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A SNEAK PEAK…


“I used a spell, Will,” she said, showing me where she was with a wave. “You have ten minutes starting with the spark. Take the magic staff out.”

I didn’t need to. Titi saw with her own eyes the human mannequins and she knew by intuition what Thea meant. Within seconds she was naked, stepping out of her suit. Titi walked up to me and started stroking my cock through those thin pants, up and down, sometimes squeezing just enough to make me push back. She was an enchantress, a practitioner of fine love, and I knew it was our time…
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One


“Wait!” Thea called out. “Don’t shoot. This man is Rodion Romanovich Nijinsky, the famous dancer from the Bolshoi Ballet.”

“Really?” asked the elder lady, trying to sound important. “Yes, I know who Rodion Romanovich Nijinsky is.”

“We came to look at your school,” Thea said, “and we did sneak in because we did not have a pass but we’re hearing so many good things about you back in Moscow.”

“Leave us,” the elder lady said to the guard.

The guard left but looked disappointed that he did not get to kill anyone.

“So, Rodion,” she continued, taking me by the arm. “Our male lead just went down and we have to dance Swan Lake this evening. Do you know the part?”

“Like the back of his hand,” Thea assured them. “He won’t even need to practice. He’s performed that role a thousand times.”

“Great,” said the woman, so desperate that she actually believed the cockeyed story.

That evening around seven the king and his entourage arrived. The costume I was assigned consisted of cream colored yoga pants that did nothing to conceal my equipment, as the yoga pants might as well have been a second skin. Other than that, I wore only a white jacket and slippers of some kind. I was sure this was going to be the most ridiculous event in the history of dance. Then the music began and fifteen beautiful women, graceful and elegant as poetry, proceeded onto the stage all dressed like swans. They formed a graceful arc, all close together, in the shape of a wing. I ran onto the stage not having the faintest idea what to do but saw in a mirror that it was not me. I was beautiful, blond, athletic, strong. I disturbed the resting flock of women and they began to stand and flutter. But as soon as I passed they fell to rest again. Only one swan was the one I sought, and she I pulled from the crowd. It was Titi. She looked like the finest piece of smooth carved ivory, sculpted by a master on the Serengeti. So smooth, so perfect. Titi had very dark skin, and her hair was long and braided, but she shone above all the others, though they all looked lovely, like women at a wedding. They suddenly all stood and danced sideways off the stage, fluttering their arms like the wings of swans. That left me and Titi alone. The audience watched with rapt attention, particularly the king, then I winked at him as Titi and I danced. He liked that.

Titi danced beautifully, just like one of those dancers on a music box, and her dark black skin against that white outfit contrasted delightfully. We noticed that all the other dancers were staring at us, many with envy. Suddenly there was a loud crack, spark and puff of smoke in the air. It emanated from Thea, who was in the audience. I was not sure why she did it until I noticed everybody but me, her and Titi were frozen in suspended animation.

“I used a spell, Will,” she said, showing me where she was with a wave. “You have ten minutes starting with the spark. Take the magic staff out.”

I didn’t need to. Titi saw with her own eyes the human mannequins and she knew by intuition what Thea meant. Within seconds she was naked, stepping out of her suit. Titi walked up to me and started stroking my cock through those thin pants, up and down, sometimes squeezing just enough to make me push back. She was an enchantress, a practitioner of fine love, and I knew it was our time. Titi’s hands were long and slender. She had the look of Cleopatra and it was said during our search that she may be of direct lineage with the passionate ruler. Her eyes flashed at times, like a black panther, and she was sleek, moving in ways that elicited reactions. She denuded me and asked Thea to resume the music, which my friend did. We still had nine minutes and change.

Titi prepared me with her mouth then I prepared her with mine. Her flexibility was legendary and at one point I gave her a deep tongue massage while she stood on one foot and raised the other sideways high into the air, presenting her dark garden. Titi was twenty-nine and weighed one hundred and twenty pounds. She was tall, with long legs and long arms. Had she lived in Los Angeles, somebody would have soon found her for a rendezvous with the camera. After I got her thoroughly wet and relaxed, Titi climbed up and wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. My cock found her pussy entry right away, but did not slide in, even the head. She crooked to the side, gyrating herself so she could actually see the act of love.

“Okay,” Titi said, “but slowly at first.”

I went very slowly until she was ready.

“You need at least one minute to get dressed,” Thea called from the audience, “so that gives you six minutes to make it happen, Will. After that the spell will wear off and the audience will unfreeze.”

