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A SNEAK PEAK…





I retreated and walked into a bedroom at the end of the hall. Both women followed, never taking their eyes off me, and they licked their lips in preparation for a tasty meal. The first woman had short, jet black hair and large, black-rimmed glasses. She looked like a bookworm, someone who has grown roots into a chair at the library. Nothing about her seemed sexual, though she was very pretty and had incredibly intelligent eyes. They were the prettiest shade of blue. This woman was also lean and athletically built, though it was her eyes that most stood out. The other woman was blond and her hair was very similar to that of Svetlana, and though they were both lean with a small waist and curved hips, the blond had a large bosom, probably at least a D-cup. They each grabbed me by an arm and closed the door behind us.
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I was edgy during the entire flight, not knowing what awaited me in Russia and beyond. Thea sat beside me and was quiet most of the trip, occasionally speaking with me about our plans once we arrived. We would be staying at the world famous Petrashevsky Hotel, which, by chance, was right next to the Russian Elite Tennis Center, the place where Svetlana Slutskaya was known to train on a regular basis. We checked in and sat quietly in our room. Neither one of us spoke much, but we looked out the window at the Winter Palace and the Neva River. The Winter Palace was green with a lot of gold, and it was lit up lit up very prettily. Thea looked out the window for an hour straight at one point without speaking, reflecting on the mission, I hoped, because I had no idea what to do. She then turned and looked me squarely in the eyes.

“Please don’t take the magic staff out,” she said, “because we both need our rest.”

It was agreed, though I was mightily tempted as she paraded naked around me after her shower, teasing, taunting. I wanted her. But I kept the magic staff encased in its little tomb, even when she hugged me, still naked, several times after I emerged naked from my shower. At one point, shortly after we were both perfectly dry, Thea hugged me and the little man started to wake up. We quickly went to our separate beds and slept comfortably until eight in the morning.

“Okay,” Thea said after we both got up, “we dress like tourists and act like tourists. We want to watch live tennis and Slutskaya is training. We don’t want to have to wait, Will. If I could get you into the sack with her right now, I’d do it.” She paused for a long time. “Got to tell you something, Will. If you don’t seduce Ms. Slutskaya and four other ladies, not only will you be transported back to Salem for hanging, me and Golden Jones will also be transported back and we will die in prison awaiting trial for witchcraft, along with four others. Might be starvation, might be pneumonia, dirty water, who knows? But better that than what Giles Corey got. He was 71 and tortured in a field for three days in an attempt to secure a confession that he was a witch.” She looked at me with catlike eyes. “Three days of hell. It was almost a blessing when he died, his head held high, no admission of guilt.”

“What would have happened if he admitted guilt?” I asked.

“They would have tortured him for six days.”

“Thanks, I needed to feel more pressure,” I said, trying to lighten the mood.

She did not acknowledge my remark. “The tickets we have allow us to enter the tennis center during her practice sessions. Only two hundred people are admitted. We’ll be able to get somewhat close and assess the situation.”

“When?”

“I checked her schedule,” Thea said, “and she has a hitting session soon. It will be an hour and fifteen minutes. After that it’s all big-time interviews on major media outlets. You won’t be able to get within fifty yards of her. No, today it’s the introduction.”

“How are you going to introduce us?” I asked her. “She’ll have handlers.”

“She’ll be a few courts away in an area behind a mesh screen. They’re holding coaching clinics for people who want to get their feet wet. I already signed you up.”

“Thea, I don’t know anything about tennis and I’m a klutz at sports. Don’t you think it’s a better idea if I impress her somehow.”

“You will.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Wear the magic staff inside the tube around your neck. This will give you a sexual energy field, but it also makes you extraordinary at anything you do. Show off on the court and then when the time is right, open the tube and unleash the magic staff.”

“Right, right,” I said. “After I satisfy Svetlana Slutskaya, she will give me the name of our next conquest.”

“Your conquest,” Thea corrected. “You’re the one with magic staff, Will, not me. But you’re right, make Svetlana feel the body rush then she will point us toward the third woman of seven. Since Golden will accept you without hesitation, that puts us more than halfway there.” She waved him on. “Let’s go. Clock’s ticking.”

