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CHAPTER ONE

LET'S FACE IT, I was on cloud lucky seven. Who
wouldn't be, sharing the same cot with Lady Jane
Brondesbury-Maguire. Man — this society chick knew more about
pelvis gyration and the between the sheets art, than any other lady
in the land. She'd have had permanent hot pants if she'd ever taken
the trouble to wear any.

“I love you, Peter the peasant,” she purred,
“And I want you again and again.”

“You're kidding, “I grinned.

“Put him into me again darling,” her hands
enclosed my buttocks and she drew me tighter into the grip of her
thighs. “Put him in hard, as deep as you can. Oh darling, don't
make me wait, he's ready, I can feel him throbbing... oh he's so
hard...”

She lifted her knees and I touched the silky
wet patch between her thighs. Her fingernails tore at the flesh on
my back, and her teeth were buried in the side of my neck. I
stroked her gently, every so often pushing my finger into her and
then slowly withdrawing it as she gasped for breath.

One of her hands went down to my rod and she
held it fiercely. I kissed her breasts, caressing the nipples with
my tongue, and then suddenly I bit into one of them. She screamed
and twisted in her own favourite kind of agony, and I took her hard
and roughly, the way she liked it.

I drove into her viciously feeling the hot
liquid flesh close over my core. I wanted to jerk quickly and bring
it off right away but I knew she wanted me to drag it out some. So
I rooted her good, letting her get all the joy she could out of it.
She jerked off the bed with me, bringing her belly up as I drove
down into her, getting the maximum penetration each time. Then she
couldn't wait any longer.

“Now darling, now, I want to come. Fastest;
darling... oh Jesus... oh darling... give it to me... harder...
harder... shag me darling, shag me shag me, shag me.”

I intended to pull out of her at the last
minute, or should I say the last second, but her legs held me so
tightly that I couldn't make it, so when I had my orgasm, it shot
out of me up into the dark cavity of her womb. She lay still,
satisfied for the moment, her big firm breasts heaving under me as
she regained her breath. “I don't want to go on the cruise tomorrow
darling, I want to stay with you. I want to live with you, there
are so many things I want you to do to me.”

“You've got to go, kid, I've got work to do and
it won't wait.”

She kept on about it, but I told her to go and
in the end I made her see my way.

“You'll soon find someone on the ship who's
well hung, and from there on you'll forget me.”

“I will not,” she said, kidding herself, “I
want to kiss him and suck him. I want to kiss him goodbye.”

She moved down in the bed and she took the red
top between her lips, and instantly he was hard again, throbbing
for more action. Her mouth was hot and she bit gently with her
beautiful teeth, and she rocked back and forth, refusing to let go
until he was soft and tired again.

I got off the bed then, cleaned up and got
dressed. I kissed her goodbye and left her laying on her dissipated
divan. Then I hailed a cab and headed for Hampstead to see
Professor Smyth.

I've seen a lotta living accommodation in my
time, from Canadian cabins to Philadelphia Penthouses, but this box
in Hampstead could hold its own with any of them. Man it was a
sweet little hut.

It stood on its own, fairly high up from the
road. You got through the wrought-iron gate, up six concrete steps,
and along four feet of crazy paving. Then up six more steps, along
another four feet of crazy paving, and you were face to face with
the sweetest front door you've ever met in your whole life.

It was all big and long and wide and wooden,
with white paint and small black studs around the edges. The
door-knocker was a dilly, shaped like a champagne bottle and twice
as heavy.

While you go through the endurance test of
getting up to the door, the garden rolls all the way up the slope
with you. Where the grass is, it's all green, but the flowers break
the monotony with a lot of cute colors. There's also a bush or two
standing about. Don't ask me why.

The house looks all glass and bricks. Between
each couple of bricks there's a ridge of mortar. Someday I'm going
to ask someone if that stuff's in there to keep the bricks together
or apart. Such a house would cost, I guess, around forty thousand
bucks which is near enough fifteen thousand pounds sterling, and
that's not peanuts.

I drop the great bottle-knocker on the door,
and a doll in a housemaid's rig opens up. Man, if she had
housemaid's knee, just lead me to it.

