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A SNEAK PEAK…





“Time to fuck me,” Kamala suddenly said, leading me to an open area filled with cushions and reflected by a huge mirror.

Kamala was always beautiful, but now she had sexual desire in her eyes and it was raging like a bonfire. I hugged her and drew her close. Feeling her body pressed against mine felt like Nirvana. She licked my nipples, stroked my boner with her soft right hand, and kissed me with a passion which knew no bounds. The other women occasionally glanced at us, but they were so deeply involved with their activity that they soon went back to what they were doing. It was a squirming, writhing mass of perfect female flesh, all of them suspended in some kind of hyper sex drive.
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We awoke early in the morning and for the first few moments I was totally disoriented, thinking I was having the most fantastical dream imaginable. But this seemed even too crazy for a dream. It was absurd. Thea stood by the window, gazing out and reflecting. The more time I spent with Thea the more I respected her. She was a very capable woman, an incredibly organized and proficient person, someone who also happened to be drop dead gorgeous. To my surprise, as I was gazing at her, I received an email from Coach Kontantin asking me if I could hit with Svetlana for an hour this morning. I agreed and Thea stayed back, plotting our course by examining maps that showed all the routes of planes, trains and automobiles.

I hurried over to the Russian Elite Tennis Center and saw that a large number of skilled players were already there, pounding away while coaches shouted instructions. Coach Konstantin met me in the lobby and took me to the same tennis court I had been on the previous day. When Svetlana emerged from the back, the other high level players noticed her and I could see them discussing things amongst themselves. I did not know how she would react to me, but she quickly came up and gave me a warm hug.

“Best fuck I ever had,” she whispered into my ear after kissing me on the cheek. As she pulled away, she gave me a wink. “Best.”

“Glad to hear it,” I said.

We warmed up for ten minutes then started hitting in earnest. My skills were every bit as spectacular as the day before and I was hitting as well as a top player. The other people training started drifting toward us until the whole tennis center ground to a halt and all of them stood on the other side of the mesh, watching. It felt amazing to be able to move athletically and hit the ball with such pace and precision. The crowd of players clapped after certain shots and burst into applause after one particular rally of at least sixty shots, the final one coming after I stormed the net and leapt high into the air, crushing an attempted lob with a crushing overhead winner. Even Svetlana and Coach Konstantin stood there and clapped after that one. I laughed because all my life I had been a klutz, the guy who was always picked last for every game and usually with some snide remark from the person who had to choose me. This morning I was a golden child.

“Thank you for coming,” Svetlana said to me when the session ended, all of the other players cheering and clapping for us.

“No, thank you for coming,” I told her. “You have no idea how much that meant to me.”

“Can we hit every morning this week here at the center?” she asked.

“Sorry, I have business in India. I’m leaving this afternoon.”

Svetlana batted her eyelashes. “Can’t I convince you to stay?”

“I’d love to but I’d have to go.”

She hugged me again, and again she whispered. “Please don’t go. Stay here and fuck me again. I beg you, Will. All I can think about is more sex with you.”

I looked at Svetlana Slutskaya with a sad expression. “I would love to, but there’s no way I can get out of this, Svetlana. Please understand.”

She was one of the most beautiful and recognizable women in the world, a woman universally regarded as the number one wet dream for men all over the planet. She wanted me, she was begging for me to screw her again, but there was I, Mr. Average days ago, and now a world traveler who had to break the beautiful woman’s little heart.

“Okay,” she conceded, looking emotionally devastated, “but please tell me there’s a chance that we’ll trip the light fantastic again.”

“Play your cards right,” I assured her, “and you never know.”

Svetlana sighed. “At least you’ve given me hope.”

“Yes,” I said, kissing her on the cheek. “I have to go now, Svetlana, and I’ll be thinking about you.”

“I’ll be thinking about you too, Will Huxley,” she said with a mischievous expression, “especially when I get into bed naked tonight.” She wiggled her eyebrows. “At least in my fantasies I can have you.”

“Yes,” I answered compassionately, “you will have memories of me to keep you warm at night, Svetlana.”

She hugged me yet again and was holding so long and so strongly that I literally had to pry her arms off me. When I left, she turned away because she could not bear to witness her lover departing. It had to be done, however, and I tried not to feel bad over her huge loss. There was nothing to be done, though, as I had other beautiful women awaiting my magic staff and I did not want to disappoint.

