G! to vibrate the air around them. 

"The evidence," her mistress gritted, "would support the Leaning Tower of Pisa - in an earthquake. What do I have to do to make this long streak of kessel-fleisch dig I'm not grooving away like this for his benefit?" 

Pretending to be pondering the problem, her delectable handmaiden took a turn about the room. When she addressed Wanda again, her voice had a convincingly resigned - almost martyred - note to it. 

"Can't see any other way around it, Booful. I'll just have to ride this stallion into the ground, as they say, then turn him over to you, all passion spent, as they also say. That'll take the cockiness out of him." 

A quick glance into Bonenkruncher's shifty eyes told Wanda the nymphet had put her finger right on the pulse. "All right," she shrugged, "we'll try it your way. But I don't know how you can degrade yourself like that, with a man." (She made it sound like a noxious smell). 

"You're so right," Candyfloss sighed. "I truly despise myself for it.. Now, where did I put those spurs and that riding crop?" 

Half-an-hour later - and to Wanda's ill-concealed irritation - the whacked-out Westapo chief indicated his preparedness to talk, before she had even finished crosshatching the derisory weals laid across him earlier. But the tale he panted out more than compensated the young chatelaine of the von Kreesus schloss for her spoiled sport. 

Fartlaueder - under his real name of Kochbascher, back in 1944 - had been Irma Greese's secret lover and had fathered the infant Rudi. Later, his zeal in recruiting reliable ex-Nazi policemen and judges for the American Occupation authorities had won him a key position in the Rehabilitation & Records office, where it had been a simple matter to erase all records of his true persona and to set his foot on the ladder to political power. 

"Dynamite!" Wanda breathed, when Rudi was through. 

"But where's the proof?" Candyfloss frowned, stubbing out her cigarette butt, slowly, on Rudi's belly-button. 

"I've kept it all!" the broken stallion shrieked. "Photographs taken at the christening.. love letters.. human-skin lampshades inscribed 'His' and 'Hers'!" 

"Take the key to his pad Pusscake, and bring the stuff back here. I'll radio Sebastian to land a chopper on the penthouse roof at midnight - after a little chat with the Chancellor, to clear the flight. We're taking this schlach-platte here back to the schloss, where we can keep him under our constant sway." 

"Good thinking, Booful," Candyfloss purred. "I was just about to suggest that very thing.." 
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Charter 8. A HUNTING WE WILL GO

When Wanda arrived at the schloss she at once called Sebastian Sapiens up in his Operations Room at the top of the West Tower, and told him to stand by for a major briefing at 08:00 hours. She then ordered the 37-strong domestic staff out of bed to a line-up in the Great Hall, walked slowly along their ranks, subjecting each face in turn to the penetrating scrutiny of her cold green eyes, sacked 11 of the more anxious-looking servants on the spot (including her father's 92-year-old former nanny, who had hoped to spin out her last few years in the only home she had known since childhood) and thus comforted and in good fettle, retired to the Pink Boudoir of the Velvet Suite to grab a few hours kip. 

The first thing Candyfloss did was to have the anaesthetized Rudi Bonenkruncher carried from the helicopter to guest-cell adjacent to the torture chamber, where he was once again fettered, on his back, to the four bedposts and injected with a solution of benzedrine and crushed reindeer horn. When he blinked open his pale blue eyes, the nymphet was admiring her rear view in the mirrored wall facing the foot of the bed. As well she might, for she was dressed in a formal hunting costume, elegantly tailored but circa 1909 in style, with a snowy stock at the neck of her hunting "pink" and a full skirt flaring from her nipped-in wasit to the top of her laced-up riding boots. Her blonde tresses were tucked up inside a hard top-hat of the period, tipped at an angle that would have had her drummed out of the Pichley or the Quorn on sight. 

She greeted the goggling Westapo boss with a playful cut of her quirt across the sole of his left foor. 

"Like the gear, Rudi? The fancy took me to ride sidesaddle this fine raw morning." 

"Morning?" squawked Rudi, glancing at the barred window of the cell. "It's pitch dark out there!" 

"'Twill be morning ere I dismount, Rudikins," the nymphet chirped. "And I observe" - another gay flick of her quirt - "my mettlesome steed is already rearin' to go. Come let me essay a brief fanfare on the horn - 'pour encourager les hauteurs', as it were." 

Sebastian Sapiens was feeding the latest fat-stock prices from Copenhagen into one of his mighty array of computers when Wanda strode briskly into the Operations Room, right on the stroke of 08:00 hours. The stunning brunette looked refreshed and alert from her few hours' sleep - and every inch the elegant female executive in her form-fitting, black, two-piece, tailored from the flayed epidermis of a Senegalese wrestler. 

"How's it going, Sappy?" she sang out. "Those friggin' robots of yours still turning us over a buck or two?" 

"The assets of the von Kreesus empire," Sebastian intoned, turning to greet her, "have, from the moment you entered up till" - he glanced at one of the 50-odd Local Standard Time clocks on the wall - "now, appreciated by precisely 23,281 dollars and 19 cents. Even at the rate you are spreading the cabbage around, M'selle Wanda." He added dryly, "I am not unduly perturbed concerning the liquidity of our financial position." 

"Groovy!" his young mistress snapped. "Feed my compliments to the robots some time.. Now to other matters. Have you any idea Eggbonce, how many physically fit butch lesbians there are in the world - between the ages of 16 and 45?" 

Pursing his lips, Sapiens strode to his Statistics Bank, moved the selector-control first to Anthropology, then to Females (Census and W.H.O.), then to Inverts (National Samples and Returns). With a quick glance at the card that popped straight out into his hand, he sat down at one of his smaller computers and tapped out what seemed to Wanda, peering over his shoulder, to be a string of Aztec hieroglyphics. The computer gave a startled blink, followed by a prim little electronic grunt, then stuck out a thin tongue of tape. 

"The answer, M'selle," Sebastian said, "comes out around two-and-a-half million - give or take fifty thousand, one way or the other. We are assuming you mean only hard-core, unregenerate butch-dykes?" 

"I'm certainly not interested in neuters, part-timers or bisexuals. Out of that two-and-a-half million Sappy, I want you to find me 500 who've had modern army or air force training. Can do?" 

"It shouldn't be difficult, M'selle. Any preference regarding nationality?" 

"Mix 'em. Russian, Israeli, Swedish, Cuban, American - the best you can find. Sign 'em up for two years, on U.N. pay and allowances, plus a loss-of-puss bonus. I want-" 

"Er - one moment, please," Sebastian interrupted. "What kind of bonus was that?" 

"Loss-of-puss," Wanda repeated with a show of impatience. "They'll have to do without their little dollies while they're training." 

"For what, might I ask?" 

"You'd better call it a privately sponsored Swiss Peace Corps for the moment. I want the East Wing of the schloss converted into living quarters for the 500 muff-divers, and a parade-ground, firing range and heliport set up in the grounds. Spare no expense to get the place ready and the butches installed as soon as possible.

I want to find all that done by the time I get back."

"Off again, then?" Sebastian murmured. 

Wanda nodded. "I've a little business to transact in Moscow and Peking. Which reminds me - who's our personal gremlin in the Kremlin?" 

"An Armenian comrade by the name of Trickoyan. You want his dossier, M'selle?" 

"I want his, and the dope on every member of the presidium of the Central Committee of the party. Particularly its new chairman, Yuri Lammsitoff. Now, let me think what else I wanted from you, Sappy.." 

When Candyfloss stirred from sleep, around noon, she was at first unsure of her whereabouts, so varied had been the scenes of her awakenings over the past few weeks. Slowly, however, the familiar features of her private room in Wanda's Velvet Suite came into focus: the mirrored ceiling that both reflected and excitingly magnified the bed's occupant(s), the huge tempera painting of her mistress (seen from Candyfloss' favourite angle) pouting at her from the opposite wall, the broad dressing-table with its glittering forest of scent-bottles and crystal sprays, the precious little collection of girlish souvenirs displayed on the Louis Quatorze console, a cork from the first magnum of champagne she and Wanda had drunk together, a splintered willow switch, a couple of worn-out dildos and a coked-up opium pipe.. 

As the nymphet raised herself on one elbow, her sleep-laden eyes fell on the hunting gear she had strewn over the carpet before collapsing into bed earlier that morning, and she sank back on the pillows, her dewy lips parting in a smile as she lowered a tentative hand to the area that had absorbed most of the punishment of her night in the saddle. 

"Oh, Rudi," she sighed. "With my ass and your horse, no road can be too long, no journey too arduous!" A second later, she rolled over, plucked up the telephone and pressed the button connecting her to Grud, the schloss' head jailer. 

"At you service, M'selle!" The Albanian's voice sounded like the rasp of a two-pound iron key in a rusted-up lock. 