We left the Petrashevsky Hotel and stopped outside to admire it, snapping photos. It was like staying in a work of art. I had seen beautiful dollhouses scaled to perfection, with little people sitting at tables or cooking food in the kitchen. That’s how I felt. The Petrashevsky behind me, the Winter Palace, the Neva, and, of course, the Russian Elite Tennis Center. I had studied Russian online for a couple months when I met this chick from Moscow, but that was a few years ago. Now, wherever I looked and saw Russian words, however, I could instantly read them. Even small things like stickers on doors.
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We entered, showed our tickets and were taken to the back, a dome that had twenty tennis courts. At the far end were two courts behind a see-through mesh screen. Two men were hitting a ball back and forth. One was an older man, probably in his sixties, and one was a young man probably around twenty. The old man did not move well, and he definitely favored his right hip, but he was a master with the racket. If he could get to it, he could make a controlled shot, giving his partner a perfect ball to hit. There was no sign of Svetlana, however, even though all the ticket holders were awaiting her arrival. As people waited, a group of eight women came out of the back carrying equipment bags. They set up cones at the far end then returned with a spirited step. Ludmilla, a very Slavic looking woman, took the lead.

“If anyone would like to try their skills,” she said in English, “come with us. Anyone who just wants to watch or who is hoping to see Svetlana, you can sit in those bleachers over there.”

Though I was wearing pants, they were a stretchy pair I liked for golf and I was confident would cross over to tennis. As we walked onto the court, Thea watching from the bleachers, Svetlana suddenly emerged with two tennis bags bearing the sponsor’s logo. Everybody turned instantly, including me. She was even prettier in person than on television, and that was hard to believe possible. Svetlana Slutskaya was the quintessential Russian blond bombshell, hot and dangerous at the same time. From my vantage point she seemed to be all business, but when the older man looked at her, she brightened like a game show hostess who’s on camera. They kissed double cheeks and she went to the bench, fixing her hair, putting on wrist bands, and taking out one of ten or more rackets. The younger man moved to the side of the court and she hit with Konstantin, a man who could precisely control his returns. Sometimes he would give her twenty balls in a row right in her sweet spot, then move her side to side, but only a few steps either way. Fifteen minutes later the older man sat down while she hit with Alexander.

I was amazed, and envious, watching Alexander rally with Svetlana. It was very nice to watch tennis at that level of speed and control. Ludmilla asked if we’d like to try some drills. I started out three courts away from the wire mesh separating us from Svetlana and one of the women started feeding us balls, one forehand each then go to the back of the line. Sounded simple enough. I just didn’t want to make a fool of myself, possibly tripping over my own two feet. But when it came my turn, I ripped the forehand she fed me about seventy miles an hour and hit the back cone really hard, making it fly into the air. Almost everyone there noticed, especially the women, who were giving me admiring looks.

“Excellent!” Ludmilla said.

The next time I repeated my crisp, accurate shot, but this time on the backhand. Before long, I was escorted to the last court, the one closest to the wire mesh. Svetlana was hitting at different paces, sometimes half speed, just to work on her control, then game like conditions where she would go hard for two or three minutes, enjoying running all over the court and making Alexander do the same. They eventually did take a breather though and went to the bench, Svetlana beside Coach Konstantin, having a drink of water. Just then they invited us all to take turns serving. As I stepped to the line, I glanced over to Svetlana and saw Konstantin sitting back in his chair and gesturing at me, as if he had been watching me and wanted to see what I could do with the serve.

I felt as tense as a coiled spring but said what the hell, tossed the ball up then hit a 120 mile an hour lightning slice to the outside corner of the deuce court. The racket hitting the ball sounded like a gun going off. Everybody looked, including the beautiful Svetlana. An instructor passed me another ball and told me in Russian, which I understood, to hit the same serve. I did it again. Carbon copy. Clone. I noticed Coach Kontantin and Alexander looking at me. But most of all I noticed Svetlana. The instructor handed me a third ball and said to hit a flat serve down the T. I hit a 140 mile an hour serve right down the middle. An ace on any returner in history.

When I looked over, Coach Konstantin was strolling toward me and Alexander was staying back with Svetlana, but they were both staring at me. We continued to do drills and I was performing at a spectacular level, though I had no idea why or how long it would last. Svetlana started hitting with Alexander again, but she kept glancing over at me, awed by newly acquired skills. About five minutes after they started hitting, Alexander was running for the ball when I suddenly noticed a ball rolling on his court. He stepped on it and turned his ankle. Alexander fell and grimaced, sitting on his butt and holding his leg. Coach Konstantin and Svetlana hurried to him then helped him off the court as he could put no weight on his foot at all. I looked over and realized it was Thea who had rolled the ball onto the court.

