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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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      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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      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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The Magic Watch - Part One

          

        

      

    

    
      I was just a regular run of the mill loser. I went to work. I ate shitty food. I went home. I ate more shitty food, streamed movies and jerked off to porn. Rinse and repeat.

      The shitty bachelor apartment I lived in was clean-ish. The scattered remains of various hobbies I’d attempted were strewn around the room. My desk had beer cans covering every square inch besides my mouse and keyboard.

      I had resigned myself to being a loser forever. The closest I ever got to sex was listening to my neighbors fuck next-door.

      I had run into the girl a few times in the hallway. She was a beautiful blonde, with gorgeous eyes, huge tits and a tight ass that I loved peeking at when she was walking away in yoga pants.

      I must have done something really awful in a past life to deserve the punishment of listening to a beautiful girl get railed by her meathead boyfriend.

      I thought I would be punished forever.

      That changed.

      

      I was sitting at my computer watching two beautiful girls worshipping some dudes huge dick on screen, when there was a knock at my front door. I went to answer it.

      “Hello?”

      It was a guy in a suit.

      “Hello, are you George McIntyre?”

      “Yes. Why?”

      “I have a letter for you.”

      The guy in the suit reached into his pocket and pulled out a letter and handed it to me.

      I tried to ask him what it was, but before the words left my mouth, he had turned on his heels and started walking away. I shrugged.

      Closing the door, I went back to my computer chair to open the letter. I had this weird feeling that it would be bad news. Course I always had that feeling. Everything was always bad. I never got any good news.

      I ripped off the corner of the envelope then jammed my finger inside, tearing it open with a hooked finger. There was a small index card inside. I pulled it out and read the text:

      If you’re reading this, dear nephew, I have passed away.

      Please make haste to my home. I have left you something very important.

      Love, Uncle James.

      “Shit,” I muttered under my breath. I had totally forgotten to visit Uncle James. I was in a rut for sure. Maybe I was depressed or something. I ignored all incoming phone calls and rarely went anywhere but work.

      It was 9pm, and I didn’t feel like leaving the house, but I forced myself to shower, change, and then drive to Uncle James’ house at the edge of town.

      

      Uncle James’ house was less of a house and more of a mansion. I drove up the winding driveway flanked by large, well groomed hedges.

      The house looked eerily still, and as I drove up, I noticed my mother and older sister’s cars parked outside.

      It must be a will reading or something. I parked and took in the surroundings. A beautiful garden was off to the side of the house. With the smell of lavender in the air, I walked up to the wide oak doors and knocked.

      

      The heavy door creaked open after a few moments, and my sister's face was there to greet me with a scowl I will always remember.

      "Oh look who finally decided to show up!" She said.

      "He's here!" I heard my mom call from around the corner, her voice reverberating through the marble foyer.

      "I just got the letter," I said sheepishly, slurring my words slightly because I was tired.

      "What letter?" My sister said.

      "Nothing, I meant message. I got a message saying to come."

      "You need to start answering your phone," she said. "We've been calling you for weeks."

      "Sorry," I said.

      "Greetings," a male voice echoed through the hall. I looked up and saw it was the same guy who gave me the letter. He must be a lawyer or an executor or whatever it's called.

      "We're all here," my sister said. "Now can we get to the will reading?"

      "Certainly, please come upstairs to Mr. McIntyre's office."

      I motioned for my mom and sister to go up the stairs ahead of me while yawning. I looked down and noticed a big stain on my shirt. It looked like ketchup. Probably from the hotdogs I ate earlier. Whatever.

      While going upstairs suddenly it dawned on me that Uncle James could have left me a life changing amount of money. Or maybe even the mansion, however unlikely that was. Uncle James was very eccentric, and had a very charitable demeanor. He donated lots of money to children's hospitals and the like throughout his life much to my greedy families disappointment. They were always whispering about money, and how they didn't have enough no matter how good their lives were.

      That's what disgusted me about people. The blatant thirst for more.

      I followed my sister and mother up the stairs and down the long echoing hallways. The floors were old, dark hardwood panels, covered in a long faded red floral rug. Our footsteps made a cacophony of hollow clunking sounds. My Great Uncle's executor stopped in the hall, opened a creaky door, then gestured for us to enter the room while holding onto the handle.

      There were three simple chairs and a big desk with a lavish, but worn, executive desk in a wide, mostly empty room. The three of us sat in the chairs, and then watched the lawyer or whatever close the door and walk over to the desk.

      Before he had a chance to open the folder on the desk, my sister chimed in with something unneccesary.

      "Can we skip the formalities and just have you tell us what we get? I got places to be. My husband is at home with the kids right now and he always lets them stay up too late."

      "Mrs. McIntyre, the process must be followed as Mr. McIntyre expressed in his will."

      "Fine," my sister said. "Go ahead. Follow the process."

      I leaned back in the uncomfortable chair and heard the wood sounding like it was going to snap. Another telltale sign that I was getting too fat and out of shape.

      "My name is Ivan Rasolivich, and I am Mr. McIntyre's lawyer. First of all I'd like to read a small passage that your uncle wrote, at his request of course."

      All three of us nodded. I looked over at my sister and saw a scowl starting to form on her face. It would be disgusting if it wasn't so hilarious.

      "Thank you for gathering here, my favourite family members. I will see you again one day, when the wheel turns in place. I died quietly and painlessly in my sleep. I had a full life, and I leave my body happy to have known each of your spirits."

      I heard my mom sniffling and turned to look at her. She was wiping away tears, and I couldn't tell if they were fake or not. She was always resistant to Uncle McIntyre's gregarious spirituality, sometimes mockingly so.

      "I don't want to take any more of your time," Ivan continued to read the passage. "So I will get this over quickly. I leave each of you 10,000 dollars. The rest of my estate will be held in trust for 30 days, waiting for certain requirements to be met by one member of the family. I love you all. Goodbye."

      "THAT CHEAP MOTHERFUCKER," My sister jumped up and kicked her chair across the room. Ivan held out three cheques in one hand fanned out like he was doing a magic trick.

      I let my mom stand up and get her cheque before I stood up.

      "I need to see you privately," Ivan whispered as I grabbed a cheque.

      I meandered as I watched my mom and sister leave, stomping as the went. When I turned around to face Ivan, he was holding a small polished wooden box out to me.

      "I'll leave you alone, take as much time as you need," he said with a wink that sort of creeped me out.

      I went to sit at my Uncle's desk with the box, placing it gently on the table. I just stared at it for a long time, I was honestly afraid of what might be in it, and the fear mixed with excitement to cause a weird cocktail of chemicals in my body. Something was odd about the box, but I realized I wouldn't know what it was until I opened it.

      I clicked open the latch, and lifted the lid. It creaked like every other thing in this old mansion.

      Inside was a letter, my uncle sure loved his letters. He never did learn to text or use email, which I thought was stubborn.

      Underneath was a watch.

      Just a simple, steel watch that looked well taken care of. It was then I realized it was Uncle James' watch. I took it out of the box and immediately put it on my wrist. It looked nice, and it kinda felt cool to be wearing it. Nobody really wore watches anymore. Cellphones told time.

      

      I took the watch off and placed it back in the box. Then I opened the letter:

      Dearest Nephew. This watch is very special. Wind it, wear it, and the world will fall to your feet. Collect enough sexual energy from beautiful women, and my estate will be yours to do with as you please. You have use of the estate for 30 days regardless, so whatever happens, enjoy.

      Love, Your uncle.

      I looked up at the ceiling, with the letter in my hand. There were no cobwebs at the corners of the room, which I thought was unusual. It meant someone was still cleaning this old monstrosity of a home.

      From behind me, I heard the door creak, and footsteps enter the room. I assumed it was either my mom and sister, or Ivan come to see if I was finished.

      I was very wrong.

      In front of me stood two beautiful women, and my heart skipped a beat. I was deathly afraid of beautiful women. Whenever one came near me I averted my eyes as though they were holy or royalty. Not for me. Not for me.

      "Are you George?" I examined the woman speaking. She had long curls of red hair, and massive breasts, mostly hidden by her tight maid outfit. Her long legs ended in 4 inch stiletto heels. Not the most practical uniform to clean an old mansion in, but I wasn't going to complain.

      "Yes," I murmured. "Why?"

      "We took care of the home, and Mr. McIntyre," the other maid had short bobbed black hair and was dressed the exact same as her compatriot, except she was a little bit slimmer with more of a dancers body.

      "We wanted to pay our respects to the family," the redhead said. "We just met your mother and sister downstairs. They are quite upset."

      "Are they okay?" the dark haired maid asked.

      "Uh," I was taken aback by their articulate personalities. Not what you would expect from two women dressed like they were, but I guessed appearances could be deceiving.

      Suddenly my eyes were drawn to the wooden box in my hands. It felt warm, and I could have sworn it vibrated. The watch was probably a trinket, a symbol of how my uncle built his wealth, but still it couldn't hurt to put it on.

      "Yeah," I started opening the box. "Uncle James gave me his watch, and I guess the rest of the family is upset about it or something."

      Suddenly the air in the room became very charged. The maids started looking at me very intensely and I had no idea why. I thought quickly about what the letter said.

      Wind it, wear it, and the world will fall to your feet.

      I looked up from my wrist to stare at the two beautiful women standing ten feet from me. Their eyes were wide open, and their lips were quivering. I reached for the dial on the watch, and started to wind it.

      "Please sir," the redhead rushed to me and got on her knees. "Please let me know what I can do to please you."

      "What?" I laughed. "What do you mean."

      The black haired maid rushed to kneel beside her coworker.

      "We'll do anything you say. Please. Just let us touch you."

      "Ummm," I said giggling slightly. "Go for it."

      Immediately the two women ran their hands over my pants until both their hands were cupped around my package.

      "Do you like how that feels, sir?"

      I was trembling like a leaf, unsure of myself. I thought it must be some sort of weird trick. Like there were hidden cameras around the room waiting for me to get naked and then BAM a camera crew bursts through the door. Candid Camera.

      "Did someone pay you to do this?" I asked.

      "NO!" The maids said pouting while massaging the stiffening cock beneath my pants. "We just...need to."

      The redhead slid a finger up my zipper while looking deeply into my eyes. The sheer hunger on both women's faces made me think I should just go with it, no matter what the consequences might be. At the very least it would be spank bank material for life.

      "I want you..." I started. "...both to suck my cock."

      "Yes, sir," the women said in unison.

      It was that easy.

      The redhead undid my zipper while the dark haired maid loosened my belt, letting my pants fall around my ankles. My hard-on was now raging and I watched them hurriedly pull down my boxers to set it free.

      Immediately, both women puckered their lips on opposite sides of my shaft and began sucking and slurping. Wagging their tongues along my rod getting it nice and wet and glistening with saliva.

      The redhead then sucked the throbbing tip of it into her mouth, and began to suck in long strokes, taking it all down her throat with ease. The other girl began playing, and sucking on my balls with her soft, full lips.

      "Are you enjoying this sir? Am I doing it the way you like?" The redhead asked.

      I laughed. What could they possible do wrong? What man wouldn't love being worshiped by two beauties.

      "Let's switch, I want to know what sirs cock tastes like now."

      The two women swapped positions, and had much different technique. The dark haired maid sucked the tip hard, while stroking my cock with her left hand. The redhead liked to lick my balls, rather than suck on them.

      I watched the top of the girls heads bob and move in astonishment. I seemed to separate from myself due to disbelief in what was happening. I didn't deserve the glory of what was happening. My wrist started to feel warm, and I came back to the present.

      Looking down at my watch i noticed the hands and numbers on the face were starting to glow red. Then the second hand began to spin faster and faster. I felt a weird urge to straighten my back, and grab both girls by the hair and use them as I wanted.

