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A SNEAK PEAK…





I couldn’t help glancing at Delilah and though she was a tomboy, she had the beautiful, sleek body of a figure skater. Just as I looked at her, she looked at me and glanced downward, making a surprised expression when she saw the size of my cock. We started taking a shower and washed each other’s backs and any other parts requested. The two women especially became very touchy-feely, soaping each other’s tits and staring into one another’s eyes.
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We landed in Australia and immediately went to a motel, not moving again until I felt recovered, which left us forty-five days to complete the mission. The long flights, the time zones, the wild sex, they were all was taking a toll on me, but, oddly enough, my cock was the only part of me that was not tired. Thor’s hammer did not work half so well as my trusty dick. But these women! Thea, Svetlana, Kamala. How long could that last? Who could have such a roll? Even when we took the train inland did I not regain my full power. What seed power I did have was deposited in Kamala, and now I was like a rechargeable battery almost drained. I needed time and more rest.

Luckily we quickly found the tiny, isolated town where Darby Pills lived and went to a little inn on the outskirts of town. There we found out that the twenty-five year old woman had just left. We had missed her by only twenty-five minutes.

“What’s your interest?” asked a tall man, someone who apparently knew her.

“Friend of mine,” Thea said. “Where did she go?”

“Big Creek,” noted the man who knew her. “There’s a crocodile up there in them waters and it ate her best friend.”

“No,” I said, as if surprised Thea had not informed me. “You didn’t tell me Darby had that happen, Thea.”

She ignored me. “I have some personal news to deliver to Darby. I know she’ll want to hear it.” Thea looked emotional. “Which way did she go, sir?”

He pointed. “Straight as an arrow, day and a half walk. For her. I don’t know what it would be for you two. You’d need backpacks, full rations, and a guide. You could get lost in there and never be seen again. Even your bones would be consumed by something, animal or insect. No, you need a guide.” He called out. “Delilah, are you still here?” He waited a couple seconds. “Delilah Bridge, are you still here?”

“Here,” she said in a tomboyish way, coming onto the step. She was a pretty woman with short blond hair. Delilah was unpolished in the ways of women, having grown up with a single father and four brothers, two younger, two older. She was chewing gum when she looked up but stopped after noticing Thea and me. “Hey,” she said as a form of greeting.

“Hello,” Thea said with her disarming smile. “Darby Pills is my friend and I have to tell her something. Apparently I just missed her.”

“I know,” Delilah said. “She’s going to Big Creek after that killer crocodile. Fourteen victims now, counting her friend.”

“How did it happen?” I asked.

“Her ex, a city boy, started dating her best friend. Darby didn’t like it, but she wasn’t mad at her friend, only her ex. They went camping and Darby told him to stay away from Big Creek.” She turned to a tall, lanky man. “Didn’t she, Samson?”

The tall man nodded in consent. “I heard her tell him not to take her friend anywhere near Big Creek. She wouldn’t agree to the camping trip unless he agreed.”

“He said they ended up close by mistake,” noted another man. “Then he said his girlfriend wandered off at night when he was asleep. They found her body, at least from the armpits up. The croc had huge tracks, but on the left front foot two of the middle toes were missing, along with half the other middle toe.”

“Darby knows that croc,” Delilah said, “and she’s going after him. He’s got a deformed left eye too, with a cyst on it. She’s knows exactly who killed her friend.” Delilah was angry. “She loved her friend and you all heard it. Stay away from Big Creek.”

They all nodded in solemn acknowledgement.

“So, you want to go?” asked Delilah, sounding half like a tomboy and half like a kitten.

“Right now?” Thea asked.

“Not yet. Darby is an awesome walker. There’s nobody here who could catch her when she’s had a head start like that. Besides, what you save in time by starting now you’ll more than lose in the long run. All three of us need backpacks, food, water, medical gear, dry clothes. That takes time. Darby is flying along and she’ll march until base camp two. There she’ll rest and get prepared. When we go after her, we’ll have to stop at base camp one. Tomorrow we can continue.”

“You’re hired,” Thea said.