"The prisoner in the guest-cell, Grud. Has he been given his oats - I mean his breakfast - this morning?" 

"I had no instructions, M'selle.. Ali-el-Bubo just arrived with a new consignment of Congalese bucks, and -" 

"That," Candyfloss cut in, "is M'selle Wanda's department. I want the guest-prisoner cleaned up and fed at once, do you hear? Right. Make it three dozen oysters, six scrambled eggs and a pound of fillet-steak tartare, with a pot of Japanese mushroom tea. Oh, and, Grud-" 

"M'selle?" 

"I want an armed guard, around the clock, outside the guest-cell. That'll be all." 

Wanda was still closeted with Sebastian Sapiens in the West Tower when Candyfloss finished her toilet and brunched alone on peaches-in-brandy followed by a caviar bliny with rose-petal jam on the side. Thus fortified, and wearing the most feminine mini-frock she could find in her wardrobe - a clinging wisp of pink chiffon - she made her smiling appearance in the guest-cell just as Rudi was finishing his own nourishing repast. The still-bemused Westapo chief did a double-take. This was a new and totally unimagined version of the spurred and booted Fury who had so brutally overridden every point he had raised during the past 12 hours, and he gave immediate voice to his confusion. 

"You're not one of twins, by any chance?" 

Candyfloss' loose tresses made a negative swirl about her shoulders. "There's only one of me, Rudi. Aren't you relieved?" 

Something in the way she spoke his name - a hint almost of affection - got through to the young German, and he permitted his slit of a mouth to crack slightly in a sardonic smile. 

"Which Twin has the Pony?" he quipped. "I'd rather not even think about it." 

With a little gasp of distress, Candyfloss sank to her haunches beside Rudi's chair. "Your poor thighs!" she cried. "Did Pusscake's naughty spursy-wursies do that?" 

"Since you mention it," Rudi muttered, wincing at the touch of the nymphet's fingers. "I was going to raise the matter of maybe switching from Mexican rowels to Haute-Ecole." 

"Request granted, darling," Candyfloss cooed. "Now, you just take it easy while I go get something to put on those nasty gashes." 

Wanda was sitting on the converted Byzantine throne in the bath-chamber of the Velvet Suite when Candyfloss came tripping along in quest of the whip-salve ointment always kept in the medicine cabinet. 

"And where were you all night?" she snapped. 

"Me?" the nymphet temporized. "Why - er - just kind of burning up the midnight candle in my own quarters, Booful." 

"Candle?" her mistress sneered. "On that tape I have channeled from the guest-cell, it sounds more like The Charge of the Light Brigade?" 

For the very first time in her life, Candyfloss felt herself actually blushing. And at the sight of this phenomenon, Wanda's lovely face hardened. 

"An apposite simile, in fact," she grated, reaching for the tasseled velvet rope and flushing on her own account, "since this very day you and I, my pretty, launch our frontal attack on the Russkis."
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Charter 9. WESTERN DECADENCE IN THE KREMLIN

"I've been trying to get to grips with this Soviet situation Pusscake, and it's far and away the toughest one we've come up against yet." 

Wanda von Kreesus talking, in the privacy of her chartered jet, headed for Moscow. Her handmaiden, Candyfloss, doing her best to pay attention while her thoughts kept straying back to the prisoner she had left behind in the schloss. 

"..yessir," Wanda mused on, "it's a real hard one." 

"The hardest we've ever come up against," Candyfloss sighed, dreamily. "Boy - was this one sent to stretch us!" 

As Wanda shot her friend a curious glance, the nymphet came up from earth, blinking. "I mean," she babbled on to cover her confusion, "Russia's not like a democracy, where there's just one guy with all the power. There's a whole bunch of cats calling the shots in these Communist countries.. Yes indeed," she ended lamely. "Real hairy, this one.." 

"That's one of the problems," Wanda nodded. "We've got the whole of the party presidium to take care of - or a majority of its 12 full members, anyway." 

Candyfloss' thoughts had taken wing again, but she yanked them back with an effort. "And - er - the other problems, Booful?" she encouraged. 

"Well, for one thing, these Marxist mothers are all such friggin' puritans. I mean, like deviation's a real swearword in their language. They're so square they think the Greek position is something that should go before the Security Council." 

"Ah, yes," Candyfloss reflected softly. "The Greek position.." 

"I wish you'd stop repeating everything I say. What's that supposed to mean - 'Ah yes, the Greek position'?" 

"Nothing," the Ballet Rosebud foundered. "Just kind of ruminating. Go on darling - about the problems." 

"Well, on top of that, Yuri Lammsitoff is believed to be not all that secure as the party's chairman. Half the presidium haven't forgiven him yet for decorating the Pope with the Order of Lenin. It'd be a drag if he should be voted out of office just after we've popped him in the bag with our other four victims. Always assuming," she added, heavily, "we ever get close enough to wrap him up." 

"Trickoyan will take care of that, won't he?" Candyfloss asked. "Didn't you say he had an illegal numbered account in one of your old man's banks?" 

"One of my banks," Wanda corrected her. "So - we get to meet Lammsitoff. Let's say we even find a way to frame him. What use is he to me if, a week later, he's packed off to a retirement dacha in the Crimea?" 

Candyfloss slipped a hand inside her shirt-blouse and began to tease her left nipple - sure sign she was trying to concentrate on the point raised. At the same time, however, her astute mind was also toying with her mistress's problem. And, after a little while, she gave voice to a suggestion. 

"How would this be, Booful? Say we just went to work on the anti-Lammsitoff half of the presidium, framed them in some way and then let Lammsitoff know we had the dirt on them. He'd dance to any tune you wanted to call, wouldn't he? Like, you would then hold the key to his political survival - right?" 

A slow smile curled the sensuous lips of Wanda von Kreesus as she turned her green gaze to meet the nymphet's own inquiring amber-flecked regard. "I like it," she murmured. "I like it a lot.. There are times Pusscake, when you can rise to the need of the moment with a penetrative audacity worthy of Machiavelli himself." 

Candyfloss was wishing Wanda would choose her images with a little more consideration for other people's sensitivities, when the voice of the captain crackled over the state-room's intercom: "If you ladies would care to join us up front, we can show you a great view of the River Danube." 

Stefan Trickoyan, Minister of Foreign Trade, confirmed Wanda's assessment of the power structure inside the Kremlin when he visited the two girls in their suite at the Moscow Hilton. But first the wily Armenian stood in the middle of the sitting-room and, with a cautionary gesture to Wanda, declared aloud: "I come to you with a personal message from Igor Tupushtin, madame. He wishes you to know that he received all your messages from Bonn and will happily provide you with the information you seek in return for the - ahem - services you and your charming companion are prepared to render him.." 

Trickoyan kept his hand raised in silence for a few seconds. Then: "All bugging systems now snafu. We can talk freely, ladies." 

"This Tupushtin.. Head of the K.G.B.?" Wanda queried. 

"The same. Incidentally, talking of services.." 

Lusty septuagenarian that he was, Trickoyan eagerly accepted Wanda's gracious offer of a quarter-of-an-hour's hospitality in the next room with the ever-obliging Candyfloss. He returned, alone, looking relaxed and considerably impressed. 

"I'll say this for Western decadence," he chuckled, slumping into an armchair, "for sheer inventiveness, it licks the arse off Socialist Realism."

"Why don't you write a letter to Izvestia about it?" Wanda sneered.

"Now let's get down to some honest, straight-forward villainy." 

After kicking the situation around between them awhile, Wanda summed it up with her wonted incisiveness. 

"Half the presidium - let's call them the Doves - will follow Lammsitoff wherever he wants to lead them. That includes you, Trickoyan. The other half - the Hawks - would like to put you all on trial for selling communism down the Volga. So Lammsitoff enjoys, for the moment, a shaky balance of power but would sell himself to the devil to neutralize the Hawks - not only to keep his skin but because he really believes it's time for the Russian bear to lie down with the capitalist shark and produce a progeny that'll scare the hell out of the Chinese tiger. Right?" 

"Right." 

"Now, the effective leader of the Hawk faction - Boris Ivan Akaroff - is in fact the effective leader because he has dossiers on his five comrade hawks, filched by his resourceful and perpatetic mistress from Tupushtin's safe - dossiers that could earn the lot of 'em a one way ticket to Siberia." 

"Cattle-class." 

"As you say.. So if only we can grab Akaroff by the shorts, we can get this whole thing well and truly licked." 

"You could certainly put it like that," Trickoyan nodded, his dark eyes straying towards the bedroom door. "Er - by the way, what's keeping our little friend?" 