We boarded the flight at two in the afternoon. It was much longer than I anticipated, over twenty-hours with five stops along the way. We had traveled about halfway when I went to the bathroom. Just as I was about to leave, a petite stewardess, probably no more than five feet tall, pushed her way into the bathroom. At first I was shocked then I realized the tube encasing the magic staff around my neck was partly open, but only by a hair. That was enough, however, to drive the stewardess to a condition of lustful madness. She instantly pulled her pink panties down to her ankles, spread her legs, lifted her little skirt and bent over the sink. Her little ass was pretty as a picture and though the stewardess was at least thirty, she had the tightest little ass I ever saw. I dropped my pants and underwear, positioned myself behind her then put my hands on her lithe hips and slid my big, rock hard cock into her tight pussy. Within seconds I was fucking her hard. She undid her top, exposing her huge breasts, and I held them as I gave her a spirited shagging. We were slapping hard together and the more passionate it became, the more she liked it. I did not want to raise suspicion, so I drove my cock all the way into her tight, hot cunt, held her firmly and pumped a massive load into the little sweetie. She looked at me with fascination and great pleasure as my cock continued to pump, filling her eager beaver with man cream. Finally I pulled out and my cock fell limp, though it was wet with her juices and dripping come. She licked the come off my cock then pulled up her panties and straightened her clothes.

“You’re going to be dripping,” I cautioned her. “I think your panties will be a mess, dear.”

“That’s the kind of mess I like. I can’t think of anything nicer than having your come soak my panties as I work this flight. The thought of it could almost make me come.” She kissed me. “Thank you for the wonderful fuck.”

“No problem,” I told her, pulling up my pants and underwear. “I aim to please.”

“You sure did that.”

The flight was the better part of seventeen hundred miles. When we neared the end, I again went to the bathroom and this time when I came out, the stewardess pulled me to an area where we could not be seen. She lifted her skirt and showed her come filled panties. They were soaked, particularly in the area that was pressing against her lips. Her eyes flashed and she gave me another kiss, telling me she hoped I would be on another flight she worked in the future.

“It’s good to have dreams,” I told her. “You may get another chance, who knows?”

“I would love to,” she said. “That would be fabulous.”

When we got off the plane I was tired and stiff, but Thea had a bounce in her step and immediately pointed to the northeast, our apparent direction of travel. We got a taxi to a small hotel and rented a room. Though Thea was eager to get started right away, I needed rest, both because of the long flight and because I was fucking my brains out and even a thoroughbred needs some recovery time. I jumped on the bed, lied there like Dracula in suspended animation then fell into a deep sleep. It didn’t last as long as I’d like, however, as Thea started shaking me at eight o’clock in the morning.

“Time to get up, Will,” she urged. “You have a meeting with Kamala.”

“Do you know exactly where she is?”

“Approximately,” Thea clarified. “It’s narrowed down to an area of about ten square miles, but she’s somewhere in there. Honestly, I don’t think we’ll have any trouble finding her.”

“Whatever you say. You’ve been very efficient so far so I’ll trust you.”

“Did you enjoy your visit with that petite stewardess?” Thea asked. “At first I thought we encountered turbulence but then I realized you were in the bathroom with that woman and taking a trip to Happyville. How was she?”

“Fantastic,” I said. “Reality is, Thea, that for men sex and women never get old.”

“Hang on to that thought because you’ve got some major work ahead of you.”

“I’m a keener,” I said, ready for any challenge, whether it be a blond, brunette or redhead.

We took a taxi to the train station and I was absolutely flabbergasted by the sheer number of people I was seeing in India. Here was a country less than one-third the size of the United States yet with four times the population. It was such a radical change. Where I grew up, practically everyone had their own car and house. Here practically no one did. There were great masses of people walking in the streets, cars and taxis honking their horns and trying to push them out of the way. To a local it may have seemed like a structured system but to me it looked like chaos. I could not imagine living here all the time. The one thing I did really like, however, was the beauty of the women. They had the most beautifully colored skin, a soft brown, and the women seemed hyper feminine, as though this culture celebrated differences rather than trying to eliminate them.
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When we got to the train station, also a madhouse, we learned that our departure was still three hours away. Not wanting to sit among the throngs of people coming and going, many of them with crying children, we walked a few hundred yards down the hill to the Chitti Vai River. There was a sign by the river that a local man translated for us, noting that it was closed. There was indeed a large amount of trash in the river, everything people in the West would either recycle or send to a landfill. Up river, about seventy-five yards away, someone was dumping the contents of a barrel in the river. Since it was at the back of a farmer’s field, I could only surmise that it was unwanted fertilizer or animal waste, but definitely something that should not have been poured into the water. Then, to my absolute shock, I saw a group of people walk down another bank and start bathing in the river right along with the trash bobbing on its surface.

“So unsanitary,” I said with a wince at Thea.

“They believe it’s a holy river, I guess,” she speculated, “and sometimes people will do things they think are holy without being swayed by logic.”

“I suppose so.”

We watched people bathing in the river for the better part of an hour, amazed that people were washing their entire bodies in the polluted water and some were even drinking it. Part of me wanted to confront them, to convince these people that what they were doing is incredibly dangerous, but I did not speak their language and even if I did, there was little chance any of them would give me so much as a second thought. More than likely they would think I was mentally unstable. Reconciling myself to that fact that I could not change their behavior, Thea and I walked back to the train station.