Seeing as we were not going to catch Darby, and since this would be our last time seeing a shower for God knows how long, all three of us decided to take one. The men left, leaving only me, Thea, Delilah and the innkeeper and his wife. He was seventy if he was a day and she was maybe half that age, obviously a marriage of convenience. She was a sweet woman who looked over her glasses a lot, but he was a cranky old bastard, one of these men who grumble all the time, never seeing any water in the glass, even though he had it pretty good. He had a business and a wife who did her wifely duty occasionally, but only the bare minimum to avoid his whining. Luckily, at this time, he was tired and going to take a nap. But that’s where the good news ended. After her husband had gone to bed, she told us the hot water was broken and we would have to shower in cold water.

“No, thanks,” I said, “me and cold water don’t get along.”

The women shuddered but it was obvious both of them wanted a shower.

“Or,” said the innkeeper’s wife, a classy woman, “there is a shower outside with a curtain and it has enough hot water for a nice warm shower.”

“Please,” Thea said, making a praying motion with her hands. “I want a shower so bad.”

“Wait,” said the innkeeper’s wife. “There is only enough for one shower, but there are three shower heads dispensing water. You cannot make the water come out of one, it has to be all three. I don’t know.” She laughed uncomfortably. “All three of you could take a shower together. Leave your briefs on or whatever but the shower will last ten minutes.”

“There’s a curtain all the way around the shower?” Thea asked.

“Completely enclosed. It’s open at the top, though, but only one window looks down. It’s the attic and I’m the only one with a key, so you have no worries.”

“I’m game,” Thea said.

To my surprise, Delilah agreed and we were on our way. Five minutes later, towels in hand, we came to the outdoor shower and stripped down. I couldn’t help glancing at Delilah and though she was a tomboy, she had the beautiful, sleek body of a figure skater. Just as I looked at her, she looked at me and glanced downward, making a surprised expression when she saw the size of my cock. We started taking a shower and washed each other’s backs and any other parts requested. The two women especially became very touchy-feely, soaping each other’s tits and staring into one another’s eyes. My cock got rock hard as I was watching, but when I glanced upward, I saw the innkeeper’s wife looking down at us from the attic, me in particular. She had her dress pulled up around her chest, her pink panties pulled down around her knees, and she was rubbing herself. The woman had dark features like the Northern Italians and a beautiful color of skin. I stepped out of the shower to give the ladies some privacy, dried myself completely then looked up at the innkeeper’s wife. She was looking at me, my cock in particular. It was really big and swaying like a big tree in the wind. I started walking toward the front door when she suddenly realized I was coming inside. I climbed the stairs and met her coming out of the attic stairs, heading toward me, her shoulder strap pulled down enough on one side to expose her big, tanned breast. We met right at her husband’s open bedroom door.

I looked at him lying there like a corpse, or even a vampire. “Is he a fast sleeper?” I whispered.

“He take drugs for pain every afternoon. They knock him out so much he probably wouldn’t awaken to a siren.”
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“Will you suck my cock?” I asked the innkeeper’s wife.

“I thought you’d never ask,” she said, immediately kneeling in front of me and starting to perform oral sex.

She held my thighs with both hands, gripping me, and I lasted less than two minutes. When I came in her mouth, with every heavy volley, she would whimper, squeeze my thighs and wrap her lips more tightly around my cock. I shot over and over, one of my finest loads ever, and the lovely innkeeper’s wife took every drop, licking her lips after a fine English blowjob. Even once I finished she took my cock back into her mouth and it must have pulsated fifty times, the first half dozen or so like little orgasms in themselves. The innkeeper’s wife took that opportunity to achieve an intense, deep orgasm that rocked her from head to toe. Finally she stood up and faced me, barely enough energy to force a smile. I kissed the back of her hand.

“Thank you, my dear,” I told the older woman. “You have warmed a traveler’s heart.”

“Hopefully it won’t be the last time, Sir Huxley.”

“That’s the spirit,” I said, kissing her hand a final time.

An hour later we were on foot but Delilah, who was carrying a rifle, had to keep reeling us in. She said we could only make the first camp so rushing was useless. It would only drain our energy in a needless way. We took our time and made the camp before dark, a large tent actually with separate raised beds, a table and chairs, and a small stove. We settled in after dark and fell into a deep sleep, awakening only in the early morning. We continued onto the second camp and found Darby Pills cleaning her rifle. She was shocked that we had come, and so was Delilah when it was obvious Thea did not know Darby.