"I'm keeping our little friend," Wanda snapped. "And if you don't concentrate on the issue at hand, I'll pack her straight off back to Zurich." And, slumping further back in her deep armchair, the ravishing chatelaine of the von Kreesus schloss parted her long legs, the better to focus the Armenian's attention, and flashed him, with her next question, an intriguing glimpse into the darker recesses of her basic nature. 

"Every man born of woman is obsessed by at least one persistent erotic fantasy. What's Akaroff's, Trickoyan?" 

The Minister forced his mind away from Wanda's darker recesses and rolled his eyes upwards. "Akaroff's?" he mused. "Actually, he's a bit of a moral fanatic, that one. Always going on about the spread of moral turpitude among Russian schoolgirls, and how, if he was married and had a delinquent daughter, he'd take his belt to her, in the good old-fashioned way, any time the minx stepped out of line." Trickoyan gave a chuckle. "Come to think of it, he's always spouting words like that - minx, hussy, baggage, sauce box, flibbertigibbet, and so on.. But none of this is any help to you, M'selle von Kreesus. It simply goes to show what a puritan the fellow is." 

Wanda, who had been listening with rapt attention, now sprang to her feet and began to pace the room like a caged young tigress five minutes before feeding time. 

"If your generation Trickoyan, hadn't been brainwashed against Freud, you'd realize we have splendid material to work on in Comrade Akaroff. In fact all we need now is the right supporting cast and a good script and the stage is set for a kinky melodrama that'd run for a year, off-Broadway." 

"You've lost me," Trickoyan frowned. Call me an old Bolshevik fuddy-duddy if you like, but where's the connection between this Western degenerate Freud, and our pecksniffian comrade Akaroff?" 

"I'll mail you a couple of books to read after we've wrapped the package up. For the moment, let's skip the analysis and get straight on with the rehearsal. What would you say is the sort of friend Akaroff get most worked up about?" 

"Oh, you know - kids in their formative years. Twelve, thirteen, that kind of age." 

"Perfect!" Wanda snapped. "Now, you just help yourself to another Scotch while I go try something out." 

Three J&B's and dip into the Strasbourg foie gras later, the bedroom door opened and the astonished Trickoyan found himself confronted by what at first sight appeared to be two complete strangers. The taller of them, a woman in perhaps her early thirties, was wearing a shapeless calf length dress with a kerchief tied around her head; and there was something about the droop of her shoulders and the dark smudges under her eyes that put Trickoyan in mind of the peasant women of his native Yerevan - so often aged before their time by their labours in the Armenian vineyards. 

The young girl at her side became identifiable as Candyfloss only when she raised her head to stare boldly across at the Minister, for, as distinct from Wanda, she had shed at least two of her 15 years by a combination of hair-style, costume and stance. The long pigtail, the drab reformatory frock and black woolen stockings played their part in the transformation; the stiff arms and the awkward splay of her old fashioned lace up boots completed it. 

"I'm your widowed niece, up from the sticks, in case you don't recognize me," the multi-lingual Wanda whined, with a fair imitation, in Russian, of an Armenian accent. "And this is my delinquent brat, Itchy, which is the diminutive of something pretty unspeakable in any decent language. I want to dump her here in Moscow, on anyone interested in bashing some civility into her. I just can't handle her anymore." 

The "daughter" swooped on the bottle of J&B and took a long swig at it. "You couldn't handle a babe in diapers, you stupid old fart!" she sneered, hurling the bottle across the room. "And as for that senile twit over there, I'll have his antique pendants for earrings if he doesn't stop gaping at me like a turd in a trance!"
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Charter 10 DOWNFALL OF A RED SQUARE

Comrade Ivan Akaroff was long and thin, pushing 50, a strict teetotaler and founder-president of Knoutkult, a movement inside the party for the propagation of culture-through-stoicism. With his droopy Molotov moustache and steel-rimmed spectacles, he offered the appearance of a provincial schoolmaster rather than top hawk of the party's presidium, but his calm pedagogic exterior burned a flame of pure fanaticism. 

Rumour had it he had been crossed in love as a young student by a chit of a Komsomol from Timkovich, who had spurned the sober Ivan for a vodka-swilling tractor mechanic. Be that as it may, it was a fact that Akaroff was notably uneasy in the company of female comrades and always found some excuse for declining invitations to the homes of married colleagues. An occasional evening's chess with Trickoyan was in order - not from any feeling of friendship towards the Armenian but from the convenient circumstance that his beloved wife had kicked the bucket three years back. 

And so it was that Trickoyan was able to greet a frostily smiling Akaroff on the threshold of his apartment in Gorki Street, a couple of days after Wanda von Kreesus' arrival in Moscow. They were seated in the salon half-an-hour later, facing each other across the chessboard, when the door was flung open and a pigtailed schoolgirl with a cigarette drooping from her rosebud mouth slouched in. With a scornful glance at the two men, she ambled across the room, turned on the TV set and slumped into an armchair. Akaroff, who had been on the point of moving his knight, flicked his outraged eyes from the nymphet's sullen face to the bands of pale flesh exposed above her twisted black hose and turned back to meet his host's apologetic grimace. 

"My niece's brat, known as Itchy. She just dumped her on me and flew straight back to Yerevan. I'm putting her into a reformatory next week." 

As the TV blared into life, Akaroff's thin lips tightened beneath his droopy moustache. He was waiting for his colleague to take appropriate action, but Trickoyan - incredibly - seemed to be checkmated. 

"If we just ignore her," he muttered, "she might go away." 

"Ignore her! Are you insane? Assert your authority, comrade!" 

"All right," Trickoyan sighed. "For what good it'll do." And, adopting a stern mien, he addressed the girl in a tongue quite incomprehensible to Akaroff, to which she replied in succinct, and equally opaque, monosyllables. 

"Armenian," the old man explained, turning back to the chessboard with a frown. "She refuses to learn Russian. - er - I told her to go to her room and leave us in peace." 

"And?" 

"She told me to go and get stuffed. And-" he hesitated, obviously in some embarrassment. 

"Well?" Akaroff pressed grimly. 

"-and to take the fink in the granny-goggles along with me." 

As Akaroff helped himself to another, a this time longer, look at the wayward minx his hand abandoned the knight and started to toy with his bishop. And, all the while, his mind was sparking off speculations and images in a veritable fizzgig of creative lubricity. 

"What do you think you're staring at?" Candyfloss (for of course, it was no other) sneered. "Never seen a pair of red flannel knickers before?" Trickoyan translated. 

"I've not only seen them," Akaroff lied through his clenched teeth, "but I've had them down to make way for a sound belting - which is what you'd be getting now, if I had anything to do with it." More translation. 

"I'd just like to see you try, mate," Itchyfloss snapped smartly back. "I've taken on bigger slobs than you in the past." 

Behind his granny specs, Akaroff's eyes narrowed as he turned a flushed face to his host. "With your permission, comrade?" he breathed, switching his hand from his bishop to his belt. 

"Go right ahead," the older man shrugged. "I just wish I had your moral fibre." And he sat back smiling as his lean but sinewy colleague loped across the room, swung the nymphet over his shoulder and bore her, yelling and struggling, out of the salon and along the corridor to Trickoyan's guest-room. 

For the first few minutes Itchyfloss' full-throated profanities vied lustily with the thwack of belt on tensile flesh, but soon the howls had sunk to a plaintive yammering and finally to a whimper as the leathering ended, giving way to the sound of Akaroff's voice, pitched more in solemn adjuration than in anger. 

He re-entered the room, leading Itchyfloss by the hand, and stood to one side, breathing hard, as the now subdued little saucebox shuffled over to Trickoyan. The former Ballet Rosebud enjoyed a good larruping, for a change, at almost anyone's hands; but there was little evidence of this now in her voice or manner as she halted before the Armenian.

"I-I'm sorry for what I said," she mumbled. "And-I'll try to behave in the future."

From the sidelines, Akaroff nodded his head approvingly. "She'll try.." he smiled thinly. "But of course she will not always succeed. A leopard doesn't change its spots that easily. But at least comrade, we now know the remedy." 

"Did you hear that, Itchy?" Trickoyan asked. "Any more lip from you and I get straight on the phone to you new uncle, Ivan. You know what that'll mean, don't you?" 

"Yes, sir," the nymphet sniffed. "Please may I go and do some embroidery now?" 

Over the next 24 hours, Ivan Akaroff came hurrying twice to Gorki Street in response to urgent summonses from Tricoyan. The second time around, he found the wayward baggage already lying on her tummy across the bed chewing an apple, skirt up, knickers down around her knees. 

"I didn't want to waste your time unnecessarily, Uncle," she mumbled. "I know you're a very busy man," (At some stage it had emerged that the girl could, after all, speak Russian - a revelation that Akaroff was now too far gone to find mysterious, or even alarming). 

