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A sneak peak…





I took the miniature staff out of the copper tube and put it on. The moment it touched my chest, Thea looked at me with the eyes of a black panther. She was actually purring as she moved toward me, lust as hot as flames dancing in her eyes. She looked positively wild. When our eyes met, I realized I’d be lucky to get out of this alive.

Mrs. Jones walked to the door. “Fuck her, Will. Fuck her hard. Fuck every one of them good, especially me, if you get that far. But remember, you’re taking a risk. You may be killed by a jealous husband, or if you have to fuck a high-ranking woman, you could be killed by a guard. Thea will lead you and will do whatever you say so long as you carry the magic staff. Lose it and she may desert you. Use it wisely and you will have all the pussy you can handle.”

“What will happen after I make love with Thea?” I asked.
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One





“This is ridiculous,” I said to my three friends as we approached the tavern. “I’ve never won anything in my life, but I’m not even sure I’d want to win this award. What did you call it again? The Everyman Trophy?”

Paul laughed and clapped me on the back. “That’s right, old buddy. We were talking about it and thought you might have a good chance. The most average man wins the prize.”

“That’s my point. Who wants to win an award for being the most average guy? People like to feel special.”

“Who’s happier than the average man?” Paul asked. “Famous people can’t walk down the street without being mobbed. Rich dudes kill themselves all the time. The things they own begin to own them. Then you have the miserable ones. Living in poverty, maybe homeless, they aren’t even average. No roof over your head, no food in their stomachs, that’s the bottom third. But you’re in the silver cloud, buddy. You have a good job, a nice place to live, a car, a future. That’s average and there’s a lot of people who would want to be right where you are.”

“I know I’m average looking,” I said, glancing at Billy, my twenty-four year old friend who doubled as a chick magnet.

“You’re the smartest one here, man,” Billy said, already noticing all the women looking at him. “I’d give my right nut for half your brains, man. Sky’s the limit, buddy.” He glanced back at Farley. “Top athlete in Grade 12,” he said, “nice going, Farley.”

“I’m more impressed with Will winning top student in his final year,” Farley returned.

“Why’s that?” I asked Farley.

“I ran track with no practice and won. You had to put in the hours of study to do your thing. You had to work for it. That Selestra Munroe fought you tooth and nail to the finish line, but you beat her by a nose. My sister was on the student council and they had to check every mark all year long. It was like one point, that close.”

“The four hundred meters in fifty-one seconds, Farley,” said Randall, my friend with the rock star look, long hair, cute, untamed, but interesting. “Bro, I’m calling it a tie. Awesome, man. Makes me want to achieve something great with my guitar. Did you hear they’re looking for a guitarist for a Black Sabbath tribute band?”

“Would you consider it?” I asked as we approached the club.

“Man, I think I’m pretty good, but we’re talking about me playing Tony Iommi’s parts. That’s like getting hired to paint another Sistine Chapel. Oh, shit, there’s that Drew guy. He’s Ozzy. I guess he’s organizing it.”

“Hey, Randall Beacon, how you doing?” asked the lead singer, standing up with a group, almost all female, surrounding him, many of them dressed provocatively.

I stopped with all my friends and, like all my friends, found the females stimulating in their colorful and sometimes tight clothing. The women looked at Randall, they looked at Billy, some looked at Paul, but none of them gave me more than a fleeting glance. It was as if I wasn’t there. The invisible man. The much vaunted Mr. Average.

“Hey, Drew, heard you’re auditioning for a guitarist,” Randall returned, consciously trying to be cool.

Drew grew very serious. “Sure am.” He looked Randall over. “I heard you play at the park concert last fall,” Drew said, “and you’re good. You’re really fucking good. You played Pink Floyd’s Echoes
 real sweet.”

“Thanks, bro.” They fist bumped. “I like your singing, bro. You got pipes. I’d like to hear you do some Guns and Roses.”

“Thanks, man. See you at the audition tomorrow night. Bingo hall up in the park. Eleven until one, or start earlier if you don’t mind stacking chairs. Little discount on rental too.”

“I’ll do the dotted line on that,” Randall said. “See you there at ten?”

“Ten thirty.”

“Done.”

They gave short, sharp waves and I started forward, not realizing the other guys saw something and stopped. I rounded the corner of the hall by myself and saw three young women at the door, all of them collecting tickets and jackets. They were pretty, especially a redhead with a big black ribbon in her hair. That was the kind of girl a guy could fall in love with so hard and so fast that they end up get married in days, or even hours after meeting. She looked right at me then around me, left and right.

“There’s no guys,” she said with frustration, looking back through the open door at an audience mainly of women.

Then my three friends rounded the corner and she immediately perked up, along with the other two women. As usual, they looked at either Billy or Randall first. Billy and Randall stopped and chatted with the studied charm of successful men. I waited on the perimeter. There was nothing in it for me.