“I’m sorry,” Thea said, “but I told a white lie. I don’t know Darby. Me and my friend here, Will Huxley, we just wanted to come along and offer our support.”

“No, you didn’t,” Darby said. “You’re Americans who probably live in the city and you wanted to experience an adventure. I know your type. Just don’t get in the way.”

“Alright,” I said, clearly intimidated by the woman. I had no idea how I was going to tame this wildcat even with my magic staff. “Sorry.”

“No, it’s me,” she answered in a tone of contrition. “My Dad was a crocodile hunter on this river,” she said, “and when I was ten he took me on a hunt. The first crocodile we saw was stuck in some kind of snare. He wasn’t that old, but Dad said he was going to get really big. He knew the genetic line he was from and said they were man killers. Dad wanted to shoot him right there and then but I raised a big stink and he put down the gun. The crocodile had been in the snare for a long time and had lost two middle toes on his left front foot and part of another one, but he had given up struggling and looked ready to die. I got my Dad to free him. He survived and repaid me by killing my best friend. I should have listened to Dad.”

“There’s no way you could have known,” Thea consoled. “It’s just a bad business.”

We proceeded to Big Creek and I saw a wide river, a river Darby told us ran for fifty miles north, where is originated in a swamp, and fifty miles south, where it drained into a marshland. We started walking north and Darby kept checking the muddy banks for tracks and slide marks. After two hours of walking, we had seen six different crocodiles, some of them very large, but none of them the killer. Then, by chance, I noticed something in the shadows across the river. The other three did not see it, but I insisted we take a better look. We snuck to the edge of the river and saw that it was indeed a crocodile, and a big one. For an hour we watched the animal lying there then it moved and came forward a step. It was huge. Instantly Darby realized it was the killer crocodile and she manoeuvred into position, chambering a round. Everything was silent.

It was then that I got my best uninterrupted look at Darby. From the first I noticed that she had a deep voice and walked in a masculine way, but only now, after she took off her shirt and stripped down to a tank top, did I see how muscular her arms were. During our walk Delilah had told us that Darby was the captain of her rugby team and on more than one occasion had played in matches where she was the only female, acquitting herself well by all accounts. It was obvious she knew her way around the weight room, her arms were bigger and more muscular than mine, but she was also a very pretty woman, really quite attractive. It must have been her lifestyle that made her such a kick ass woman and she had the kind of temperament where she could be short with others at time and could be very gruff.

“Right in the brain,” she whispered, settling the crosshairs at the end of the crocodile’s smile. “As soon as he turns broadside, I’m taking him out.” She was all business, inching ahead to get a perfect shot. “Come on. Come on. Turn.”

Just as the crocodile started to turn, Darby got excited and jerked forward. Unfortunately she was right on the lip of a high bank which consisted of glistening, slippery mud and sloped on a steep angle about eight feet before reaching the murky river. She moved one more time and the embankment gave way. Darby dropped her rifle and tried to grasp some shrubbery, but she pulled it right out by the roots and slid down the bank into the water. Instantly the big crocodile saw her and to my amazement and shock, that huge animal moved with lightning quickness, scampering into the river and submerging. Darby saw the crocodile and tried to climb the bank, but it was so slippery it might as well have been ice. She slid back into the river about knee-deep and looked at us with a frantic expression. There was nowhere to climb the bank easily and she knew the killer crocodile was bearing down on her like a great white shark, completely invisible in the water. But then he came to the surface about twenty-five feet away, his eyes focused on the struggling woman. Thea tried to find something, a tree or a vine to throw to Darby, while Delilah, shaking like a leaf raised her gun, aimed and pulled the trigger. Click! The gun had jammed and she was so panicked that she could not figure out what to do next. The crocodile steadily closed. Twenty feet, fifteen, ten. By the time he was five feet away, Darby flung herself out of the water and onto the bank, her whole body on land but her feet no more than six inches from the water’s edge. She looked at me with the expression of someone who knows she is going to die. It was almost as if she was resigned to the fact. Bang!
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The crocodile stopped its forward movement and thrashed wildly for about twenty seconds, splashing in the water and flipping. Finally, though, the killer turned onto its back and drifted lifelessly away. Darby, partly in shock and partly in relief, looked at me standing there holding her smoking rifle. Delilah was still trying to unjam her gun and Thea hurried to me, carrying a long pole. We held one end and slid the other end to Darby, which she grabbed. Working together we were able to bring her up the slippery mud. When she reached us, she collapsed with a sigh and stared at the sky for several minutes.