Akaroff was delighted. The minx had given him some pretty painful kicks and scratches during the two previous engagements and he was a man who couldn't bear being hurt. "Very thoughtful of you, child," he said, loosening his collar and tie. "Just for that, you can take your medicine this time lying across my lap." 

"And you," Itchfloss retorted scornfully, "can kiss my arse! I wasn't born yesterday, you know." 

"Meaning?" her castigator frowned. 

"I've had to deal with jokers like you before. There was a schoolmaster in Yerevan who always make me-" The nymphet gave a harsh little laugh. "Forget it," she muttered. "God forbid I should shock the sensibilities of a full and upstanding member of the presidium of the Central Committee." 

Akaroff's steel rimmed eyeglasses were beginning to mist up. "You will tell me," he said softly, removing the spectacles and snapping them into their case, "exactly what this depraved Yerevan schoolmaster obliged you to do." 

Itchyfloss rolled slowly over on one side and ran an amber-flecked gaze up and down the long thin Russian. 

"For the right consideration, in ready rubles," she drawled, "I might even be persuaded to give you an actual blow-for-blow illustration." 

This, of course, was the point of no return in Akaroff's undoing. The blow that finally exposed him occurred about 12 hours later, shortly after her arrived at the apartment in eager response to another anguished SOS from Trickoyan. 

"I'm leaving you to it," the Armenian growled as he let his colleague in. "Me, I'm off to the Lenin Hills for some peace and quiet." 

Hardly had Akaroff unbuckled his belt in the guest-room and counted out a sheaf of ruble bills when the front door of the apartment reopened softly to admit Wanda von Kreesus, in her full Armenian peasant gear, followed by a burly Swiss photo-reporter she had pressed into service in return for a generous life annuity and the outright gift of her father's unique collection of cuckoo-clocks. Together, they tiptoed down the corridor, guided by the sound of whacks and groans that had just started up. While the Swiss adjusted his lens, Wanda knelt at the keyhole of the guest-room, feeding him data as to lighting, distances and angles. When she judged the moment to be ripe, she flung open the door and, taking care to give the photographer a clear view, sprang into the room and started screaming blue murder. 

The photographer that was to be given pride of place in the von Kreesus collection over the title "Little Flautiste Kneels to Face the Music" lay on Chairman Lammsitoff's desk in the Kremlin when the haggard Akaroff stood before it the following morning. Lammsitoff lifted it up by a corner, with fastidious thumb and forefinger, and turned it face downwards with a shudder. 

"You realize," he intoned, "that this... thing, in the wrong hands, could utterly destroy every atom of prestige or respect the Soviet Union enjoys in the comity of nations?" 

Akaroff's only answer was a strangled sob. 

"Thanks only to Comrade Trickoyan," the Chairman went on, "the mother and her child have been flown to a schloss near Zurich where they will stay in the care of a close friend of his, Mademoiselle von Kreesus. There is, however, absolutely no guarantee that their appalling story, with its brutal documentary evidence, will remain secure from our enemies. Indeed, I have this morning received a message from Wanda von Kreesus, making it clear that her continued discretion in this matter will depend on our full diplomatic support for some scheme she has for an 'International Peace Force' - whatever that means." 

"Don't do it, Comrade Chairman," Akaroff croaked. "Exile me to Siberia! Demote me to road-manager for the Red Army Choir!" 

"If it were in my hands," Lammsitoff growled. "I'd make you their leading flasetto. Unfortunately, it's this von Kreesus woman who's calling the shots, and she can destroy us whatever happens to you. Your disappearance from the presidium would only add further credence - if that were necessary - to the mother's story. Let's face it, comrade; we're well and truly licked!"

[image: image12.jpg]



Charter 11. PARADE OF THE BUTCH BATTALIONS

Sebastian Spaiens hadn't been wasting time during his employer's absence from the schloss. He had already signed up 138 butch lesbians with impressive Armed Services experience, and their numbers would be increasing with every flight into Zurich. He called Wanda in her Pink Boudoir the morning after her return from Moscow, to inform her that the nucleus of the "Swiss Peace Corps" was awaiting her inspection in the Great Hall. 

"Wanna come and take a dekko at the dikes, Pusscake?" Wanda sang out as she passed the door of Candyfloss' private bedroom in the Velvet Suite. Getting no reply, she put her head in and tongue-clicked at the evidence that the Ballet Rosebud's bed hadn't been slept in all night. There could be only one explanation, and this was confirmed a minute later when Wanda stopped by the guest-prisoner cell leading off the Torture Chamber. The nymphet was sprawled, fast asleep, across the spread-eagled and manacled form of Rudi Bonenkruncher, the blonde young Westapo chief they had carried off from Bonn. A small leather saddle of unorthodox design lay abandoned at the side of the bed amid a tangle of silk and lace that Wanda identified, at a glance, as the flamenco dress and mantilla worn by the young señoritas of Seville society for the paseo de caballeros at the fenas following semana santa... 

She was still frowning when she strode into the Great Hall, mounted the dais prepared for her by Sebastian and ran her glittering green eyes along the ranks of lesbians snapping smartly to attention. Sebastian had certainly got off to a good start. They were a capable-looking bunch of butches, even in their civilian clothing, which ranged from saris and batik kains to trouser-suits, denims and antique leather mini-gear. Moreover, the age-limit imposed by Wanda had kept out the more dried-up middle-aged species of muff-diver; and at that moment, as her eyes ran back up the ranks, Wanda found herself dwelling on a fancy never consciously entertained in her original thinking about the Peace Force. 

But if Wanda was impressed (and agreeably disturbed) by her first confrontation with these hired Amazons, it was nothing to the effect she seemed to have on them. At first sight of their new and spectacular commander-in-chief striding to the dais in her Givenchy bush-shirt and miniskirt, quirt slapping her jackboots, lustrous black hair flowing over her shoulders and her high breasts juddering with every step - at first sight of this paragon of haughty femininity, a profound frisson swept the assembled butches, even as they snapped to attention. One hundred and thirty-eight mouths slackened in wonder and 138 pairs of eyes smoldered as she sat back on the throne Sebastian had set up for her. When she gave the command, "At ease!" 138 exhaling chests released a low and ululant concert of sighs. 

"Silence!" 

A hundred and thirty-eight pelvises twitched to the silvery authority in Wanda's voice, ringing out across the Great Hall. 

"You are privileged," she proclaimed, "to be the nucleus of an all-woman army destined to change the face of society on this earth by bringing to an end the criminal follies of the monstrous regiment of men! My formula for accomplishing this purpose is almost ripe for implementation. Already, the leaders of five world powers - the United States, the Soviet Union, Germany, France and Britain - are poised to jump to the crack of my whip. When I return from my next and final mission abroad, an effective monopoly of world power will be at my command. Later, as I unfold my master-plan to you, my prospective commanders in the field, you will each be given an opportunity to prove yourself worthy of the sacred role I, as destiny's handmaiden, choose to allot to you. In the meantime, I now require from each of you - separately and individually - a solemn act of dedication and obeisance to your commander-in-chief. If there are any among you unwilling to-" Wanda's voice faltered a second "- to kneel down to me in solemn, symbolic and appropriate ritual, now is the time for her to speak." 

Not a voice was raised. The only sound in the Great Hall was an eager corporate murmur of assent and the rustle of damp palms against 138 well-muscled thighs. 

"Groovy! Then you will advance from the left, one by one and in your own varying tongues indicate your unquestioning subservience to my will." And so saying, Wanda von Kreesus hitched up her skirt, settled herself into a comfortable posture on the throne and mentally added another "first" to the burgeoning list of her bizarre experiences. 

It was an exhausting business, accepting the obeisance of 138 avid-to-please butch lesbians, and there were moments during the protracted ceremony when Wanda would dearly have liked to cry "Enough!" But, since it was out of the question that she should show any sign of human frailty before this elite assembly of staff officers, she stuck it out valiantly until the last of the 138 rose reluctantly from her knees at the tap of Wanda's quirt and rejoined her envying comrades. 

"Parade dismissed.." the C.-in-C. managed, faintly, from her throne. And, under her breath as the Amazons wheeled smartly past the dais and out of the hall; "many more like that lot to swear in, and I'll end up a raving nutter." 

After an hour's rest in the Velvet Suite, our indefatigable villainess was back in action. To Sebastian Sapiens, up in the Control Room of the West Tower, she raised one of the sundry points she had been toying with while receiving the butch officer's homage. 

"What would you say, Eggbonce, is the world's rarest and most expensive glandular restorative - you know, what Chinese alchemists have always been searching for - the 'Pill of Immortality'?" 

"Tokay Essenz," the walking encyclopedia replied at once. 

"Tell me about it." 

