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The Magic Stick - Part 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?”

“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.”

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.”

“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.”

“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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The Magic Stick - Part Two



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.

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.”

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.

“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?”

“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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The Magic Stick - Part Three



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.

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.

“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.”

“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.

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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The Magic Stick - Part Four



We landed in Australia and immediately went to a motel, not moving again until I felt recovered, which left us forty-five days to complete the mission. The long flights, the time zones, the wild sex, they were all was taking a toll on me, but, oddly enough, my cock was the only part of me that was not tired. Thor’s hammer did not work half so well as my trusty dick. But these women! Thea, Svetlana, Kamala. How long could that last? Who could have such a roll? Even when we took the train inland did I not regain my full power. What seed power I did have was deposited in Kamala, and now I was like a rechargeable battery almost drained. I needed time and more rest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did it happen?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

They all nodded in solemn acknowledgement.

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

“Right now?” Thea asked.

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

“You’re hired,” Thea said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m game,” Thea said.

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

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

“He take drugs for pain every afternoon. They knock him out so much he probably wouldn’t awaken to a siren.”

“Will you suck my cock?” I asked the innkeeper’s wife.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just as the crocodile started to turn, Darby got excited and jerked forward. Unfortunately she was right on the lip of a high bank which consisted of glistening, slippery mud and sloped on a steep angle about eight feet before reaching the murky river. She moved one more time and the embankment gave way. Darby dropped her rifle and tried to grasp some shrubbery, but she pulled it right out by the roots and slid down the bank into the water. Instantly the big crocodile saw her and to my amazement and shock, that huge animal moved with lightning quickness, scampering into the river and submerging. Darby saw the crocodile and tried to climb the bank, but it was so slippery it might as well have been ice. She slid back into the river about knee-deep and looked at us with a frantic expression. There was nowhere to climb the bank easily and she knew the killer crocodile was bearing down on her like a great white shark, completely invisible in the water. But then he came to the surface about twenty-five feet away, his eyes focused on the struggling woman. Thea tried to find something, a tree or a vine to throw to Darby, while Delilah, shaking like a leaf raised her gun, aimed and pulled the trigger. Click! The gun had jammed and she was so panicked that she could not figure out what to do next. The crocodile steadily closed. Twenty feet, fifteen, ten. By the time he was five feet away, Darby flung herself out of the water and onto the bank, her whole body on land but her feet no more than six inches from the water’s edge. She looked at me with the expression of someone who knows she is going to die. It was almost as if she was resigned to the fact. Bang!

The crocodile stopped its forward movement and thrashed wildly for about twenty seconds, splashing in the water and flipping. Finally, though, the killer turned onto its back and drifted lifelessly away. Darby, partly in shock and partly in relief, looked at me standing there holding her smoking rifle. Delilah was still trying to unjam her gun and Thea hurried to me, carrying a long pole. We held one end and slid the other end to Darby, which she grabbed. Working together we were able to bring her up the slippery mud. When she reached us, she collapsed with a sigh and stared at the sky for several minutes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll do my best.”

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

“How do you feel?” I asked Darby.

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

“I’m sorry,” I consoled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In twenty seconds I was nude.

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

“Is that okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

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

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

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

“Fuck me!” she insisted, pushing me onto my back and squatting down above me, sliding my big cock into her shaved pussy.

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

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

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

“The pleasure was all mine, Darby.”

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

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

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

“Check the magic staff,” Thea said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just keep asking, I guess.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Did you like anyone back home?”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, do you know her?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Die!” he called out with crazy eyes, leveling the gun at me.
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“Wait!” Thea called out. “Don’t shoot. This man is Rodion Romanovich Nijinsky, the famous dancer from the Bolshoi Ballet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I went very slowly until she was ready.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did it go, Will?”

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

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

Fifteen minutes later we heard snoring.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What now?” I asked the two women.

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

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

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

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

“You won’t be alone.”

“You’re coming with me, Golden?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I did what I had to do,” I repeated.

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

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

“I am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re kidding,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“What’s that?”

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

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

“Should we tell them?” I asked.

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

“You have a better plan, Selestra?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Me either.”

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

“Yes.”

“Why did you kiss me, Selestra?”

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

“I don’t know.”

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

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

She nodded comically. “Duh.”

“You like me?” I asked with surprise.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A few,” I answered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said with a peep.

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

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

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

“I would definitely fuck you up the ass.”

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

“Yes.”

“Did you like it?”

“I did.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Secrets, honey.”

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

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

“I love you,” she said weakly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Could you do that with me?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know,” I said.

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

“Together?” Selestra asked Mrs. Jones.

“Your choice.”

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

“Let’s do it, lovely lady.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Some,” me and the others agreed.

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

“That sounds hard,” Thea said.

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

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

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

Golden Jones and Thea laughed. “Of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

She laughed too. “Think so?”

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

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

The words struck me. “A warlock?”

“That’s right.”

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

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

“And my powers would be?”

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

“I’m with you.”

“I need to tell you something, Will.”

“What’s that, Selestra?”

“First, will you consider becoming a warlock?”

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

“I will consider it,” Selestra said.

“So, what is it you wanted to say?”

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

“Preaching to the choir, honey.”

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

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

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

“Oh, my.”

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

“Are you serious?”

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