A few minutes later the coach walked around the mesh screen and right up to me. “You play well,” he said with a heavy Russian accent. “I’ve never seen you before though. How long have you been playing?”

“Forever,” I lied. “I could have moved toward a professional career, but I decided to get an education instead. I do love the sport, however.”

“Would you like to hit with Svetlana for a little while? We have fifteen minutes left in this training session.”

“Sure,” I agreed, glancing at Thea with a hopeful look.

She urged me on with her eyes and I walked around the screen and into Svetlana’s court. I walked to the bench, expressed a few comforting words to injured Alexander then turned to Svetlana Slutskaya. It was like looking at a dream. Svetlana was beautiful in every possible way. Her face was to die for, her long blond hair shimmered, and her body could have been declared illegal because it was hazardous to men’s health, particularly those with preexisting conditions. She was wearing a pleasant perfume and even her sweat smelled good.

“Hello,” she said to me, moving forward and extending her hand. “I’m Svetlana Slutskaya. What’s your name?”

“Will Huxley.”

“You have an incredible serve,” she said. “Maybe you could give me a few pointers some time. The serve is the weakest part of my game.”

“We’ll work on the serve tomorrow,” Coach Konstantin interjected. “Today I want you to hit out for fifteen solid minutes. Let’s get that heart rate up, Svetlana.”

We went to opposite ends of the court and started hitting. I don’t know why, I don’t know how, but I immediately started moving and hitting at a world class level. No matter where she hit it, I could go get it, and it didn’t matter if the ball was on my forehand or backhand, my strokes were solid and unbelievably accurate. I hit with just as much pace as Svetlana and sometimes, whenever I felt like it, I would crack a forehand down the line or a backhand cross court with such power and precision that everyone would simply look at me with a dumbfounded expression. When I unleashed all my skills, Svetlana was simply overwhelmed by my spin and speed. When the fifteen minutes was up, she ran to the net with a huge smile on her face.

“That was awesome,” she said, looking me over as though I was an alien who had just landed on her front lawn.

“Thank you. I’m very impressed with your rallying. You’re amazing.”

“We should hit again,” she suggested. “If I get used to your pace, spin and depth, the women I face are going to seem that much easier.”

“I’m game.”

“Give me your email address,” Coach Konstantin said, “and we’ll arrange another session. You are going to be in St. Petersburg for awhile, aren’t you?”

“No plans to leave anytime soon,” I said, turning with a smile toward lovely Svetlana. “I’ve got some important business to attend to.”

“Good,” she said pleasantly, her smile alone worth a million dollars. Actually more. Svetlana Slutskaya was the highest paid female tennis player in the world with a truckload of lucrative endorsements. “I really enjoyed hitting with you, Will.”

“Same here,” I assured her. I turned to the coach. “Do you want my email now?”

“I’ll have to put it on my phone,” he told me, “but I want to get Alexander out to the lobby first. Someone is waiting for him. I’ll be right back.”

Coach Konstantin helped Alexander off the chair and wrapped his right arm around the younger man’s waist. Alexander put his arm over the coach’s shoulder and hopped off the court with assistance, saying good bye to Svetlana and vowing to return as soon as possible. She thanked him with her million dollar smile then said she needed to take a shower. To be a gentleman, I carried one of her tennis bags into a hallway off the courts. I laid it at the women’s locker room door.

“Thank you, Will,” she said pleasantly, again flashing her pearly whites.

“Always a pleasure, Svetlana.”

She started to pick up her second bag and I knew she was going to proceed into the locker room. Just for fun, I grabbed the tube around my neck and opened it, allowing the magic staff to fully emerge. It was as if someone flipped a switch. Svetlana suddenly embraced me, holding me tight, and started kissing me with the passion of a mink on Spanish fly. It was phenomenal. She was slipping her tongue into my mouth, swirling it around, and grinding her pussy against my rock hard erection. She had on a little white tennis skirt and her beautiful tanned legs looked gorgeous. Suddenly she lifted her skirt, exposing a pair of tight white panties, and she pulled them aside, showing her shaved pussy. It was glistening wet.

“I need to fuck you so bad,” she said with a groan, trying to get my zipper down. “I feel like I’m going to come any minute.”
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My cock was achingly hard but we were in a wide open area and someone could have come along at any moment. Fearing an intrusion, I stepped back and gave myself a little breathing room, though Svetlana was eagerly pursuing me. Just then Coach Konstantin returned and Svetlana, seeing him, immediately backed away for fear of being caught. Though she assumed her formal pose, she looked at me with the eyes of a vixen. The coach came up to me, got my email address then led Svetlana away, talking to her about upcoming events she had to attend. As she walked away, she looked back over her shoulder and gave me a little wave by wiggling her fingers. I returned to Thea and the two of us left, hopeful that the coach would soon contact me so I could have another chance with Svetlana.