I received another surprise when we boarded. Instead of the new and high-speed shiny train I was expecting, an old train chugged into the station. It looked like something out of the nineteenth century. What made it even more distressing was that instead of having a comfortable seat in one of the cars, we were forced to climb on top of the train and sit on a roof that had four low walls around it, ostensibly to prevent someone from falling off. We were jammed in tightly but Thea found us two cushions at the front on an elevated perch. This gave us more room and definitely more comfort, and it also allowed us a spectacular view of the countryside. It was only a few minutes after sitting down that a whistle blew and we started to pull away from the station, heading northeast.

Though India is the second most populous country in the world, the further we traveled from the train station, the more sparse the population became. City gave way to country, which gave way to wilderness, the only sign of human habitation the train track running through it. Hours into our journey we came upon a small village cut out of the forest. There were only about fifty dwellings, none big enough to hold more than six, but there were thousands of people there, almost all of them Indians. The river ran right past the village, which overlooked it from the hill. Below it, where the water ran clean and pure, people bathed to escape the heat and seek a spiritual connection with moving energy.

I saw a great many, I don’t want to say strange, but unfamiliar sights. One man carried a whip and every once in awhile would whack himself on the back, making a hard slapping sound. You could tell he was doing his best not to acknowledge it, and he was doing a good job. He was one of the ascetics. Many of them had very long hair and were lean, though people always offered food to the ascetics. None of them partook of alcohol and sex, or if they did, it was not advertised. One of them, a man so thin it seemed almost impossible that he could still be alive, stared directly ahead in a deep trance, his face and chest covered with white chalk. Another man, tall and lanky, had apparently been sitting in a yoga pause for fourteen days without food or sleep. He looked hypnotized but whenever someone asked him a question, he would answer.

Thea heard a man speaking English and the native dialect so she asked him to translate. “Sir,” she said in English to the old mystic, probably seventy or so, “can you tell me the meaning of life?”

The native gentleman translated to the mystical man in a yoga pose.

“No,” he said, lifting his head and staring into her eyes, “you have to tell yourself.”

“Thank you,” she said, putting money in a hat beside him.

He looked off into space and we continued to a canteen. There was a great line up but we heard there would be a two hour stop, so there was no rush. We eventually got our food and sat on a bank overlooking the river. Thousands of people were bathing, all of them seeming to enjoy it immensely.

“The water is clean here,” said the man who had translated for us. He was about six feet tall, had a round face and very dark skin. He had a moustache and a pleasant demeanour. “The water in this river comes from high in the mountains. Some of the snow on those peaks has been there for thousands of years. With global warming the shaded gorges are now melting. That’s the runoff,” he said, pointing at the river. “That snow fell long before Christ was born.”

“Wow,” I said. “When you look at it that way, it hits home.”

“Pure,” said the man. “That water fell as snow before the first car or machine of industry was invented. The air was pure so the snow is pure, covered up for thousands of years and only melting now.” He pointed at the river. “That water right there. Purification.”

“My name is Thea, by the way,” Thea said, extending her hand. “You are?”

“Darsh Wayne,” he said.

I also shook his hand. “That’s an unusual name for an Indian man, isn’t it?” I asked.

“Well,” he said with a good-natured laugh, “Darsh is my Indian name but I was adopted by an American family working in Mumbai. They sent me to the finest schools and hoped I would make something of myself, but I’ve had to disappoint them, having become, of all things, a writer. Save your condolences. It’s a sickness that I cannot cure. The more I write, the more I want to write. My superiors decided I need a little relaxation, so they sent me on an assignment all they way from New York. I suppose I am the only Indian on staff and it seemed like a natural fit, but now I’m stuck in a quandary.”

“What’s that?” Thea asked, charmed by him.

“I was commissioned to write a single article, but I’ve chronicled my whole journey and I’d like to make a book of it. You know, like Chekhov’s Sakhalin Island. He went Siberia and toured the brutal prison camps, keeping a diary then making it public. It was a huge hit. I think my story would be a huge hit, too, but there’s a major problem.”

“Which is?” Thea coaxed.

“I have been commissioned to write an article on one part of this journey, so that means I can’t include it in my book. But that’s the chief selling point of the whole book. I’m screwed and there’s no way out of it.”

“What are you writing about?”

“A woman named Kamala.”

Me and Thea instantly looked at each other then back at the key to the kingdom. “Does she know you’re coming?” Thea asked.

“Of course. I work for one of the biggest publications in the world. They’ve laid all the groundwork.”

“I have a solution,” Thea said. “When you interview Kamala, ask twice as many questions as you planned. Then construct two totally separate stories. If she says she likes orange juice and toast in the morning, say in the article that she loves her morning toast but save it for the book that she prefers to start her day with orange juice. With a little planning, you could develop two profiles.”

“That’s bloody brilliant,” Darsh said, staring at her as if she was a ghost. “You’re a genius.”

“Take us with you,” Thea requested.

“I can’t,” he answered immediately. “I’m the only one allowed in.”

“Did she say that?” I questioned. “Specifically only you and not your two invaluable assistants?”