We clung tightly, kissed passionately for a couple seconds, then started to go at it. Sure, I was giving her a good one, but she was giving back every bit as good as she got. There was one stretch where we were fucking so hard that our bodies were a blur, both of us gritting our teeth with our eyes closed, then, in the last few minutes Titi asked for the music. Thea turned it on with her residual spell powers and we began to dance like mating swans, holding, embracing, kissing, joined as deeply as a man can be joined with a woman. At the last moment we opened our eyes and looked at each other, my cock tensing and delivering a heavy volley of come deep inside her. As I was coming, on my second huge spasm, she came, her pussy tightening just as I threw out another thick stream of come inside her. We came together like that, in perfect synchrony, until the mating subsided. We then got dressed and concluded our segment of Swan Lake to thunderous applause, particularly from the king, who looked positively delighted. At the reception they begged me to stay for the season, but I could not with the Bolshoi calling and all, yet the king promised to pay a fine ransom for any man good enough to stand up with his new darling, Princess Titi.

“Mota Amil, Rio,” she whispered as we kissed and parted.

I bid the fine lady a fond farewell then left with Thea for another long trip. Because of delays, including have to wait for the river to go down after it washed out a bridge, we did not arrive in South America until there were only seven days left to find Mota Amil in Rio de Janeiro, then head home for a quickie with Golden Jones. By the time we got there, we had well researched the wondrous Mota Amil. She had the kind of a body a man could get lost in and die. Big and beautiful but not too big anywhere, round, lovely, smooth, satiny soft skin. But she was so full that when she was pressed against me, I knew I had all woman in my arms, no doubt about that. Her breasts were big and heavy, but in that big and perfect way that you only sometimes see. The ideal combination. Mota Amil was very pretty. Short blond hair, bangs, a smile coveted on any game show.

She made her living in the porn industry, but she only engaged in activities with other women. Mota Amil was not married, but she was studying for her doctorate in clinical psychology. It was her belief that erotica and climatic release were essential to both the physical body and the mind. There were obviously many who agreed with her as she was a respected actress who had paid her way through school and opened a shelter for the homeless. Though she made big money having sex with other women on screen, Mota was loved on the streets. No one would dare harm her. On this particular day, she was signing autographs to raise money for her shelter and there were about fifty fans left. When Thea and I walked to the table, the last ones in line, I got as close as I could then opened the tube and took out The Magic Staff. She invited me and Thea to accompany her to the car.

We returned to a nice house in an upscale neighborhood. Mota led us inside and to a room that was wide, spacious and very frilly. Everything about it was feminine, from the pink sheets and pillowcases to the dresser filled with things like brushes, makeup, perfumes and creams. It smelled nice in there. Before I knew it, the three of us were naked. Mota flashed a smile at my erection then lightly tapped it with her fingers. It stiffened even more.

Mota went to the bed, lied sideways and looked at me. “Thea,” she said, “come eat me out.”

I looked from Mota to Thea and saw my friend hurry across the room, quickly kneeling down and eating out the spectacular Brazilian. Mota would pull Thea’s hair a little, pulling her face forward. Their sex went on for an hour, and it was always Thea pleasuring Mota in any way Mota wanted. Sometimes she would sit on Thea’s face and spread her cheeks, telling Thea to lick her asshole. Thea would lick Mota’s asshole and never had Thea looked more pleased. She enjoyed it with a delirious look and Mota made no secret of her delight.

Then Mota had me lie on the bed and she mounted me, sliding my cock balls deep into her amazing body. As soon as we locked in place, with my balls pressed against her lips, we settled into a hugging position, no movement. I could not believe how nice it felt to have my cock in this beautiful, classy lady. It was so warm and we fit together so well that we might as well have been jigsaw puzzle pieces. At different times we would move, rolling on one side or the other, or with me on top, supporting my weight with my arms. But for hours we lied in that position, locked together with my cock showing no signs of surrender.

“Did you take some kind of drug?” she asked me.

“Not a one. You’re the only drug I need, dear.”

Mona called to Thea then started to move slightly, rubbing her pussy lips up and down my shaft. That brought me to attention in a hurry. Thea arrived, not sure what Mona wanted.

“I’m soon going to come,” Mona noted, her breathing getting shorter and quicker. “Can you lick my asshole, darling?”

“Yes!” Thea said excitedly as she immediately got down, spread Mota big ass cheeks with her hands and started to lick her asshole. Mona groaned in ecstasy as I started to fuck her harder. “Fuck me! Fuck me, the both of you!”

Thea delivered mad passion and I had to hold Mona for fear she might explode off me and fall onto the floor. She came first, and she came mightily, her come so thick and prolific that it soaked me. Thea, who was rubbing herself and coming, never missed a lick of Mona’s asshole, guiding her from the blastoff right back to a soft landing. But as she sagged, I erupted inside her, rubbing her creamy smooth body and gazing at her gorgeous face. The three of us lied together for close to another hour, finally regaining our strength. I bid the lovely lady, Mota Amil, a fond farewell and best wishes for her compassionate venture.