“You saved my life, Will,” she said, looking at me in awe.

“Think so?” I asked, hardly able to comprehend what just happened.

“I know so. I was looking into the eyes of death.”

We talked about the incident for fifteen minutes, during which time Delilah finally figured out how to unjam her rifle. Then we began walking down the river and saw the killer crocodile on a sandbar right at the edge. Luckily, at this point, we could walk easily to the water’s edge and we inspected the carcass. The crocodile was truly mammoth and it had all the distinguishing characteristics, including the missing toes, the deformed eye and the cyst. Darby unexpectedly cut it open and to our horror, part of her friend, still undigested, spilled onto the sand. Darby closed her eyes in pain while Thea and Delilah looked as if they were going to be sick. Being the only man there, I took the lead by carrying what was left of the woman up the bank, where we buried her and placed a little cross Darby had made from sticks to signify her resting place.

We lingered there the better part of an hour then returned to the closest base camp. It was sombre the rest of the day and we co-existed in an almost unbroken silence. It seemed wrong to just leave this spot, as if we were deserting Darby’s friend, so we stayed for several days. Eventually the sorrow of the loss was replaced by a celebration of her life, which, according to Darby, had been a very good one, at least until she met that ferocious beast. I lost track of time but on about the fifth day we walked to the second base camp, the one closest to the little town. It was late afternoon and we settled in, enjoying a fine meal then taking turns bathing in a little waterfall about seventy yards from our two big tents. Just as I was finishing and getting dressed, Thea walked up to me.

“You’ll have to fuck Darby before tomorrow morning,” she said to me in a quiet voice. “At first light we’ll be headed back so it can’t happen then. Once we get there and the news gets out, the media will swarm Darby and she may even end up being flown to Sydney or Melbourne for interviews. You might never get her alone again and time is ticking.” She paused. “Listen, Delilah is a bisexual and I’ll entertain her in one tent while you take care of business in the other one. Haul your magic staff out and do the wild thing. She’s a bit mannish, but she’s a pretty woman.”

“She is,” I agreed. “She wears men’s clothes, has short hair like a man, talks like a man and walks like a man, but she’s actually fucking gorgeous. Her body is strong and masculine, but she’s really pretty.”

“Yes, she is. Remember, though, by hook or crook, you have to make her come. Otherwise the mission stops right here.”

“I’ll do my best.”

We returned to the camp and Darby already had a campfire going and was brewing a fine coffee. I was starved but I kept looking at her. She had the tightest, firmest ass I’ve ever seen on a woman, but it was round, and made for an enticing package. I really wanted to fuck her. Just after it got dark, Thea faked a yawn and said she was going to bed, giving Delilah a special look before heading into the tent. Delilah stretched and also faked a yawn, following Thea and closing the flap behind her.

“How do you feel?” I asked Darby.

“Alive,” she answered, “which is more than I can say for my friend.”

“I’m sorry,” I consoled.

“It wasn’t your fault, Will. I didn’t like it when my ex-boyfriend starting dating the best friend I ever had, but when he said he was going camping, alarm bells went off. But how could I stop them? They’re adults and they made their own decision regardless of what I said. It’s heartbreaking, though. My ex is a fucking idiot.”

“Why did you break up with him, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“He complained that I have too much testosterone. He’s a wimp. A real man wouldn’t be afraid of a strong women.” She looked hard at me. “Right?”

“Right,” I said, getting ready to take the magic staff out of its protective tube. It was time to fuck Darby. “I agree one hundred per cent.”

“You were amazing today,” she said, “and you saved my life. You made a great shot. Now that’s a man!” Her eyes looked intense. “I’m tense. I need a man.” She walked to the tent and paused before going inside. “Life is short, Will, and I need to feel connected. I want you to bring your best stuff.”

I did not even take out my magic staff, instead walking into the tent a few minutes later. Darby was waiting for me, stark naked next to a bed. Her body was like something out of this world. Darby Pills had the figure of a woman but she was almost all muscle. Her arms and legs were big and strong, as were her neck and shoulders, but she had lovely breasts and a shaved pussy. Her skin was luxuriously smooth yet she had a male energy, a kind of macho feminism. I could not have imagined a woman more unlike Kamala than Darby, but my cock got hard very quickly.