Sebastian half-closed his eyes, drew breath, and delivered. 

"The legendary Tokay Essenz of Hungary is produced only in occasional and exceptional vintage years, and then only in relatively minute quantities, after massive and laborious effort. The technique is, first, to amass with great care a large quantity of these vintage grapes when they are in a certain overripe condition. Instead of being pressed, they are left to ooze out their juices. This 'must' then ferments with extreme slowness, to produce its few degreees of alcohol from each mountain of natural product. It sells, when you can get hold of it, for anything up to 250 Pounds a half-litre." 

"So there can't be much of it knocking around then?" 

"Very little indeed, m'selle. The odd few bottles come up for auction at places like Christie's, occasionally. Certain small stocks are known to be held in private cellars. None will be produced in Hungary this year." 

"Mm-mm.. now get this, Sappy. I want to corner the world's entire existing stock of Tokay Essenz. Put every agent we have on to it. Unlimited expenses, the seller's price to be met without quibbling, a bonus of 250 Pounds to the agent for every helf-litre delivered intact to our cellars. You got that?" 

Sebastian nodded. 

"Soon as that show's on the road, I want you to get our man in Hong Kong to dig up some corruptible Chinese doctor of eminence in his profession, plus a Chinese nonagenarian who can be bribed to keep his gums shut. Oh yes - and meanwhile you can book me the best and most secluded villa available in the heel of Italy - somewhere around Otrano would be fine." 

If Sebastian nurtured any private curiosity about the connection between these assorted requirements, he was certainly concealing it well. "Will that be all for the moment, m'selle?" he inquired. "There's another 84 lesbian ladies just arrived and waiting for me to interview them. It's quite a strain on my lingual capacities." 

"I know what you mean, Sappy," Wanda muttered, making for the door. "Believe me, I know just what you mean.." 

A week later in Peking, capital of the People's Republic of China, grave deliberations were taking place between the Inner-In Council of Three and the elderly doctor charged with the welfare of the Republic's great leader and inspiration - Chairman Yu Pi-hi. A fresh crop of rumours concerning the health of Yu had recently been circulating in the West and it seemed that, for once, they were based on something more solid than a head-count of party officials featured in photographs distributed by the New China News Agency. 

Since the frail and aging Marshal Yu had succeeded to the leadership of the Republic, a truce had reigned between the Army and the Red Guards of the cultural revolution - a truce founded in the respect accorded by both factions to the soldier-polemicist. None of the inner cognoscenti had any doubts that if it came out that Yu Pi-hi's faculties were beginning to fail him, the Republic would be torn apart and destroyed in a fratricidal power-struggle between the military and the proletarian revolutionaries. 

Mee Pi-lo spoke for his two troubled colleagues therefore when he told the doctor:
... or else!" 

The doctor shook his head, dolefully, "I've tried the lot, he wailed. "Now he's even gone off his bird's nest soup. I tell you comrades, I'm going right out of my Chinese mind trying to think up new elixirs. And to think this is the New Moon Year 4047 - the Year of the Cock!" 

Yen Tu-tung, the youngest of Marshal Yu's triumvirate, broke the ensuing silence. Then, after fanning the air about him, apologetically, with a Hong Kong newspaper, he opened it up and gave voice. 

"What about this Doctor Yu Tse-ah I've been reading about? Claims it's his patient who just got a month in jail on a multiple rape charge." 

"The relevance, Yen," Mee snapped peevishly. "Where's the relevance?" 

"The relevance is that his patient pleaded for leniency on the grounds he'd got stoned celebrating his 92nd birthday." 

For a while, the four men just sat there, not a nerve or a muscle twitching on their calm faces. When, by tacit and common consent, they had done sufficient justice to the old inscrutability bit, they leaped to their feet, laughing shrilly, and began to groove around the table, ruffling each other's hair and backslapping like World Cup football stars. 

"Multiple rape!" howled Mee Pi-lo. 

"Beautiful!" raved the doctor. 

"While pissed - the old bastard - as a Manchu warlord!" Yen Tu-tung hollered. "Don't forget that!" 

When the reveling was done, Mee got straight down to business. "Arrange a meeting with Yu Tse-ah in Macao," he instructed the doctor. "Offer money. If that doesn't work, call in the Red Guards."
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Charter 12-1. YOUTH JUICE DRIVES THE CHINESE CRACKERS

Doctor Yu Tse-ah was trying to be helpful at his first meeting in Peking with the Inner-In Council of Three. He had, he assured them, an enormous respect for Chairman Yu Pi-hi, who was the fountainhead and the spiritual leader of all Chinese everywhere. He had even brought with him as gifts for the venerable leader a porcelain vase of the Wan Li period and a 13th century horse painting by the illustrious Chan Meng-Fu (both objects, needless to say, whipped by Wanda from the von Kreesus collection of Oriental Art). What he hadn't been able to bring was the one and only thing the Council wanted out of him - the miraculous elixir for restoring the Chairman's waning faculties. 

"It was the sheerest chance, comrades," he explained, "that put me in possession of a half-litre of the legendary Tokay Essenz. An émigré from the jackal revisionist republic of Hungary.. no money to pay my fee for aborting his Chinese mistress. I seized on it - not for myself, a non-drinker and chronic priapist - but because I had for long nourished a clinical curiosity about the validity of the claims made for this distillation of the grape." The doctor blinked anxiously over his pebble lenses. "I am not boring you, comrades?" 

"We'll let you know," Mee Pi-lo said softly. "Carry on, doctor." 

"Well, I decided to try it out on this nonagenarian neighbor of mine - a poor soul, advanced in senility, who had admitted to me, as a patient, that the last time he had had it up was on the eve of the Japanese invasion of Manchuria. My only regret comrades, is that in my impatience to get results, I allowed him to finish off the entire half-litre at one sitting." The doctor ventured a pleasantry, "Perhaps, in the light of events, I should have said at one standing?" 

No-one laughed. 

Yen Tu-lung said, "Are you telling us you have no idea of the minimum clinical dose required to sustain, indefinitely, a patient's virility?" 

"That is so," the doctor admitted. "In the case of the nonagenarian, the effect of the half-litre had worn off within three days. Measured into an initial - ahem - stiff dose, with subsequent booster shots, it might have made him a menace to the neighborhood a great while longer." 

"We are wasting precious time," spoke up the third member of the Inner-In Council, one Wun Tu-ten. "Let's just buy in a case or two of this Hungarian hooch and have the Chairman's own doctor try it out on him without further delay." 

And so, East and West and North and South their messengers rode fast. And came back empty handed. Their stories tallied. Every existing bottle of the rare Tokay Essenz had been bought up by a beautiful but eccentric young Swiss multi-millionairess, Wanda von Kreesus, who, obsessed by the fear of losing her looks, had shut herself away in a palatial villa near Otrano, there to preserve her youth and loveliness forever on daily swig at the Magyar soup. 

"Otrano?" exclaimed Mee Pi-lo, who knew his Europe from having worked as a waiter on the chicken chop-suey circuit. "Why, that's at the heel of Italy, only about 50 miles across the Adriatic from our staunchest ally in the world, Albania." 

"So?" 

"So, let's have them send a raiding party across one night and requisition the entire cellar of this monopoly-capitalist hoarder." 

Wun Tu-ten was shaking his head. "Too risky. The Albanians might catch on to why we want the stuff, and no-one outside these four walls must ever know that. Let's send and emissary to this von Kreesus woman, appealing for her help in the matter of some aging anti-Communist Chinese philosopher whose underground followers have struggled out their hard-earned money to buy the oil that will keep his spluttering flame alive." 

So they tried it, sending Marshal Yu's own doctor. But no dice. Mademoiselle von Kreesus was sorry about the aging philosopher, but you know how it is: you give to one aging Chinese philosopher, you gotta give to the lot. Of course, if she could have met him in person.. But that, alas, was out of the question. She could never step foot outside the villa, not for all the rice in China. What if she were involved in an accident, and a splinter of glass from the windscreen..? She had buried her lovely face in her tapering white hands and sobbed hysterically at the very thought of it. 

"As nutty as a full portion of chicken and almonds," the doctor told the Council of Three. "But I got to see over the cellars and I tell you comrades, it nearly broke my heart. There's enough Tokay Essenz there to see our great Chairman through to a lusty 100th birthday." 

"It's the next 12 months we're concerned about," Mee Pi-lo snapped. "And, anyway, even it we could get our hands on the stuff, there's no guarantee our leader would respond to the treatment." 

"One week - that's all I'd need," the doctor sighed. "One week, on a regimen of two wineglassfuls a day. I know we could get that much out of her if only she could be exposed to our Chairman's irresistible personality." 