Two


The next day we were back home with six of the seven rings on the magic staff filled in gold. Only one ring remained, but without it we would die a certain and excruciating death. That belonged to Mrs. Golden Jones, owner of the Rocky Shoal Tavern. She was also the wife of a wealthy man, which made her wealthy, though at a price. She had never experienced good love. I was there to change all that. But when we got to the mansion of Mrs. Golden Jones, there was no one home. We waited for awhile to see if they or any of the servants would come, but none did. Thea asked a neighbor she had met before and was informed Mrs. Jones had gone to the cottage with her husband. The cottage was a home on the point near Rocky Shoal, one that cost more than ten average homes. We immediately rented a car and headed east.

When we arrived after dark, Golden Jones was inside and watering plants. We could see her through the window. She was wearing a red chiffon nightie with a bra and panties clearly showing underneath. Thea lightly knocked on the door and I watched Golden Jones put down the pot and hurry to open it. When she did open it to us, her eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. She hurried us in, kissed Thea on the cheek and then turned to me.

“How did it go, Will?”

I showed her the magic staff with six of the seven circles glowing gold. “Where should we do it, Golden?”

“Just wait,” she said, sneaking down the hall and into her husband’s bedroom. “I’ve been around him for twenty years so here’s what will happen. He’s had a quart of rum so now he’ll either fall into a dead man’s sleep or he’ll wake up and talk all night, getting wound up about this thing or that, which I’ve heard ten thousand times. So be quiet. I want him to go to sleep. You’ll know he’s done if he starts snoring. The trumpets of Jericho won’t wake him up then.”

Fifteen minutes later we heard snoring.

“Go get the transport room ready, Thea, while me and Will finish the magic staff.”

“Enjoy yourself, Golden,” Thea said, leaving.

We kissed and hugged, along with some light petting, for an hour. She described how odious her husband was, a man who routinely used his wealth to seduce younger women. He was a heavy drinker, loud, arrogant, brash. Golden had fallen out of love with him long ago, if she had ever loved him at all. Like the others, she was overwhelmed by his wealth and accepted his marriage proposal. To him she was a trophy wife, a woman to wear on his arm like a piece of jewelry. Now, after all these years, she was still there, but she seldom spoke with her husband and certainly never lied with him. It was a marriage of convenience. She had a high station in life, large amounts of money at her disposal, and was left to live her life in her own way, so long as she did not publicly embarrass him. It worked. Out of her own morality, she did not sleep around, but that all changed with me. Mrs. Golden Jones and I made love deeply and passionately while her husband snored. At one point she led me by my cock into the bedroom and, knowing nothing would awaken him but time, she fucked my brains out right beside him. According to Golden, her husband had slept with hundreds of women since they were married, tricking some and offering acting jobs to others. Being a producer had its fringe benefits. After twenty minutes of solid, hard core action, I came a huge load deep in the lovely cunt of Mrs. Golden Jones. She hugged and kissed through the entire climax and had a sweet, tender orgasm while I was still twitching inside her.

“That was the best loving I’ve ever had, Will,” she said, glancing at her gluttonous husband.

“Yes, my darling,” I said, kissing her tenderly.

We both got up, dressed then joined Thea in the back room. I pulled out the magic staff and saw that it was now circled with seven golden rings. The whole thing seemed to glow in some kind of strange way, and when I looked at those golden rings, I remembered each beautiful lady who they represented. The whole journey flashed through my mind. Thea, Svetlana, Kamala, Darby, Princess Titi, Mota Amil and now the inimitable Mrs. Golden Jones. What an adventure! I had lied with seven beautiful women, all of them impossibly gorgeous. No man in the history of the world had experienced what I lived for these number of weeks. I felt overwhelmed, but my dick glowed and my self esteem was through the roof.

“What now?” I asked the two women.

Golden moved a bookshelf by swinging it on hinges and this exposed a door with a small hole in it where you might expect to the see the handle. “Now that the magic staff has seven golden rings illuminated, you can now use it to enter the portal. You will be transported back in time to Salem in the year 1692. The trials will begin in a month based on the evidence of testimony given by a few foolish girls.”

“So me and Thea have to prevent them from lodging the original complaints? How do we do that? I’m not committing murder to keep them quiet.”

“How you do it is up to you,” Golden said, “but Thea will not be accompanying you on this trip.”

Those words hit me like a punch in the guts. “Thea not coming with me? I can’t do it alone.”

“You won’t be alone.”

“You’re coming with me, Golden?”

“No, not me.” She called to someone in another room. “Come in,” she said.

All of a sudden I saw I saw Selestra Munroe enter the room. I had not seen since the night of the contest at the tavern, where she had threatened to expose me to the contest organizers.