“Well, we never mentioned that specifically. But I can’t take any chances. You two have not been properly vetted and I’m being invited to speak with the newest most beautiful woman in the world.”

“Assistants have not been excluded for certain?” I persisted.

“No, that’s true, but I just can’t take the chance.”

“If you promise to take us,” Thea said to Darsh, “I’ll let you fuck me.”

“Yeah, right,” he responded with a snicker.

“I’ll let you fuck me right now.”

Darsh hesitated then gestured at a wooded area. Thea gave a quick nod, put her head down and walked toward the thick woods. Darsh was right behind her. I glanced at my watch and told him he had lots of time. He didn’t hear me, though, because his eyes were on the female, his nose tracing her perfume, his ears locked on the sound of her moving body. Forty-five minutes later Thea emerged, fixing her hair. She got halfway back to me before Darsh came out of the forest. He looked flushed and staggered, as if he had just faced a herd of tigers. We gave him time to recover and then the whistle blew. Half the travelers stayed at the river.
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“Why is Kamala way up here?” I asked Darsh.

“She didn’t ask for it, but she’s got it. If she goes near any city in Asia she will be swept away by a tsunami of people. In this part of the world no one would draw more attention than Kamala.”

“What’s her claim to fame?”

“Kamala is twenty-five and has formed her own dance troupe. People say she is the most beautiful woman in the world, and she may well be, but I think she’s definitely the best singer and dancer. Do you know she’s been training since she could walk? She’s got it all. Pretty, great singer and dancer, smart, nice, caring. All of Asia is in love with her, can’t get enough. But she’s had too much. No privacy. Reporters following her, checking her garbage, trying to get lewd photos. She needs to be in a retreat.”

“What’s going on up there, do you think?” I asked. “How many people in total?”

“Male guards around the perimeter,” Darsh told us, “but inside the compound only women. Kamala is working with them on famous routines, dance and singing, and she wants to remake a famous Indian movie, but no one knows which one. I think I do, but we’ll see if we can find out. Stay close to me and do everything I say.”

“Yes, sir,” Thea agreed.

Once the others had boarded the train, we got on and took seats, now much easier to find. As the train started again, the mission became more real to me. I was mainly quiet but listened to Thea and Darsh with great pleasure. They spoke mainly about his life and mentioned a long education at a world famous university, a few literary prizes and a dream of retiring in Maine on the coast somewhere. On the next stop, one deep in the jungle, the three of us were the only ones who got out. Once the train left again, we waited until all sound faded, then progressed along a road. Ten minutes later we came upon a beautiful building, something akin to a fine Southern mansion, but more bedecked with ornaments, color and jewelry. There was a gatehouse and a man armed with a machine gun stepped out.

“Say who you are,” he ordered.

“I am Darsh Wayne,” said the reporter.

“Who are these two?” asked the guard.

“My assistants.”

“We were not informed that you were bringing assistants,” the lead guard said suspiciously.

“I can’t do my work without them.” He shrugged. “Do you want me to leave?”

“No, wait,” he said. “I need to speak to Kamala.”

He went into the guardhouse and made a call. A minute later he returned and told all three of us were were cleared to pass. When we entered the house, we were all flabbergasted by the beauty of the place. It was like nothing short of spectacular, with beautiful ornamental furniture and the most incredible colors, and color combinations. It was like an orgy for the eyes. We entered a second room, a very large one with a green floor exhibiting the most unique pattern. But the floor was only a momentary consideration, as I soon noticed a door opening and through it came nine women, all in their mid to late twenties, and all spectacularly beautiful. It was as if every single one of them could have competed in the Miss Universe pageant and their only competition would have been each other. Though they all wore ankle-length yellow dresses, and all of them had black hair in ponytails hanging to their waists, each with yellow flowers in their hair, they all looked very distinct, the one unifying theme was pure feminine beauty. Beautiful faces, beautiful skin, beautiful smiles, beautiful bodies. I wondered how Kamala had discovered nine such women. They seemed as taken with us and I was with them, the women forming a loose group facing us but not speaking. Then into the room walked Kamala.

I felt my heart skip a beat. Obviously in this day and age we have tried to get away from judging people on beauty, but sometimes the beauty is so powerful, so overwhelming, that everyone, even the most jaded, cannot help but acknowledge it. Kamala was one such. She was about five feet seven inches tall, weighed maybe one hundred and thirty pounds, and also had thick black hair hanging to her waist, but it was hanging freely and not constrained by a ponytail. Her skin was light creamy smooth light chocolate and her face could not have been more beautiful. She had lovely features, sparkling eyes and perfect teeth. When she smiled, I felt weak in the knees. It was as if Mike Tyson had just punched me in the guts. Beauty can sometimes be that powerful, but beauty of that level is so rare few will ever witness it in real life. I felt fortunate in that sense.