I flash her the full treatment; eyes, teeth,
the works.

“My name is O'Neill. Professor Smyth is
expecting me.”

She's the most fabulous domestic I've ever seen
in my life. She asks me to stand in the hall while she breaks the
news that I've arrived.

It was one of the nicest halls I've ever stood
in. A bit dark maybe, but I go for oak panels and all that parquet
flooring. In this recess near the staircase there was a suit of
armour standing; right foot forward and plenty of shoulder. I waved
hello, but there was no answer. I decided not to worry about
it.

The doll came back. She smiled and her eyes
were blue. I liked her fine.

“Will you come this way please?”

I walked behind her, looking at her legs. They
were fabulous legs, I'll tell you that for sure. She opened a door
and stood to one side to let me pass.

“The left seam needs straightening,” I
said.

She reddened slightly, but her eyes were
laughing.

“It's the frill of my panties; it's caught in
my suspender belt. I'll just have to go and take them off.”

I reddened a lot and my eyes weren't laughing.
Some domestic, this dame.

“There's always something,” I said, feeling
like an empty gin bottle.

She smiled sweetly, “Or someone.”

I stepped into the room and the Professor stood
up to greet me as I sank into the carpet. He had a pink shiny face,
a tuft of white hair on either side of his head, and kind grey
eyes. His teeth didn't belong to him; I could see that right across
the room. The apprentice dental mechanic who did the job for him
should have been jailed for life.

He stood up tall, heavy in the body, with the
biggest pair of hands in the room. He wore flannels and a tweedy
jacket that had leather binding on the cuffs. I guess you could say
he was a kinda tobacco and book man. He fitted into the room like
any one of the thousand volumes lining the walls.

It was a writer's room; simple but efficient
with a ton of atmosphere. There was a typewriter on the desk; a
pile of manuscript on one side, some old comfortable looking
chairs, an ancient phonograph, all the books I mentioned, and like
I already told you, this carpet up to my navel.

The Professor held out his hand, smiling, his
teeth waltzing between his gums.

“So very kind of you to come, Mr. O'Neill. Will
you take a seat.”

He gave me back my hand, only slightly
fractured, and I sat down.

“Would you care for some refreshment, Mr.
O'Neill? Some tea or perhaps some alcohol?”

“A drink would be fine, Professor. Thanks.”

He walked across to the door.

“I'll just call my niece.” He paused, smiling.
“She's been helping me out while my maid is ill.”

I'll bet my stupid face was a picture.

“Your niece! The maid; you mean the girl who
showed me in here?”

He smiled at my confusion. “Yes, she's been
enjoying herself playing the maid. She's got a great sense of
humour.”

I grinned weakly. “Is that so, Sir?”

After a minute she came into the room. She had
ditched the habit she was wearing earlier, and man she was showing
some form in this clinging red number. It was cut low enough for me
to see enough to make me want to see a damn sight more. The
Professor didn't seem to notice. Still, she was his niece I
guess.

“Ellen, would you bring some drinks from the
lounge please.” He turned to me, “I don't keep drinks in here,
might affect my work.”

Ellen went out of the room, with my hot brown
eyes riveted on her delicious butt. Man had I got an appetite.

The Professor went around the desk and sat
down. He came straight to the point.

“I need your help badly, Mr. O'Neill.”

Believe me, I was surprised. Man, talk about
the mouse helping the elephant. Well here was one of the greatest
minds in the country asking help from a bum, who lived by writing
whodunnits.

“I can help you, Professor?”

“You're the only person who can, Mr.
O'Neill.”

“Well just tell me how, Sir. If I really can
help you, I'll be glad to.”

He put his glasses on, took them off again,
rubbed the bridge of his nose between thumb and forefinger.

“It concerns my nephew, Gregory.”

“Greg? Isn't he in Paris at the moment?”

He shook his great head helplessly, “I don't
know, Mr. O'Neill, I really don't know. That's why I've sent for
you, hoping that you can find him for me.”

“Have you been to the Police?”

He shook his head.

“Have you thought of a private
investigator?”