“Hello, Will,” she said, glancing at the magic staff and seeing all seven circles glowing in a golden color. “I see you were successful.”

“I did what I had to do,” I told her flatly.

“Oh, yeah, you’re a real trooper and I know you were driven by a sense of civic duty. When you were having sex with all those women did you see yourself as someone committing a heroic act?”

“I did what I had to do,” I repeated.

“Alright, I won’t press you on the issue, but the fact is the most important part of this mission is yet to come. You only have the key so far, a key that will allow us to travel back through time to Salem. That’s all it allows, though. Once we get there, the job begins.” She gave me a hard look. “All of us here have skin in the game, as it were. If you fail, you will be hung by the neck until dead, while the three of us will die in a dank, dark prison. Everything depends on me and you.”

“You’re a witch?” I asked her, still shocked by the revelation.

“I am.”

“If you’re a witch, why didn’t you beat me out as top student all those years ago? You could have just cast a spell or something.”

“I could have, but I wanted to beat you fair and square.”

“Well, it wasn’t all above board,” I said, “because you made me lose focus by flashing your pussy at me.”

“I made you lose focus?” she asked with a condemnatory look. “I didn’t force you to look at my pussy, Will. You did that all on your own, thank you very much.”

“Alright,” I conceded, “I don’t want to argue about it.”

“No argument,” she shot back. “I’m just stating the facts. My eyes were on the exams. Where your eyes were is your business.”

“Whatever,” I said, mumbling in defeat. “Well, is it time?” I asked holding up the end of the magic staff and pointing it at the little hole in the portal. “Should we go now?”

“Remember,” Golden said, “that though girls such as Elizabeth Hubbard were responsible for leveling accusations, it was the government officials who set the stage. Governor William Phips established the court that caused these horrible atrocities and if you can kill him and get away with it, go ahead.”

“I can’t promise you that, Golden,” I said, “because they’d torture me to death if I got caught doing such a thing, though that’s what should have happened to him.”

“You’ve got that right,” Thea noted. “Do you know they detained a four year old child and interrogated her for witchcraft?”

“You’re kidding,” I said.

“I wish. Dorothy Good was questioned by magistrates who were considering executing her for witchcraft. An infant being held by those magistrates died in prison. They’re evil people, Will, but they got away with it.”

“I don’t want to hear any more,” I said. “Let’s go.”

I inserted the magic staff into the hole in the door and it opened, revealing a winter’s day, some snow on the ground and a cold northwest wind blowing. Selestra and I walked into Salem and came to an inn. Outside was a wagon carrying bundles of rye, wheat and other cereals.

“That’s it,” Selestra said, examining one sack that had been cut and was spilling out wheat. “Look at it, it’s got fungus ergot all through it.”

“What’s that?”

“Fungus ergot can cause delusions, vomiting and muscle cramps. Those are the symptoms displayed by the girls who claimed they were bewitched. Don’t you see, Will? They ate these foodstuffs and had reactions which the people of the day attributed to witch possession. It all started there.”

Just then the wagon pulled away and a man with a gun stared at us, probably thinking we were thieves. We followed at a distance but could never get too close as the gunman was aware of us and watching our every move. He pulled into a business and the food was unloaded for distribution among the locals.

“Should we tell them?” I asked.

“Tell them what, Will? That we’ve come from the future and we know this shipment of food is contaminated with fungus ergot? We’d be accused of witchcraft and hung faster than you can shake a stick.”

“You have a better plan, Selestra?”

“What I’d like to do is find the governor who orchestrated this and throw him and all the magistrates who participated over a cliff. Evil bastards!”

“We’ll have to make that Plan B, Selestra. Let’s get this done without being charged for homicide.”


Three


We rented a room at the inn and started living in the area, coming and going without attracting attention. Those who did ask us always received the same answer. We were wealthy tourists from down south who wanted to experience life in the northeast. Right away it became apparent that many of the people were, if not clinically insane, certainly weak in the mind. They were either expressing the most ridiculous beliefs imaginable, like someone who might head a fanatical cult, or they were following those firebrands with sheepish obedience. People were being arrested for working on certain days, or eating one or another food, or even wearing clothes that were the wrong color. It was akin to living in a concentration camp, with people watching your every move and searching for infractions, real and imagined.

One day at the tavern I noticed that the bread they were serving had a peculiar odor and taste. Both Selestra and I instantly realized they must have started using the wheat infected with fungus ergot. Of course we refused to eat it and even mentioned the odor and taste to the inn owner, but she was offended.

“Are you accusing me of serving bad food?” she asked with a dark look.

“No, it’s not your fault,” Selestra said, “I just think you should check the wheat. There may be something wrong with it.”

“There’s nothing wrong with it,” the innkeeper said, “and if you keep complaining, you will no longer be welcome here.”