We entered the club and the music was fairly loud but not so loud you couldn’t talk to each other. There was some low lighting, some of it colorful, and a good sized stage, everything pretty much decked out in black and other dark colors. The women perked up when they saw us and a girl who looked brainy did acknowledge me, as brainiacs do have a radar for each other, but even she was attracted to my three friends, especially Paul. Somehow they knew each other and I could tell when they spoke that she was wondering if there was a possible connection. He was computing his chances of getting laid. Billy started talking to her friend and another female friend mysteriously appeared for Randall. I wandered off on my own and had three beers before they rejoined me.

“Now for the big moment,” the moderator said into a microphone as he came on stage, “the moment you’ve all been waiting for.” He took an envelope out of his pocket. “As you know, we received over seventy official applications, complete with life histories, photos, and testimonials from friends. It was open to online voting, so we know he’s the people’s choice. The winner will receive one thousand dollars and a special gift from the SWC.” He opened the envelope but did not unfold the paper inside. “A special thanks to our sponsors, Sloppy Tom’s Pizza and Donair, Harden Tires, Silver Lake Resorts and Mrs. Golden Jones, owner of the Rocky Shoal Tavern.”

He started clapping and the audience clapped as well.

“As a special surprise,” he continued, “we have a special presenter, none other than Golden Jones herself, owner of the Rocky Shoal Tavern.”

Mrs. Jones came out from the back, dressed immaculately in a fine red gown. She was fifty years old, blond, buxom, curves that would make a thirty-year old jump off the bridge. And pretty. How pretty she was. She had that glamorous look, that classy look, and though she was beautiful beyond measure, her eyes sparkling like diamonds, no one ever got too close. Golden Jones had that kind of aura, the lofty aura of royalty, and even hardened criminals would treat her with respect. The moderator handed her the paper and she unfolded it. Mrs. Jones glanced at him and he held the microphone close to her mouth.

“The winner of one thousand dollars and a special gift from the SWC,” she said, “is the most average man in everything from motivation to school marks. That person is none other than Will Huxley. A cheer for this year’s Mr. Everyman!” she exclaimed, throwing up her right fist and making a rousing face.

“Holy shit!” I muttered as my friends swarmed me.

Soon I was shuffling along like the walking dead, realizing I would soon be high up on a stage, posed like some kind of freak of nature, the spotlight on me, making me squint and hold up my hand to block it. A thousand bucks, though. That would come in handy, actually. I climbed the stage, confirmed my identity with my driver’s license then accepted the cash. As I stood next to her, I realized she was even prettier than I thought. A real beauty. And the perfume she wore was intoxicating, probably some fine Arabian vintage that smelled of flowers in the shade, tinged with a hint of sex.

“Here you go, Will,” she said with a charming smile, one that would melt Ebenezer Scrooge like a candle in a furnace. She handed me a small package wrapped in light green paper. “Open it, Will.”

I pocketed the money then faced the crowd, some of whom were politely clapping or laughing, and some who were genuinely curious about the gift. The ribbon and paper aside, I showed them a little bronze tube about the size of someone’s thumb. It could be worn around the neck. There was an obvious cover so I opened it, taking out a little toy, a staff of some kind no bigger than a matchstick. It was hooked to a chain and on the top was a blue oval egg made from some kind of gem. Around the egg were six branch-like tentacles that held it securely. It looked intriguing, but it was very small and I didn’t want to take the chance of dropping it, so I put it back in the case and closed it.

When I looked up, to my pleasure actually, I saw most of the people mingling and not even looking at me anymore. As far as they were concerned, the show was over. It was a novelty. People had a few laughs, the winner got rewarded, and now everybody could get drunk and do something they would regret in the morning. The moderator left and Golden Jones started to follow him.

“Mrs. Jones,” I said loud enough to stop her.

She turned to me with a smile. “Yes, Will.”

“What is this little gift? Is it from a dollar store or something?”

“Oh, no,” she responded immediately. “It’s a magic staff.”

“How is it magic?”

“You’ll have to wear it to find out.”

“What will happen?”

“It’s a gift from the SWC,” Mrs. Jones said. “The Salem Witch Coven.”

“You’re kidding,” I said, giving her a surprised, maybe even shocked, look. “What does this magic staff do?”

“I told you, you’ll have to wear it to find out.” She smiled warmly, in the aristocratic way, then exited stage left.

I pocketed the bronze tube and rejoined my friends. By now no one there even took any notice of me. Once my buddies noticed me, it was all hugs and congratulations. Not one of them mentioned the magic staff but all of them referenced the money. Naturally I gave all four of them enough cash for each of them to have a really good night, including for hotel rooms if the opportunity presented itself. That made me the man of the hour, but, as luck would have it, when the tavern closed at midnight, I was the only one who didn’t leave with female company. All my friends had scored. I stood outside and saw a group of people waiting for the bus, including an attractive woman with black lipstick and black fingernails, smoking a cigarette. She casually glanced in my direction. I opened the little tube I won, but only a crack, not even taking the magic staff out. When I looked at the woman again, she was staring at me like some kind of wild animal. Then I noticed the same look in the eye of the redhead, the one who had ignored at the coat check. In fact all the women were looking at me, but when I sealed the tube, they went back to what they were doing.