      The urge became unbearable quickly, so I grabbed each maid by the back of the head and forced them deeper into me.

      Both women moaned deeply, and each slipped a free hand underneath the bottom of their uniforms and began playing with their pussies.

      My cock was harder than it had ever been before, no wonder why. But the deep urge in the pit of my stomach wasn't going away. It wasn't orgasm. It was something else. Like I felt in control of the situation. I felt confident that I deserved what was happening, and that I had made it happen by sheer force of will.

      The maids were still playing with themselves when I pulled them up off the ground by their hair. Gently of course.

      "Are you okay sir?" The redhead said earnestly. "Are we giving you pleasure?"

      I felt the deep need to command them around, but there was still resistance coursing through my body. I wanted to ask, not tell. I wanted to be pleasant, agreeable, I didn't want to demand anything from either woman, but I felt the watch grow hot against my wrist. The watch was demanding more from me.

      "Both of you," I said sternly. "Bend over the desk"

      "Yes, sir." Both maids said in unison, then walked in their heels to bend over my uncles desk.

      I followed them over, then hesitantly placed my hands against their asses. Squeezing the flesh. Both had a fantastic backside. I teased them with my fingers, making them moan. I was just going to fuck them, but I got a better idea.

      I pulled the redhead off the desk and looked her deep in the eyes.

      "Eat her out," I pointed to the dark haired maid. "And I'm going to fuck you from behind."

      A big smile formed on her face.

      "Yes sir!"

      Immediately the redhead dove into the pussy of the dark haired maid and went to town. Her licks were audible, and so were the moans.

      My cock was still rock hard, and I didn't waste anytime shuffling behind the redhead, and filling her to the hilt with my cock. I hiked up her skirt to get a better handle of her hips for leverage, and I began pounding her tight little slit.

      As I came closer to orgasm, the watch grew warmer and warmer and glowed brighter and brighter. It seemed to vibrate with the women's moans. I reached down to grab a hold of the redheads huge tits and squeezed hard causing her pussy to tighten around my shaft. Finally, I was seconds away from blowing a load inside the maid, and she must have sensed I was close because she looked back at me with huge "impregnate me" eyes.

      So I did it. I cut loose and filled her cunt with rope after rope of hot seed.

      "Ohhh sir, yes please fill me up," the redhead moaned as she came. "Unnngggghhhhh."

      The redhead must have been sucking on the black haired maids clit real good, because just then her legs started to shake, just before she let out a low groan.

      We all collapsed on top of each other leaning against the desk for a moment, panting wet and satisfied.

      "Hey," the black haired maid said. "Did you get sirs seed?"

      I looked down at the redheads pussy and saw my white creampie leaking out of her.

      "Mmmhmmm," the redhead moaned.

      The black haired maid pouted and looked at me with shivering eyes.

      "It's my turn next then, right sir?"

      "Of course," I said smiling. "Just give me fifteen minutes or so."

      The redhead hiked up her panties, and started to straighten her uniform.

      

      "We can show you to your bedroom, then."

      "My bedrooom?" I had completely forgotten that I had thirty days to use the mansion. I could get used to this.

      That's when I noticed the watch was still glowing hot and bright.

      "The watch....it's....not satisfied yet," I said looking at the maids with a puzzled expression.

      "Oh here," the redhead said, leaning down to my wrist and kissing the watch on the face.

      The black haired maid took up place beside the redhead then did the same.

      The watch stopped glowing, but still felt warm against my wrist. I looked closer, and saw what looked like a gauge that was almost empty, or just a little bit full depending on your perspective.

      "Shall we show you the bedroom?" The redhead said winking, holding out her hand for me to grab it.

      "We shall."

      To be continued.
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The Magic Watch - Part Two

          

        

      

    

    
      The watch was warm against my wrist. It was 2am and I had Janice, the black haired maid, naked and riding my cock while Alexis, the redheaded maid, was between my legs with one ball in her mouth. I thought I was experiencing the perfect moment, a once in a lifetime experience.

      "Please, fuck me deeper," Janice moaned, so I took a hold of her hips and started to give her the full length of me.

      The way Alexis was playing with my balls made me want to blow my load immediately, but I needed to hold out, and make this threesome last as long as possible. In the back of my mind I was afraid that I had fallen asleep at my desk, and this was just one prolonged wet dream. A magic watch? How is that even real?

      I let my hands wander as I fucked Janice, her long black locks bouncing in rhythm with her perky tits. I squeezed both her ass cheeks in my hands, and she let out a deep sigh. Her pussy started to clench, and her upper body started to shiver.

      "Master, can I cum?"

      "Of course," I groaned, without losing my control.

      I barely got to finish my short sentence before Janice started convulsing, her pussy clenching hard around my cock as she rode me till she collapsed in a heap on my chest.

      Rolling her over onto the mattress, Alexis started to climb on top of me, greedy for another orgasm, but I had another idea.

      "Face down, ass up," I said.

      "Yes, sir," Alexis replied.

      Alexis assumed the position and I took up behind her with my throbbing cock in my right hand. I looked at her tight little asshole and my cock twitched. Thinking about how good it will feel locked around my dick got me to push back my hesitance.

      "I'm going to fuck you in the ass," I said.

      "Yes, sir, please. Can I play with my clit when you do it?"

      I nodded at her looking over her shoulder at me, and then started to push my tip into her tiny, tight, pink hole.

      Alexis gripped the sheets with her fingernails. She was holding on tight as I pushed deeper and deeper into her ass. She moaned deeply when i felt her playing with her wet pussy and my balls at the same time.

      I had to go slow for both our sakes. I was going to cum a bucket if even a slight breeze hit me, and I could tell Alexis was riding the wave between discomfort and unbelievable pleasure. Janice came out of her post-orgasmic stupor and crawled over to us on the big bed.

      "Oh sir, you didn't come in me, and it was my turn!" she whined.

      I looked at her with a puzzled expression.

      "Hmmm," I mumbled trying to hold back and orgasm.

      "I need your cum, master," Janice said, this time with more hunger in her eyes.

      "You'll get it, babe," I said. "But first Alexis should eat you out a bit."

      "No master," she shook her head. "I'm way too sensitive."

      The watch vibrated on my wrist, and I was filled with a surge of testosterone. I pulled my cock out of Alexis' ass, and brandished it in front of Janice's face.

      I expected her to hesitate, but she immediately dove for my cock, taking it down her throat in one motion.

      Alexis turned over her shoulder, and started to make a whining sound.

      "Please master," she said. "I want to cum on your cock again."

      I started to alternate between fucking Alexis' ass and Janice's face. I gave each a good three pumps, then switched, but the stimulation was starting to make me squirm. I was about to cum. The train was leaving the station.

      I remembered, however, that it was Janice's turn for my cum, so I put it deep in her mouth, held her by the back of her head and fucked her throat, spilling white hot jizz into her. She moaned greatly, and reached up to play with my balls as though she was trying to squeeze ever last drop of my seed into her mouth.

      My vision went white for a second. I closed my eyes and let the dopamine flood my brain. Collapsing in a heap of blankets, sheets, and women who want nothing more than to please me. It must be a dream, right?

      I came to with Alexis and Janice curled up on either side of me. My watch purred like a cat. I had made progress on my deceased Uncles quest, even though I still didn't understand the purpose of it.

      If the watch was actually magic, and could transform any woman into my submissive sex slave, what was stopping me from amassing a harem full of a variety of beautiful women?

      Nothing. Nothing was stopping me, and that made me afraid.

      Afraid of being someone else. Afraid of not being a loser anymore. Afraid of changing. Afraid of change. Afraid of women. Afraid of affection. Afraid of sex. Afraid of damn near everything in my life. I could blame my upbringing, but it was mostly my fault and I knew it. Anyways...

      See, I believe in karma, and I started to consider that having this power would fuck with my karma somehow. Was it wrong to use power for sexual gain? Maybe. Maybe not.

      I trusted my Uncle's judgement. If he could justify giving me this power, and he had roughly a century to consider the ins and outs of the morality behind it, I guess it was meant to be.

      Janice and Alexis felt like they were going to sleep in my arms, but I realized I had to go back home to get my things. I felt weird going to work in the same clothes two days in a row.

      The bedroom had an en-suite bathroom, so I took a long hot shower, spending extra time cleaning my downstairs area. Dressing up in front of the bed, Alexis caught me getting ready to leave.

      "No master," she said. "Where are you going? You're leaving?"

      Her worried questions woke Janice, who expressed the same sadness that I was going.

      I smiled.

      "I'll be back soon, I just need to get some things from my apartment."

      "Hurry back, I don't think I could sleep well without you next to me," Janice said.

      "Me too," Alexis said.

      I nodded my head.

      "Alright," I said. "I'll hurry."

      

      The drive back to my apartment went by so slowly. I had sex on the brain, and it was causing time to crawl. I had been privy to what I thought was the prime sexual experience of my life, and I had no idea if regular sex would ever be the same. Did I want it to be?

      If the watch was truly powerful enough to turn any woman into my doting subject, it was my duty as a man to use it to it's full potential right? Anyone on the planet with a watch like this would keep it secret, and use it to fuck everything that moved, basically.

      Every car I passed on the road, I thought about whether or not it had a beautiful woman inside that I could bend to my will with the magic watch. It was a worthless exercise, I'd have to physically stop their cars to even get the chance. After that thought, I felt weird about all these potential beautiful concubines driving past me, never to be seen again.

      A rush of ideas came to mind. Briefly, I considered what it would take to take over the world with my own personal army of bimbos.

      I turned the radio on to drown out my strange thoughts the rest of the drive to my apartment.

      

      Catching a glimpse of myself in the window of the lobby, I stopped to give myself a look over. I didn't look like I just had sex. I looked like a shlub. I hadn't shaved in a few days, and I had a visible spare tire that made me feel awful about myself. I walked up the stairs, slowly, to try and make it seem like I was exercising. Trying to be fit. I felt weird knowing that I had two women at my beck and call, yet that wasn't enough for my self esteem.

      I was a sweaty mess when I reached the door of my apartment, and I could hear fighting coming from the apartment next to mine. It definitely sounded like the couple was on the outs, but I was certain they would be made up in 10 minutes and having loud sex by the time I was ready to leave.

      I went through my clothes trying to find something that fit my new status, but I had nothing. A few pairs of slacks and a bunch of sweatpants. A few button ups and a lot of graphic tee shirts. I didn't have a wardrobe, so I figured that's what I should do with the ten grand Uncle James left me--buy clothes.

      After packing my two rolling suitcases, I went to the fridge, and made myself with the leftover lunch-meat. It was luckily, and sadly, the only perishable item left in my fridge besides the last two slices of bread.

      Finishing up the sandwich, I wiped down the counters while looking at the time on my oven. It was nearly 3am. I wasn't that tired strangely, though I did have to work the next day.

      The yelling next door became louder and louder, then I heard a door open and slam shut that shook the walls.

      "Guess I was wrong about the loud sex," I mumbled, then went to get my suitcases.

      Outside, my beautiful neighbor was pacing around the hall with her cellphone, frantically texting.

      "Shit, Shit. Asshole!" She said to her boyfriend who wasn't there.

      "Are you alright?" I said, the watch starting to vibrate on my arm.

      "I'm fine," she shot a quick look at me, and then her face softened a bit. "I'm sorry. I'm fighting with my boyfriend, ex boyfriend. Whatever."

      "You can talk to me about it," I said, cringing internally. "I don't mind."

      "I caught him talking to other girls. They were sending him fucking nudes, and he was saving them."

      "Oh shit," I said trying to muster up enthusiasm. "How are you going to get back at him?