We gave up but we also stopped eating the bad food. For the next few days we tried speaking to different people, telling them that I was involved in farming in the south. I sounded like an expert, at least as far as I was concerned, but they did not take my warnings about the food seriously. The other problem, of course, was the backwardness of the people. They did not believe in volcano gods and sun spirits, but they still had one foot firmly planted in the Dark Ages. The really eerie part of the whole thing was that Golden Jones had given us a list of all the people who would be murdered in the Salem Witch Trials and we met all of them one day or another at this or that store. They were all nice people, generally very congenial, and I’m sure none of them knew what was about happen.

In general I found that people watched each other very closely, almost as if spying was their civic duty. Anything out of the ordinary caught their attention and many times I heard people berating others for the smallest infraction, such as not crossing themselves when they walked in front of a church. To hear them speak, you’d think the accused had committed an atrocious crime. The looks people gave each other were downright malignant.

“I don’t like it here,” I told Selestra one night in our room.

“Me either.”

“That night at the Rocky Shoal Tavern,” I said, “you gave me a kiss. Do you remember?”

“Yes.”

“Why did you kiss me, Selestra?”

“Try to figure it out,” she said shortly.

“I don’t know.”

She looked impatient. “Why do women kiss men, Will?”

“In those cases it’s because the women like the men, I suppose.”

She nodded comically. “Duh.”

“You like me?” I asked with surprise.

“Yes, I like you,” Selestra responded. “I’ve always liked you, Will Huxley. You’re the smartest guy I ever met, you’re humble, you’re nice to people, you’re good looking.”

“Good looking?” I returned. “Selestra, I’m average at best.”

“Not to me,” she retorted. “I think you’re very good looking.”

I was shocked. “You’re the attractive one, not me.”

“Not attractive like Svetlana Slutskaya or Kamala, I bet.”

“They are beautiful women,” I conceded, “but I find you more attractive because I have a deeper connection to you.”

“How many women did you have sex with in the last two months, Will?”

“A few,” I answered.

“Quite a few,” Selestra said. “Thea gave me the complete list. But that’s alright because it was business. The question is, did you love any of them, Will?”

I shook my head. “I made love to them, but I did not love any of them.”

Selestra was pretty and she had a kind of distant presence. Her hair was blond, hung shoulder length, and she had an oval face, very soft and smooth. Her lips were cherry red. She was about five feet ten inches, maybe one hundred and fifty pounds, with medium sized breasts, a narrow waist and wide hips. Her legs were luxuriously smooth. But it was her expression in general, and her eyes in particular, that drew your attention. She had deep eyes, eyes that pulled you in and would not let you go. I was drawn to her not because of a mission but because of simple attraction.

We began kissing and before I knew it Selestra and I were engaged in deep kissing. Maybe it was the stress of our position, or maybe everything came together at the same moment, but whatever it was, we were soon engaged in passionate love. She was not as svelte as Svetlana, nor as beautiful as Kamala, but I wouldn’t have traded her for anything. We found ourselves nude, standing face to face, and hugging each other. We rubbed our bodies together, our hands at our sides, and I marveled in her silky smoothness. I sat in a comfortable chair next to the fire and my cock was pointing straight at the ceiling. Selestra turned her back to me and her ass was right in front of my face. Next thing I knew she was lowering her big, round behind and rubbing it across my cock. She slid left and right, occasionally sitting on me and making my dick tingle with excitement. Then she spread her legs and I could see her sweet, pink lips. Without looking back at me, Selestra lowered herself and took my cock head into her pussy. I could see her heavy, thick bottom, her perfect little asshole, and her smoking hot cunt. I put my hands on her hips as she slowly started going up and down, taking only a few inches of my prick each time. Then she started to move more quickly, wiggling until she stuffed my entire cock into her pussy.

“Do you like it hot, Will?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said with a peep.

“Are you my fucking stud?” she asked, going up and down.

“Yes, I’ll do whatever you want, Selestra.”

“Would you fuck me up the ass?” she asked, beginning a steady rhythm.

“I would definitely fuck you up the ass.”

“Did you fuck any of those other women up the ass?” she asked, moving a little faster up and down now.

“Yes.”

“Did you like it?”

“I did.”

“You’re an ass fucker, aren’t you, Will?” she asked, looking back at me with a mischievous grin. She slid my cock all the way into her ass.

“Yes, and I like it!” I exclaimed, holding on for dear life.

“You’re an ass fucker and a cuntlicker, aren’t you, Will?” she said, now moving quickly.

I held her hips and my cock was glowing hot inside her. “Yes,” I said, my heart pounding, “I am an ass fucker and a cuntlicker.”

“I suck cocks,” she said, smiling again. “At one of our witch covens me and two other witches sucked off ten guys beside a bonfire.”