A big black car with tinted windows stopped and Mrs. Jones rolled the back seat window down on the driver’s side. “Would you like a ride, Will?”




Two





“Yes, thank you,” I said, genuinely feeling thankful not to have to walk.

“Jump in the front, dear,” Mrs. Jones said.

“Yes, Mrs. Jones, much appreciated.” I got into the front seat next to a beautiful Asian woman, probably thirty, very pretty, but eyes like steel. I knew right away she was a black belt in Brazilian jiu jitsu because I had seen her at a demonstration when I joined the local club a month ago. She could literally tear your arm off without a knife and could choke a two hundred and fifty pound football player unconscious no matter how hard he tried to avoid it. “Hello,” I said to her.

“Hello,” she returned, glancing at me with piercing eyes, almost machine-like.

Then she immediately turned back to the road. I settled in but felt it inappropriate to turn around and look at Mrs. Golden Jones. She was much bigger than me. Millions and millions and millions of dollars. People recognized her whereas I was just an average guy. I could smell her, though, that lovely perfume dashed behind her ears, on her neck, between her legs. Golden Jones had a peculiar aroma, a scent so succulent and so pervasive that I felt it was raising my blood pressure. She was vintage wine. Everything was soft and sweet and pretty. I also detected another scent, too. And it was delicious. It was from the Asian woman, known only as Thea.

I remember my first year of university and this pretty girl used to come round. Deanne was pretty in a deep way, nice to look at, but reflective and someone who added to the conversation. She had a lovely aroma like the Asian woman, but hers was more like spring rain.

On spring break we got to the same hotel on the same day. The water was really rough so a group of us just sat behind a dune watching other people. There was a beautiful view and the dune was out of the wind. Later that afternoon, a little after dark, everybody cleared except me and Deanne. I could clearly see her a few feet away and I could smell her fragrance. Deanne was wearing a one-piece blue suit that looked like something out of Baywatch, but she had a big shirt over it, hanging to her knees. But when everyone left, she suddenly pulled her shirt up and reached down, slipping her bathing suit aside, exposing her perfect, pink lips. They were big, open, wet. So soft. And how she smelled down there, this woman with the gorgeous body. I thought I had died and gone to heaven. But just as I was about to head downtown, a friend of hers came running toward us. Deanne covered herself and left immediately after finding out her roommates had just been booked for public indecency. Apparently they had imbibed too much alcohol and thought they were at an ancient Roman orgy.

Thea’s pussy was also divine. She was aromatic, like champagne, but Thea was dangerous. She was the equal of any man and she was the type who, if she decided to wreck you, you were gone. Yet her skin was smooth as alabaster, pure without fault. She had a beautiful, feminine face, fine lips, sculpted nose, intelligent, penetrating green eyes. Thea looked like the kind of woman who can be equally adept with a paintbrush and a dagger. But she oozed sex, sultry, smooth. She could show you positions you’ve never seen, a master of Kama Sutra.

Or so I fantasized. That’s right, everything was a fantasy to me when it came to women because women never came to me. I could smell Thea’s pussy slightly, I thought, and she was wearing a blue outfit, including a very short skirt with blue nylons and blue shoes. On top of her head was the cutest blue hat with a lighter blue ribbon encircling it. She was wearing rose colored glasses.

“Here’s fine,” I said as we approached my apartment building.

“Would you like to see my house, Will?” asked Golden Jones in the most sultry tone, like a southern belle.

“I would,” I said, relaxing in the fine leather seat.

Thea drove us for thirty minutes into the countryside, coming to a fine estate set back off the road. There was a big, circular driveway, huge trees abounding, a gorgeous mansion, spectacular windows, chandeliers glittering behind them. There was a brown SUV and a sports car of some make I could only guess. We got out in front of the house and climbed the steps, Thea slightly ahead of me and behind Mrs. Jones.

When we entered, I was flabbergasted that people could live in such luxury. As soon as you crossed the threshold, you saw a huge aquarium on your right with all manner of fish and buried treasure. Mrs. Jones led us to a back room and closed the door. It looked as opulent as the rest of the house. It had a beautiful big bed with a pink canopy fully drawn back, a mirror opposite the bed on top of a very large and sturdily built German bureau. The room had reading chairs, a lovely divan with dark red material and golden rivets. There was a fireplace, a bookshelf, even a bathroom.

“Will?” Mrs. Jones suddenly said, placing her back against the door. “Do you know what you won tonight?”

“A thousand dollars.”

“And?”

“A toy of some kind.”

“Not a toy, Will,” Golden Jones said. “Look at it.”

I took the bronze tube out of my pocket, unscrewed the top and removed the little staff, no bigger than a matchstick. The shaft of the staff was white but had seven dull grey circles on it, almost like a barber shop pole. The gem at the top particularly caught my attention and I wondered how valuable it was. The device had a little necklace that was fixed to the staff directly behind the gem.

“If you wear that magic staff around your neck,” Golden Jones said, “women will find you irresistible.”