      The last question was a tad leading, I admit, still though.

      "I should fuck someone immediately," she said. "I should fuck someone and become their perfect little slut slave. Or something. IDK."

      I started winding my watch while I watched her face, waiting for her expression to change.

      Slowly her eyes went wide, and her lips sort of opened. I looked closely and saw her pupils begin to dilate, a sign oxytocin and other love hormones were filling her body.

      "Let's go into my apartment, and talk about it," I said.

      She nodded, and followed me back to my place.

      As soon as the door locked, she jumped into my arms, and stuck her tongue down my throat. She was light and petite, maybe 105 pounds at most. I gripped her by the ass, holding her up as we kissed. I felt my cock start to strain against my trousers, so I brought her over to the couch and laid her down.

      "Fuck me, sir," she said. "Please."

      "What's your name? I'm kinda getting bad about this."

      "Claire," she moaned trying to reach for my zipper.

      I got off the couch and stood with my crotch next to her face. Claire unzipped me and let my cock come springing out.

      "Oh my god," she said. "Your cock is so beautiful."

      Claire took the tip of it into her mouth and started to stroke my shaft while she sucked the tip. Her left hand reached out to cup my balls.

      She had an entirely different technique than Alexis, Janice, and every other(not many) women I've been with. The amount of suction she was putting out with her full, but small, lips was amazing.

      As she sucked me, she took all of her clothes off. Her body was amazing, like a ballerina. Strong, yet delicate. Her blonde hair hanging down to her tits.

      I started to feel myself getting close, so I pulled out of her mouth, and lifted her legs up, swinging my cock between them.

      "Yes, Oh my god yes sir please," Claire said gripping my dick and pressing the tip against her shaved, wet cunt.

      She ecstatic and wriggling beneath me every thrust. Her moans and groans filled the apartment, part of me worried about her boyfriend coming back and hearing us, but the tightness of her pussy soon made it so that I couldn't resist getting as deep in her as I could go.

      The room soon smelled like sex, as I staved off an orgasm with sheer willpower. I needed Claire to get really turned on. Turned on so much that her sexual energy filled the watch. I dismounted her, then lifted her petite body off the couch and leaned her over the top of it.

      "Yes, I never want you not inside me sir," Claire cried out. "Fuck me."

      I slid my cock into her again, and pounded her tight little cunt until i could feel her juices all over my balls. She was pressing her hands up against the couch, pushing back against me, wanting to be fucked hard and deep. She was screaming at me to fuck her harder and harder.

      Finally, I realized what I had to do.

      I grabbed her hair and wrapped it around my hand, and pushed her face into the couch while continued to pound her and spank her bare ass with the other hand. She stopped being so demanding, and started to let out these long whimpering moans. I had tamed the beast in her, I guess. She became so submissive after that. Her body went slack, and relaxed. Letting me move her, and use her body any way I wanted. It felt fucking amazing to have complete control over this beautiful girl.

      "You love it when I'm fucking you," I said, growling at Claire.

      "MMhmmmm," she moaned.

      "Say it you good little slut," I growled again.

      "I love it when you're fucking me," Claire said. "You can have me any way you want. My body is yours."

      When she said that I couldn't resist myself. I pulled out of her pussy, and started to press my dick up against her ass.

      "How about this?" I said. "Do you want me to fuck you in the ass little slut?"

      "Yes, master," Claire said. "Fuck me however you want."

      I spat on her brown-eye then started to push into her tight ass, groaning. I thought I would cum right away but I held back.

      Claire purred as I slid deeper and deeper into her, she let her body relax against the back of the couch.

      Soon I was buried to the hilt in her backside, and I started to pump slowly. Then I reached down to her pussy and started to rub her clit. She really, really, liked that.

      Claire was moaning deeply as I fucked her in the ass and played with her nub.

      I let go of her hair, and took both of her arms and pulled them behind her back. She started to shiver and shake as she came. I felt her pussy get deeply wet, and I felt her nectar pour out of her onto my legs.

      Grabbing her hips, I took hold and started to pound her ass as deep as I could. She was tightening up, and I let go of my resistance. Moaning, I unleashed rope after rope of hot seed deep in her ass.

      We both fell into the couch to catch our breath. Whew.

      

      After a moment, Claire got up and dragged me into the shower.

      The water was hot, and Claire looked even better when she was wet. After soaping both of us up, we rinsed off, and then Claire got on her knees and started sucking on my tip. Slowly at first, licking the shaft, and teasing my balls with her lips. It felt so good. The warmth of the water, and her big blue eyes looking up at me, her tits brushing up against my legs. It didn't take long for me to cum once again, this time in her waiting mouth.

      "Don't swallow it yet," I growled looking down at her.

      Claire nodded.

      "Open your mouth and show me," I said.

      She opened her mouth after nodding.

      Her mouth overflowed with my seed. It was there on her tongue and in the back of her mouth, white and glorious.

      "Okay, swallow," I said.

      "Yes sir."

      I turned the water off and motioned for her to leave the shower. I let her dry me off with a towel, and then she dried herself off. Once we were both dry, we walked back to the living room and got dressed.

      "I want you to live with me," she blurted out while wiggling into her jeans.

      I stared at her, realizing the after effect of the watch's magic still filled her.

      "Kiss my watch," I said.

      "Yes sir," Claire leaned down to my wrist and kissed the face of the watch.

      The watch glowed red, the numbers started to glow as well. A small marker on the watch filled slightly. Claire was unphased by this.

      "Cool watch," she said. "So are you going to move in with me master?"

      "You should move in with me," I said suddenly remembering the two maids waiting for me to come home. "I have some....friends there you should meet."

      "Ok sir, your wish is my command," Claire said.

      Claire took my bags to the elevator, and I locked up my apartment, after taking one last look. I said goodbye to my old life, then shut the door.
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The Magic Watch - Part Three

          

        

      

    

    
      I pulled up in front of my Uncle's mansion, and saw Janice and Alexis waiting excitedly on the stairs up to the front door. They looked excited, that is, until they saw Claire in the passengers seat.

      Stepping out of the car, the maids were already on me before I could even adjust my jacket.

      "Who is this?" Alexis said pouting, and pointing at Claire.

      "She's going to be staying with us, and it's not going to be a problem, is it?" I said sternly.

      No sir," Alexis looked at her feet.

      "Will it be a problem?" I said, this time to Janice.

      "No, master."

      "Good," I said straightening my back. "Let's go to the room so we can all get properly introduced."

      I let the ladies walk ahead of me up the stairs. I was able to get a good look at their sweet asses swaying back and forth as they moved. Who had the best? I couldn't decide. I'd have to compare them when they were naked.

      As we went to the bedroom, I considered how lucky I was. There was a million shlubs in the world who would literally kill me to take the watch. I'd have to be very careful with it, and never tell anyone about it directly.

      Inside the bedroom, the morning light was shining through the windows. It smelled like lavender in the room, so I suppose the maids were doing their job when I was gone.

      My cock was starting to twitch looking at the women staring idly at me. Like they were focused on me and me alone. Like I was their only concern in the world. It made me feel special, in a way I had never felt before. I never got much attention from women, and practically zero attention from beautiful women.

      "So what do you want us to do?" Alexis said.

      "How can we please you?" Claire said.

      "Maybe, sir wants us to take our clothes off again," Janice said, starting to slip out of her maid uniform.

      "I like your spirit," I said to Janice.

      She trembled as I moved closer to her, putting my hands on her shoulders, and leaning into her ear.

      "You belong to me, don't you?" I whispered.

      "Yes sir," Janice said.

      At that, I put my lips on hers, and kissed her deeply for about a minute. She wrapped her right leg around me and started grinding her cunt against my leg as we kissed. It made me unbearably hard.

      Then, I pulled away as Janice wiped her lips. I stepped over to Claire, and said the same thing.

      "You belong to me, don't you?" I whispered.

      Janice nodded, smiling big as she expected my kiss to come for her lips. I leaned in to her mouth, and she wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling me in close. As we made out, Claire started to unbutton my pants, and took a hold of my stiff cock.

      I let her stroke it for a bit, before pulling away to stand in front of Alexis. Again, I said the same thing. The watch on my wrist started to get warm, and vibrate.

      "You belong to me, don't you?"

      "Oh master," Alexis said. "I...am...yours."

      She took hold of my dick with both hands as I leaned in to kiss her. Alexis was fiery hot. I could sense the passion brewing in the women as I kissed them, but Alexis was on a different level. I felt her devotion, and it was so strong it almost scared me.

      After pulling my tongue out of Alexis's mouth, I went to sit on the bed. The ladies were waiting for my instructions.

      I put my hands behind my head and leaned back on the pillows at the center of the bed.

      "Take your clothes off," I said, and they obeyed, starting to strip themselves.

      "No no no," I said shaking my head. "Take each other's clothes off."

      The girls obeyed, stripping each other slowly. It was so hot seeing a bunch of beautiful sluts getting undressed in front of me, even hotter that I could tell they were starting to warm up to each other. Alexis and Janice were acquainted already, so Claire was a bit hesitant, but soon, the beautiful blond was locking lips with Alexis, kissing passionately as their clothes fell to the floor. Janice got involved with the two by leaning in to suck on Claire's big tits, and with a free hand started playing with Claire's pussy. It seemed like the four of us would get along fine.

      Janice got on her knees and started sucking on Claire's cunt as Alexis and Claire continued to make out--hot and heavy.

      "Come do that on the bed," I growled, and they immediately obeyed.

      I was stroking my cock slowly, when I realized that I had no need to jerk myself off anymore. The watch's magic meant I'd always have a hot bimbo ready to pleasure me.

      "Claire," I said beckoning her to me.

      She knew what I wanted immediately.

      "I love sucking your cock sir," Claire moaned as she took me into her mouth.

      The maids continued to make out as they fingered Claire's pussy from behind.

      I liked to watch Claire's mouth completely envelop my cock, making it disappear down her throat. I held her head down for a moment just to test her, and she didn't react she went slack, gagged and spat a little, but otherwise didn't recoil from it.

      "You like being used, don't you?"

      "Yes sir, use me anyway you want," Claire said before going back to sucking my cock.

      I relaxed and closed my eyes and let the ladies do their thing for a bit before I got bored. I had just had two girls sucking my dick...why not three.

      "Alexis. Janice. Help Claire out," I said with a wink.

      Immediately the maids stopped what they were doing and took up on either side of Claire, licking my shaft up and down with their wet pink tongues.

      The girls traded off. One sucked the tip, one licked the shaft, and one worked the balls for a few moments before trading. At that point I kinda wished I had two dicks. I had seen something like that on the internet a while back, but now I kinda wanted it to be a reality.

      My brain was going haywire with pleasure. I squirmed and squirmed, and the ladies took my struggling as a sign to suck harder, and faster. I didn't last much longer.

      When I was about to cum I whipped out of Alexis' mouth.

      "Open your mouths," and all the ladies obeyed.

      I gave myself a few good strokes and then shot strings of seed past their waiting lips, and sprayed their faces for good measure. I expected them to immediately find towels and wipe off, but instead they started to kiss and lick the cum off each other.

      They were all slaves to my seed!

      I watched them clean each other like...animals. Slurping up every last drop of cum, before they nestled themselves in beside me. The maids, Alexis and Janice, to my left, and Claire to my right.

      We enjoyed each other's warmth for a while. I laid there with my eyes closed curled up like a baby. I could have fallen asleep, I should have fallen asleep, but I sprung awake when I realized that it was Sunday and I hate to work tomorrow.