We introduced ourselves and Kamala was very gracious. She even shook my hand and her skin was so smooth, so soft, that it seemed almost unnatural. I didn’t want to let her hand go and she just looked at me, her eyes glittering, which caused electrical sparks to fire throughout my body. I could not help myself. I kissed the back of her hand. Honestly, at that moment, I was so overtaken by her beauty that I would have offered my life for one night of love. That actually flashed in my mind. I had read an historical account of a beautiful woman in antiquity who would allow men to make love with her during the night only if they agreed to be executed at dawn. Many men took that offer and I used to think they were insane, but now, confronted with Kamala, I quite lucidly came to the decision that if the offer was made, I would seriously have considered it. She was that beautiful.

We were led to a banquet table and provided with the finest food, including exotic fruits I had never seen before. After our meal, Kamala retired to a spare room with Darsh and they conducted an interview that lasted for hours. Around midnight he returned with a contented look, saying he had secured the best interview of his life. Kamala had answered all his questions honestly and thoroughly, giving him the opportunity to write what could become an award-winning piece.

“I can’t wait to leave in the morning,” he said, clinging to his notes like a dog holds a bone.

“Morning!” Thea shrieked. “What time in the morning?”

“Well,” Darsh replied, “there are two trains tomorrow. One at seven in the morning then one at noon. Kamala told me I can take either train but I want to get back to New York as soon as possible. The bosses are going to be impressed for sure. I can’t wait to write this and see it published.”

“Can we take the noon train?” Thea asked him with a look of hope.

“I really did have my heart set on seven,” he informed her.

“Listen, Darsh,” Thea said, “if you agree to take the noon train, I’ll let you fuck me any way you want tomorrow morning. Come in at seven thirty.”

“Seriously?” he asked.

“Anything you want,” she assured him.

“Alright, noon it is,” Darsh capitulated, “but it’s anything I want.”

“Yes,” she stated.

Darsh told one of the female dancers and she relayed the message to Kamala. The next morning, though we did not have to get up early, both Thea and I were awake by six-thirty and formulating a plan. At eight we went for breakfast then Thea winked at me and returned to the room with Darsh, who was rubbing his hands in glee as he followed the sexy Thea into the bedroom. It was starting to rain and I stood there contemplating my next move. Suddenly there was a hubbub of excitement and several of the dancers started setting up cameras. They were apparently going to film a video sequence. A few women I had not seen before, as apparently they resided in a chalet in the forest behind the main house, trickled into the living room, each holding an individual camera. From what I could gather they were going to remake a classic starring an icon of the Indian screen.

“What’s going on?” I asked one of them.

The woman I spoke to, at least forty years old, turned to me with an excited look. “Kamala is going to perform a famous Indian song with her dancers and we’ll release it as a video.”

“Okay.”

Seconds later I heard enticing Indian music and Kamala appeared, dressed in a sari of gorgeous pastel colors, mainly blue with a little yellow. Her face was made up to perfection, her hands were painted red with designs, she wore numerous gold bracelets on her supple forearms and on the ankles of her bare feet. She was carrying a little gold dish of some kind with a candle burning in the center of it. Kamala began singing in the most lyrical voice imaginable, the words flowing out of her mouth like poetry. Never had I heard such a singer. She began dancing with her candle and the other nine women, dressed now in white saris, danced with her. It was phenomenal. I had seen musicals on television for years, but none of them came close to the beauty of this performance, the singing, the dancing, the clothes, the setting, the unmatched perfection of the women. It was almost impossible to comprehend that such a wondrous sight could be witnessed by any man, especially me, Mr. Average.

The song continued for close to six minutes, the women moving around fluidly and getting soaked with rain every time they ventured outside. But none of them seemed to mind and somehow, even when standing outside in pouring rain, the candle was not extinguished. When the song ended, I felt drained. There was so much color, such rich sound, and so much female beauty that I felt overwhelmed. I sat in a chair as the women returned, their saris soaking wet from the rain. They were taking about the performance, hoping it had translated well to video, and the women holding the cameras assured them it had, even showing clips on a big screen. Without question, it was sensational in every conceivable way. The other women soon left, leaving me alone with Kamala and her nine constant companions. They were still chattering, assuring each other that they had just accomplished something miraculous, but none of them paid much attention to me. I had seen groups of women many times before, but I could swear that never in the history of man, not the Playboy mansion or any pageant stage, had so much awesome beauty been assembled in one small space. Though I had seen my magic staff work before, and though I needed to love Kamala to fulfill my mission, I did not believe that anyone so average as me could even be in this position. Yet I still reached under my shirt, opened the tube and took out the magic staff.

It was as if the director on a movie had suddenly called for action. All ten women turned to me at the exact same moment and all ten of them had the eyes of a tigress. Kamala said something and the women, to my amazement and delight, took off their wet clothes, now standing naked in front of me. Though all nine of the dancers could have popped the heart value of any man, I could not look away from Kamala. Her body was beautiful with clothes on, but naked she was as if from another planet, a world where only perfect Amazonians roam. She had the perfect figure, all round and smooth, but also that hourglass form with nice sized breasts, a small waist and wider hips. Her black bush was perfectly manicured in the shape of a heart and her skin was a uniform color, that lovely light brown, yet her nipples, large and protruding, were dark and enticing.