I laughed at the joke.

“It’s true, Will.”

“It’s true?” I said with a grin. “Did you have a little too much to drink tonight, Mrs. Jones? I’ll tell you a sad truth. I’m the guy no woman finds irresistible. My friends score. I take women home only in my mind and date the Palm Sisters. No woman finds me attractive, Mrs. Jones. You know who I do get, though? I get women who want their taxes done for free and women who want to talk about their boyfriend problems.”

“The magic staff will change all that,” Golden Jones insisted.

“How?”

“Magic,” Thea said. “Duh.”

I laughed at her. “Okay, I’ll play along. Why would someone give me this magic staff, if indeed it is so powerful?”

“Since you are the most average man,” Mrs. Jones said, “you are neutral and will best absorb the energy of the magic staff. Will, you must bed seven specific women in order for all seven rings on the staff to fill in as a golden circle. This will require you having sexual relations with women on six continents, of different ages and varying nationalities. When you have lied with six women you must return to this room and make love to me, the seventh woman.”

I was seriously wondering if one of my friends had slipped a drug into my drink. “And after doing all that, Mrs. Jones,” I said, trying to keep a straight face, “what then? Climb Mount Everest?”

“No,” she said in a solemn way. “You will save over twenty lives. Once you have bedded all the women required, the magic staff with light up with seven golden rings and then it will be able to open the portal. Once the portal is opened, you will return to Old Salem and the girls who lied about being possessed by witches will hold their tongues and the executions will not proceed. You will save all those innocent lives, Will.”

I was amazed at how elaborate the story was. “Have sex with six specific women on six continents? There’s almost no chance of that happening. How would I find them, even if my staff was golden?”

“Thea is going to guide you. She will hone in once you’re on each continent, sort of like a bloodhound. She has a sixth sense.”

“Do you know any of their names?”

“Yes,” Mrs. Jones said, “Thea is first and I am last.” She paused. “Men can help you on this journey, but only you can lie with women. Remember, when you are wearing the magic staff, you are irresistible to women. You can use that power to your advantage when it’s necessary. It might help you escape prison or find a secret letter, whatever, but you are the Casanova, Will, the man who women crave. When you are near they will lie with each other if you want them to but no men are good enough when in your presence. All the women will want you, Will. But that’s only when you take out the magic staff and wear it. When you return it to the bronze tube, you are merely average Will again. That personae is perfect for moving efficiently from place to place without garnering anyone’s attention.”

“When do I start?” I asked, overwhelmed by the elaborate nature of the charade.

“Right now,” Mrs. Jones said. “You’ll finish with me, but it’s time to start with Thea. Put the magic staff on, Will.”




Three





I took the miniature staff out of the copper tube and put it on. The moment it touched my chest, Thea looked at me with the eyes of a black panther. She was actually purring as she moved toward me, lust as hot as flames dancing in her eyes. She looked positively wild. When our eyes met, I realized I’d be lucky to get out of this alive.

Mrs. Jones walked to the door. “Fuck her, Will. Fuck her hard. Fuck every one of them good, especially me, if you get that far. But remember, you’re taking a risk. You may be killed by a jealous husband, or if you have to fuck a high-ranking woman, you could be killed by a guard. Thea will lead you and will do whatever you say so long as you carry the magic staff. Lose it and she may desert you. Use it wisely and you will have all the pussy you can handle.”

“What will happen after I make love with Thea?” I asked.

“You will accompany her to the next woman, a beautiful blond Russian tennis player named Svetlana Slutskaya. She is twenty-four, ranked number three in the world, though she’s favored on the clay and grass this year. She did not wilt under the Australian sun and brought home the first leg of the big four. Somehow, Will, you have to find her, which will be the easy part, but then you have to meet and seduce her. Only after she reaches climax will she reveal the next woman on your agenda. But for now just concentrate on Thea. You now have sixty days to complete the entire mission.”

“And if I fail?”

“If you fail, you will be transported back in time to the Salem Witch Trials and you will raise the official number of victims to twenty-one. You will be either be hanged like nineteen others at Proctor’s Ledge or tortured like the twentieth unfortunate soul.”

“No way to escape it?”

“You either succeed or you die. There’s no escaping it, Will.” Mrs. Jones opened the door, gave me a final look then left and closed the door behind her.

Now it was only me and Thea. She was the most beautiful Asian woman I have ever seen. Her face was oval, complexion softer than cream, a feline look, but a big cat, a big, beautiful purring cat. Her hair was black, jet black, gleaming black. Her eyes were penetrating, a mystery so deep that not even she would try to understand it. Thea was average in no way, especially not her body. It was elegant, fragile in a way compared to the bulky body of a man, but she was supple and smooth in her movements. She was slim and tight, skin as white as snow and smooth as alabaster. Her breasts were perfect. Her mouth divine.

She opened a door I had not noticed before and walked through it, but stopped shortly and gave me an indication not to follow. She did, however, invite me with her eyes to come close to the door so I could hear what was being said in the other room. I stopped at the threshold and listened intently. Thea walked to the center of a dimly lit stage containing only a big bed covered in a light red satin sheet. I could see her very clearly looking at someone or some thing.