      I considered quitting. There was probably a million ways for me to make money with a small harem of beautiful women, but I figured it would draw way too much attention to myself to show off my submissive sluts to the world. Besides, working built character apparently. It was a grounding experience, and I should at least try to do my job until I managed to completely inherit Uncle James' fortune.

      First though, I needed to spend my ten thousand dollar check.

      I started to get up and the ladies immediately started pouting.

      "Master where are you going you just got back?" Alexis said.

      "Yea, you said you'd spend the day here," Janice said.

      "You two should help make Claire feel comfortable as part of our..." I didn't have a word for our unit of people. 'Family' sounded too cultish, and a little creepy. 'Organization' sounded like we were the mafia.

      "Flock," I said smiling. "Make Claire feel comfortable as part of our flock. I'm going to buy some new clothes. You ladies wait here."

      I dressed myself for the umpteenth time in twenty four hours, and then walked through the winding creaky halls of the mansion to the front door where my car was still parked. Except my car wasn't parked there.

      Ivan, my Uncle's lawyer was standing out front where my car used to be.

      "Where's my car?" I said.

      "Oh, I had it removed and junked for you."

      "Why did you do that?"

      "Because," Ivan said. "Your uncle organized another surprise for you. Follow me."

      I followed Ivan through the parkway to the garage, where I assumed Uncle James kept all his old cars. I never saw him drive anything nice, so I assumed he didn't have anything cool.

      I was very wrong.

      Ivan opened the garage door and inside were about 6 beautiful cars. A few Ferrari's. A Lamborghini Gallado. A Mercedes SUV, and the prime choice, a Rolls Royce Phantom.

      "Do I get a chauffer?" I asked Ivan, who laughed.

      "Don't get greedy now," Ivan said, still chuckling.

      Rats.

      "Okay," I said. "Where are the keys?"

      "They should still be on the dashboard unless the maids moved them while they were detailing."

      I walked down the aisle of vehicles, considering how I would look in each. The Lambo was black, and sleek. But the two Ferrari's were bright red, and would make me the envy of every man I drove past. I didn't want to drive the Rolls Royce myself, so I picked out the convertible Ferrari and opened the driver's door.

      I took the key off the dashboard, and hesitantly plugged it into the ignition. Twisting the key, the Ferrari came to life, and oh baby was it purring.

      "I could get used to this," I said to no one.

      

      I sped down the highway out of the edge of town. I was headed to the center of the city, and I had the perfect store to buy clothes in mind.

      Antonio's.

      It was an extremely high end department store with valet parking, and I was in the perfect car to turn heads. I didn't care that I was dressed like shit. I belonged there now. I was one of the upper crust, at least for the next month.

      The Ferrari roared through the winding roads, and I felt a fleeting sadness when I had to slow down, and stop for traffic lights. It was a damn shame.

      I noticed a car full of sorority girls next to me, and they were all looking at the car. Not at me, the car. I was tempted to wind my watch, and turn them all into my willing slaves, but I thought looking the part was more important.

      The Ferrari is a car not meant for city streets. It needs plenty of road to really perform. It was good as a runway model, slowly creeping past dozens of rich beautiful women sitting in cafe's with the engine purring.

      I turned the corner onto Fifth Street, where Antonio's was located. I slid into the Valet section, hopped out, and handed the keys to the valet who was about nineteen and awestruck.

      "Awesome car, sir."

      "Thanks," I said smirking without looking back.

      A doorman opened the double glass doors for me, and I started to feel like royalty.

      When I got to the men's section, I realized I had no idea what to buy. I was completely lost, and had no sense of fashion. I started to wish I would have just ordered a box of clothes off the internet, but was determined to at least pick out a suit and get it fitted.

      "Excuse me?" A woman's voice said. "Do you need help with anything?"

      I turned around and was immediately shocked. It was my ex best friend's girlfriend. And she had gotten a lot hotter since I last saw her. It looks like she had a boob job too. I tried not to stare.

      "Uhhh," I said. "Hi Maxine."

      "Do I know you?" she said and my heart deflated.

      "Yes, I used to be friends with your boyfriend Steve. We met at one of his barbecues."

      "Ohhhh," she looked up at the ceiling. "George?"

      "Yup," I smiled. "That's me."

      "What are you doing here George?"

      "Trying to pick out clothes, and realizing I don't know anything about clothes."

      "Oh no problem," Maxine said. "Whats your budget?"

      "Ten," I said.

      "Ten dollars?"

      I laughed.

      "Ten thousand."

      "Oh," Maxine said. "Ohhh! Look at you go! Yeah we can definitely find something."

      She grabbed my hand and pulled me through the aisles, and racks asking me a barrage of questions I couldn't really focus on. I was too busy staring at her ass.

      My watch started to feel warm on my wrist, like it was begging me to twist it and turn this woman into my own personal sex toy, but could I really do that to my ex best friend?

      Yes I could.

      I let my imagination run wild with all the things I would do to her body while she was picking clothes off the rack for me. I think at one point she asked me what color's I liked, but all I could do was shrug my shoulders. I felt as though talking would give away my burgeoning erection.

      I followed her to the change room after a few more minutes. She had picked a lot of clothes out for me to try on.

      Her ass was shifting beneath her tight trousers as she stepped into the fitting room to put the clothing on a hook.

      "Ok, I'll wait out here to let you try on everything. It's sorted so all elements of an outfit are right next to each other on hangers," Maxine said.

      I stepped closer to the change room while she was still inside, standing in her way, looking at her with hungry eyes.

      "What's going on?" She said. "Why are you looking at me like that? I'm getting weird vibes."

      "Oh sorry," I said, reaching down to twist the knob on my watch. I watched her face as I wound it, watching her eyes turn from defiant and stern, to submissive and wanting.

      "I..." Maxine said. "I......"

      She was literally speechless, until she pulled me into the change room, and then shut the door, locking it behind us.

      "I need to please you," she said. "Please tell me what you want and I'll do it."

      Maxine began unbuttoning her black blouse, revealing her massive D cups.

      Her bra was scarlet red, and after she dropped the blouse to the floor, she tore off her bra and pressed her breasts into my sternum.

      "What do you want me to do sir?" Maxine asked again and honestly I was at a loss for what I wanted to do to her first.

      "Take my cock out, and play with it," I said.

      Maxine undid my belt, unzipped my pants, and pulled my stiff rod out.

      "Oh my god master," she cooed. "It's so BIG."

      Maxine didn't hesitate to spit on my shaft and start stroking me with both hands.

      I leaned back against the wall of the change room, and just watched her stroke me so lovingly. Every hand-job I received before the week I got the watch were so awful. It seems like it took devotion to make a good hand job, still though, the best hand job was only as good as the worst blowjob.

      "Suck it," I growled. "And put the shaft between your tits. Let me fuck your tits while you suck me."

      "Yes sir," Maxine said pushing her tits together around my cock, while her lips stayed tight around the head of my cock.

      I heard people moving around outside the change room, so I had to hold back my moans and groans, even though she was sucking the hell out of my cock. Her tits felt so soft around my rod, and her lips were so plump and juicy around my big dick. It didn't take long for me to start squirming.

      "Fuck," I sighed into my hand, wondering if I should just blow my load in her mouth, and then take her back to the mansion to fuck her properly.

      But it was my first time having sex in a public space, and I wanted to make the most of it. I pulled out of her mouth, then brought her up, turned her around, and then pulled down her pants and panties.

      "Is this what you want, sir?" Maxine whispered with her long brown hair in her face. "I bet you fuck better than my boyfriend."

      At that I pushed her head into the wall, then rubbed the head of my dick up and down her shaved cunt, until I managed to slip into her.

      She was so tight, and her ass wiggled more and more the deeper I pushed into her.

      It was too late to worry about noise, as I started to pound her tight cunt, my balls slapping her clit, and her ass clapping. Soon she was moaning, deep and long as I fucked her.

      After a few minutes someone started knocking on the door to the change room, and I wanted to bust out laughing, but that would have probably ruined the moment, so I kept pumping.

      The knocking became more and more angry. But the thought of doing something bad started to push me over the edge.

      "I'm going to cum," I whispered in her ear.

      "Please can I cum?" Maxine said. "Cum in me and I'll cum. Fill me up master."

      As soon as her lips wrapped around the 'M' in master, I started to blow my load, flooding her cunt with my seed.

      "Unngghghhhh," I cried out.

      "Mmmmmmmm," Maxine moaned with her legs shaking.

      I finished dumping my load in my ex-friend's girlfriend, and then quickly put my dick away, zipped up, and fastened my belt. Whoever was knocking on the door, they really wanted to get in.

      To Be Continued

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            9

          

          
            



        

      

    

    







The Magic Watch - Part Four

          

        

      

    

    
      "Excuse me sir," a voice said from outside the stall. "What you're doing is highly uncouth."

      When Maxine was dressed and looking as proper as a woman could after getting fucked in the ass. I opened the door ready to face whatever obstacle life was throwing at me.

      It was an old woman wearing a manager's name tag. My heart sank. I didn't want to get Maxine in trouble, but I guess that didn't really matter now. She was mine.

      "We were just trying on clothes," I said smoothly. "There was nothing uncouth about it.

      "We had complaints of...ahem...noises...coming from the change stall."

      "I had problems fitting into some pants," I said. "Maxine was nice enough to help me get into them."

      "Maxine," the old woman said. "You know what you're doing is highly against company policy. You may need a writeup."

      Without hesitation, I needed to make a boss move.

      "Maxine is quitting," I said. "She's going to come live with me in my mansion."

      "What?!" The old woman looked very confused.

      

      I grabbed the pile of clothing from Maxine and handed it to the manager.

      "Be a dear, and ring these up for me, will you?" I said grabbing Maxine's hand and walking with her to the nearest cash register with my credit card in hand.

      Maxine tugged on my arm, and I looked to her.

      "Sir, can I really live with you? I didn't think...I just...I need to be near you. I feel like my life's purpose is to make you happy, but I didn't think..."

      I put a thumb on Maxine's chin and looked her deep in the eyes.

      "Everything is going to be better," I said. "I will take care of you. You don't have to worry about a thing."

      We both watched the old bitty ring up my new clothes, looking furious, yet compliant.

      "Make sure you get the anti-theft tag off this one," I said to her, seeing she had missed on an important detail in her frustration.

      "Yes," the manager said.

      "Yes, what?"

      "Yes sir," the manager said.

      

      The manager finished ringing me up, and I charged it without flinching. Knowing I was rich, but more importantly, feeling I was rich. We left the snooty store, then I turned in my valet chit to the parking attendant and he went round to fetch the Ferrari.

      I looked at Maxine who was standing still with her ankles crossed looking pensive.

      "What's wrong, Maxine?" I asked.

      "I just feel like I'm forgetting something and I don't know what it is."

      She was probably forgetting about Steve, the poor bastard who was waiting for her to come home after work. It was hard to feel too bad for him, after what he did to me.

      He took me to a trendy bar downtown, we had a few drinks and shot the shit like normal. Only thing was, Steve had something on his mind. He ended the friendship. His whole plan was to end the friendship, saying I was holding him back.

      Apparently Steve had gotten himself a life coach, and that life coach told him he needed to sever from relationships that might be holding him back, mindset-wise.

      And I just so happened to be the poor loser friend.

      Fuck Steve.

      The valet came round the block with my car, and Maxine walked around the car to but the bags in the back.

      I hopped in, and sped off, headed for the highway to my Uncle's mansion.

      

      We drove in silence for a few minutes. I was preoccupied thinking about things still. The memory of the whole Steve thing had irked me some. Maxine was the first to cut the silence.

      "Sir, you look so distressed," Maxine said. I felt her staring at me from the passengers seat.

      "Do I?" I chuckled thinking dirty thoughts. "Do you have an idea of how you can help me be less distressed?"