“Yes, I have, Mr. O'Neill, but I daren't use
one, anymore than I dare call the police. The slightest indication
that my nephew is in any kind of trouble and the ensuing publicity
would be most harmful to everything I've worked for.”

I could see his point; one of his points
anyway.

“But how can I help, Sir, I'm just a sixth-rate
pen pusher, drifting along with the breeze.”

He shook his head, smiling. Man how he even
moved that thing about, I don't know. If his brain was built in
proportion, no wonder he was some kind of genius.

“Far from it, Mr. O'Neill; oh yes, very far
removed from sixth rate. Take my word for it, you're a top-class
writer.”

“You mean you've read my stuff, Sir?”

“My favourite means of relaxation is a good
detective story or a lively western. I'm not an egghead all the
time.”

I looked at his head. Some egg.

Little Red Riding Hood came back with the
drinks just then, and she looked straight at me as she put the
glass in my hand.

“How do you like it?”

“Any way that suits you, I'm not difficult to
get along with, Miss..”

I was hedging the absent-minded genius for an
introduction. He took his cue like a man.

“Oh forgive me, Mr. O'Neill. Allow me to
introduce my niece, Miss Ellen Partridge. Ellen, may I present Mr.
O'Neill.”

She put the tray down and held out her hand.
Her grip was nearly as firm as her Uncle's, and her middle finger
tipped my palm as she took back her hand.

'You little cow,' I thought, 'don't ever let me
catch you bending over.'

“What's your Christian name, Mr. O'Neill?”

The Professor nearly fell over. “Really, Ellen,
Mr. O'Neill is here on business.”

She patted his cheek affectionately, the way
you would a St. Bernard.

“Don't worry, darling, Mr. O'Neill won't mind,
He's not the formal type. Are you, M. O'Neill?”

I hate myself when I shrug. I shrugged, “Why
no.”

“You see, Uncle Harry, I told you,” she said,
waggling her nose at him, pleased as a mouse in a cheese souffle.
“Now I'll leave you to have a little chinwag.”

And she dragged my eyes across the room after
her butt, then she closed the door. What a sadist.

The Professor took up where we had left
off.

“I'm convinced from your books, Mr. O'Neill,
that you have the mind to trace Gregory. With you helping me I
don't have to dread the awful publicity that I am guaranteed if I
go to the police or a private agency.”

That made sense, even to me.

“Also, Mr. O'Neill, you and Gregory were well
known to each other in Paris and Rome. You have a head start by
virtue of that fact alone. Will you find him for me?”

“I'll certainly try, Professor, I'll certainly
try.”

He came round the desk; you could tell he was
pleased by the way those dime store teeth were dancing.

“I will be eternally grateful to you, Mr.
O'Neill. I know you'll find him.”

I almost yelled out at the way he was treating
my unfortunate mitt.

“There's just one thing, Professor. Supposing
Greg doesn't want to be found, or...” I hesitated.

“Supposing something has happened to him, Mr.
O'Neill,” his eyes were sad, even at the thought, “surely it would
be better to know, even the worst.”

“O.K. Sir, I just wanted to be sure.”

He took an envelope from his jacket.

“This contains five hundred pounds, Mr.
O'Neill, spare no expense, and find my nephew for me.”

' You poor old bastard,' I thought, 'if Greg is
still as bombed out as he was in Rome, you're well rid of him.'

“I'll find him, Sir, no matter what.”

He manhandled my hand again.

“Contact me the moment you find even the most
slender indication of his presence.”

“I will, Sir. And now I'd like to look through
his things before I leave. If that's alright by you, of
course.”

He nodded agreeably and I followed him out of
the room. Ellen was on the phone near the door and she put it down
when we got to the foot of the stairs.

“Ellen, would you show Mr. O'Neill to Gregory's
room. He wants to look through his things.”

She looked from him to me and back again. I
knew by her expression that he hadn't even mentioned why I was
there. He had a mind like an elephant alright. A dead elephant.

“But why, Uncle Harry?”

“Mr. O'Neill is going to find out the
whereabouts of Gregory for us.”