Two days passed and the coach did not contact me. Looking at Svetlana’s social media page, we discovered that Coach Konstantin had unexpectedly taken her to Omsk, Siberia for special training. That was almost four hours by air but there was nothing that could be done. Thea and I booked the next available flight and landed there the next morning, immediately scouting out the tennis facilities. As it worked out, however, Svetlana was being held back in a private home that was so huge it had an indoor tennis court. She was apparently living there exclusively and not even leaving the grounds. There were guards around the home and it might as well have been Fort Knox.

By chance there was a hotel just down the street and we rented a room. I was agitated, and Thea was agitated, but neither of us thought the least about having sex. That seemed totally inappropriate now as the mission demanded one hundred percent focus on the task at hand. We talked about it extensively and were debating the very real possibility that Svetlana might be in that house for weeks. That would leave us twiddling our thumbs.

“Maybe we could go to the next woman then return to Svetlana,” I suggested.

“No,” Thea returned shaking her head. “You’ve forgotten already. You have to engage in sex with Svetlana first and make her come. Only then will she point you at the next woman on the list.”

“We can’t wait forever, though,” I argued. “Time is wasting away.”

“I know, I know,” Thea said, feeling the pressure. “I have a plan.”

“Feel free to share it.”

“We can see the front door from our hotel window,” Thea said, “so I’ll watch constantly and try to find a weakness in the system. Using the app on my phone, I’ve got a good aerial photo of the residence. You can only exit the property in two ways, either through the front door or through the driveway that curls behind the house. If no one leaves, we know she’s in there.”

“Yes, we know she’s in there, but for the life of me I can’t see how that helps us. What we need to do is get inside.”

“Obviously,” Thea said, “but there’s no sense in entering the building if she has already left. I’ve been glued to her social media, though, and I can see she’s still there.”

“You’re sure?”

“She posted a picture of herself in a bikini half an hour ago,” Thea said, showing me a picture of Svetlana in a small, red bikini. “What do you think of that?”

“Holy fuck!” I exclaimed. “You could get sunburn on your eyes just looking at her. So hot!”

Thea stared at the picture. “She is hot, no doubt about that.”

For the next two days Thea watched that house like a hawk, taking breaks only occasionally, having me take over when she needed to sleep or rest. Svetlana would post things intermittently and I watched these posts in real time. At one point she said she was going to bed and minutes later I saw a light switch on in an upstairs bedroom. I knew it belonged to her.

“That’s where it will happen,” Thea informed me. “You can fuck her right in that bedroom.”

“Sure I can,” I returned sarcastically. “I just have to get past the guards and get into the house, where there are probably another half dozen guards with guns.”

“Not actually,” Thea said. “I’ve been studying her posts and she said this morning that there are only three people inside the house with her, Coach Konstantin and two women. One is her nutritionist and one is her massage therapist. I’ve also researched the coach and found out he has a weakness for vodka. Svetlana said she is taking a break from training tomorrow, which means that dear Konstantin is most certainly going to tie one on tonight. That will incapacitate him and leave only three women inside, all of whom you can control with your magic staff. We just have to get you inside.”

“Just,” I said, emphasizing the word. “There are three men in front of the house, Thea. They all look like Russian gangsters and I’m sure they have guns under those big coats. They’ll turn me into Swiss cheese if I try to gain entry.”

“There’s one chance,” Thea remarked. “Every twelve hours they have a shift change and for about ten minutes one guard is left alone. If I could distract him, you could slip past and get into the house. Once you’re there, do whatever you have to, but seduce Svetlana and make her scream with pleasure.”

“I think we’ll have to try it,” I said, “because time is passing quickly. I can’t afford to wait much longer.”

“You’ll only get one shot, so make it count. If you fail, they’ll be on hyper alert and we’ll never get near her.”

“Okay,” I answered nervously.

We waited until twenty minutes before the shift change and walked to a point near the house where we could see the guards. One man came and all three of the others left. Through our surveillance it was clear that the other two would soon be here so we had to act. Thea had me sneak to the other end of the street and we simultaneously started walking toward the house, albeit from opposite directions. Just as she was nearing the house, the lone guard noticed the beautiful Asian woman in her short black skirt. She suddenly tripped as if she had caught her toe on something and fell rather hard, making it look very believable. She even let out a little yelp of pain. The guard, a big man with a rough face, acted instinctually, hurrying to help Thea. Not rushing, she sat on her behind with a pained expression and looked at her hands.