“Show me your cock,” she said. “I haven’t seen one since I broke up with my ex. His was ridiculously small, though, and I need something more substantial.”

In twenty seconds I was nude.

“Holy fuck!” she exclaimed. “You’re hung like a fucking horse.”

“Is that okay?”

“I imagine!” she stated, licking her lips. “Why would it not be okay?”

Then she was on me and from the first moment I understood the meaning of wild lust. She knelt in front of me and started licking my cock like a madwoman, rubbing it all over her face and licking my balls, savoring the taste of man meat. She licked and sucked my cock for ten minutes, kissing it one second then deep-throating it the next. At one point my huge cock was all the way inside her, my balls resting on her chin and my thick mass of pubic hair pressed against her face. I have never imagined that any woman could deep throat me, but Darby had no trouble and seemed to be immensely enjoying herself. Then she pushed me onto the bed with a forceful shove. The next thing I knew she had me by the hair and was grinding her pussy all over my face, which, I must admit, was absolutely delicious. She tasted fresh and clean, but what made it so exciting was her aggressive lovemaking. She wanted me and she wanted me bad. Half the time I found myself coming up for air, gasping, but eager to head back to her fragrant pussy.

She pulled my hair, yanking me away from her smoking hot lips. “What’s your name, honey?

“Will,” I said weakly, succumbing to her intense drive.

“No, it’s not,” she stated. “Your name is cuntlicker.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“My name is cuntlicker,” I murmured, glancing up at her.

“Well, if your name is cuntlicker,” she said, pulling my face in aggressively, “lick my fucking cunt.” She rubbed it all over my face again with the expression of an alpha female. “Yea, that’s it cuntlicker. Get your tongue in there. Use it like a cock.”

I fucked her with my tongue, going as deeply as I could. Next thing I knew, and I’m not even sure of how we transitioned, I was on my hands and knees and she was behind me. Instantly I felt uncomfortable, as Darby had flipped the script, making me act like the woman while she took control. But she was so strong, so determined and so horny that I did not dare reject her in any way. She played with my nipples, kissed and sucked my earlobes, bit my neck, and she simulated the motion of a man taking a woman from behind. This made me tense, as I had never even imagined such a situation, but the one saving grace was how smooth and warm she was, though she was banging against me in a kind of reckless rush, slapping my bare ass with her right hand, and squeezing my cock every once in awhile. I felt more like a bronco being ridden by a stubborn rider than a man, but I knew the main thing was for Darby to reach a climax, and by the sounds of her voice, I could tell she was climbing the mountain.
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“Fuck me!” she insisted, pushing me onto my back and squatting down above me, sliding my big cock into her shaved pussy.

Thea, Svetlana and Kamala were all sexy, vibrant women, but they were much more traditional in their approach. Darby screwed me with aggression and an almost male sex drive. She put her hands on my chest and rode hard, bouncing up and down on me like I was a trampoline. Her tits looked amazing, her nipples huge and pointed. She stared into my eyes and there was a fire raging there, not a fire that was imploring me forward but a fire that could only be quenched by her allowing all her desires to flow uninhibited. How she fucked me! It was like being in Boot Camp. At times she would grit her teeth and go at me like a woman starved for sex, then she would talk dirty and tell me, no, order me, to lick here or kiss there. I totally lost track of time but toward the end of the session, I became as aggressive as her. It was madness. I cannot imagine a cage fight being more intense. We fucked each other so hard that I could not even think.

Suddenly, though, I felt a tremendous buildup and then started shooting my hot load in powerful streams deep into her pussy. As I shot, her eyes opened wide and she started screaming so loud that Thea and Delilah came running, but once they saw we were in engaged in hot sex, they merely left. Seconds later she grabbed my upper arms really hard, bellowed then began thrashing around on top of me, her pussy wet with woman come. I could feel her pussy tightening with each massive spasm and she grunted with each one, shaking with a huge smile on her face. Then she rolled off me and looked at the ceiling with a satisfied look.

“You did well,” she said, moaning and purring. “I needed a fucking good come.” She kissed me on the lips. “Thank you, cuntlicker.”

“The pleasure was all mine, Darby.”

