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Story One: The Master is
Back

The 18 year old Neo Soviet soldier was bored. He thought what
to do to get over it. A trip over the border into one of the Baltic
States was the answer. It was a short trip over the border but you
had to know the routes. The question was which country to visit?
Latvia, Estonia or Lithuania. All three! He was a one man invasion
force, erotic style. The war wasn’t here yet but thebig Neo Soviet
war machine was ready to hit NATO. His name was Boris. He wore
civvy clothes over his uniform and was unarmed except for his tool.
Just like in Casualties of War. This is a
weapon... 

 


 


 


Scene1 Estonia
The soldier did a recon for the main force. Even
in the 21st Century with all the radar, infra-red, satellite comms and
other high tech gizmos, the best form of intel was HUMINT. Human
Intelligence. This was what Boris would do. He would frequent the
bars, shops and local population. Have sex with some women and
listen. Above all listen. The ears were the best form of espionage
gathering there was. And Boris was both good and horny. His mission
would be a success. He was a soldier of Neo Soviet Russia first and
foremost but he was a grand gigolo lover a close second. It was
those skills he would use on this mission.

 


 


Sex could be done anywhere, like in a
phone box with a peasant hooker. Boris took her back to front.They
were in an old Soviet era telephone box. The soldier with the girl.
She wore a simple plain peasant dress and cream blouse while her
male counterpart was half naked. He'd discarded his uniform in a
forest and would get it later.

 


Then she sucked him off. She
was knelt down and doing a half decent job. Her tongue ran up the
shaft to the tip, nibbled it and then went back to his balls.His
eyes were closed and he concentrated. Erotic images filled half his
mind; the other half was full of military details she'd told him
earlier. It was a lot. The reason Boris was here, by a medium size
town in Ida-Virumaa, with a
base in the mountains. This would be the main
defense of the area. It needed neutralizing by air power before the
war started.

 


She was getting better at her job.
She'd been reluctant at first but that was then. Now she worked his
tool and it showed. Her hand moved on the shaft. He needed no
extension, was big enough. He felt her teeth bite his end. Not hard
but enough to make him open his eyes and be ready to stun her if
the pressure increased. Boris would kill her without mercy if he
had to.

 


Time stopped. The peasant
lady's head bobbed up and down. He held onto her moving head and
thrust away with his hips. Boris started to cum.
Damn, she is very good and this feels awesome.
Perks of the mission.

 


"Go on baby, finish me off," Boris
groaned. He eyes were open and he selfishly grinned.

 


The girl shrieked when he came. Boris
bellowed. His spunk jetted out into her mouth and over her face. It
dripped down her nose and blinded her in one eye. She shook her
head.

 


Then the soldier stood her up and
kissed her. With force he ripped open her blouse and fondled her
breasts. She squirmed and resisted. He swore at her in guttural
Russian. Language at her level. She understood and
stopped.

 


When Boris turned her round she was
meek. Would her fire come back? He felt her special place; even
through her thick cotton underwear she was wet. He carefully
removed these. Underwear was hard to come by in rural
Estonia.

 


"Oh my dear peasant girl, you're just
perfect. So simple as nature meant it to be." He rubbed her and she
almost collapsed. He supported her. She was totally subservient to
him. He was Mother Russia and she was the Baltic States. How it
should be, none of this NATO membership bullshit. Soon the old
order would be restored.

 


He got ready and entered her, still
supporting her with one hand. Then he fucked her. Gently at first,
a warm spring breeze over the steppes. The hot summer would soon be
here.

 


The Baltic girl moaned and sighed with
pleasure. She was already close to climax! Her master was skilled
and in charge. She held the call box wall to remain upright in the
small space. Tight like her pussy. Tight like a small nation under
the boot of a gigantic neighbour.

 


"There we go. You're so good, feel just
right my dear," Boris whispered.

 


"Yes my love," the peasant
replied.

 


"Good to hear," the boss said. He got
on with his job. A sound of slapping filled the box. The windows
became foggy.

 


The country girl came. She screamed his
name and cried. He felt her milky white thighs and tickled her
clit. Orgasm after orgasm took her. Her screams were of pain but
joy.

 


Boris gave her an unrelenting pounding.
She took it like a tank attack hitting well built fortifications.
It was awesome and fun. His big tool went in and out like artillery
shells in their tubes. Onwards for liberation!

 


Finally it was over. He paid her with
old soviet money and also Euros. She gladly accepted
both.

 


“You’re coming aren’t you? Yes. No, I
mean the Neo Soviet army.” The hooker looked at Boris. She wasn’t
afraid. Did she know?

 


He took his time in answering. Then
nodded. “Yes, in time. Don’t be afraid.”

 


She smiled meekly. He pulled up his
jeans, paid her and then left the phone box. He never did ask her
name.

 


 


 


Scene2 Latvia

Boris picked her up in the street. A
woman called Tania. She carried four big bags of groceries. He
offered to help carry them back to her place. She accepted with a
shy smile; she liked him.

 


Her hair was mousy brown and
cut short in a tom boy style. Her eyes were a deep green and her
face honest and warm. This one will do,
she seems nice and easy to manipulate. I can tell that she likes
me. My mission starts now.

 


The shopping had been put away. They
made small talk over ground coffee. Boris lied to her and said he
was a student of history at Riga University. She believed
him.

 


Down in the back garden was an old car,
a Lada. It had belonged to Tania’s deceased father and was now
parked up idle. The soldier would fuck the local gal in it. Nobody
would see them or interfere. It was back to the good old days, the
Lada was being used again!

 


"I'll show you my father's old car.
It's Russian, a Lada. It's a bit of history for you." She led him
down to where the car was.

 


"Wow!" Boris exclaimed, looking over
the car. It was in reasonably good condition and red, the colour of
Mother Russia!