“Are you alright, Miss?” the gallant guard asked.

“I think so,” she said, spreading her legs and showing him very clearly that she was not wearing panties.

Even from a distance I could see her pretty, pink lips. The guard was transfixed and looked like one of those people who volunteer at a hypnosis show. I took the opportunity to scurry behind him, up the steps and to the door. Thea could see me but he could not. She flashed him in a provocative manner, allowing him to get a really good look as I entered the door and closed it behind me. Now I was in the house and knew there were four other people there, including my dear Svetlana, the coach and two women on her staff.

The house itself was spectacular and everything was of the highest possible quality. As I walked past the first room, I noticed Coach Konstantin sprawled out on the coach, two empty bottles of vodka lying on the floor beside him. He was definitely down for the count. I slowly walked down the hallway, trying to be as quiet as a cat, and peeked around every corner before entering a room. None of the three women were downstairs. I snuck down a side hall and looked at the indoor pool, but no one was there either. I then turned toward the stairs and slowly walked up, figuring that I could slip into Svetlana’s room and allow her to ravage me. Unfortunately, just as I was approaching the room I suspected belonged to the tennis superstar, two women emerged from a side room and stopped dead in their tracks after noticing me. The ruse was over. Instead of folding the tent, though, I quickly grabbed the little tube around my neck and took out the little magic staff. As soon as I did, the women, both on the verge of screaming bloody murder, suddenly relaxed, but they stared at me with the eyes of hungry lionesses closing in on a plump kill. I walked down the hallway a little further and saw Svetlana lying in bed and reading a book. She wore only a pair of yoga pants and a lavender bra.

I retreated and walked into a bedroom at the end of the hall. Both women followed, never taking their eyes off me, and they licked their lips in preparation for a tasty meal. The first woman had short, jet black hair and large, black-rimmed glasses. She looked like a bookworm, someone who has grown roots into a chair at the library. Nothing about her seemed sexual, though she was very pretty and had incredibly intelligent eyes. They were the prettiest shade of blue. This woman was also lean and athletically built, though it was her eyes that most stood out. The other woman was blond and her hair was very similar to that of Svetlana, and though they were both lean with a small waist and curved hips, the blond had a large bosom, probably at least a D-cup. They each grabbed me by an arm and closed the door behind us.
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“Make love to us,” said the blond, trying to kiss me.

“Tell me your names first,” I replied, breaking free of their grasps and playing hard to get.

“I am Olga, the masseuse,” answered the blond, still moving toward me. “This is Tatyana, the nutritionist.”

Though she was speaking Russian, I understood every word. I had also spoken perfect Russian and the women were not alarmed. On the contrary, they were homing in on me with a singular purpose.

“Take your clothes off,” I said, testing the power of the magic staff.

They both stripped within seconds, revealing beautiful bodies. My sexual experience could have been measured in a thimble prior to meeting Thea, but even if I was an old hand at the love game, I could not have seen two women more lovely and more primed for sex that Olga and Tatyana. They were like wild animals, females in heat waiting for the herd bull to bring his big horn. I was going to direct them, thinking if I fucked them they might fall asleep and leave me free to rendezvous with Svetlana, but they needed no direction. In a flash they were both on their knees and pawing at my belt. In seconds it was opened, my snap unclasped and my zipper pulled down. They took off my pants as if peeling a banana. My big cock sprung out, free from its restraints, and pointed at the ceiling right in front of their faces. Tatyana kissed my shaft first, then Olga. The pleasure was amazing and I looked away for a moment but was soon looking back down as both women licked my cock from the base of my shaft to the tip of my head.

“Oh, my God,” I muttered as the two pretty women started licking my cock like a lollipop, laughing to each other as they competed to see who could lick the fastest.

Tatyana was a very nice lady, though, because she held my big cock straight out and Olga immediately took it into her mouth, sucking without inhibition. She looked up at me, making eye contact, as she bobbed mercilessly on my hot prick. After a minute or so she moved, noticing Tatyana getting miffed because of her greed.

“Here, honey,” Olga said, taking my dick out of her mouth and slipping it into Tatyana’s soft, warm lips.