She nodded, “Oh, I see.”

I followed her beautiful pear-shaped pendulum
up the stairs and nothing was further from my mind than the
Professor's nephew.

It was a cute little room, and I'll bet it was
neater than it would have been if Greg had been living there. She
stood watching me while I looked around.

“By the way,” I said, “my name is Peter.”

“It's nice,” she smiled, “what do you hope to
find here, Peter?”

I grinned at her, “your guess is as good as
mine, Ellen.”

“Are you a detective?”

I shook my head, running my fingers through a
drawer.

“No, I'm a writer.”

“A writer! Peter O'Neill. I knew that name was
familiar. Uncle Harry reads all your books.”

“So he told me. You read them V “

“Only one.”

“Like it?”

There was nothing laying about that was going
to be of any obvious help.

“It hadn't enough sex for me, but the plot was
marvellous.”

“You keen on sex then?”

“Isn't everyone?”

“But I'm asking you.”

She wasn't so sure of herself now.

“Well, I like to read about it.”

I went to the wardrobe. “But you're still a
virgin.”

She looked a little crestfallen. “Does it show
that bad?”

“Only to we experts,” I grinned, rummaging
through a suit, “I shouldn't worry about it. It won't be any
handicap when you meet the right guy.”

My hand found a small card in the breast pocket
of this blue suit. I palmed it and continued searching.

“Are you very sexy, Peter?”

Man I've heard of talking straight from the
shoulder, but this was ridiculous.

“Yes I am very sexy, Ellen. I think the whole
thing's a great idea and I'm convinced it's here to stay.”

“You've got marvellous shoulders.”

“Sure, and I've got a forty-four inch chest, I
stand six feet and I weigh one hundred and eighty pounds. Will that
be all?”

She gave me the cheekiest grin you've ever seen
in your whole life.

“For now, Peter,” she said, “But you might as
well know it. You're the first man that's ever made me feel that I
want to lose my virginity.”

I swallowed a lump of hot lead where my Adam's
apple used to be.

“If you're having fun I'm real glad,” I
croaked, looking at those breasts, rising and falling against the
front of her dress, “And if you've got hot panties I suggest you go
slap them in the ice box; only get out of my hair, if you've had
enough fun.”

She walked over to where I stood, and I could
feel the heat where her nipples burned against the dress.

“I'm not having fun. I've never been more
serious in my life.”

She took my face in her hands and kissed me
fiercely on the mouth. Her tongue pushed through my teeth, and man,
virgin or no virgin, she was shaking me rigid. I pulled away and
she read my thoughts.

“Uncle Harry won't come up. He's forgotten us
both by now. Be gentle with me, Peter, you're the very first.”

I couldn't resist this kind of approach; every
time I looked at her in that red sheath that she called a dress I
wanted to tear it off her. I kissed her again, pulling her to me,
letting her feel the hardness of my cock, stroking the outsides of
her thighs with the tips of my fingers. I told her to take off the
dress and she did. Then she stood there in a pair of pink frilled
panties, a black girdle, stockings and a brassiere. Man, her
fabulous legs went up all the way to her breasts. Her bra had the
natural look; no front at all, and I kissed the nipples gently
without having to open a button. It was the first time in a few
years that I had been this close to a virgin.

She lay down on the bed, and I leaned over and
removed her panties, uncovering a dark mound. I bent down and
kissed her gently along the insides of her thighs, working my way
gradually into the centre of the hair. I caressed her with my
tongue and she was warm and beautiful, and I remember wishing that
I could have died there and then. It was like going to the
moon.

I raised my head and looked at her, and I knew
that the time was ripe to take her. She lay watching me as I
undressed, her whole body twitching for want of prick. I lay beside
her for a while, kissing her lips and her breasts, and then I moved
in between her long firm legs.

Gently I pried the lips apart, stroking with my
fingers, hardly able to breathe at the thought of the maidenhead
that I was about to break. She held her breath, and there was a
mixture of desire and fear in her eyes.