“Did you like it?” I asked, now thrusting upward as she brought her heavy buns downward. The slapping sound was ultra sexy. “How many men did you suck, Selestra?”

“A woman needs to have her secrets.” She purred. “How many pussies did you lick, Will?”

“Secrets, honey.”

She laughed and then started to ride like a wild woman. Her hair was flying in every direction, slashing across my face, and I held her shoulders then reached round and cupped her lovely breasts. Selestra was the smartest woman I ever met, but when it came to sex, she was a superstar. She talked dirty as she rode, squirming and wiggling, fucking me like I was her personal play thing. And that’s what I felt like. And I was glad to feel that way. I wanted to be her boy toy and I was more interested in her achieving sexual satisfaction than myself. For her that seemed to be accomplished by a good, solid workout and that’s what we did. She told me she was into Tantric sex and I was glad to hear it because we made love all over that room for at least three hours. One position I really liked was when we were standing face to face and I slipped my cock balls deep into her slippery pussy. We held each other and fucked hard, smiling and laughing as our bodies sought and found each other. Never we were apart for more than a few seconds before embracing again. Selestra really enjoyed when I held her upside down in a standing position. Her head was hanging near my cock and she gave me a top quality blowjob, showing herself as a woman who really enjoyed what she was doing. I held her around the waist and she had her legs wrapped around my head. As I looked at her huge bush, I could smell the delicious aroma of her cunt along with the faint scent of perfume. How I ate that woman! I licked her cunt like it was the most delicious dessert ever created. It was wondrous. Every once in awhile I would flick my tongue over her asshole and she would let out a little yelp of pleasure.

Then she held the back of a chair and bent over, spreading her legs. Selestra looked out the window as I positioned myself behind her and before long I was giving her a deep ass fucking. It was incredible. The fit was perfect and she was a real fine woman, begging me to butt fuck her. She didn’t have to beg because I was delivering the goods without being asked. The ass fuck alone lasted half an hour. Finally, able to stand it no longer, Selestra pleaded with me to give her the magic elixir. She opened her mouth and pointed, wanting to take all my come. She squatted down and, noticing an English cucumber on the table, inserted it into her pussy and started to fuck herself. I was watching the big green thing go in and out like a piston as I pulled myself. Selestra was amazing, beautiful, spectacular. Watching her ride that cucumber in ecstasy, smiling and bouncing up and down, I knew I could not hold off any longer. I stood directly in front of her and held my cock horizontally, pointing it right at her mouth. She opened wide and within seconds I unleashed the biggest, thickest come of my life, filling her mouth and spraying cream all over her face. If they kept records, I would have won for the biggest load in history. Selestra looked up at me with thick come dribbling out of her mouth and dripping off her lovely face. She wiped a huge collection of it off with her hand and then reached down, rubbing come all over the cucumber and on her pussy lips. I licked her nipples while she rode the thick thing, and I fingered her up her big, broad ass, going in and out as fast as I could. Her face suddenly grew animated, like someone on a ride at the fair, then she clung to me and exploded into a huge orgasm, spraying her own come all over the cucumber and onto the floor. I held her for ten minutes before she withdrew the vegetable cock and then stood, collapsing in my arms. I carried her to the bed.

“I love you,” she said weakly.

“I love you too,” I said, crawling in beside her and snuggling.

“That felt so good,” she told me. “You don’t disrespect me, do you?”

“No, not at all. I love a passionate woman.”

We fell asleep in each other’s arms and awoke the next morning to a general tumult. We got dressed and ran downstairs, finding a group of girls screaming at a man named John Proctor, accusing him of practicing witchcraft. He looked like a deer caught in headlights. His silence seemed to be taken as a sign of guilt, though it was obvious he was just shocked and overwhelmed. The girls got louder and more intense, hitting themselves and shrieking as if they were insane. They were almost in a kind of hypnotic state but feeding off each other. The more illogical one got, the more the others followed. They were clearly delusional but the people there were listening to them as if they were totally rational and explaining something that really happened. Adding to the general mayhem was the fact that one of the girls was vomiting uncontrollably and another was experiencing severe muscle cramps, which closely resembled somebody suffering an epileptic seizure. Then one of the adults started accusing John Proctor of witchcraft and it snowballed from there, eventually turning into a mob. Proctor tried to escape, but he was subdued and handed over to the police, who treated him as if he had just committed a horrendous crime.


Four


Over the next several days the entire area was swallowed into the pits of evil. More than two hundred people were accused of witchcraft and many dozens of people, just normal, everyday folk, found themselves being led to jail. It was horrible to watch. Friends turned on friends, neighbors on neighbors, and Salem degenerated into a madhouse where everyone was watching everyone and sometimes accusing perfectly innocent people for fear those same people might accuse them. The entire government apparatus supported these witch hunts and made it seem like the righteous thing to do.