“I don’t know why,” she said, “but for some reason I feel compelled to tell you there is an African princess named Titi from Zambia.” She looked confused. “Why am I saying that? I have no idea who Princess Titi is?”

“I don’t know,” I lied. “Just one of those things, I guess.”

We slept side by side and, to my surprise, once Darby had been relaxed through sexual climax, she became ultra feminine, snuggling against me the whole night and speaking in a much softer way. In the morning we accompanied the two other women back to town, explained what happened and were about to leave when the townspeople made me an honorary resident, apparently because I had slayed the killer crocodile. I thanked them for their appreciation and we began our journey back to the airport.

“Check the magic staff,” Thea said.

I did and found that now four of the circles had turned golden. “Wow, we’re getting it done, Thea. We’ve got North America, Europe, Asia and Australia covered. It’s only Africa and South America now.”

“That’s right, and as soon as you make love to Golden Jones, we will transport to Salem. There’s a chance we might actually fulfill this mission, Will. If you had asked me before we started, I would not have liked my chances, but now it’s actually looking doable.”

Getting to the airport presented several challenges because of raging wildfires and once we were there we had to wait a few days until the smoke cleared. Then we flew into Lusaka and again I needed a few days rest. It seemed the longer the journey lasted, the more tired I was becoming, but after a few days of lying down I always felt refreshed. Finally we emerged from the hotel and began our search, only knowing the name, Princess Titi. We asked probably one hundred people or more if they knew a Princess Titi but none of them had ever heard of her.

“I think we just hit a speed bump,” I told Thea.

“Maybe Darby had the country wrong,” Thea said.

“More than possible. She didn’t even know why she was saying what she was saying. It just sort of popped into her mind.”

“Hmm.” She checked the date on her watch. “We only have thirty-days left, Will, to reach Salem and stop those horrible executions. But we could spend a month or more just trying to track this woman down.” She furrowed her brows. “Any suggestions?”

“Just keep asking, I guess.”

We did keep asking, for days. One day blended into another, and we searched Africa on a rumor, a supposed sighting somewhere in this city or that remote region. We spent three days walking the Nile, chasing an unsubstantiated claim. At times we encountered conflicts, sometimes deadly, sometimes simmering. I found the heat oppressive near midday but loved the evenings, maybe watching a sunset from the deck overlooking the river. Africa had a special appeal for me, knowing it was the birthplace of man. I was walking on the same ground where he stood up like a man and began hunting and gathering. But Thea and me were gathering diddly squat. We paid people to ask around and none of them heard a thing. Days were dwindling so we hired a private investigator. He thought he may have discovered her, but could not guarantee it. His theory is that she had moved a long way from home and was being educated at a finishing school, a private one in the mountains. It was all hush hush. She had also dropped the title of Princess, wanting to blend in rather than stand out. We paid him and bought train tickets to the drop-off point nearest the finishing school.

“Twenty-four days left, Will,” Thea said, looking as ragged as me, “but only Princess Titi, a South American woman and a very willing Golden Jones to go. Hang in there, buddy.”

“You’ve been great, Thea,” I told her with sincerity. “No way could I have done this on my own.”

We got on the train. “Do you wish that none of this ever happened?” she asked.

“I don’t regret meeting you most of all, and I enjoyed Kamala and Svetlana, but I could do without the stress. I don’t want to be hung at Proctor’s Ledge. That sort of puts a damper on a lot of the proceedings.”

“Did you like anyone back home?”

“I never had many girlfriends,” I admitted. “I was always a little awkward around girls. There is one girl I like, though.”

“Who’s that?” Thea asked with interest.

“She’s a really smart girl,” I said, “and she’s very attractive. Her name’s Selestra Munroe and she’s an interesting person. I like her.”

“Selestra?” Thea asked, looking strangely at him. “Selestra Munroe?”

“Yes, do you know her?”

“She’s the one who brought the magic staff to Golden Jones at the estate. Selestra Munroe is a witch, Will. She can trace her line back in perfect detail to a woman who was hanged at the Salem Witch Trials. Every ancestor, date of birth, date of death. The Magic Staff you wear around your neck comes from her. It was handed down through generations, and now it has reached maximum power.”

“Selestra Munroe a witch. I never would have guessed.”