“Why are you here, Big Tex?” Thea asked.

“Because I done fucked up, Kitty.”

I was surprised that there was another man present, particularly one named Big Tex, and I was also taken aback by him calling her Kitty. What’s up with that? And he spoke to her in a familiar way. Maybe it was her husband, her brother, her father. Golden Jones said this was going to be tough, and I was warming up with having to screw a beautiful woman in front of a male kinfolk, especially one called Big Tex, a guy with a very deep voice. What was next? A shag on top of Mount Everest? Maybe a copulation in a sub, on the deck of the Titanic. What was expected of me? Then again, what difference did it make? I had to do it. But that didn’t mean I had to like it. This would be like trying to make love with your wife in the middle of the cage with an enraged heavyweight intent on preventing it. A chess grand master couldn’t concentrate on the task at hand.

“State the ruling of the court,” Thea said, looking in the direction of the male voice.

There was an inordinately long pause. “I have been found to have committed adultery two times,” he said.

“How many times?”

“Well,” he said, “the court found three times, but two of them was with the same woman, so I don’t see that as counting the same.”

“What was the sentence?”

“Kitty, no, please don’t do this to me. I’m Big Tex. If it ever got out, I’d be the laughing stock from here to everywhere. I cannot watch my own wife have sex with another man on a stage. That cannot happen. You have to let me out of this.”

I still listened from the wings but now that they were so engaged, I leaned slightly forward and peeked round the door frame. I could see Big Tex. He was the only other person there, in what looked like a scaled down movie theatre. There were three rows of three chairs and he was smack dab in the middle. Big Tex weighed close to three hundred pounds. He had big shoulders and a bullish neck. His was the body type you would see at a strongman competition, especially if he gained another fifty pounds. He had reddish blond hair cropped fairly tightly all the way around. Big Tex was an average looking guy but there was nothing average about his big, powerful body. He wore big cowboy boots, a fine suede coat and was topped with a fine, light brown ten gallon. Everything about the man said alpha. He probably drove the biggest truck, had the biggest house, and did the craziest things when he was young.

“Your choice, cowboy,” Thea said with a flick of the head. “I’ll be taking the kids for sure and giving you the least amount of visitation, and I’ll carve up that empire of yours like your Momma cuts up those pumpkin pies at Thanksgiving.”

“Spell it out, Kitty,” he said in a rush, as if someone had punched him in the stomach.

“You watch me have sex with another man,” Thea explained clearly, “and do not turn away. You watch the whole thing right until the end. You do not move a muscle. Got it?”

He considered it still, finally capitulating. “Just this once?”

“Just this once,” she said, “unless you go elsewhere to dip your wick. It will be one for one from now on. Got it?”

“Got it,” he said with agony.

Thea turned to me and waved me forward. As soon as I entered, Big Tex stirred in his seat like a huge rottweiler. His eyes were intense, but so were Thea’s. It had to be done and I would do my part. She picked a remote off the bed and turned on music, a lovely rendition of Madame Butterfly by a brilliant soloist. As the music played, she started slow dancing with me. I was awkward at first but soon found a flowing rhythm. Thea was a wonderful dancer and she moved poetically to the classical piece. I glanced at Big Tex, who, to his credit was sitting there and taking it like a man, but then his wife kissed me. It was a persistent kiss, one she would not relinquish. I liked the feeling of her soft lips on mine, I loved her perfume and beautiful face, but I hated that Big Tex was literally shaking. His right leg would not stop.

It was comfortably warm on that stage but I was surprised when Thea started undressing me, starting with my shirt. She undid every button in front then the two on my sleeves. She slipped the shirt off my body and tossed it on the end of the bed, looking directly at her husband. They were sharing something silent, but intense, yet Thea was not stopping. She undid my belt then the snap of my pants, making a dumb blond look after it made a loud sound. She turned and faced Big Tex, locking eyes with him as she slid my zipper down.

“Who gave the better blowjob,” Thea asked her husband, “Diana or Justine? Tell me the truth.”
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“Justine didn’t suck,” he said, “but she wanted me to give it to her Greek style.”

“Did you fuck Justine up the ass, Big Tex?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“How many times?”

“Seven.”

“Diana sucked you?”

“Of course. She’s British. British women are the best that way. Best in the world.”

“I suppose you had a lot of experience before me,” Thea said, “so you should know.”

“I am speaking from experience,” he admitted.