Selestra and I did everything we could to alert them to the contaminated food, but no one wanted to hear what we had to say. We even showed it to high ranking officials and they brushed us off like pesky flies. Somehow this thing took on a momentum of its own and soon the trials were taking place. We witnessed the absolute abandonment of justice in favor of superstition and a mob mentality. It still makes me feel sick to my stomach, but I saw John Proctor being led to the hanging tree. He looked at everyone with beseeching eyes but only we felt compassion. The execution itself was horrible yet seemed to ignite a blood lust in the townspeople. Soon it was a parade of unfortunate souls, one after the other strung from a tree on a rope. I can still hear their words, their pleading, their frantic calls as the noose was slipped around their necks. In time every victim recorded by history passed in front of me and Selestra on their way to the Grim Reaper.

After the final person was killed, we were both sure we were next, but then rumblings from outside filtered in and Salem was reprimanded for their terrible actions. Almost as if someone had flipped a switch, the normal, average people who had been mindless beasts only days earlier suddenly started acting civilized again, even polite and neighborly. I could not believe how dramatic the transition was, but I also knew that they could turn again on a dime and become monsters once more.

“We’re still alive,” I said after the last death. “I think we may survive this.”

“Oh, we’ll survive,” Selestra said. “You secured our survival by filling in all the gold rings on the magic staff. Our true mission was to give it our best shot. We tried to stop the madness, Will, but sometimes people are collectively insane. It’s like a poison invades the system, drives people into an evil place, thrives then departs as quickly as it came. Only time will heal the malady.”

“I understand,” I said. “When I was in St. Petersburg, I learned that the Nazis blockaded the city and starved the inhabitants to death. Even without them, though, Stalin killed millions of his own people, most of them dying in obscurity in gulags and in cellars where they were shot. They disappeared without a trace. They lived in the same environment, though, that we saw. People were accusing others of being anti-Soviet and everybody was afraid to even look at each other. That’s the worst of humanity.”

“What’s the best?” Selestra asked. “Making love to beautiful women?”

“That’s fine, for sure, but it’s a fleeting pleasure. I think the best part of humanity is when you fall in love with one person and dedicate yourself to her.”

“Could you do that with me?”

“Yes, Selestra, you are the one I’d like to do it with.” I sighed deeply. “What now?”

“Well, we tried our best but failed. There’s nothing to do but go home and lick our wounds.”

“Yes, let’s go,” I said, looking at the townspeople now walking and talking normally, greeting each other as if nothing had happened. There was not a hint of guilt in any of their features even though they had destroyed numerous lives. “I want to get the fuck out of here.”

We returned to the point from which we had come and I inserted the magic staff into the portal. It opened and we again found ourselves in the residence of Mrs. Golden Jones. She and Thea jumped off their chairs and hurried to us. We all hugged. It was a joyous homecoming, and we were particularly glad to be away from Salem, but that joy was tempered with pain caused by what we had seen, and what we had failed to prevent.

“It will be our forever shame,” Selestra said, looking me in the eye. “What could we have done to stop that madness?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“It’s the world’s shame,” Golden Jones interjected. “It’s happened everywhere. The mob spirit takes over, and it’s like water, seeking the path of least resistance and following the leader. The witch trials were terrible, but no more terrible than attempted genocide or nuclear weapons aimed at every city in the United States, Russia, China, France, England and probably Germany. If anybody, one person, pulls the trigger then everybody might unleash their weapons. What’s that world going to look like the day after? No, Selestra’s, it’s not your shame. You tried to stop it. You gave it everything you had. So did Will. Now I want you to go home and find the secret meaning.

“Together?” Selestra asked Mrs. Jones.

“Your choice.”

“I choose together,” Selestra said, “me and you, Will. What do you say?”

“Let’s do it, lovely lady.”

Selestra looked admiringly at Mrs. Jones. “Can I trust him, Golden?” She flicked her head at me.

“Of all men you can trust him most,” answered Mrs. Golden Jones. “Will has slept with Thea, the beautiful American of Asian descent, Svetlana Slutskaya, Kamala, Darby Pills, Princess Titi, Mota Amil in Brazil, and yours truly.” She bowed to Selestra. “Whether you two have known each other, I don’t know, but he will be a good lover for you, Selestra.”

“I am very experienced too,” she said, “but will satisfy myself with one man if he agrees to do the same for me.”

“I will commit to you exclusively,” I agreed.

“I have an idea,” Thea said with a cute nod. “Write a book about the Salem Witch Trials, the debacle. Give it a modern twist. I don’t know, maybe something about a writer being contacted by a past spirit from his family.”

“Why not write about this?” Selestra asked. “Our experience was centered around the Salem Witch Trials, though there was some extracurricular activity.”