We traveled for two days then rode two motorbikes to the river, where a small boat with a cab took us upriver. I kind of felt like I was in a Joseph Conrad story, but we got there without incident. Well, not exactly. We came to a little village and the finishing school, or at least we could see it up on the hill. Around it on three sides were sheer rock cliffs, but there was a road that led to a stone wall that encircled the whole compound. There were two strapping guards near the gatehouse and truck, plus two armed guards in towers on the wall. They did not look like the type who enjoys bingo.

“No getting in,” said a native woman who came up beside us. “They send out for groceries, but nothing else goes through that gate. Would you like to rent a room?”

“Yes,” Thea said, approving of the little inn.

From that vantage point me and Thea could keep vigil on the comings and goings. And that’s exactly what we did, but as the days passed, we were not encouraged. Trucks would bring supplies for the school and drop them off at the inn then, once every three or four days, a truck would come through the gate at the school and drive to inn, loading up.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Thea asked me.

“We have to get into that truck and hide. That’s the only way. But they search it.”

“We only have fourteen days, Will,” Thea said to me, checking her watch. “We have to go for it.”

“Today’s order is big,” I noted. “We could sneak in after the first third is loaded then hunker down. Chances are the guards won’t look that hard. It’s the big guy on the gate, too. He searches the least.”

“Yes, but they say he shoots anyone he finds hiding in the wagon,” Thea reminded me. “He says they pose a clear and present danger.”

“Like you said, Thea, we have to go for it. Otherwise I’ll be hanging from a rope and you’ll die in a prison.”

“Let’s do it,” she said with a deep sigh.

When the truck came for supplies, Thea and I waited until the first third of it had been loaded then slipped in, hiding behind boxes filled with everything from toilet paper to food and cleaning supplies. We wedged ourselves in at the back and the workers continued to load the truck, not noticing us. Twenty minutes later we were on our way to the fortified finishing school but were stopped at the gate. The guard got into the truck, inspected it in a cursory way then got out and was about to wave us forward when he heard something. He jumped back in with his rifle held at waist level and started shouting at us. I could see him through a tiny crack in the boxes but was sure he could not see us. Just then a feral cat ran past him and jumped out of the truck. The other guards laughed and the man with the itchy trigger finger got out, waving us through the gate. The truck pulled in behind the school and as it was being unloaded, we jumped out, ran in a back door and hid in a storage room. Next to us was a large room and we could hear classical music and people talking, one woman in particular shouting commands.

Then all of a sudden there was shrieking and the loud woman sounded almost unhinged. The people spilled out of that room and into the hallway, so we opened the door a crack and could see an older woman, probably late sixties, gesturing wildly and moaning with despair. A younger woman, maybe thirty, was trying to comfort her, but it was not working. Around them were ten women in ballet costumes, all pretty and elegant like swans. Then, suddenly, a black woman, maybe thirty years old, came out of the room holding the arm of a white man in ballet tights. He was hobbled and unable to put any weight on his right foot.

“What are we going to do?” the elderly lady shrieked. “We are to dance Swan Lake this very evening in front of the king, but if we fail to please him, he will withdraw all funding to our academy.”

“Maybe one of the women could dance the male role,” the younger woman told her senior counterpart.

“Maybe one of the women could dance the male role,” the elder woman shot back in a barking kind of way, making sure to sound as sarcastic as possible.

A great hubbub arose and the ballet instructor tore a strip off the man, complaining about his clumsiness and his horrible timing. I could see his foot swelling up like a balloon. Just at that moment, Thea shifted her weight and accidentally put pressure on my backside. I was thrust forward. The door sprung open and the both of us tumbled forward. Everyone instantly turned to us with a look of shock and suddenly the elder instructor started screaming, as if we were there to do them harm.

“Titi,” she shouted, “go get the guards!”

Princess Titi ran off as fast as she could, her tutu fluttering as she fled. There was a sword on the wall which was hanging like an ornament and the older woman grabbed it, brandishing it at me with serious discontent, and I was certain she was quite capable of separating my head from my body. The other women were also shouting as though we were wild animals preparing to attack them. Bodies were moving about in a chaotic way, the screams were shrill, and the woman approached with the sword. Into that mix came the big, gruff guard with his gun in hand, Titi hot on his trail.

“Die!” he called out with crazy eyes, leveling the gun at me.
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