      I shot her a glance and winked then turned my attention back to the road.

      Maxine immediately took off her seat belt, reached for my belt, and started the process of pulling my dick out for me. When I felt the cool air hit my junk, I knew it would be a matter of seconds before I'd once again know the warm embrace of this hot slut's mouth.

      She was tender with it at first. Kissing and suckling the tip, but soon she had me fully hard, and was gagging on the full length of it.

      "Master...glug...do you...feel...glug...better?"

      I moaned out.

      "Yes, Maxine. Much better, thank you.

      I was definitely over the speed limit at that point. Careening down the highway. Every time she pulled up with her lips around my tip I thought I might nearly crash the Ferrari I had just been given. Not that I was wanting for beautiful cars to drive. Still it seemed spoiled to not be careful with an expensive new toy. The car, or Maxine.

      I was near maxing out the throttle, and I felt hot seed bubbling up, that's when the day took a turn for the worst.

      I heard sirens in the background. Immediately I slowed the car, and looked in my rear view to see a cop car flashing its lights at me.

      "Fuck," I said, pulling over into a rest stop on the side of the highway.

      "License and registration please," the female cop was hidden behind sunglasses. Her voice was commanding and authoritative, albeit familiar.

      "Yes, Officer," I said sheepishly with a pool of Maxine's saliva between my legs. I reached over to the glove compartment to rummage around for the cars registration. My license was in my wallet.

      "Do you know how fast you were going?" The officer said with a voice that made me flashback more than a decade to a time I may have known this woman. We were boyfriend and girlfriend, but it didn't last long. She dumped me before we ever got further than first base. I swear to god I noticed the cop looked exactly like my ex girlfriend from highschool, Sara.

      "Sara?" I said with a hesitant tremble in my voice.

      "Yes? Do I know you?" The cop said, sounding like she was losing her patience with me.

      "We dated in highschool..." I said, with an almost pleading voice. I felt like my dream was soon about to end, or possibly turn into a nightmare.

      "I'm going to need you to put your dick away, sir," Sara said putting her hand on her taser.

      "Right, sorry," I said zipping up. I turned to Maxine and she was wiping her lips. I turned back to Sara and spoke again, attempting to jog her memory. Maybe if she recognized me I could get out of trouble. "Check my license. I'm George! George McIntyre! We know...knew each other. How have you been?"

      "It says the car is licensed to a different McIntyre..." Sara said.

      "That's my uncle! I just inherited his estate...sort of," I smiled ear to ear as thought it was the greatest accomplishment in my life to inherit something. Be gifted something.

      "Inherited huh...." Sara said frowning. "You know George..."

      "Yes?" I said.

      "You always were an asshole," Sara said taking off her sunglasses.

      My watch started to vibrate my wrist. It got the sense that this was about to turn south a split second before I did.

      Subtly as I could, I reached over to the watch's dial and twisted it while Sara rattled off a list of things she was going to charge me with. Reckless endangerment and public indecency were just the highlights.

      As I twisted the knob on the watch, Sara's eyes began to soften, and her features started to glow a little. Her mouth opened into this almost dumbfound expression.

      "Do you have something to say?" I asked smirking a sadistic smirk. My eyes started to wander along her body. Sara had really filled out. Her ass and tits looked perky in her police uniform. I couldn't wait to strip her down.

      "No sir," Sara said. "What do you want me to do?"

      It was amazing how quickly the watch turned even the most hostile woman into my doting sexual servant.

      "Come around to the other side of the car and take off that uniform. You look warm."

      "I am warm, master," Sara said.

      Sara started to stip down to her black sports bra and panties as she walked around the car.

      "Maxine," I said.

      "Yes master?" Maxine said.

      "Take off your panties and let Sara get a good look at your cunt." I said.

      Maxine stripped off her bottoms quickly, then opened the passenger door to give Sara a nice full view of her slit.

      "Eat Maxine's pussy, Sara," I commanded, and instantly Sara got on her knees and dove between Maxine's legs and started licking. As she let out a few introductory moans, Maxine reached to pull my cock out of my jeans instinctively. Stroking the shaft slowly, she relaxed into my lap and began doing what she did best, sucking my cock.

      I listened to traffic zoom past us pulled over on the highway. The people in every car not knowing the true show of power going on inside this Ferrari.

      Maxine was doing her thing, and so was Sara. The highway got quiet all of a sudden and I could hear just how furiously Sara was lapping up Maxine's sweet cunt. The suction around my dick was incredible. It was like I had "accidentally" stuck my dick in a vacuum cleaner. Maxine went all the way to the hilt, and then stuck out her tongue to lick my balls.

      It was amazing, but I was starting to grow tired of just a blowjob, and sex in general, having been going nonstop for the last few days. In fact I could not think of an hour that went by where I did not have at least one orgasm, thanks to the magic watch.

      My tastes were starting to change, and I desired more from the watch's power.

      "Sara, how does Maxine's pussy taste?" I asked, balling up Maxine's hair into a fist and pressing her throat down to swallow up my cock. She didn't resist.

      "It tastes delicious, sir," Sara said looking up at me with her face glistening.

      Her eyes flashed hot with lust when she looked at me, and the watch started to grow warm and vibrate on my wrist. Suddenly I was reminded of my mission.

      I had to fill the watch. I had to satisfy the watch. It would require a better sense of time management. I had wasted a lot of time with the maids, when I'm pretty sure I could only receive their lust-essence once. Whatever I needed now from Sara, I wasn't getting it by watching her service my other slave.

      I beckoned Sara to crawl of Maxine and sit in my lap. Maxine pouted a bit, as I pulled her off my cock, but she would soon be happy assisting me and Sara.

      With Sara in my lap I reached up her tight stomach to cup her breasts hidden beneath her black sports bra. I grew more and more hungry staring at the hemline of her sports bra, wondering where I should put my hands to lift it up. I wanted them to drop out, perky and perfect right in front of my face.

      "Pull your bra over your head, and take it off," I said to Sara.

      She obeyed.

      "Sir, I will do whatever you want. Whatever you say. I'm yours to take," Sara said tossing her bra to the side and gyrating in my lap.

      Her tits were amazing. I had never got to see them in high-school. I took each breast into my hands and squeezed them, kneaded them, and then popped a nipple into my mouth and started sucking.

      "Oh!!! Sir! Your mouth feels good on my tits.

      I could feel Sara's hands on my dick, and I looked down to see she had pulled her panties to the side and was now rubbing my dick between her sopping wet lips.

      "Please sir," Sara started whining. "I need your cock inside me. I can't contain myself anymore."

      I looked over at Maxine who was reclined in her seat, had her feet spread apart on the dashboard and was going to town on her clit.

      Sara was reaching down with both hands, running her fingers across my exposed stomach, as though she needed my permission to touch my cock with her hands.

      "Go ahead," I said. "Put it inside you."

      "Thank you, sir," she said. "Thank you. I need your hard dick inside me.

      Sara wrapped a hand around my shaft, and then popped the tip into her warm, welcoming cunt.

      She rode me slowly. Her juices quickly gathering at the base of my cock. I played with her nice tits, rolling the nipples between my fingers as she moaned.

      "Sir I just love the way you touch me," Sara said. "Your cock feels so big inside me."

      Sara's hip movements became quicker as her ass started to slap my thighs. I reached around and took a hold of her cheeks, squeezing them violently.

      She looked at me with a deep longing in her eyes. A longing I had seen before in my other slaves, but this time, it had more of an effect on me. Maybe there were some lingering feelings inside me that have long been dormant.

      As a teen, I had been even more quiet and shy than I was a week ago. I did my work, and didn't speak. I barely even made eye contact with anyone, until Sara.

      Sara's hand touched mine in PE class where the boys and girls were brought together in order to learn dance. Swing dances, and line dances. It was ridiculous looking back on it, but maybe it was more to evaluate us as kids. See which boys and girls took to the opposite sex easily. And which put their hands inside their shirts in order to keep the bare skin of the palms from touching.

      My mind snapped back to the present, as Sara was nearing climax. Her pussy was clenched tightly around my cock, and yanking upwards in arrhythmic motion.

      I looked over at Maxine who was watching us fuck with one hand on her pussy, and one hand on my arm.

      These two women just wanted to be close to me, but was it even real? Their bodies and minds were mine. They were only concerned with my pleasure, but was it real? What was even real, anyways? If true love was just processes of chemicals in the brain and body, why wasn't the watch's effect on these women as real as any love? As any devotion?

      The watch pulsed slowly, and it was getting hot on my wrist, but not hot enough to burn.

      "Can I cum, sir?" Sara asked.

      "Yes sir, can I cum?" Maxine asked.

      I was so unconcerned with my own orgasm at this point, I wasn't even sure if anything would come out! That's how drained I was. It would be cruel of me to not let the girls enjoy themselves.

      "Yes you may cum," I said with my hands gripping Sara's bouncing tits.

      Sara and Maxine both started shaking violently. Moaning, almost howling with pleasure. I felt their bodies rock up against me, and as they're convulsions slowed, I realized I wanted to do something I had never done before.

      "Do you girls want my cum?" I asked.

      "Yes sir!" Sara said.

      "Please master!" Maxine said.

      I started to sit up in my chair, and pushed Sara off of me onto the seat Maxine was sitting in. They laid on top of each other, both being kind of petite, they had no problem sharing.

      "Open your mouths," I said smiling devilishly.

      Sara and Maxine obeyed and I jerked myself furiously, hoping I'd muster some seed for them to lick off each other's faces.

      "Hnnnggghhh," I started moaning as I sprayed Maxine and Sara with my hot jizz, intentionally missing their open and waiting mouths.

      Before I could say anything, they had already started kissing and licking each other. Cleaning the seed off each other with their tongues.

      Sara and Maxine were still kissing and looking at me each with one eye open on my reaction. I kept smiling at them as I put my cock away and hiked up my pants.

      "Are you happy, sir?" Maxine said.

      "Are you pleased with us?" Sara said.

      "Of course I am," still mildly apologetic at what I had done. "But I need you both to kiss my watch."

      "Of course sir!" They both said as I held out my watch for them.

      They both did as they were told, and the watch calmed down on my wrist, satiated for now.

      "What should we do now?" Sara said.

      I thought for a second, and remembered that Sara was still an on duty police officer.

      "Sara, I want you to finish your shift, and then meet me at my Uncle's mansion," I said to her and then rattled off the address as she wrote it down on a pad of paper she had in her uniform.

      "Yes sir!" Sara said putting on her police clothing.

      Maxine hiked up her panties, and then straightened her clothing and her hair, checking her reflection in the mirror.

      "I still have your seed on me sir," Maxine said wiping some cum up with her finger and then licking it off, smirking at me.

      I laughed, then looked behind me at the pile of clothing I bought.

      "I guess I should go home and get dressed so I can look the part, right Maxine?"

      "You'll look so handsome in your new clothes sir," Maxine said. "I can't wait to get home and help you put them on."

      And I couldn't wait to recharge at home, with a growing pile of women ready to do whatever I wanted.

      To Be Continued…
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The Magic Watch - Part Five

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up surrounded by beautiful women, and all of them wanted nothing more than to please me.

      Some would say I had reached my peak, but I knew better. My big goal was to satiate the magic watch, and inherit my rich uncle's fortune.

      The maids were curled up at my feet on the big bed, Maxine and Claire were on my right and left arm respectively, while my newest pet, Sara, was grinding her pussy on my boxers.

      What a way to wake up.

      "What are you doing, Sara?"

      "Sir, I need you right now. I feel this burning in my womb that needs to go away. I want your seed inside me."