Tatyana sucked with every bit as much enthusiasm as Olga and Olga, admiring her friend’s technique, stood up and put her hands on Tatyana’s head. She began pushing her gently, finding an amazing rhythm as her face moved forward and I pushed my cock into her mouth.

“Fuck her face, honey,” Olga said, lightly caressing my balls with her long, slender fingers.

Tatyana took my cock out of her mouth for a second. “Yes, fuck my face. Pretend it’s a horny pussy.”

I put both my hands on her head and fucked her fast and hard. The more I gave her, the more she liked it and the more turned on she became. It only lasted a minute or so, though, because Olga practically pushed her out of the way and knelt in front of me.

“Fuck my face now,” she pleaded.

I accommodated her and the more passionately I fucked Olga’s mouth, the more she moaned and groaned. Tatyana was in a furnace of sexual heat, leaning in to lick my balls, flicking her tongue over them and then kissing and sucking them. Suddenly both women jumped up and lied on the bed sideways, grasping themselves by the knees and pulling their legs back. Both spread wide and I could see their sweet, pink lips all wet and inviting.

“Fuck us!” Tatyana begged through gritted teeth.

“Your wish is my command,” I said, getting in between Tatyana’s legs and slowly sliding my cock into her pussy.

She purred like a cat and her eyes flashed. I fucked her steadily as I rubbed Olga’s pussy, making her moan and groan. Then I pulled my cock out of Tatyana and got between Olga’s legs, sliding my prick balls deep into her. Soon we were fucking like mad, the bed squeaking as we went at it. Every few minutes I would pull my dick out of one willing pussy and start drilling the other one. For the better part of an hour I took turns fucking the two fine Russian woman, at one point getting them to kneel on all fours as I serviced them from behind. The room smelled of perfume and sex, my man musk hanging heavy in the air. At one point I stood up and the women took turns wrapping their arms around my neck and their legs around my hips, where I gave both of them a royal fuck. When one woman rode me, the other one would lick my balls, then they would change places. I was always a strong man in the cock department, able to hold an erection for fifteen minutes at a time, but this was ridiculous. No matter how much I fucked, my cock never got tired or sore. It was a beast, and this beast was not being tamed by either beauty. Then the door unexpectedly opened. It was Svetlana Slutskaya. She was still wearing only her lacy bra and yoga pants, but she was shocked to see her two employees engaged in wild, carnal sex. She looked at me and there was instant recognition.

“You,” she said, “the man at the tennis center.”

I turned to her, my big cock still as hard as petrified wood. As soon as she glanced at the magic staff hanging around my neck, a flip was switched and the tiger eyes came out. She left the door open and walked in, stopping in the center of the room. Without a word she reached round and undid her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Then she pulled down her yoga pants and stepped out of them. She was wearing no panties and had the loveliest lips I have ever seen. They looked as sweet as honey. To my surprise, Tatyana walked to Svetlana and dropped to her knees, soon licking Svetlana’s pussy. Svetlana looked at me with a smile, holding Tatyana’s head and grinding her pussy all over the nutritionist’s face. Svetlana pulled her head back and looked down at the pretty woman.

“You like licking pussy, honey?” she asked.

“Your pussy,” Tatyana said, sounding short of breath, so high was her erotic energy.

Svetlana firmly pulled Tatyana’s face into her lips. “Lick it, cuntlicker.” After a few seconds of unabashed oral, Svetlana pulled Tatyana’s face away. “What’s your name, honey?”

“Cuntlicker,” Tatyana said, eager for more.

“You’re a cocksucker too, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Tatyana said, craving more pussy. “I’m a cocksucker and a cuntlicker.”

As Tatyana resumed her licking, now totally unabashed, Olga started licking Svetlana’s nipples, bringing them to a tremendous height. That went on for several minutes and I watched the beautiful female lovemaking with wonderment. But then suddenly Svetlana pushed them away and moved toward me with a bonfire raging in her eyes.

“Women are beautiful,” Svetlana said, “but there’s one spot only a man can fill. Fuck me. Will.”

Svetlana hurried to the bed and lied on it lengthwise. Seconds later I was on top of her, one of the most beautiful women in the world, a woman with a perfect body, a woman who was one of the best tennis players on the globe. Within seconds I was balls deep in her and there was nothing I could compare it to. Thea was beautiful, as were Tatyana and Olga, but Svetlana looked like heaven personified. Most men will never know what it’s like to bed a gorgeous woman, and only a few of us could ever describe a visit to perfection, but that was me, and my pulsating, rock hard cock was buried balls deep in the lovely, world famous Svetlana Slutskaya. She fucked like a mink. Some women are talented in the sack, some can even claim a special status, but Svetlana Slutskaya was a rare bird, one in a hundred million. Every stroke in her pink pussy was like smooth, slippery satin, and never could I have imagined a woman enjoying a thorough, hot fucking more than Svetlana.