Slowly I pushed into her, not wanting to hurt
her any more than I could help. Then I moved in and out, and she
gave a little cry for a minute, and it may have been psychological,
but I thought I could feel the blood. Gradually I moved faster,
forgetting that this was her first time, as I got more and more
excited. She was kissing my mouth fiercely and I was going into her
deeper with every thrust. Finally I couldn't wait any longer. I
jerked swiftly, pounding into her with my thighs, and then we came
together, crying out with the pleasure of each other.

I lay on top of her for a while afterwards,
comforting her, and kissing her tenderly. When I moved and saw the
amount of blood she'd lost I was glad I'd put the towel underneath
her. I mean it was bad enough using Greg's bed in the first place,
but to ruin it completely would have been a sacrilege.

“You feel okay, Ellen?”

She smiled wanly, all of a sudden like a tired
kid.

“Yes I'm fine, Peter, thank you.”

She kissed my mouth.

After she said it would be okay I went to take
a quick shower to freshen me up. She came under the spray with me,
and I felt right away that it wasn't going to be such a quick
shower after all. I tried to concentrate on getting cleaned up but
Ellen wanted more of the same. She may have been a virgin up to
thirty minutes before but she'd sure been reading the right kind of
books.

She kissed me hungrily, then took the nipples
of my chest between her teeth, all the time rubbing her belly
against mine, so that I had another erection right away. When she
felt it come up against her she looked down at it, and took it in
her two hands. Then she fell down on her knees with the warm water
tumbling down on her wild hot eyes.

She took him in her mouth, kissing and biting
crazily, not like an expert but with red hot enthusiasm. After a
minute I couldn't stand it any more so I lay down with her on the
wet floor and took her again. This time it was easier to get my rod
into her, and though it still hurt her she loved the feel of him
inside her.

By the time I came, she was already on her
third time around, and getting more worked up with each one.
Finally we lay there on the wet hard floor of the shower. I was
really exhausted, but for some strange reason I felt really happy.
I thought she was a real sweet dame, and to a guy with my
experience that should have been the danger signal. When you begin
thinking that a dame is cute, it's time to get up and go. But I
didn't do it.

I'll tell you, I was completely bombed out that
day. I've got the holes in my head to prove it.

CHAPTER TWO

ELLEN DROVE ME AS FAR AS Baker Street and I
took a cab from there.

I'd promised to phone her next day and as I got
out of the car she touched my hand. I looked into those blue eyes
below that crinkled auburn mop and I wanted to marry her there and
then.

“Promise you won't laugh, Peter.”

I promised.

“I love you,” she said, and then I was standing
on the pavement watching her drive off like a Japanese suicide
pilot.

I walked over to the cab rank.

“Mansfield Court, off Bayswater Road,” I told
the driver, and I put my feet up on the seat, feeling strangely
depressed.

Already I was missing that Ellen. Man this was
getting serious. I looked at the card I'd found in the pocket of
Greg's suit. It said he was a member of the Whiplash Club in Soho.
Knowing Greg as I had done, this made sense to me. He'd known every
club that existed in Paris and Rome and that's more than a couple,
believe me.

The cap stopped and I got out and gave the
driver a pound note. I could see he was trying to figure if I had
been in England long enough to know the currency. I solved the
problem for him.

“You know Johnnie Bell?”

He raised his shoulders philosophically.

“Doesn't everyone, Guv?”

“Get a message to him for me, and the pound is
yours. Okay?”

His face lit up and suddenly he was my pal.
“What's the message, Guv? I'll see he gets it.”

“Just tell him to pick O'Neill up at nine. And
tell him to wear a suit. He'll understand.”

He pocketed the greenback. “You can rely on me,
Guv.”

“I thought I probably could,” I grinned and
went inside.

I had my key in the lock when Mrs. Bailey-Cohen
opened her door. She came out and, as usual, Fifi was in her
arms.

Fifi was a pink poodle, dyed to match the shade
of her owner's hair. Mrs. Bailey-Cohen was a fifty year old Jewess
with more money than years to come, and she had a thing about young
men. She had a heavy sensuous body, well-corseted and I fancied her
quite a bit.