      Her grinding on me had given me a massive erection, but I looked out the window and it was evening. My one hour nap had turned into a 6 hour sleep. I had to work the next day.

      "Fine, " I said. "But don't wake the others."

      Sara deftly slid off my boxers and pushed the head of my cock into her pussy. She started riding me, and I reached up to play with her tits. I felt her body. She wasn't muscular, but athletic, and she had sprinter's thighs. It felt like she did squats when I reached to grab her ass.

      "Oh....master," Sara moaned.

      I put my finger over my lips to silence her. She put a hand over her mouth and nodded her understanding.

      Her cunt felt amazing wrapped around me, but that wasn't saying much. All the women in my harem had magnificent bodies, and winning personalities.

      I chuckled to myself.

      "What is it?" Sara whispered.

      "Nothing," I said. "Go on."

      She rode my slowly, holding a hand over her mouth to stifle the sound of her pleasure. I squeezed her nipples, slapped her ass lightly, and ran my hand over her stomach. She was such a hot slut. They all were.

      It didn't take long for both of us to cum. I felt no urge to hold back, and Sara got what she wanted.

      I realized then, after Sara went to go wash up, that I was deathly hungry.

      

      I went down to the kitchen looking for something to eat, and for something for my lunch the next day. The fridge was empty, I found, and the cupboards had nothing in them but expired tuna.

      I went back to my bedroom, and nudged one of the maids awake.

      

      "Yes sir?" the maid said. "What do you need?"

      "Where's the food?" I asked.

      "Oh sir," she said. "Mr. McIntyre Sr. never kept much food in the house. He was always going out to eat. He liked being seen."

      "Well, fuck." I said. "I guess I'll go to the store then."

      "No sir, It's so late! You need to rest, and I can't stand being away from you any longer," the maid pleaded.

      I put my finger over my lips, and the maid immediately understood.

      "I'm sorry sir," she whispered. "I didn't mean to be so loud. I just don't want you to be away from me....us."

      "I'll be right back," I said kissing the maid on the forehead. "I promise. Now go back to sleep."

      "Yes, sir," the maid said yawning...and then she went back to her position. Curled up in a little ball at the foot of the bed.

      

      I dressed myself in my new clothes, then headed to the garage to get the Ferrari. I didn't feel like being too flashy, and driving a different car every time I came out of the house. The Ferrari suited me fine.

      The engine roared to life when I twisted the key in the ignition, and I tore off the estate headed for my favorite grocery store.

      

      Lloyd's was an independently owned grocery store that only stocked the best produce, and had good prices. The manager was a bit of a prick from what I could tell, but I never had to deal with him, so that was fine.

      The streetlights sped by quickly as I pulled off the highway onto the city streets. I was careful not to rev the engine too much. It was late, and I didn't want to be a douchebag.

      

      In the parking lot, there was a few other cars in the employee parking section, and one other vehicle in the customer parking. I walked into the store without a shopping list, but I had a craving for cereal.

      In the cereal aisle, my heart started to pound with nervousness when I saw someone I hadn't seen in a very long time. She was wearing a white blouse, and a long skirt. It was my old highschool teacher. Ms. Hollis.

      I tried to turn away from her, but she recognized me instantly.

      "Well well, Mr. McIntyre."

      "Hello Ms. Hollis," I said. "How are you?"

      "I've been better," she rolled her eyes as she caught me looking her body up and down.

      She still had magnificent tits, as far as I could tell. Her face was still beautiful, and I wasn't sure if it was due to surgery or just good genetics. Doubtful she could afford a face-lift on a teacher's salary though. So it must be good genes.

      The store was pretty much empty at this time of night. Workers looked like they were exhausted and getting ready to close up shop.

      "How have you been doing George? You weren't the greatest student so I'm wondering if your life has turned out the way I thought it would," she said.

      Fuck, she's still a rude bitch, I thought. I had a special something for that type of woman.

      "No, Ms. Hollis," I said while reaching for the knob on my watch. "My life has turned out much better than anyone could have imagined."

      I smirked while twisting the dial, and stared deeply into Ms. Hollis' eyes waiting for her expression to change. Those seconds between turning the dial and making a woman submissive were the ones I treasured most. Where you could visibly see their walls come down, and they slowly but surely opened themselves up to me, like a beautiful flower blooming for the first time.

      I'm sure Ms. Hollis would enjoy life at the mansion, more than whatever she had going on currently. Not that it mattered. I needed to satiate the watch. That was my one purpose in life. My true calling. I had to inherit my uncle's fortune. Nothing else would do for me. Still though, I had to go to work tomorrow to hedge my bets. First though, I'd take Ms. Hollis for a test drive...right in the middle of the grocery store!

      Ms. Hollis' face softened, and then she cupped her breasts with both hands and lifted them up. Readjusting. Her mouth opened wide, and then she dropped to her knees right in front of me.

      She rubbed her face against my crotch, feeling the ever hardening cock within. Then she looked up at me.

      "Please, Sir," she said. "Let me suck your cock. I need to suck your cock more than anything in this world. Let me please you."

      "You don't want to give me detention?" I said, snickering.

      "No, sir."

      "You don't want to phone my parents and tell them I've been a bad student?"

      "No, sir."

      I sighed.

      "I guess you may suck my cock," I said.

      Ms. Hollis nodded with a small smile across her face. She started undoing my belt, then unzipping the zipper. My cock sprang out, waving in front of her face.

      "Oh my god," she said. "It's so beautiful. It's so big!"

      Without hesitation, Ms. Hollis immediately devoured my cock. I looked down to see her neck bulging with the fat head of me inside her. She didn't gag at all, which was impressive. I guess what they said about teacher's was true!

      I watched her deep-throat me in smooth strokes, taking my length without issue. I felt her throat tighten around my dick as she came up for air. Ms. Hollis looked up at me and began stroking my dick with both hands. My cock was glistening with her saliva, which she was licking and sucking off my shaft.

      That's when she started sucking my tip, while stroking me, and that's when I thought the night was going to be an early one. The amount of suction my old MILF teacher had was almost enough to pull my insides out.

      I took hold of her long blonde hair, and used that as leverage to fuck her face, hard and deep. The nut was bubbling up inside me, and I had to make a quick decision to either blow my load down my old MILF teacher's throat, or save it for some other place.

      But my nut made that decision for me. I started to cum down Ms. Hollis' throat. She moaned deeply, sucking even harder than she had been.

      "Mmmmmmmm," Ms. Hollis' groaned and I felt the vibrations of her throat through my whole body. It felt amazing.

      When I finished, Ms. Hollis wiped her lips, then stood up, looking deeply in my eyes. She reached for my zipper, or at least I thought that's what she was doing.

      "Sir, I need more of you. I want you to put your seed deep into all my holes," she said wrapping her hands around my balls, squeezing lightly.

      I was worried at first by what she was doing, but somehow I immediately returned to full hardness. She was rubbing my balls in a way that I had never been touched before. Massaged in a way I had never felt.

      When I was fully hard, Ms. Hollis unbuttoned her white blouse, and un hooked the front of her bra, revealing her ample tits. She pressed them up against me as she hiked up her dress, pulled her panties down, and then bend over in front of me, whining for me to fuck her.

      "Please sir," she said. "Give me your big fat cock. Fill me up."

      I didn't hesitate. I slid into her, grunting as her pussy tightened around my cock. It felt different than most of the pussies I've been in, not bad, just different.

      Ms. Hollis' bucked her hips into me, forcing my dick deeper and deeper into her with each thrust. At the moment I didn't care that we were in the middle of a grocery store. I felt like I was immunity to laws and common decency. The watch was making me powerful. The watch vibrated warm on my wrist, eager to be filled with the essence of Ms. Hollis'. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a female cashier wearing a smock cover her mouth and run away.

      Not much time left, I thought.

      I grabbed the MILF's hair again and pulled her head back as I fucked her. Ms. Hollis's hands shifted against the shelf, knocking over a few boxes of cereal to the floor.

      "Please, sir, fuck me harder," Ms. Hollis' moaned.

      I put one hand on her hip, and squeezed tightly. She was definitely a MILF. She had that big round ass that older women get. I loved watching it jiggle as I pounded her. It was so fucking hot.

      I couldn't believe I was fucking my old teacher. She was such a bitch to me when I was younger. Constantly riding me about every small mistake in my homework. She didn't do that to anyone else that I could remember, which is why I always thought it peculiar.

      I thrust deep into her, looking down at my cock sliding in and out of this submissive MILF's cunt, my shaft white and wet with her nectar. She was my new perfect whore. A perfect addition to my harem.

      I had already cum, so I wasn't about to pop anytime soon, however Ms. Hollis was loving getting fucked. She was knocking over boxes of cereal left and right. I reached around her and grabbed her tits. They were so soft and squeezable. They felt amazing in my hand.

      Suddenly, Ms. Hollis began to shudder, and my watch shuddered along with her. It was getting burning hot as the MILF was getting closer and closer to orgasm. I felt her chest grow tense, and her legs began to shake against mine. I continued to fuck her as hard as I could. Giving her a few good pumps, as her orgasm peaked.

      I slowed down and let her catch her breath, but I was still deep inside her, still sliding my cock in and out of her, slowly this time. I was greedy for more orgasms.

      Ms. Hollis slid me out of her, then turned around to face me. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, then locked a leg around my waist. I popped my cock back inside of her, and continued to fuck her senseless.

      "Sir, fuck me deeper. Fuck me. Fuck Me, I want your seed inside me," Ms. Hollis moaned as I fucked her up against the cereal shelves.

      

      Finally, I felt a twinge in the pit of my stomach. It was my seed starting to get ready to explode inside this sexy submissive MILF.

      "Fuckkkkk," I moaned into Ms. Hollis' chest as I blew my load in her cunt.

      "Yess. God yes. Give me all of it!" Ms. Hollis moaned into my ear.

      My cock twitched inside of her until it started to soften. When it fell out, she loosened her grip on me and dropped to her knees.

      With a deep hunger, the MILF started sucking my cock again. Licking the cum, and her juices off like they were her last meal. She started squeezing my balls the same way she had before, and along with her sucking. I was hard again in a few moments.

      "Good," she got off her knees, turned her back to me and hiking up her skirt once again. "Now fuck me in the ass with your big dick, sir. Please?!."

      Again, I didn't hesitate to take her tight little hole.

      Her ass felt amazing, as I slowly entered it. Stretching it out as big as it could go. Ms. Hollis turned around, biting her lip, as I entered her ass.

      I spat a few times to make it easier. The only lube we had.

      When I got half way in, I felt her insides relax a bit, as thought I had crossed the most challenging threshold.

      "Give me your cum, sir," Ms. Hollis moaned again.

      I started to pull out, and push back in, slowly, letting her ass adjust and acclimated to the cock throbbing inside of it. Then, I started to pick up speed as I fucked her.

      Thinking about defiling my old, hot, bitchy MILF teacher was almost enough to make me cum immediately. I watched myself fuck Ms. Hollis in the ass, and it felt so surreal. We were in a grocery store, in the cereal aisle, and here I was fucking this woman in the ass. A woman who was now begging for my seed. Last week I was barely conscious of my surroundings. I was a loser, and now I had the courage to do whatever I wanted. Say whatever I wanted, and fuck whoever I wanted. It was an amazing transformation.

      Ms. Hollis' tight ass was giving itself to me, and I started to pound that tight hole, making her moan.

      "Sir," she said. "May I rub my pussy? Please?" She said with scattered breath.

      "Yes," I said. "Play with your clit while I fuck you in the ass. I want you to cum and clench up around my cock. "

      I felt Ms. Hollis multitasking. She was massaging my balls as she rubbed her pussy. With the same motion. She was a talented woman. I was so happy she was now my play toy.