The rumours about Yu Pi-hi's senility having by now begun to take on increasing circumstantial detail, it was agreed after much agonized debate that desperate straits called for desperate measures and that the risk should therefore be taken of flying the Chairman to the Chinese Embassy in Albania, incognito, and thence by fast launch across the Strait of Otrano after dark. The party would consist only of Yu, Mee and the doctor.

The plan was to put the Chairman, who agreed to go along with it. And so it came to pass that on a soft Adriatic night, a week later, the three Chinamen were the recipients of Wanda's gracious hospitality in her villa a few kilometers from Otrano. 

The lovely hostess and her delectable little companion, Candyfloss, seemed to respond immediately to the aura of serenity surrounding the saintly "philosopher" and, before retiring that night, Wanda von Kreesus took the doctor aside and pledged her cooperation from the next day in the matter of the Tokay Essenz. 

"I am quite enchanted by the old Master," she said. "And I shall withhold my Hungarian liquor from him no longer." 

No immediate reaction was sparked off by the first glassful of Tokay Essenz served to the Master next morning. But his spirits, at least, certainly seemed to rise after the evening dose and he became quite skittish with Candyfloss after dinner, asking her if it were true what they said about Western women and teasing her with more oblique cracks of that genre. The nymphet took it all in good part but was later to report to her mistress an even more astonishing liberty the philosopher took with her before he turned in for the night. 

"Know what? The old Master slipped me this note." 

Wanda glanced at the piece of rice paper. On it was inscribed, in delicate calligraphy: 

TOKAY

OKAY

YOU LAY

I PAY 

"It's working a treat," Wanda exulted. "Keep him randy but don't give him so much as a handshake. In a couple of days, with the doctor's unwitting cooperation, we'll have Yu just where we want Yu." 

After another day on the juice, the illustrious Chairman was in such fine fettle as to confide to Mee Pi-lo his intention of writing a sequel to his Little Pink Book, to be entitled, "How I raised the Scarlet Standard high, for the Greater Glory of Marxism-Leninism and the Confusion of our Revisionist and Neo-Colonialist Enemies." And after dinner that evening, on the pretext of explaining to Candyfloss all about the heavenly bodies twinkling in the velvet Italian sky, her scared the wits out of the poor girl by pressing his telescope on her and commanding her to find Venus with it. 

The delighted doctor put on a show of distress when Wanda complained of the Chairman's behaviour and immediately agreed with her that the time had come to find an outlet for Yu's newly discovered virility, thereby testing, in field conditions, the efficacy of the Tokay therapy. An exclusive block booking was made of the young girls indentured to the local village bordello, an institution administered by one Signora Bustanbotti, to which Yu, Mee and the doctor repaired next evening under cloak of darkness. 

It soon became evident that the Magyar wonder-tonic had marvellously reactivated Chairman Yu's failing appetites and, cheered on by his admiring colleagues, he was well into his third bird's nest when the door crashed open and a sergeant of the Carabiniere, his pockets bulging with 10,000 lire notes from Wanda's moneybox, summarily arrested all three Chinamen at gunpoint and marched them off to the village jail. 

It was another stroke of Wanda's matchless diabolism that brought the Chinese Ambassador speeding from Rome to refute a ridiculous confidential phone call to the effect that the sex maniac arrested for the multiple rape of the inmates of a village hostel for orphaned young girls (for such was Signora Bustanbotti's outraged claim) was none other than the Chairman of the Chinese Central People's Government. 

And it was the same Ambassador who, quaking in his shoes, brought to his Chairman's cell next morning the von Kreesus terms for having the grave charges against China's Man of Destiny "put on ice" in return for her generous endowment of Signora Bustanbotti's mission of mercy. 

"She asks only that China should accept a new formula for world disarmament to be put before the Geneva Conference next month." 

"And if I refuse?" Marshall Yu frowned. 

"The world's press will be summoned to Otrano to hear Signora Bustanbotti's story, backed by a ten-minute infra-red movie of yourself, Comrade Chairman, instructing the girl Candyfloss in the use of your telescope - shot apparently in the gazebo behind the villa." 

"Thus ensuring," Yu muttered, "that China will be torn apart and the true communist cause shattered for 100 years by one great cosmic horse-laugh. You can tell the she-devil that China's representative at Geneva will vote with the other world powers next month." 

"She - er - gave me one other message for you, Comrade Chairman." 

"I don't want to know." 

".. about some Tokay." 

"I do want to know." 

"She says she'll make you a present of the rest of her stock as soon as the Geneva resolution is carried. She says she hopes you'll have hard feelings whenever you think of her."
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Charter 12-2. PUSSIES FOR PEACE

It was Sir Raven Crapp-Spowter, Prime Minister of Britain with a crushing majority behind him in the House of Commons, who started the first break-through at Geneva with his sensational declaration of November the Third. The British Government, he asserted, had been sending representatives to disarmament conferences at Geneva since 1932, and he had now come to the blindingly obvious conclusion that you don't achieve world disarmament by talking about it but by unilateral action that will either inspire or shame others into following suit. He had flown to Geneva, therefore, to announce to the conference that all the Armed Services of the British Crown, at home and abroad, had been given 30 days in which to demobilize their forces and destroy every nuclear and conventional weapon in their possession. If any other nation felt inclined to exploit this situation by walking into Britain and taking over, they were welcome to have a bash; they'd find the natives singularly inhospitable, and the weather was really appalling at this time of year. 

After delivering his antibombshell, Sir Raven drove immediately to the von Kreesus schloss overlooking Lake Zurich to receive Wanda's congratulations on his epoch-making speech - and the reward she had promised him for his statesmanlike courage. 

The reward appeared, in the person of Candyfloss, as the British permier was sitting with Wanda in the Purple Salon, watching the TV coverage of excited world reaction to his pronouncement. The nymphet's hair was plaited into two gleaming blonde ropes that swung to the hem of the crisp mini-gymslip she wore over a frilly white satin shirt. She stopped just inside the doorway, frowning at the Queen's First Minister and swishing the air with a long thin cane. 

"So you've been a naughty boy again, huh?" she nodded. "Upsetting everybody with all this jazz about putting the poor soldiers into factories and dumping their gear into the sea?" 

"Yes, I have!" Sir Raven bleated defiantly. "And I'm jolly well not sorry for what I did - so there!" And he stuck out his tongue. 

"I see.. (swish-swish).. As cheeky as ever, h'm? In that case, I think you and I had better have a little (swish-swish) talk, upstairs in my room - don't you, premmie-wemmie?" 

"Well, don't think you're going to make me change my mind," the Premier mumbled, edging towards the door. "I've just struck a blow for peace that is even now resounding around the whole world." 

"That," the nymphet sneered, "is nothing to what's going to be resounding around the schloss over the next half-hour." 

"Only h-half-an-hour?" Sir Raven stammered. "I've booked a seat on the plane leaving tomorrow morning." 

"It'll be standing room you'll be needing on that plane, little man, if I have anything to say (swish) in the matter. Now - up those stairs, peace-monger!" 

When the French Foreign Minister, Monsieur Con de Merdeville, electrified the conference next day by declaring that his country, under the inspired leadership of Charlemagne de Gueule, had decided to follow the historic lead of Great Britain by immediately disbanding it armed forces, including the para-military police, all eyes - particularly those of the West German delegates - turned to the representatives of the two super-powers - the U.S. and the Soviet Union. The noble initiatives taken by Britain and France would be meaningless unless the Big Boys followed suit: but which of them would be the first to take this tremendous leap out of the murk of mutual suspicion into the sunlight of faith and good will? And how could either of them be expected to take such a step until the intentions of Red China (unrepresented at the conference) were declared? 

For the next three days, while the world looked on with bated breath, the Foreign Ministers of the two super-powers sat silent in their places, staring at each other like paralyzed chess champions. It was deadlock. On the evening of the third day, it was announced that Mademoiselle Wanda von Kreesus, organizer of the newly-formed Swiss Peace Corps, would be holding a press conference at Otrano the next day, when she would have an announcement to make of major importance. This intriguing invitation was cancelled a few hours later, however, when the news broke that Red China had put in a request, which had been granted, for its representative Wun Tu-ten to address the Geneva conference. 

To everyone's astonishment and delight, Wun announced that the People's Republic of China was ready for total disarmament and the destruction of all weapons "acting in concert and step by step with the U.S.A. and the Soviet Union". They accepted the time-table set by the United Kingdom as "perfectly practicable if the will and enthusiasm is there". Their only other conditions were that the process should be supervised by inspection teams supplied by the uncommitted nations and that a Peace International Force, based in Switzerland, should be immediately established, with sufficient "teeth" in it to be able to tackle any threat to peace, wherever it might occur.