“Some,” me and the others agreed.

“Anyway,” Selestra continued, “I’ll write about this experience as a diary account, but I’ll take on the male perspective.”

“That sounds hard,” Thea said.

“No, I’ll just have Will describe it to me,” Selestra said casually. “If he does a real good job, I’ll tell him some of my stories.” She winked. “It’ll keep us warm on cold nights.”

“Just be sure to change all the names,” Golden Jones stated. “If you do that, along with changing a few details here and there, I’m alright with it. What are you going to call it, by the way?”

She held the little tube around my neck and looked at Mrs. Jones. “The Magic Staff, of course.”

Golden Jones and Thea laughed. “Of course.”

I took Selestra by the hand and we left the house after a warm good bye. It was about three miles back to her place and four miles to mine. It was nice so we decided to walk. The whole walk was quiet, and the first half in particular was solitary. We were quiet for about ten minutes before I finally spoke.

“So, you’re a witch,” I said to Selestra, trying to sound calm.

“Yes, I am,” she responded, staring straight ahead.

I waited a couple minutes. “Exactly what does that mean?”

“I’m a witch, Will,” she said, turning to me. “I am descended from the Salem Witch Trials, from someone sparred after a long prison term. The first recollection of my powers is when I was three. We were in a playgroup and everybody had a little block with a picture on it. On mine was pictured a broom that had a big B. The kid across from me had red hair and freckles and had a block with a dustpan on it and a big D. He didn’t like his, though, and laid it by me then he snatched the broom block out of my hands like a stinking thief. I did not want to be his dustpan. I wanted the broom. The teacher suddenly asked us who had the letter B and the picture of the broom. I did not wiggle my nose but I did will that those two blocks change hands. And they did change hands. The boy was holding up the dustpan block and claiming he had the broom. When the teacher looked at his block, she gave him a sad look but urged him to keep on trying. He frowned and the teacher turned to me, instantly brightening. I held up the broom block and gave the thief my look of death.”

I laughed at her. “That’s a fun story.”

She laughed too. “Think so?”

“For sure. But tell me, what happens when you age? How long will you live?”

“I can live as long as you or for millennia, it’s whatever I choose. When I grow old and my partner dies, I can die with him or return to any stage of life in a new environment. I can restart at twenty-one if I want, with a brand new face and figure, new name, new history. It’s up to me. And since you won The Magic Staff from the Salem Witch Coven, you are now eligible to become a warlock.”

The words struck me. “A warlock?”

“That’s right.”

“How would I earn it? Do I have to pass a test of some kind? Honestly, Selestra, I know nothing about warlocks. I would have to study.”

“I could teach you the intricacies, but you have already earned the title. I can bestow your warlock status through a single oral spell at any time. You would then become activated.”

“And my powers would be?”

“You would have the same life choices as me. You could live another twenty years or another ten thousand. You would have a store of spells you can use, but only for the betterment for others. You will also have a select number of spells to use for power. I have them as well and would have used them in Salem if I could have, but my power doesn’t work in the past. If it did, I would go back to Salem, gather all those politicians and judicial authorities, then, well, I’ll leave that to your imagination.”

“I’m with you.”

“I need to tell you something, Will.”

“What’s that, Selestra?”

“First, will you consider becoming a warlock?”

“Yes, but only if you consider renouncing witch for woman.”

“I will consider it,” Selestra said.

“So, what is it you wanted to say?”

“Witches have one very special power,” Selestra said. “We are able to contort our bodies for sex and we can make men climax in strange and exotic ways.”

“Preaching to the choir, honey.”

“We also have a very sensitive reproductive system, an early warning kind of thing. I have to tell you, Will, that I’m pregnant.”

It was a bucket of cold water. “Pregnant? Me? A father?”

“Yes, sir.” She gave me an odd look. “Golden Jones didn’t want me ruining your return day, but I have to tell you something she mentioned to me.” Selestra paused. “At least one of the women you were with is also pregnant. There may be more.”

“Oh, my.”

“One other thing,” Selestra said. She took about ten magic staffs out of her pocket, each of them with little golden rings that turned on whenever the staff got warm enough. “I bought a bunch of these for sale at the dollar store. That’s what you were wearing.”

“Are you serious?”

“I am,” Selestra said. “The magic staff did not give you any special powers at all. You have the power inside you, Will, and by having confidence in yourself, you were able to bring it out. Every man has this power. You have to believe in yourself. How else could you expect a woman to believe in you? You learned that in your travels. Any man can have sex with a woman if he understands this. Believe in yourself, but always treat women with dignity and respect. Don’t seduce them because then they’re on the defensive. Let them seduce you. Once men learn those secrets, their cocks will always have a warm place to lay their heads. Let women make the move.”
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