“Do you want me?” Kamala asked, staring into my eyes.

“Yes.”
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“Understand one thing, Will. I have assembled my group of women and we do everything together. If you wish to love me, you have to love them first.”

I looked at the beautiful, naked women and felt like I was in the middle of a wet dream. Kamala said something and the nine women proceeded toward the back of the house, entering a large room. Kamala smiled at me, gave a little gesture urging me forward then followed the women into the room. I was right behind them. When I joined them, I was amazed by the beauty of this room as well. Though there was no bed, there was an area on the floor covered in cushions. One wall had a huge mirror and running horizontally along the center of it was a beam, a barre used by ballet dancers. All ten of the women stood against the barre, leaning their backs against it and looking at me.

“Don’t be shy, Will,” Kamala said. “Take your clothes off.”

I had to pinch myself. No matter how much my brain told me this was impossible, my eyes were telling me differently. Yes, there were ten naked women in the room with me, nine of whom were incredibly gorgeous, and one who was considered to be perhaps the single most beautiful woman in the world, an amazing singer, dancer and actress who had never even so much as kissed a man. I was pleased to be there, obviously, but it was still somewhat intimidating, particularly as I was the only man in a group of eleven. But I knew what had to be done so I took off my clothes and stood in front of the women like a guy in a police lineup.

“Oh, nice,” one of the women said, looking at my package. “He’s all man, Kamala.”

“He sure is,” she said. “We do everything together, Will, so if you want me, you’ll have t satisfy them first.”

To my surprise, Kamala’s nine female friends grasped the barre with their hands, looked straight into the mirror and bent over slightly, spreading their legs and presenting their bare bottoms. Some of the women were larger, some smaller, but the one thing they had in common was raw, pounding sexual attraction. I felt like some kind of creature who is driven by instinct, where all thought disappears and is replaced with pure drive. The women were moving their asses back and forth, looking over their shoulders at me, licking their lips and inviting me forward with their eyes. My cock got hard so fast I felt almost lightheaded, but I moved forward, my heavy prick swaying back and forth. The women were giggling, staring at it, and wondering which one I would choose first.

I took up position behind the first woman on the left and pressed against her, rubbing her back and squeezing her lovely tits. She purred with pleasure as I stroked my boner between her cheeks, rubbing it up and down in her dark warmth. I could not believe the satiny smooth softness of these fine ladies, all of them spectacularly sexy. Just rubbing against any of them would make a normal man cream all over the place, but I held my seed and moved to the next women, then the next. Eventually I positioned myself behind each beauty one at a time and felt her, rubbing my rigid prick over her soft, brown skin. Kamala walked up to me and whispered in my ear.

“Fuck them, Will,” she commanded me.

“As you wish,” I responded, positioning myself behind the first woman on the left again.

I took my time, but soon I was fucking her hard and steady, the other eight women holding the barre and bent over, waiting for their turns. Kamala was actually standing beside me, watching the action of mating, and moaning with pleasure at the hard core sight. I had incredible stamina, stamina verging on the inexplicable. My cock stayed as hard as granite as I fucked the first woman for twenty minutes and when I positioned myself behind the next lady I elicited a giggle as I slid in balls deep. It took about a minute before I was pounding into her, her ass cheeks jiggling with every thrust and her voice broken into little grunts. After ten minutes I moved to the next woman, then the next, and the next. My cock never even thought of getting soft. It took me well over an hour, but eventually I had penetrated each woman, giving her a tremendous screw, then I stepped back, hoping Kamala would volunteer for the next session. She did not. Instead she told the women they were free and could do as they wished with me.

Soon I found myself lying on the cushions, nine women swarming me, their beautiful faces and pretty eyes showing absolute determination. It was what could only be described as a cluster fuck. I was kissing mouths one minute, then breasts and pussies. As soon as one woman moved, extracting her pussy, another one took her place, shoving her muff into my face. I had no idea what belonged to whom, but when a tit or pussy was in front of me, I kissed or licked it. Then it turned into hard core, balls to the wall fucking. I’d be on top of one woman this minute then fucking another woman doggy style the next. Sometimes I felt like I was being swallowed in a big, warm cloud of soft flesh and I reveled in it. They all smelled lovely, and each one had a delicious taste, as if I was sampling nine glasses of the most celebrated wines throughout history. It was a rush, a blur, and when I tried to stand, I was again swallowed by soft flesh. Sometimes, when a beauty was sitting on my face and wiggling to achieve her maximum pleasure, I would feel my cock slide into a warm space and I didn’t know if it was a mouth or a pussy, and I didn’t care. At one point all nine ladies were lying on their backs with their legs spread and I was fucking each one for about thirty seconds then moving down the line. But no matter how fabulous the sex was, my cock did not come. It felt close almost the whole time, but it never went over the edge, the point of no return. I was glad of that. I did not want the lust and the pleasure to end, and I wanted to save my stores for the lovely Kamala.