      She started to moan deeper once again, and I knew she was going to cum. He ass clenched around my cock, causing me to feel my own load bubble up, ready to explode out of me like a fire hose.

      "Give...it...to...me..." Ms. Hollis groaned as she came, and I gave her a final few pumps before I doubled over, and spilled myself into her backdoor.

      My cock twitched inside of her forbidden hole, until I felt as empty as I had ever felt in my life.

      I had just three holed my old English teacher.

      And now she was mine, and ready to do whatever I wanted.

      Life couldn't be better, but first, I needed her to do one more thing.

      "Kiss my watch," I said to her. "Get on your knees first."

      It was my will to make her physically submissive to me. I was getting used to that power, now.

      Ms. Hollis did what I asked, and the watch vibrated deeply, growing almost white hot against my wrist.

      And then it stopped. I waited expectantly for there to be some big parade to come around the corner. But nothing happened. I guess the watch still wanted more from me.

      "Hey you! Perverts! Get the fuck out of here!" The overweight balding manager came around the corner pointing at us and stomping. "I just called the police."

      I surveyed the aisle, and we had made quite a mess. Boxes of cereal were strewn everywhere. Out of instinct I grabbed Ms. Hollis' hand and started to hurry out of the grocery store.

      I turned around though, when I heard a loud squeak followed by a thud. The manager had slipped, probably on my cum or the MILF's, and was now on the ground knocked out of a commission. He looked like a fat turtle stuck on his back.

      We left the store in a hurry, and I was mildly upset because it was my favorite store and now I could only go back in disguise.

      Ms. Hollis got into the passenger's seat of the Ferrari, and I got into the drivers seat. She put her hand on my crotch, smiled, and winked.

      "What now, sir?"

      I was addicted to the watch's power.

      

      To Be Continued...
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The Magic Watch - Part Six

          

        

      

    

    
      This time, I woke up to my cellphone's alarm, but I was surprised to notice that the girls in my harem weren't asleep cuddling me. Instead, something else was going on.

      The six beautiful women in my harem were all laid out across the bed, and floor, having their own fun.

      The maids were both finger fucking Maxine, and Ms. Hollis, Claire, and Sara were in a pussy eating three-way. A gorgeous triangle of lust on the hardwood floors.

      The room was filled with the smell of sex, and the sound of female pleasure, but they soon noticed that I was awake. They all looked mildly embarrassed for playing without me.

      "We're so Sorry sir," Janice the maid said.

      "We were all so...riled up...and we didn't want to wake you!" Claire said, her face wet with Ms. Hollis' juices.

      I had such a raging hard on from taking in the scenery...and I think the girls noticed.

      "Oh sir! Look at your big thick cock!" Alexis the other maid said.

      "Let us take care of that for you," Ms. Hollis said.

      The women lunged at me and my erection. Sara was the first one to get her lush lips around my cock. The other girls took up position at the sides. Sucking the balls, or licking the shaft.

      I took a hold of the back of Sara's head, and started to fuck her face, pushing down her throat as far as I could go.

      The rest of the girls continued moaning into me, as they played with their beautiful tits and perfect tight pussies.

      Then it was Janice's turn. She pushes Sara away and looked me deep in the eyes.

      "That's now how you suck Master's cock! I'll show you!"

      Janice started twisting her head, swirling her tongue around my cock as she did a corkscrew motion with her free hand. It felt amazing and I had to think about baseball to avoid cumming too early.

      The girls took turns sucking me off, and I held back as long as possible. I wanted to get an orgasm in before work, but I wanted to savor the delicious sight in front of me. Five women on their knees for me. Trying to pleasure me more than the next. It was brilliant. I felt like a god. With the watch's power...I was a god.

      "Get on the bed girls," I said. "Bend over. We're going to play a game.

      All the girls lined up ass to ass with their pussies exposed and waiting for me. I started on the left side and worked my way to the right. Fucking each girl till I felt the orgasm start to reach the event horizon was a dangerous proposition, but I loved fucking them bareback, and I couldn't stop myself.

      It was Sara's pussy that felt the best at the time. It must have been our history together. She was really tight, and probably did kegels.

      It didn't take long after that for me to blow my load. The other girls started to pout as I came deep inside Sara's womb.

      If I wasn't careful I'd get the girls pregnant, one at a time, but I didn't have time to worry about that. I had to go to work.

      I quickly showered alone, knowing that if the girls came with me I wouldn't be able to help myself. I left the shower to get changed, then put on the nice clothes I got with Maxine. I wanted to impress people and turn heads at work. I had to. I was a changed man. A new man. A better man.

      I drove back to the city to my office building, where I worked as a software developer. I was well paid...sort of. Bruce Morton was the CEO and he was a bit of an asshole but I tried to keep my head down and stay out of his way. That was before I was about to inherit my uncle's fortune. Now I didn't give a fuck.

      I drove the Ferrari in the parking garage and found someone was in my spot.

      "Fuck," I said trying to remind myself that I was just here to put my time in as a backup plan in case I could not fulfill the watch's need for female lust essence.

      But I felt weird being in the building. My shoulders started to hunch as though I needed to protect myself from something. Work brought out my inner slug.

      I took the elevator up my floor, careful not to stare too long at the women I passed by. If I wasn't careful I could turn every woman in the building into my slutty servant. Not that it would be so bad...

      Inside my office, I noticed Chloe, Bruce Morton's daughter, chatting to the receptionist. She gave me a glance, but I averted my eyes. To her I was still just a nerdy employee of her fathers. No one really knew about my secret life yet, and I intended on keeping it that way for as long as possible.

      Immediately I saw Mr. Morton wave me into his office, he looked displeased to say the least. Sheepishly I walked to his corner office.

      Inside, there were a few family pictures on the walls. A business school certificate hanging behind the desk, and a lot of tacky fucking golf trophies. Why was it always rich guys who golfed? There were lots of other hobbies to take part it. Anyways...

      "McIntyre, sit down."

      "Yes, sir." I said.

      Bruce Morton sat on the edge of his desk with his hands clasped together. He was boring a hole through me with his gaze.

      There was a long silence, and I was the first to break it.

      "Is there anything wrong?" I asked.

      "Yes. There are plenty of things wrong....with you I'm afraid," Mr. Morton said.

      "What did I do?" I asked.

      "Oh it's not what you did, it's what you didn't do," Mr. Morton started. "You were supposed to work this weekend."

      "No I wasn't," I said. "That was the weekend. The office is closed on weekends."

      "Not when we have deadlines to meet, and investors breathing down my neck."

      "Well," I said. "HR didn't speak to me about overtime."

      "There will be no overtime," Mr. Morton said. "You're a salaried worker. You work when we say you work."

      "Well," I said. "I had a death in the family...so..."

      "Was it your mother?"

      "No."

      "Your father?"

      "No," I said.

      "Your child?"

      "No," I said finally. "My uncle."

      "I don't give a good goddamn if you yourself died. You show up to work, when we tell you to work. Keep your phone on at all times when we need you."

      "Alright," I said, thinking about what it would look like to smash him over the head with one of his trophies, but in the back of my mind I had a better revenge plan brewing. One that involved his darling daughter.

      "Understood?" Mr. Morton said.

      "Yes, I understand," I said trying to hold back an evil smirk.

      "Good," he said. "Now get to work. We need the first build done by the end of the week."

      I walked out of the office, and I noticed people were shockingly quiet as I walked past. They must have heard the CEO chewing me out.

      But oh well, I had a plan to show him who was the real alpha male.

      

      I worked diligently at my computer for four hours, coding up a storm. As much as I hated the CEO, I didn't mind the other coders, and if I slacked off, it would mean they would have to work much harder, and probably be abused by Mr. Morton.

      At lunch time, I slowed down. My focus was drawn from the computer screen. Instead I was more concerned with where Chloe Morton was in the office. She was part of my plan, after all.

      Once the office was mostly cleared out. I got out of my seat and walked around the office, searching for Chloe. She wasn't in her special cubicle, so I meandered around. I looked into the CEO's office, and he was gone, probably for the last two hours. It was always businessmen who thought of everyone else as a disposable resource.

      Finally, I found her.

      She was coming out of the women's washroom.

      She was drop dead gorgeous.

      

      Long wavy blonde hair.

      Legs that went for miles.

      Wide birthing hips.

      A beautifully tight ass beneath her pencil skirt.

      And big, bountiful tits spilling out of her lavender blouse.

      She was the boss' daughter. And after the shit he said to me, I was going to take the most important thing in the world from him. As soon as I could get her close enough to me that the watch could work its magic.

      "Oh hi, Chloe, I was wondering if there's something that you could help me with at my work station."

      "Oh my god," Chloe said. "Are you really talking to me? Do you know who I am?"

      "I met you last week. We spoke briefly," I said trying to hold back a smirk. I knew that within minutes she would be on her knees begging to please me.

      "Yeah, but this is different," she said. "Bruce Morton is my father. I can't be seen talking to you!"

      Shit. What a brat. Well I'd have to play to her weaknesses to get her somewhere private.

      "I found an issue that you might want to know about. I could...we could save your father a lot of money."

      Her eyes lit up at the mention of money, like a good spoiled brat. She probably wanted a new car and thought this was the way to get it.

      "Okay, show me," she said. "But be quick! I don't want to get in trouble by talking to the help."

      I brought her over to my workstation, with my right hand hovering over the watch the whole time. I couldn't wait to get this brat to suck my dick.

      I let Chloe walk ahead of me as we came closer to the workstation. I wanted to get a look at that fiesty ass one more time before it turned into another ass that belonged to me.

      "Your computers off!" She said with an annoyed expression.

      "Oh shit," I smiled as her back was turned to me. "I think my foot must have hit the switch on the power bar. Can you go under the desk and flip it for me?"

      "Ugh!" She said getting on her hands and knees. "This better not be a waste of my time!"

      "It isn't," I smiled as I twisted the dial of the watch.

      She managed to flip the switch on the power bar, while I flipped the switch on her libido. My computer sprang to life as I sat down, my cock hardening in my pants.

      Chloe turned around under the desk, and I looked down at her. She looked so vulnerable under the desk. Vulnerable, and hungry.

      "Sir," Chloe said, her eyes wide and weepy. "Please."

      "Yes, Chloe?"

      "I need to see your cock," Chloe said. "Can I, master?"

      "Yes you may," I said as my hands hung by my side.

      Chloe ran her hands up my thighs, nervously shaking as she undid my belt, and unzipped my zipper. I wasn't wearing any underwear, so my cock sprang out at attention. I didn't even need the women to touch it. Just the thought of turning them and defiling them made me hard as a rock.

      Instantly Chloe stuck out her tongue and ran it up and down my shaft. She reached into my pants, to massage my balls, as she made my dick slick with her saliva.

      Lucky I was the only one working in my row this late into the lunch hour. I didn't want anyone to interrupt me in the process of fucking the boss' daughter.

      She was good at giving head. She was enthusiastic. Gagging on my girth, but still not giving up.

      "I want your cum, master," she whispered into the base of my shaft. "It's so big and thick. I need it inside of me."

      "Don't call me master, anymore," I said with an evil smile. "Call me 'daddy'."

      "Yes, daddy," she said without hesitation, returning to her current occupation.

      I didn't think I would react the way I did to being called 'daddy', because instantly I took my cock out of Chloe's dripping mouth, and shot rope after rope of hot jizz all over her face.

      She opened her mouth, trying to get some of it onto her tongue, but I wanted to remember the look of her covered in my cum. I took out my cellphone and took a picture, making sure the Morton logo was in plain view.

      I wanted Bruce Morton to know I was his daughter's new daddy.