 


"It still runs but I don't know where
they keys are. One day I'd like to make it like new," the girl
commented.

 


"An old Lada like this is quite
valuable to a collector. You should restore it Tania," he replied,
nodding.

 


"Well, who knows? I'm busy with my job
but maybe next year when I work part time. Never say
never."

 


"That would be cool. What job do you
do?" Boris looked at her.

 


She took a minute to reply then said,
"I work for NATO. For their logistics office.Checking their
movements around here and nationally. It's boring
really..."

 


Bingo! I've hit the jackpot. Boris was
on to a winner here. "Yeah, I bet it is boring. Hey, how about you
show me the inside of your car?"

 


"It is boring. Ok then, but I've no
keys." Tania smiled then frowned.

 


"Its fine, I'll try to open the door.'
It took all of five minutes before Boris gained entry to the Lada.
The lock was still good but he was trained...

 


Boris fucked Tania in her father's old
Lada car. It was a memory and memorial to the old days. Though
Boris was only eighteen, he shared his father's views and like him,
yearned for their return. It would happen soon.

 


"We can do a lot," the girl observed
and they do. She rode him. Then doggy style. That was best! Finally
side to side.

 


Tania rode Boris on the driver's seat.
The seat was firm and comfy. It was the best ride the car ever had!
She was totally naked and moonlight turned her body to marble. A
beautiful sight. She bounced up and down, kissed him and rubbed his
hair. He responded to her kisses with equal passion. She was older
than him and more experienced. She turned back to front and they
climaxed together.

 


Boris then took Tania on the
big back seat. He was on top. His Neo Soviet cock went to work. Her
bald pussy took it magnificently. How it should be. Might is right.
He was a T-90 tank and she a T-34. He sucked her nipples and
twiddled the ends like radio nobs. Boris had a thing for radios.
The Lada had a simple AM shortwave set.
Imagine the songs of Lenin coming through.

 


Her legs were wrapped round him. In a
way he was her prisoner. He was in her car and her country. If she
killed him now, nobody would know. This mission was a low tech one;
he had no implants nor satellite phone or other tech. Just his
senses and wits.

 


The front passenger seat was fully
reclined for more action. This involved thousands of kisses,
massaging each other and more sex. They came numerous times and
played with one another. Both were sweaty and full of juices and
the smell of sex. They also had a closeness. Boris could use that
later when he returned in the Red Army.

 


They dozed, made love and chatted
through the night.She told him of her job. He recorded it in his
mind. Tania told Boris about herself. They chatted away for hours.
Part of her conversation was about the local defenses. Boris
feigned indifference but he listened intently. At the same time he
fondled her breasts. The town they were at was a border town by a
bridge. There was a medium size garrison with ready defenses. This
was very important…

 


He gave her his aunt's number in
Kharkov. She was KGB.Boris kissed Tania and they parted. His
mission continued.

 


 


 


Scene3 Lithuania

Boris had no luck in the bars Vilnius.
There was no useful intelligence. About to cross a riveron way back
Boris saw a gal bird watching. A twitcher.One last quick shag
before back to Neo Soviet Mother Russia. He had her by a tree.
Simple and fast.

 


He had one last mission to do in
Lithuania and then back to Russia. Boris was about to cross
the river when he saw a gal bird watching, a twitcher. She was
watching various birds come and go. She noted them down in a
pad.

 


He sauntered over to her
simple hide and introduced himself. He said he was an outdoor
enthusiast with a love of forests and birds. She is a bird who will sing for me…

 


He seduced her in minutes by using his
hypnosis skills. They kissed and she undressed in front of him. Her
thick brown pubic bush stood out as did her unshaven armpits and
hairy legs. Hepecked her head to toe, concentrating on her boobs,
pussy and butt. Even in her lucid state she appreciated it but was
slightly delayed in her reactions/actions. 

 


Boris gave her a truth serum, Sodium
Pentathol. She knew of NATO troop movements and gave him dozens of
details. More than the other girls had. He documented them all in
his head. It would all be useful info for his
debriefers. 

 


He propped her up and had her by a
tree. Simple and functional. It was like his mission, in and out
fast. Nothing to write home to tell Moscow about.The spy used her
body, placing first one and then more fingers up her pussy. She was
dry but became wet after a bit of titillation. He entered her and
fucked her till he came, the release didn’t take long. She came by
natural reaction; her mind was elsewhere.

 


She was another peasant type. Poor and
from the land, not demanding anything in return. Had his drugs and
techniques been necessary?

 


Finally his Baltic intel mission was
over. Then the war would start and Boris would become a real
soldier attached to the front line units. More raping and
pillaging before the final Neo Soviet victory.

 


 


 


Story Two:
Brevity

Jak and Jil owned a tattoo studio and were both tattooists in
Boston. He was 23 and she 36. They were open seven days a week and
always busy. Both could do more than a dozen tattoos a day. Each
was heavily tattooed with many different designs.

***

 


The previous day Jak inked a teenage
guy. He had a scorpion on his bicep. It meant danger and
predictability for his father who was in and out of jail for being
a gangster.

 


Jil did a US silver dollar tat on
businessman for success. It graced his chest and was
big.

 


Other than tattoos and tattooing the
couple also liked sex. Lots of it. Like this morning before they
opened their shop. They really went at it. Jak slipped it to Jil
while she was stood up by the door. Her red hair was tied back and
her bush was the same colour, neatly trimmed. Her brown eyes said
it all: Take me a dozen times!

 


He held her tightly and
kissed her while thrusting deeply into her. My babe feels good in every way.Jil
responded in kind. It was a touching intimate moment, filmed on
secret camera for posterity and future fulfillment.

 


Jak's polished bald head was covered
with sweat just like the rest of him. The eagles on
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