Suddenly Thea whipped down my pants and underwear, pulling them to my ankles. My penis was painfully erect. It was so hard it felt almost like glass. If Thea touched it at that moment, I felt like it might break. I had not relieved myself in a month and was carrying around an awful burden. My goal, or really, my fantasy was to have hooked up with a woman at the party that night and have a major one, a little tsunami. But that didn’t work out and here I was with beautiful Thea, aka Kitty. As she pulled off my pants and underwear, stripping me bare, my cock stood up straight and looked to be straining, kind of like a bodybuilder in a posedown. Twice it brushed across Thea’s face, sliding from the point of her chin right to her ear the first time, then simply pressing against her face in a firm way. As my cock was touching her cheek, Thea looked at Big Tex. He was perspiring. Thea held my cock straight out and kissed my big head, holding her lips to it as she stared into her husband’s eyes. I felt stiff, almost as if my whole body was in a cramp and could not move. I also realized that though I was being greatly pleasured by a beautiful woman, a major dynamic was occurring between a greedy, jealous husband and a wife whose patience was at an end. But I was also not looking to get off the thrill ride anytime soon.

Her face was about a foot in front of my erection. “There’s one way he’s not average,” she called out to Big Tex without looking at him. Thea stared at my prick. “You’re packing a nice stick of dynamite there, young man,” she said, still not looking at her husband. Then she took my cock about four inches into her mouth, wrapping her lips tightly around it, and turned, staring again into her husband’s eyes.

“Fuck’s sake, Kitty,” he said with a groan. “You made your point.”

Thea started performing a steady rhythm on my cock with her mouth. She was amazing, so beautiful, so soft, so fluid, so accepting. I never could have imagined a woman sucking a cock so comfortably. Occasionally she would look up at me and smile, rolling her tongue all over my cock head, then she would suck fast and face her husband so he could see the speed and uniformity of her strokes. I could tell he was angry at times, other times freaked out or helpless, then even in awe, watching his wife do something he had grown bored of, but now, seeing her like this, he saw her in a different light, appreciating her beauty and sexiness. I could sense his fascination so I fucked his wife’s mouth in every way I could think. She knelt in front of me, she lied flat on her back and I either squatted down, feeding her cock, or assumed a push up position and made love to her mouth. I had her kneel down doggy and I squatted in front of her, giving her a good session with her husband having a bird’s-eye view from eight feet away.

“Fuck me, Will!” she would bellow after coming up for air. “I love sucking your hot, young cock, honey.” She glanced at Big Tex. “It’s the best cock I ever sucked.” She bobbed on it and made loud noises, sometimes quite loud smacking sounds. “There’s no cock I’d rather suck than yours, Will.”

Big Tex would probably have burst a blood pressure gauge at this point, but Thea was not finished with him. She walked over to the bed and faced her husband as she stripped naked. Her breasts looked even more beautiful now that they were not obscured, and her bush, huge and black, contrasted sharply to her perfect white body. She sat on the bed facing her husband then lied back, propping herself on her elbows. Thea suddenly pulled her legs back and spread them wide, showing very clearly her big, pink and wet lips inside a black jungle of pubic bush. Her clitoris especially was clearly visible and definitely on the larger side. Her nipples were dark and stood out like the tops of her thumbs.

Thea waved me forward and stared into my eyes. Then she put her hands between her legs and pulled apart her lips, showing me how pink, soft and wet she was. She looked positively hot down there. I started kissing her nipples first, and she liked that, making these sounds of passion, but she kept wanting to kiss me. We kissed repeatedly, deeply, with abandon. I would lick her nipples then French neck with her for minutes on end. To my great pleasure, she kept getting hotter, wanting more of my unbridled lust. I was licking her nipples again and, as usual, when she could stand it no longer, she would pull me up by the hair and engage in reckless kissing until kissing became a torture. But this time, instead of pulling me upward, she pushed me down, shoving my face between her legs and moaning when my eager tongue found her hot lips.

Thea had a delicious taste, one created by the use of special of oils and perfumes, but also by the special diet she consumed. Even men who do not like eating pussy would have had to be dragged away by strong men. It was not only her taste, which was unmatched, but her ability to perform the love dance on a man’s face, fucking my tongue, mouth and even my nose. She still had her legs spread wide and held me by the hair, smiling warmly as she looked down at me. Thea rubbed her slippery cunt all over my face without a care in the world, doing whatever gave her pleasure, and every once in awhile looking at Big Tex with her librarian expression.

“Fuck me,” she suddenly said to me.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “In front of your husband?”

“Yes, only in front of my husband,” she said. “Give me the best fuck of my life.”

Big Tex turned almost purple but maintained his seat. Thea was lying on her back and looking absolutely, stunningly beautiful with her legs spread wide and her hot pussy lips a smooth, soft pink. The hair around her opening was matted from a combination of my licking and her own juices. It looked and smelled delicious.

“Give me that big cock,” she said to me while staring at her husband.

I glanced at him, saw that he looked like a pressure cooker about to explode then climbed on the bed and got on top of her, holding my body up in a push up position so that our bodies were not actually touching. She reached down with her creamy smooth fingers, lightly grasped my pulsating cock and pressed my big, bulbous head to her lips. Then it was she who started squirming, working my dick into her impossibly smooth and hot pussy. As soon as my cock entered her, she let out a terrific moan.

“Yes!” she exclaimed. “Finally a good fuck!”