The sex went on for the better part of an hour and Svetlana fucked hard the whole time. It was like she couldn’t get enough. Tatyana and Olga, for the longest time, rubbed against each other and performed oral sex on one another’s pussy. Watching them excited me and though I did not need more arousal, I couldn’t help but peek at them giving each other a spirited tongue washing. Then I found myself on my back and Svetlana was mounting me in a reverse cowgirl, sliding my pulsating cock into her horny Russian pussy. She started riding and thrashing, our bodies slapping and the bed squeaking. She had the ability not only to hit a backhand slice and a swinging volley, but also the uncanny skill to rise up, almost to the point where my cock slipped out of her, pause there for a second, as almost my entire cock head was exposed, then to drop down quickly, impaling herself on my engorged penis. When she did slip down, pressing her cunt lips against my balls, I felt a tremendous energy, like I wanted to hold her tight and pump my massive load deep inside her delicious cavern.

Then she started a steady ride, fucking deep but at a moderate pace, occasionally stopping when she had dropped all the way down, sitting on me and squirming around, rubbing her perfect and smooth ass across my hips. Tatyana started to lick Svetlana’s nipples and she cried out in pleasure, but that cry paled in comparison when Olga started to lick her clit. Soon the four of us were engaged in a magical dance where all I could smell was perfume, female sweat and pussy juice. It was an intoxicating combination, a delicious elixir. All three of them were moaning, groaning, talking dirty and uninhibited. Bodies were slapping, pretty female voices were shrieking and grunting. The high-pitched sounds, along with the visual feast I was consuming, added to the erotic energy and I began to build toward the point of no return. Svetlana seemed to sense this and moved even faster, driving me to near madness. Olga licked Svetlana’s clit in a fever and kept dropping down, licking my balls and preparing me for blast off. At that point Svetlana worked off me and put her knees between my feet, facing me as she went down and started to suck my cock. In a rush Tatyana was behind her, licking Svetlana’s pussy and sticking her tongue in as far as it would go. Then the lovely Olga sat on my face, riding me and covering me with hot, tasty cunt juice. I felt tense and then the climb began. I knew it was going to happen.

It could be delayed no longer. Svetlana bobbed up and down like a blur and Olga moved to my side, still forcing me to lick her tasty cunt as Svetlana did her thing. She took my cock out of her mouth and had a big smile.

“Two things,” she said, her eyes half closed. “Will, come in my mouth, honey. I want every drop of your cream.” She paused. “Tatyana, keep licking, I’m going to come all over your face.”

“Yes!” Tatyana called out. “Cover me, Svetlana!”

It was back to business. I licked Olga’s cunt, flicking my tongue across her engorged clit, but I kept my head tilted sideways so I could watch Svetlana do her thing. Then it reached the absolute point of no return. The energy began to build like a rumbling volcano. It reached a crescendo before everything went still for a moment. At that instant a great surge, a flood of liquid pleasure surged through my cock and I started pumping a huge load into the beautiful Russian’s mouth. She maintained eye contract with me the whole time but after the first massive volley, she grunted and started thrashing and I knew she was having a colossal come all over Tatyana’s face. As we were releasing our energy, that set off the other two women and they screamed out in in pleasure, both of them erupting into huge orgasms. The four of us came almost at the exact same moment and the body bliss persisted an unnaturally long time. Finally I regained my senses and fell back, watching the women come together, kissing each other as Svetlana opened her mouth, now full of my thick load. Tatyana was the first to come close, allowing Svetlana to allow thick come to drink from her mouth into Tatyana’s mouth. Olga wanted the next turn and she smacked her lips when she got a mouthful of warm sperm.

After it was over, the four of us collapsed on the bed and the three women fell asleep. I stood up in due time and looked at their lovely bodies, still naked and glistening with perspiration. All three of them had sperm all over their faces and cream on their necks and their tits. It was the biggest surge I had ever produced and they had loved every second of it. As I got dressed, I noticed the second circle on my magic staff had now filled in with that lovely golden color. Now I needed to bed only five more women, and since Mrs. Golden Jones was already waiting for my return, that left only four women to negotiate. But who they were, or even where they were, I had no idea.