She'd been after me since I'd moved in and I'd
have tumbled with her long before, if she hadn't been so obvious.
She gave me the feeling that once she'd had me I'd never get a
minute's peace. And I didn't fancy a long term policy.

“Why, Peter. Good afternoon.”

“Hello, Gloria,” I said, petting Fifi who hated
my guts, “that's a swell outfit you're wearing.”

“Oh do you like it?”

Fifi got dropped on the carpet and I got a
basinful of breast and Chanel. She was a big woman sure, but in
this black cocktail dress she looked real shapely. “I'm off to a
cocktail party.”

“Good for you,” I grinned, “don't drink too
much, someone might take advantage of you.” She smiled, thrilled to
bits. “When are you going to come in for a drinksy winksy with me,
you naughty boy.”

“Just as soon as I get you out of my system, “I
said, “I'm too much in love with you right now. If I go in there
I'll be lost.”

She started to laugh at the gag, but suddenly
she was serious.

“Oh if only you did love me, Peter, I'd be the
happiest woman on earth.”

“There you go,” I grinned, “off with the old
Blarney again. You sure your father didn't come from Dublin?”

“Dublin,” she howled, “with a name like
Rosenthal. He came from St. Petersburg.”

“Oh yeah. That's in Florida isn't it?”

“Florida!” she screamed with joy, “you should
be on the stage.”

I leaned over and kissed her on the face.

“Sometime we'll go on the stage together, make
a little music.”

She touched my face with her hand.

“Don't keep me waiting too long, I'm not
getting any younger.”

“Go to your cocktails, you beautiful
plutocrat.”

She moved off and I went inside.

I took a big swig of scotch and lay down on the
bed. I was tired and it looked like a late night ahead. I fell
asleep and snored my crummy head off until the doorbell woke me up.
I rolled off the bed, walked across the room and opened the
door.

Johnnie Bell was standing there like a big
blond devil, grinning all over his wide handsome face.

“Howdy, Pete.”

“Hi, you old bastard, what's new?”

He stepped in and I closed the door.

He rubbed the sleeve of his blue pin
stripe.

“Apart from the clobber and a little stripper
in Inverness Terrace, nothing.”

He poured two drinks and handed me one. A
silent toast and two drinks later he said, “glad to get your
message, I felt really cheesed today.”

“This could be a big job Johnnie, money no
object.”

“Bigger the better,” he said, flopping onto the
couch, “and I've got a sweet motor outside. Fastest thing I've ever
driven.”

“Say no more,” I said and poured two more
drinks.

When a guy who has driven wall-of-death bikes,
and hot-rods all his life, tells me that he has a fast motor, he
has a fast motor.

“What's the pitch anyway?” he asked, passing me
a cigarette.

“I'm looking for somebody. Missing three
months. Might even be deliberately hiding, but our job's to find
him.”

He nodded his blond head and sipped his
drink.

“In case we've got to do any travelling, you
alright to move?”

“Yeh. Had a barney with the old woman when she
saw me putting on the whistle.”

“What happened?”

“She was still out cold when I left.”

That was Johnnie. If an obstacle arises, knock
it out of your way. Don't waste time and energy worrying about it,
just move it.

Looking at him sitting there, forty years old,
looking like a dissipated twenty-eight year old, who would have
taken him for a taxi driver.

'I like the job,' he'd tell you, 'no worries,
freedom, and always the chance to pull a mystery at night. Suits me
fine.'

“Where'd you get the car?” I asked.

“Geezer I know. He was a bit shook for reddles,
so I gave him a fiver.”

“Swell. Tonight we're going to a Joint called
'The Whiplash Club,' You know it?”

He nodded. “Wardour Street. Not exactly class,
but not too rough.”

“Good,” I said. “The guy we want held a
membership card, so we'll start there.”

He sat drinking while I showered and took a
shave. By ten we were downstairs, and moving off in this
three-point-eight Jag.

“The guy who owns this needed a fiver?”

He nodded, grinning viciously. “The guy who
owns this, doesn't own the air that's in the tires.”

“Finance Company, huh?”

“Yeh, hire purchase. The cornerstone of
poverty.”
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