She was looking at Big Tex and so was I as she pushed herself upward and pulled me downward. My rock hard shaft began to slide into her delicious cunt and I closed my eyes with pleasure, loving the feeling of her wrapped around my pole. I looked down just as she thrust upward and my big, ten-inch cock slid right into her, balls deep. Thea was so horny, so out of her mind with lust, that she gritted her teeth and grunted audibly, already working to find a sexual rhythm. She rode my staff like an old hand, as if she had made a living in the carnal arts for years before meeting me. Though I’m a big man in the equipment department and my friends in college used to call me Horse after seeing me naked in the gym locker room, Thea couldn’t get enough of what I had to offer. She seemed almost disappointed that my cock wasn’t even bigger and I’m sure she could have handled at least three or four more inches. But she got over her disappointment soon enough and was holding me tightly as I started to really stroke her.

Every time I got going really fast, she would suddenly squirm out of my grasp and disengage, my big cock slipping out and bouncing around almost as if it was an individual living creature, and this creature wanted nothing more than to slip back into that warm, dark cave. Thea stood up and practically threw me onto the bed. I lied there on my back, my cock achingly stiff, and I looked up at her with pleading eyes. Thea walked toward me then mounted, sitting her smooth, perfectly round ass on my throbbing member. She reached down, held the one-eyed beast straight up in the air, then lowered herself onto it, my ten-inch cock slowly sliding into her hot, wet pussy. I glanced at Big Tex and saw him staring at the point of contact. It looked like he might do one of two things, either die of a heart attack or rush the stage and strangle me to death. I figured he was right at the crossroads and he might go either way, but the feeling of that woman sliding up and down on me, her perfect cunt giving me a pussy blowjob of the highest order, gave me pause. I could not run away. I could not imagine ending this exquisite torture, particularly as Thea was now riding like a cowgirl on a bull, prepared to go a lot longer than eight seconds though. She was talking filth, displaying herself in the most obscene way right in front of her husband, and planting me on the spot, my body unable to move. The only energy I could muster was to roll my head back and forth, moaning like a soldier who has been mortally wounded on the field of battle. After five minutes of relentless fucking, I was able to move my arms, holding his perfect, small and round ass as she battered me into submission. Just as I thought I was going to have the come of the century, Thea jumped off me and threw a blanket on the edge of the stage, at a point that was closest to her husband. Big Tex did not know what to do, but it looked like he couldn’t take too much more.

Once the thick blanket was laid out, Thea got down on her hands and knees. “Fuck me doggy style in front of my husband, Will,” she said, looking directly at him and not me.

I might as well have been a robot or a downtrodden prisoner because there was no way I could resist. Shuffling forward, my eyes glued on her gorgeous naked body, I knelt behind Big Tex’s wife and used my thumb to hold my erection straight out on a horizontal plane, pointing directly at Thea’s sopping wet and smoking hot cunt. It was as if a magnet took over and soon I was sliding my prick into the beautiful woman, the entire length of it impaling her. Her black bush looked wild and unruly, but those lips looked as sweet as the most groomed southern belle. I held her hips and started to fuck her hard. Soon I was driving it into her like a piston, holding small, lithe hips and slapping against her, my come-filled balls swaying with each driving penetration.

“Yes!” Thea screamed so loudly it was almost ear piercing. “Fuck me hard, honey! Give me what I need!”

I did fuck her hard and I got so into the process that I began to lose all consciousness of my surroundings. All I could see was her beautiful body. Her back was small and feminine, that small bone structure covered in satin skin. I held her by the shoulders and pummeled her. The harder I fucked her, the more she liked it. She talked filth in front of her husband but she looked straight ahead at the wall, obviously wanting to concentrate all of her energy on the lewd act. Thea rolled her hips in circles one minute then pushed back in perfect synchrony the next, meeting my thrusts like a queen of sex. The slapping sound got loud and intense, especially as it mingled with her dirty talk and my loud groaning and panting. I seemed to possess superhuman strength and my cock maintained its rigidity. At one point I almost blacked out, but our bodies danced perfectly together, fucking each other as if we were on some kind of erotic cruise control. It must have been like that for ten or fifteen minutes. At times I found myself kissing the back of her neck and fondling her perfect breasts, then I would be kneeling behind her and driving into her with the only point of contact being my cock and her sweet cunt. It was like a dream, but it was not a dream. It was heavenly. I could see Thea, feel her, smell the blended aroma of her perfume, perspiration and the delicious fragrance of her willing pussy. Then I felt like I was on the verge of coming a volcanic eruption of cream into the lovely lady. But Thea anticipated this and again pulled away from me, leaving me with my mouth gaping open and my cock twitching like a live electrical wire.

The beautiful woman walked off the stage and to the end of the row where her husband sat. They were separated by no more than two or three feet. She looked at him hard and he looked at her, his eyes begging for mercy. But she was not finished making her point. Thea turned to me and waved me forward by wiggling her right index finger. I was unable to prevent myself from moving, even though that meant getting very close to a huge, powerful man who was obviously fed up with having to watch his wife get fucked by another man.

“Never step out behind my back again,” she scolded him. “Are we clear on that, Big Tex?”