“That was fantastic,” Svetlana suddenly whispered, looking up at me with her pretty eyes. “I’ve never had sex even close to that good.”

“It was great,” I agreed, putting on the rest of my clothes and my sneakers.

“Will I ever see you again?”




Five





“I don’t know.”

“I hope I do,” she said in a flirty way, “because I would love to fuck you again.”

“Right back at you, honey.” I paused. “I was told that I have to meet another woman now and that you could point me to her.”

“Yes,” Svetlana said, happily rubbing her legs together. “I have the nicest glow down below. That was fabulous.”

“Do you know her name?” I persisted, eager to get the information without being pushy.

“Her name is Kamala, but she is not the same woman as in Siddhartha. Kamala is a world class dancer and she has appeared in dozens of Indian musicals. She is beautiful beyond measure, and she has skin as soft as eiderdown. They call her the Siren in India because with her singing voice she can drive men mad, so strong is their passion for her. Kamala is a woman who has never known a man in the sexual act and this makes her even more desired among men. To protect her virtue, she is always attended by nine female servants. She does not even take a shower without them following her.”

“Okay,” I said, grimacing. I wondered how I was supposed to get Kamala alone under those circumstances. “Is she in India?”

“She splits her time between New Delhi and Mumbai, but right now she is in the countryside resting at a chalet.” Svetlana gave me a map with a circle marking the spot. “As I said, nine women attend her and she has a slew of guards.”

“Thank you, Svetlana,” I said, “and good luck with your tennis.”

“Thank you, Will,” she said, batting her eyelashes, “and thank you for the best fuck of my life.”

“My pleasure.”

“Now tell me, how are we going to get you out of here without being noticed?” Svetlana asked.

“I’ll call Thea,” I said, “and she’ll provide a distraction.” I did call and asked her to approach in the same way. Svetlana led me to the door. She gave me a warm hug and I sincerely wished her the best, thinking I would never see her again. “Good bye, lovely lady,” I said, kissing her hand.

Just then Thea came up the street and all three guards looked at her. About thirty yards away, she stumbled and fell, her coffee and phone flying out of her hands, the phone bouncing up the sidewalk. All three men instantly ran to her and I hurried out the door unseen in the other direction. When I got to the corner I stopped and looked back. I knew Thea was telling them that though she had fallen, she had not been hurt. She thanked them for their concern and brushed herself off, returning to the hotel. That’s where we met up.

“How’d it go?” she asked hopefully.

“It went,” I said.

“It went what? Did you fuck Svetlana Slutskaya or did you not?”

“Yes.”

“Did she come?”

“Yes.”

Thea gave a short, sharp clap. “Show me the magic staff.”

I opened my shirt and brought the magic staff out. Two of the seven rings were now golden. Now it was time to move on to Kamala. Thea bought two train tickets to Northern India for the next afternoon, leaving at two. We would begin our journey on the Trans Siberian Railway and conclude it in a mountain sanctuary in the North of India. This was a total unknown and I did have my fears. Might we get caught in a conflict of some kind, perhaps be waylaid by thieves.

“This must count as Europe,” I suddenly realized after we finished packing that evening in the Petrashevsky Hotel.

“That’s right. I was your North American woman, Svetlana was your European woman, now you are going to the Asian woman, a beautiful flower, black hair, pretty, so soft, especially around the tummy and exposed hips. After Kamala all that’s left is Australia, Africa, South America and Mrs. Golden Jones. Let’s hope your luck holds out and you continue to find agreeable partners.”

“One lives in hope.”

“How are you holding up, Will? Down below I mean?”

“No problems that way. It does whatever I tell it to.”

Thea raised her eyebrows. “If only I could train my cat so well.” She gazed out the window again. “This place used to be called Leningrad.” She looked at me. “Did you know that, Will?”

“Of course.”

“Do you know how long the Nazi siege lasted around this city in 1941?”

“Wasn’t it nineteen hundred days?”

“It was 872 days,” Thea said. “A million and a half Russians died right out there of starvation and sickness. The conditions were so horrendous, the NKVD reported widespread cannibalism. One mother smothered her eighteen month old baby to feed her three older children. We can’t go back in time and change that, Will, but we can go back in time to change the Salem Witch Trials. And you know something else, Will? The same spirit that was behind the Salem Witch Trials was behind the siege of Leningrad.”

“That’s deep, Thea.”

“Thanks. Congratulations, by the way, Will. You did well. We’re heading in the right direction.”

“Couldn’t have done it without you, Thea,” I said, falling asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.
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