With Red China on the bandwagon, the peace juggernaut now really began to roll. President Ray Ackshern flew to Geneva and, in a desperate bid to secure his own place in posterity as one of the architects of the Coming of Age of Mankind, offered to provide all the military weapons and equipment required by the Peace International Force before destroying the rest of the vast American arsenal. And he put forward a further, sensational proposal. This was that the entire personnel of the P.I.F. should be made up of women! 

"The time has come," he declared, squinting at his notes, "to change the face of society on this earth by bringing to an end the criminal follies of the monstrous regiment of men! For too long, we men have terrorized world society, like delinquent boys hurling bricks across each other's backyard fences. From this day on, let the hand that rocks the cradle be the hand that cradles the rock!" 

The Soviet delegation rose as a man to applaud the President's remarkable contribution and an immediate summit meeting was held in Geneva between the leaders of the six major military powers to decide on the strength and the command-structure of what was already being referred to, by the less sober sections of the world's press, as the Puss International Force. This was where Willi Fartlaueder, Chancellor of the Federal Republic of West Germany, made a mark for himself. 

There already existed, he pointed out, a perfect nucleus for the Puss International Force in the privately-financed Swiss Peace Corps set up by the philanthropist, Wanda von Kreesus. Five hundred dedicated women of all nations, with excellent records of service in all branches of the Armed Forces, had already been recruited to this organization. Their headquarters were ideally situated, at Zurich, and he, Fartlaueder, already had the personal assurance of Commander Wanda von Kreesus that she, her staff officers and N.C.O.s could recruit and train a mobile strike-force of 10,000 crack (if they would pardon the expression) troops by the time the nations had disarmed, and an international force of 500,000 within six months. 

Wanda von Kreesus, the Chancellor went on, fully realized that if she were given the honour of commanding the P.I.F., her first and only loyalty would be to the Security Council of the United Nations Organization which, as everyone agreed, should now include a representative of Red China. 

Wanda was unanimously elected C.-in-C. and, from then on, events moved with incredible speed. Within 30 days, in the greatest orgy of constructive destruction the world had ever known, every lethal weapon or material known to man was melted down, blown up or sunk in the seven seas, with the exception of the Puss Force's land, air and sea requirements. A small residue of armament and ammunition factories was kept going under the direct P.I.F. administration. Supplies of explosives for peaceable purposes were strictly controlled from the von Kreesus schloss; now known as PIFCO (Puss International Force Control Organization). 

Butch lesbians flocked from the four corners of the world to the recruiting offices of P.I.F.; and when Wanda took the march-past of the first 10,000 on the massive parade-ground overlooking Lake Zurich, she was able to turn to Candyfloss - adorable in the pink leather tunic and breeches of an Adjutant-General - and declare with an almost ferocious pride: "There they go, Rosebud - every one a credit to the PIFCO manual! Doesn't it make you fell proud to be a woman?" 

Candyfloss murmured her assent, but her heart wasn't in it. Since Rudi Bonenkruncher had come into her life, her whole character had been undergoing a slow metamorphosis. Rudi, more than any man or woman she had ever known, had awakened all the latent tenderness and femininity behind the brassy nymphet nature she had hitherto presented to the world. He had filled - and was still filling - the aching gap in her girlish psyche more completely and fruitfully than she could ever have imagined possible. And the excited rattle of his chains whenever she slipped through the door of the guest-prisoner's cell - which was now every four hours, on the hour - gave her to believe the young Westapo chief was happy to have the little Rosebud so passionately hooked on him. But, of late, dear Rudi had been chafing a little at the bit. 

"We can't go on meeting like this," he had whinnied, only that morning. 

"Why ever not?" the nymphet had gasped, bridling. 

"I need to feel on top of the situation again. To do my own thing, you know. A young fellow like me doesn't want to be tied down for the rest of his life." 

But when she had asked Wanda, at the start of the march-past, if it would now be all right to give Rudi a little more room for manoeuvring, the C.-in-C. had brusquely put her down. 

"I don't want that wily kraut given any more rope - unless its got a knot at one end of it. He'll just have to put up with his lot until my Puss Force has expanded enough to be able to deal with any sudden counter-thrusts, from whatever direction. Application rejected!" 

But if Wanda was taking Candyfloss' silence as a sign of submission, she was making one of the biggest mistakes of her life..
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Charter 13. THE ROSEBUD'S SUPREME (AND UNFORSEEN) SACRIFICE

The Order ended with the stirring exhortation: "Let us therefore brace ourselves to our duty - so bare ourselves that if the Butch people and their Empire lasts for 1000 years, women will still say, 'This was their funnest hour'!" Candyfloss hurried to the captive Westapo chief's cell to break the dread news of Operation Snatch to Rudi Bonenkruncher, who listened with mounting agitation. "The woman's mad!" he cried. "She's lost her marbles!" 

"More to the point," the Rosebud wailed, "I can't have you losing yours!" 

"What I'd like to do," Rudi muttered, "to that blackhearted bitch if I could have her to myself for just ten minutes!" 

"It wouldn't be any good, Rudikins! No man has ever been able to get through to her. She'd just laugh in your face and you'd wind up in the Torture Chamber, from which no man has ever emerged in fewer than six oilskin parcels. Oh Rudi-!" the nymphet flung herself at her lover, raining hot kisses on his cherished person "-never again to ride with you into the dawn! Never again to feel you surge to the touch of my rowels!" 

"There's only one answer," Rudi said. "I've got to escape." 

"Impossible, my love! And, even if you escaped, where could you hide? The PIF and its Fifth Column are everywhere." 

The Ballet Rosebud had continued to fondle the Westapo chief as she talked, and it now slowly began to dawn on her that she might have the solution to their problem right there in her hands, in the cherished person of Rudi himself. Wanda's hatred of all men was purely psychological - she had never, in fact, had on. Yet - the Rosebud mused - Wanda was physically no different from herself, in all relevant respects. If one could only break through that psychological barrier somehow, and force her to have a crack at what Rudi had to offer, there was at least a sporting chance of her having second thoughts about Operation Snatch. 

"Rudikins," the Rosebud declared, "you stand on the threshold of posterity." 

"Well, if you'd just move over a bit-" 

"Silly boy! You mustn't waste you vitality on little Pusscake. Settle back while I tell you what we're going to do." 

When Candyfloss turned up at the guest-prisoner's cell for her usual ten o'clock session with Rudi, the butch guard - a Pole - greeted her with a thinly veiled sneer. "Izz waste of time, General, go in. Gentleman friend-" she tapped her forehead "-gone bazook." 

Candyfloss stepped forward to put her eye to the spy hole. "I don't know what you're going on about, soldier," she snapped, looking back. "He looks perfectly normal me." 

Trailing her automatic weapon, the butch took Candyfloss' place and put her eye to the hole.. She must have felt the prick of the needle in her sturdy left buttock, but certainly not the concrete as she slumped to the floor, sparked out. The Rosebud relieved her of the key to the cell, opened it up, and motioned to the grinning Rudi to drag the butch in. A few minutes later they left her gagged and manacled, face downwards on the bed, and made for Candyfloss' private quarters in the Velvet Suite, just along the corridor. 

A little after 10:30 Wanda von Kreesus strode into the Pink Boudoir of the Velvet Suite, crossed to the bedside table and pressed the button summoning her handmaiden. She looked irritable. "Can you imagine it?" she complained to Candyfloss as the nymphet stripped her for a massage. "The United States delegate only wanted me to increase the proportion of American PIF troops by ten percent over the Soviet Union's." 

"What did you tell her, Booful?" 

"I told her I was already thinking of reducing the US proportion, on the grounds that some of those Southern butches of hers, stationed in the Congo, were getting off to such a slow start in Operation Snatch." 

"How's it going, darling?" 

"Hard to say yet. Good figures beginning to come in from the States, Italy, Spain, Britain and Sweden. Pockets of resistance in Indonesia, China, Yugoslavia and - of all places - France." 

"How do you account for that?" 

Wanda shrugged. "Who knows? Sebastian's computers are working on the theory it has something to do with the recent glut of cucumbers in Brittany. We'll soon have the answer." 

The Ballet Rosebud had slipped her hypo under the bed, ready to use it as soon as Wanda rolled over to have her buttocks toned up. But tonight, of all nights, her young mistress remained perversely on her back, directing Candyfloss' hands from one frontal zone to the next in a tireless quest for relief and stimulation. After half-an-hour, the nymphet arched her aching back and begged leave to help herself to a quick drink. 

"Make it snappy," Wanda nodded. "Oh, and pour me a beaker of that Tokay Essenz, Pusscake. I'm in a strangely restless mood tonight." 

Candyfloss switched to Plan 2, slipping a fast-disolving knockout capsule into Wanda's golden goblet. Back at the bedside, she watched her mistress drain the goblet to its dregs before slumping back on the pillows. 