“Yes,” he said, hoping the torture would end.

“You’re almost there,” she returned, turning just her head and looking me in the eyes. “You’re a big, strong man,” she said. “Hold me.”

Before I could give her an embrace, Thea leapt up on me, wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. It was as if my cock and her pussy were forbidden lovers because they found each other without first seeking permission. Again I was off to the races. I held Thea’s perfect little ass and entered her balls deep, soon giving her a full bore taste of male lust. I loved the feel of her small, light but strong body clinging to me so tightly it was as if we had merged into one being. Then the madness unfolded and I closed my eyes, not caring in the least about the three hundred pounds of danger only an arm’s-length away. Her pussy not only massaged my cock, it made it harder and harder until all my energy, all my focus, all my life force was centered in my prick. Thea danced on me like a nymphomaniac, seemingly now even more turned on because her husband was so close.

“I’m going to come,” I told her, my breath weak as I panted.

“Yes,” she said, turning back to her husband, “come in me, Will. Give me a big, hot sweet load of real cum.”

That did it. All my life essence surged to my cock and it filled with a kind of pure energy. Then there was a brief delay when I felt as if I was on the edge of a cliff. Suddenly it released, though, and exquisite sensations surged through my body as I pumped a colossal load into beautiful Thea. My orgasm triggered her and she bellowed, screaming with joy about having the best climax of her life. We nurtured it together and the body bliss lasted the better part of a minute. Finally, feeling like I was crashing, I sagged and Thea got down, standing beside me. Thick come dripped out of her pussy and rolled down her satiny soft leg. My cock continued to twitch and come still dripped from it as I stood there feeling almost numb.

Thea took a deep breath and gave me a quick kiss before turning to her husband. “Thanks, Fred. You were great.”




Five





“Fred?” I asked. “I thought your husband was named Big Tex.”

“No, I’m not married. Fred’s an actor.”

“Thanks, Thea,” he said casually, heading to the door. “Call me again if you need anything.”

“Sure thing,” she said as he left.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“It was a test,” Thea said, starting to get dressed. “You have some great challenges ahead of you, Will, and we had to find out how you would respond under pressure. You passed with flying colors.”

“A test? Are you serious?”

“Listen, Will,” she explained, finishing getting dressed. “You have sixty days to complete this mission. It’s going to be dangerous and since I have to accompany you, I had to be sure in my mind that you can maintain focus and get the job done no matter the pressure. Get dressed.”

I put my clothes on but felt weak in the knees. I was also still a little miffed that I had been tricked, though that was tempered by the fact that Thea had given me the best sex of my life. Mind you, I was not very experienced in the carnal arts, but I was pleased with my performance and more than pleased by the outcome.

“How was that compared to the Palm Sisters?” Thea asked.

“There is no comparison,” I answered honestly. “A beautiful woman is light years ahead of a coarse hand. This isn’t apples and oranges, it’s apples and lumps of coal. I’ll never forget how wonderful you were, Thea.”

She kissed me. “You’re going to do well, Will.”

“So, what now?”

“As you know, Will, you have sixty days to bed six specific women on six different continents. After that you can finish with a night of love at that the hands of Mrs. Golden Jones. Then you will fill all the rings on the magic staff and you can head back in time to stop the Salem Witch Trials. Once you’ve accomplished that, you will return to this time and everything will be as it was. You already know what will happen if you fail.”

“I’ll be hung.”

“That’s correct.” She looked at her watch. “We’re leaving for St. Petersburg first thing in the morning. At that point we will have fifty-nine days remaining to fulfill the mission.” She pointed at the little necklace he was wearing. “Check out the magic staff,” she said.

I looked down at the little staff, hanging around my neck like a matchstick, and noticed that there were still seven circles on the shaft, but not all of them were dull grey now. The very bottom one was a lovely gold color.

“You have fulfilled the first part of your mission by having sex with me and making me achieve orgasm,” she said, “so the bottom circle has been filled in. When you make love to Svetlana Slutskaya and make her have an orgasm, you will fill in the second circle, the one just above it. And once you two have finished, she will give you the name of the next woman on the list and the continent you must travel to next. That’s how it works, Will. You will need to bed six women and then return here and sex Golden Jones before the time runs out.”

I sighed deeply. “I’ve seen Svetlana Slutskaya on television, Thea. She’s one of the most beautiful women in the world and she has an army of guards. How am I even going to get close?”

“We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it,” Thea said. “For now let’s get you home to pack your things. We don’t have much time.”

She was right. We barely made it to the airport to catch our flight. Shortly after we became airborne, I looked out the window and gazed down at my home city. But the chances were that I would not see the United States again for a long time. Maybe I would be killed by a guard, arrested by authorities and thrown into a dungeon in some dingy foreign country. Maybe I would be hanged along with twenty other innocents at Salem. The one thing that seemed least likely was that I would meet and have sex with one of the most beautiful women in the world, a famous tennis player even casual sports fans could identify. That seemed impossible. But I settled in next to Thea and headed toward St. Petersburg.
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