Then they moved away together, sprawling on cushions ten feet from me and engaging in a female orgy that would have made the ancient Romans blush. They were kissing, licking and sucking each other in a maelstrom of tongues and slippery lips. Moans filled the room and at times I would see one standing while women knelt in front of and behind her, licking her pussy and her smooth, round ass. One of the most beautiful of them all, a woman of about twenty-five and in the peak of her bloom, lied on her back while other women took turns eating her out and licking her nipples. A woman with a wide, smooth ass stood above the prostrate woman, knees on either sides of her shoulders, then squatted down. The woman on her back instantly grew excited and started licking the other woman’s pussy and ass, kissing deeply and thrusting in her tongue. The squatting woman had such a look of pleasure on her face that other women stood in line, taking a turn squatting down on the classy woman’s face as she licked with hungry intensity.

“Time to fuck me,” Kamala suddenly said, leading me to an open area filled with cushions and reflected by a huge mirror.




Five





Kamala was always beautiful, but now she had sexual desire in her eyes and it was raging like a bonfire. I hugged her and drew her close. Feeling her body pressed against mine felt like Nirvana. She licked my nipples, stroked my boner with her soft right hand, and kissed me with a passion which knew no bounds. The other women occasionally glanced at us, but they were so deeply involved with their activity that they soon went back to what they were doing. It was a squirming, writhing mass of perfect female flesh, all of them suspended in some kind of hyper sex drive.

I was turned on by the sights, sounds and smells, but mainly I was zoned in on Kamala. At that point, her wish was my command. She had me kneel like a subject in front of his queen then grasped my head and pulled it forward until my tongue was in her cunt and my mouth pressed firmly against her pink lips. I ate Kamala out for twenty minutes then she turned around, bent over and presented her big, round smooth ass to me. She had the softest skin and it smelled of some exotic lotion, mingling with her perfume and natural juices.

“Do you find me beautiful, Will?” she asked, looking to the mirror with both her hands pressed against it.

All I could see was her big, sweet ass right in front of my face. “You are, like they say, the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“Do you know what I like?” she asked in her high-pitched voice.

“Tell me, Kamala.”

She reached back with both hands, bent over even more and spread her cheeks wide, showing me her hot wet pussy and her tight anus. “I like thinking about being licked in a certain place.”

“Has anyone ever done it?”

Kamala looked straight ahead. “No.” She hesitated. “Is that too much to ask, Will?”

I kissed one of her ass cheeks, pushing my face into the pillowy softness, then kissed her other cheek. “Do you want me to lick your anus, Kamala?”

“Yes,” she whispered, almost afraid of admitting it out loud. “Is that too much?”

“Kamala,” I told her, “any man worth his weight in salt would gladly lick his wife’s asshole for as long as she wanted him to. I just couldn’t respect a man who refused to do that. It would be an insult to his wife or girlfriend. And it would be an insult to beauty for me not to lick your asshole. There is nothing I’d rather do that lick your anus, Kamala. Honestly.”

She shifted position but ended up spreading her legs even further. Her cunt lips were clearly visible, open and pink, wet and glistening, the hair wet and matted around her entry. But I stared at her anus, her virgin anus, so perfect in every way. There was a darkness between her cheeks and I could feel a warmth radiating from between them. Her natural aromas were intoxicating.

“Can I ask you to do it?” she queried, bending over even more and pulling her cheeks wider apart. She still looked straight ahead at the mirror. “I know I’m not your wife or girlfriend, Will, but could you please do it? I’m aching for your tongue.”

“Say it clearly,” I encouraged her.

“I thought I did.”

“Tell me what to do with brutal honesty,” I told sweet Kamala.

She knew what I meant but hesitated. “Please, Will,” she finally begged, “please lick my asshole.”

“That was easy,” I told her, leaning forward and kissing her tight, warm anus.

“Yes!” she called out, as if she had entered an erogenous zone only dreamed of beforehand.

I put both my hands on her broad ass and proceeded to lick the asshole of the most beautiful woman in the world. It gave me a pleasure I could never have imagined even existed. I groaned with pleasure and Kamala matched me with her moans, rocking back and forth on her legs and occasionally pushing backwards so I could give her even more tongue. I kissed and licked that woman for an hour, massaging her body, including her tits and dense bush. When she got tired of standing, she knelt on all fours and I was immediately back on her, licking as fast as my tongue would go, and never tiring of her spectacular beauty. Then she lied on her stomach and clasped a cushion with her hands, biting it as I continued to pleasure her in the way she liked.

“It’s time to fuck me, darling,” Kamala said. “I can’t wait any longer.”