"Just exactly where you left off," Wanda commanded. "Starting with a light anti-clockwise action-" Suddenly, she gave vent to a huge yawn and, after a few blinks of the eyelids, went off into a deep sleep. The Rosebud wasted no time in letting Rudi into the Pink Boudoir and getting out the velvet ropes she had stowed away earlier, in one of the clothes closets. 

"Quite loosely, I think," she smiled, starting on Wanda's left ankle. "She ought to be given chance to co-opulate, once she realizes she can't cop out." 

When everything was set, Candyfloss turned to her lover, her amber-flecked eyes shining with faith and encouragement. "She'll be coming around in minute, darling. So get in there Tiger, and show the bloody tyrant what a free and piece-loving man is capable of, once he gets his dander up." 

Candyfloss was overjoyed when Rudi failed to report back to her that night. But by mid-morning of the following day, seized by a sudden fear that all was not as it should be, the Rosebud crept along the corridor separating her quarters from the Pink Boudoir and put her shell-like ear to the door. She was reassured by the insistent rhythmic thud - as of a rubber-headed hammer loosening a seized hub-cap - resounding from inside the boudoir. 

As dusk settled over the von Kreesus schloss and another long night's vigil began for the Ballet Rosebud, she comforted herself with the thought that Rudi was doing all this for her and for their future happiness together, as well as for his fellow-men all over the world. If he happened to be enjoying it at the same time, she could hardly blame him. Around dawn, Candyfloss awoke from a fitful sleep, groped about the bed to see if Rudi had returned, then switched on the light and sat up. "Fishhooks!" she muttered to herself, after a few minutes' cogitation. "I'm going to chance it!" The door to the boudoir was not locked. Its occupants would obviously be sleeping off the night's excesses by now. She just had to witness with her own eyes her lover's triumph over Man's greatest enemy. 

She stopped outside the boudoir and once again put her ear to the door. The sound that greeted her this time was uncannily reminiscent of an overworked 2-horsepower pump labouring away at the silt on a river bed. The awed nymphet tiptoed back to her quarters, dizzy with conflicting emotions.

With the passing of yet another day and night, and four trolley-loads of food and drink for the boudoir, Candyfloss began to lose what was left of her cool. The object of the operation had now been accomplished. Wanda had joined the human race. All right. Let her now come up from under and start countermanding Operation Snatch before irreparable damage was done to the fabric of society. 

The agitated nymphet was on the point of picking up her telephone and calling Wanda when she heard the tramp of butch jackboots past her door. Whoever they were, they had been admitted to the Pink Boudoir before she had time to scramble out of bed and reach the corridor. She waited, her heart pounding, until the door opened again and out came two PIF medical orderlies carrying between them - a laden stretcher! 

They stopped, at Candyfloss' command, outside her room, and as she approached the stretcher and stared down at it, her legs almost gave way. The ghost of Rudi Bonenkruncher stared back at her out of crazed, dark-ringed eyes. His arms, dangling over the sides of the stretcher, were pale sticks embroidered with faint blue tracings of vein. Collar bone and ribs stood starkly out of the top half of his desiccated body. The bottom half was draped by a rug. A glimmer of recognition sparked the Westapo chief's hollowed eye pits as the horrified Rosebud bent lower. 

"What have they done to you, darling?" 

"No.. good.." The words came up in a cracked whisper. "All is lost.." 

Candyfloss stood where she was, staring after the orderlies as they carried their frail burden away. Then, choking back a sob, she ran along the corridor and burst into the Pink Boudoir. Wanda, who was seated at her dressing-table, brushing her blue-black locks, greeted her with an affable smile. There was a new radiance about her, a glow of sheer animal good health such as one might expect in someone just back from a month's skiing in Davos. 

"I assume it was your brainwave to serve me up to the kraut," she purred. "And I want you to know I shall be everlastingly grateful to you, Pusscake. When I think of all the years I've wasted.." She gave vent to a sigh. "However," she went on, brightening, "it's never too late - as the Italian duchess put it - to make-a mens." 

"You m-mean," the nymphet stammered, "you're c-cancelling Operation Snatch?" 

Wanda took up a position in front of the mirrored wall, turning slowly this way and that, admiring her nude body as if it were something she had hardly noticed until now. "Not on your sweet life, baby," she drawled. "Though I have decided on a slight change of procedure. The world's entire potent male population is to be emasculated, as planned, but it's going to take a whole lot longer under the new arrangements." 

"Which are?" the broken Rosebud whispered. 

"They will be 'seen to' - isn't that the usual euphemism? - only after they have passed, singly or in assorted groups, through this boudoir. Pusscake-" she breathed, smiling broadly at the girl's reflection in the mirror "-a whole new meaning is going to be given to the expression 'having oneself a ball'." 

As Candyfloss stood there, stunned by the enormity of her mistress's wickedness, Wanda sauntered over to the bedside to pick something up, delicately, between thumb and forefinger. 

"Your gentleman friend from Bonn," she said, turning around to face her handmaiden, "will not however, figure in this universal roll-call. To him has already been given the distinction of being the first in the queue. See?" 

Candyfloss took one horrified look at the objects dangling from Wanda von Kreesus' fingers - and collapsed to the carpet in a little heap of tangled limbs and disheveled blonde tresses. 

EPILOGUE

Wanda's chief egghead, Sebastian Sapiens, and Grud, the Albanian chief jailer, were having a quiet drink and a chat in the latter's office just off the Great Hall of the von Kreesus schloss. They made an oddly contrasting couple; Sebastian, with his long thin frame and bulbous bald head; Grud, the evolving anthropoid, neckless, hairy, timber-shouldered. But they were old friends from way back, before Wanda was even born, and each found in the other's company a refreshing relief from his normal duties and preoccupations. Besides which, there was always old Walter von Kreesus to talk about - he who had been the first to recognize the uniqueness of their respective genius and to pay the right price for their life-time's loyally. 

"I agree with you, Sebastian," Grud was shaking his brachycephalic head, "the old boy must be turning in his grave. There was a man who knew the full value of a pair of healthy cojones." 

"You'd have had to lose yours, you realize," Sebastian said. "There are to be no able-bodied exceptions." 

"What about you?" 

"She thinks I'm impotent, and it's suited me to play along with it. A man has to keep some secrets from a creature like that." For a minute or two they sat silently, brooding over the situation. 

Then: "How's that Candyfloss taking it?" Grud asked. 

"Very badly. Matter of fact, she's already been to see me. I think we can trust her, but I'm not letting her in till I'm ready to strike." 

"You haven't said yet what you want me to do when the time comes." 

"Yours is a nice, clean, simple little job. You just blow up the schloss when we've got all the PIF commanders waiting in the Great Hall to acclaim their C-in-C as Empress of the World." 

"How can you be sure of getting them all here, at the same time, from the four corners of the earth?" 

"That's the easy part," Sebastian said. "Don't forget my computers control the PIF communications network and the Air Transport system." 

Grud wagged his head admiringly as he helped his friend to another drink. "Got to hand it to you, Sebastian. Anyone who can outsmart that brat of Walter's deserves his place in history." 

Sebastian leaned back in his chair and put the tips of his fingers together as he gazed up at the ceiling. 

"In a way," he said, modestly. "I suppose one could say she has outsmarted herself. In all her preoccupation with sex and power, she has forgotten that there exists in the world a confederation of freedom-loving human beings bound together by the strongest of mutual interests, far more numerous - and resourceful - than the entire butch population inside and outside PIF, impervious to the blandishments of woman in any shape or form, and ready to die if necessary to preserve their inalienable right to free and meaningful association as consenting adults. All they have lacked, until now, is leadership. That, and the clearest of instructions over a world-networked satellite TV transmission on how to act, in unison, to deactivate and then destroy the PIF garrisons in their neck of the woods." Sebastian lowered his gaze to smile dreamily across the room at his old friend. "It's a beauty," he murmured. "I and my computers have it worked out to the smallest detail. It cannot fail." 

It was Grud's turn to lean back in his chair and gaze musingly at the ceiling. "I have the utmost faith in you, Sebastian. You know that.. I was just thinking: what about that Rudi Bonenkruncher? Such bad luck he should have copped it when he did, don't you think?" 

"The girl will find solace elsewhere. I have little doubt, Clarence. It's not even beyond the reach of Rudi himself, once we get him back on his feet." 

"Such a lovely specimen of manhood, I always thought," Grud sighed. 

"Absolutely superb body on him, Clarence," Sebastian concurred. 

"I was just thinking.." 

"Yes, dear?" Sebastian prompted. "Feel free to speak your mind. I've an idea we might just be on the same beam." 

END