She stood up and with a delightful smile walked to the mirror, facing it and looking at me in the reflection. I took up a position behind the world’s most beautiful woman and put my hands on her round, soft shoulders. Kamala put her hands on the mirror and spread her legs wide. She looked at the mirror with a sultry expression and our eyes locked as I put my hands on her hips, pressing my cock head against her steaming hot cunt. I pushed forward and my cock head slipped into a cunt to die for. It was honestly like dying and going to heaven. Slowly I pushed in the whole way, pressing until I was balls deep in the virgin muff. For several minutes I just held her like that, the two of us joined. Never could I have imagined even a pretty woman holding my prick inside her, but this was the most unexpected thing that could have ever happened to me.

“Don’t you want to fuck me, Will?” she asked. “I want you to.”

“I will, Sweet Kamala, but I just want to hold myself inside balls deep for a moment. I want to remember this moment for the rest of my life.”

She closed her eyes and smiled, tightening and loosening her pussy as it gripped my pulsating pole. Then I started to fuck her, slowly at first, but soon she worked me into a heavy sweat and I began to drive into her like a piston. That’s exactly what my cock looked like, a piston. I could not believe how fast I was moving and how strong I felt in my prick. It was as if all the energy in the world was concentrated in my big cock. Happily, the harder I fucked her, the harder Kamala fucked me back. The slapping of bodies filled the room and she felt like a big bowl of warm jelly, taking my hardness and massaging it to even greater lengths. I looked in the mirror and saw her moving to my rhythm, accepting my prick and meeting my thrusts, her whole body shaking and her tits flopping around, making me almost seasick when I watched them. That fucking went on for several minutes then I pulled out for fear of coming, not wanting this exquisite torture to end.

Kamala instantly grabbed my cock and pointed it back at herself, but to my surprise, she held my cock head against her anus. I didn’t think she could take me because I’m so big below, but she pushed back and my head slipped into her ass. I groaned in pleasure and Kamala shrieked with joy. Then she wiggled and pushed back and I watched in mute fascination as my entire cock slid into Kamala’s big, round, soft ass. She took the whole thing too and squirmed a little, moving back and forth while pushing toward me, enjoying the feeling of being filled up. Within five minutes of slow lovemaking, I was able to fuck Kamala up the ass hard and fast. Again the sound of bodies slapping filled the room and Kamala shouted out in pleasure, as wild as any cowgirl riding a bronco. I felt the beautiful woman’s body everywhere I could reach but soon my hand found itself between her legs. As Kamala gyrated in my embrace, I worked her clit until it got exceptionally large, almost as big as the tip of my baby finger. While I pummeled her from behind, watching my cock drive in and out of her asshole, I merely lightly squeezed her enlarged clit. That did the trick.

I could feel Kamala tensing and starting to squeal, but only lowly at first. But by merely holding her clitoris and fucking her up the ass, the beautiful, classy lady started to shake. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she screamed bloody murder as an orgasm for the ages rocked her virgin body. The climax was so intense she nearly collapsed and I could feel her muscles tightening and loosening around my shaft as she eked out every molecule of pleasure from the orgasm. Just as her body rush began to subside, mine began. I pulled out and fired my first volley of come over her ass then I turned and faced the gyrating women on the floor. Kamala held my cock, pointing it at them as I started shooting thick streams of come all over the women as they engaged in their all-female orgy. How I produced that much come, or shot it so far, I have no idea. It was superhuman.

Kamala hugged me. “Thank you for the wonderful love,” she said warmly and handed me a piece of paper, which I read then put into my pocket.

I kissed the top of her head. “Think nothing of it,” I told her. “I aim to please.”

“You certainly did that as she joined the other women, all of them licking my come off each other. I glanced at the magic staff around my neck and noticed that now three circles had turned golden. It was time to leave and find my next partner.

“Thanks, ladies,” I said, getting dressed. “You were all very lovely. And thank you, Kamala. I’ll never forget our time together.”

“Hopefully we’ll meet again,” she said, the look of satisfaction in her half-closed eyes.

I soon found Thea and Darsh, both of whom looked like they had just gone on a long run. They were obviously exhausted. We were soon on the train, however, and heading back to whence we had come. By that evening Darsh was on his way back to New York while Thea and I waited for our flight to Australia. Both of us were so wiped out we could hardly function.

“Is the third circle gold yet?” Thea asked.

“Yes.”

“How was it?”

“No words could describe the experiences I’ve had so far. It’s been that great.”

“Was Kamala great?”

“Yes, just as Svetlana and you were great. There’s hardly a man in the world who wouldn’t change places with me, that’s for sure.”

“Did she point you to the next woman?”

I opened the paper and showed her. “Her name is Riley MacFadden, and she’s twenty-nine. Apparently she lives on an isolated sheep farm in a place called Lambkill, whatever that means. That’s all I know.”

Thea nodded knowingly. “I know where that is,” she said. “I studied the maps for weeks before I met you. Once we get you and her together, we’ll only have Africa and South America left. Then it’s Mrs. Golden Jones and a trip back in time to Salem. Are you excited yet?”

“I don’t know. I’m still trying to recuperate from Kamala.”
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