      Chloe started wiping my cum off her face, and then licking it off her hand and fingers. I started rubbing my balls the way Ms. Hollis had the night before, attempting to get my dick hard enough for round two.

      My boss' daughter turned around and hiked up her pencil skirt, revealing that tight ass I had obsessed over. She was wearing a white thong that was so thin I could see her tight pink asshole squinting from beneath it. I pulled the ass floss to the side and slid my cock into her tight cunt. She was on the floor under my desk, but I was sort of squatting down above her ass. The spider-monkey I believe it is called.

      Chloe moaned as I got deeper inside her. She was practically gushing around my cock. My whole crotch was coated in her nectar as I fucked her hard.

      She started to push back against me, making her ass clap against my thighs.

      "Fuck me, daddy," Chloe moaned looking back at me, and I almost nearly lost it as the watch vibrated on my wrist.

      I gave her ass a loud spank, and I watched it spring back to its original shape immediately, albeit a little redder.

      Her pussy was so tight around my rod, and I could feel myself bottoming out inside her. I needed to slow down.

      Sitting back down on the chair, I motioned for her to ride me, and she did without saying a word. Chloe swung a leg over my lap, then sat down, pushing my dick inside of her once again.

      I stripped open her blouse, sending buttons flying. Her tits were fucking magnificent, even hidden behind her bra. I reached around her back to unhook the bra greedily.

      "Oh my god," I said, awestruck.

      They were the best tits I've ever seen. They were big, round, and still perky, but they felt as natural as any tits I'd ever felt. I immediately sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, and reached around to grab her perfect ass.

      She moaned riding me. Saying "fuck me, daddy. fuck me, daddy" into my ear. She was such a good little slut. Her nipples got hard as diamonds in my mouth, and she must have been really sensitive to touch, because she threw her head back and let out a deep guttural moan, and I felt her cunt squeeze my dick. She was coming.

      "Good girl," I said to Chloe. "Cum for daddy."

      My crotch was nearly flooded with her juices. She was so slick, but I wasn't ready to cum yet. I pushed her off of me.

      "What's wrong daddy," she pouted. "You're not giving me your cum?"

      "Oh I will." I said. "I'm just going to fuck you in the ass. Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?"

      "No daddy," Chloe said. "You'll be the first."

      "Good, I smirked, motioning for her to turn around and sit down. She obeyed.

      I watched as my cock head slowly disappeared into her tight pink ass. I felt extra turned on that I was breaking the heart of her father. He would probably see the whole thing on the security cameras the next day, but by then I'd be long gone. I didn't care about keeping my job anymore. I just knew I'd be able to satiate the watch.

      Chloe moaned as my cock went deeper inside her.

      "Fuck my ass, daddy," she cried out.

      I grabbed her by the hips and slowly moved her up and down slightly along my shaft. I was basically using her like a toy. She was my toy, now and forever forward.

      As I felt her asshole relax, I started fucking her deeper and quicker. Deeper and quicker until  I was buried to the hilt in her virgin asshole.

      I was close to busting a nut, but I didn't care. I wanted to completely defile the boss' daughter.

      My cum was boiling over inside me, and I started to thrust as deep as I could. Finally, I shot a warm load of hot semen into Chloe's ass.

      "Oh my god, daddy. I can feel you cumming inside my ass!" Chloe said over her shoulder. "Thank you for giving me your cum."

      I finished emptying my balls into Chloe, then told her to kiss the watch, which she did. Another essence...mine.

      "Well now..." I smiled rubbing her back over her blouse. "Now you should go get cleaned up, and meet me downstairs in the parking garage, okay?"

      "Yes, daddy," Chloe said, straightening her clothing. I watched her walk to the women's bathroom. She was definitely walking funny.

      As Chloe disappeared around the corner I swivelled in my office chair, taking in the scenery of this hellish office.

      I wouldn't miss it one bit, but I felt pleasure knowing Bruce Morton would see me fuck his perfect princess in the ass. Not only that, but also she was now utterly devoted to me.

      Hopefully the rest of the harem would enjoy more company. A rich brat might spice things up a bit.

      To Be Continued...
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The Magic Watch - Part Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up surrounded by my harem taking turns blowing me. I could get very used to it. Chloe, my ex boss' daughter was looking into my eyes with such adoration with my cock in her mouth I almost wanted to burst into tears I was so happy. Had to hold them back though. My uncle James once told me, "Never let a woman see you cry." And I wasn't sure if that was good advice or not, but I figured he knew what he was talking about being a gazillionaire and all.

      Suddenly there was a pounding sound coming from the front door. It was faint, but loud enough that I could hear it. It sounded frantic--important.

      I pushed the women off of me, and threw a robe on. As I walked down the hall, I looked down and noticed my erection bulging under the fabric of the robe.

      Whatever. Nothing people haven't seen before.

      I held the railing as I went down the stairs, got to the door, looked down to see that my erection was starting to fade, counted to five, and then opened the door.

      It was three beautiful college age girls. One brunette, one blonde, and one redhead.

      Immediately they started pleading with me.

      "Sir! We need your help?" The blonde said.

      I was drawn to her beautiful face. It was perfect and heart-shaped with a cute button nose. I scanned down her body with confidence. Her breasts were pert, and her stomach was defined that I could see beneath her tight blue tank top.

      "What is it?" I asked, scanning the other girl's faces.

      "Our bus broke down on the highway! We called for a mechanic, but he won't be here until the morning!" The brunette said.

      The brunette was exceptionally athletic looking. Every body part was well defined, and her breasts were massive. I was strongly tempted to start winding my watch right then and there.

      "Oh no," I said with a grin. "How can I help?"

      "Well it will be a nice evening! We can sleep outside if you let us," the redhead said.

      She was also very beautiful. Long legs connected to nice curvy hips, up to perky breasts, and beautiful green eyes.

      "Oh well," I said. "The garden has patio furniture, and we have plenty of linens inside. Your team can choose where they sleep. Inside or outside."

      "Oh my goodness!" the cute brunette said.

      "That's so generous," the blonde said.

      "Thank you so much," the redhead said.

      I looked behind me and saw my harem standing around the stairwell giving the volleyball girls death stares. I'm sure they would get used to it, as soon as the cemented their position as my favorites.

      "How many of you are there?" I asked.

      "10 and our coach, Miss Kelly."

      "Excellent," I said. "Bring your things and the rest of the girls here and I'll show you around."

      It was just my luck. The watch seemed to be extremely aroused by the presence of more women. In fact, when the girl said there were 10 of them it was almost as if the watch was speaking directly too me.

      "Wind. Wind," it said.

      I must be getting close to satiating the watch's desires!

      Upstairs I had the harem prepare me a bath. I wanted to get nice and fresh before going out to meet the new recruits outside in the garden.

      "Master," Chloe said. "You're just being nice to those girls right?"

      "What do you mean?" I asked.

      "You're not interested in them, are you?" Chloe said.

      She was still feisty, and I wondered if the watch's power was fading.

      "I am," I said. "But that doesn't make you less special to me, Chloe."

      I looked each member of my harem in the eyes.

      "All of your are special to me in your own unique ways," I said.

      All the women smiles at that. Phew. Out of the weeds.

      

      In the garden, the volleyball team was unrolling their sleeping bags on the lounge chairs, some were already comfortable, basking in the sun, half asleep.

      My harem was never more than three feet from me. There were keeping an eye on me, being possessive. It was an unwanted side effect of complete devotion, but one that I could deal with if it meant fucking beautiful women whenever I wanted.

      "Oh my sir, this is the most beautiful garden I've ever been in," the redhead from before rushed up to me. "Thank you so much for letting us set up camp here.

      I laughed.

      "If I had beds for all of you, I'd invite you to sleep inside."

      "This is perfect. Way better than being indoors all day!" the blonde from earlier said. "Thank you so much."

      "You're very welcome," I said.

      I walked around the garden introducing myself to each girl, shaking their eyes, and on the sly checking them out. I wanted to wait for the perfect moment before winding my watch. I really wanted to build the anticipation for myself.

      The girls were all in their early twenties, and sexy as fuck. I would have killed someone to be in my position in my early twenties. Though at that age I would have been too timid to know what to do with a dozen women at my feet.

      "Hey," a girl said. "What kind of watch is that?"

      Perfect, I chuckled to myself.

      "It's a very special watch," I said. "Handed down from my uncle. It's quite...important to me."

      "Awww," all the girls cooed.

      "It's quite magical," I said.

      The girls laughed.

      "Does it do magic tricks?" one said.

      "Sort of," I said. "Would you like to see?"

      All the girls nodded.

      "Come closer to me," I said. "It works better when you're close."

      The volleyball team stood from their loungers and huddled around me. I gave their bodies one last look.

      Then I started winding the watch.

      Slowly their faces went from excited and curious, to downright sex deprived. A few of them put their hands into their shorts and started masturbating right there in front of everyone. It was magical.

      "Please master," the redhead said. "I want your cock inside me. I want you to fill me up."

      All the girls nodded biting their lips.

      "First," I said. "My good friend's are going to...play with you for a bit. You all need to get acquainted."

      I turned to look at my harem, and examined their faces. They all looked exceptionally turned on. I suppose the watch had a lingering power over them. Whenever I turned the dial, any woman under my control would get even more aroused.

      Gesturing to the volleyball team, I told my harem to properly introduce themselves, then went to sit in a deck chair, watching.

      It was quite a sight watching my harem undress the girls gently, and then guide them back to the loungers. Ms. Hollis was the most experience with this type of arrangement, I could tell. The MILF must have had several college student lovers in her time, because she knew just what to do.

      The maids, Janice and Alexis had two girls each. Janice had her tongue on the pussy of a brunette, and her fingers in the redhead that came to my door. Alexis had the two girls bent over and was playing with each of their clits with her fingers.

      All of my harem members, new and old, were now occupied with each other. The sound of birds was soon overtaken by the sounds of female pleasure. Deep guttural moans as the volleyball girls coasted across orgasm over orgasm. My cock was getting hard watching, but I wanted to wait before sampling my new submissive sex kittens.

      They were all so beautiful. Their bodies all looked so perfect. The way they were spread out before me across the loungers, it looked like a renaissance painting. Each woman wholly engaged in their pleasure, or the pleasure of another. This was the new perfect moment. I pulled my cock out from behind the robe and started stroking it.

      Maxine and Chloe noticed, and brought over their girls to come help me out, a gesture I appreciated.

      "You girls are the best," I said. "Did you know that?"

      The two girls started running their tongues up along my long thick shaft. With their lips pursed, they started sucking on my fat cock head with their tongues out.

      "It's so fucking hot," I said. "I love the way you girls suck my cock."

      The girls slurped on my tip for a while, while Chloe and Maxine took turns playing with my balls. I started to feel a bit faint as the watch on my wrist was heating up. I felt like I could be in a dream of some sort. There was no way I deserved this, but maybe I had good karma from a past life.

      "Yes master," Chloe said smiling and pushing a girls head down, choking her with my cock.

      It felt so good to be deep throated by such a hot girl. It was even hotter that my harem members were becoming dominant with the new recruits. Getting them to pleasure me the way I liked. Guiding, and teaching them the ropes of what it meant to be a member of the McIntyre Harem.

      "You are all so fucking hot," I said. "Your turn to suck my cock, kitten."

      The next girl lined up and took my cock down into the back of her throat without even struggling. I loved the look of it. I loved the look of my cock disappearing down some college girl's throat. It was too fucking hot, but I had to keep myself from popping too early.

      "Sir," the redheaded volleyball player said. "Who are you going to fuck first?"

      I looked deep in the redhead's eyes, then looked down her body. Her tight little pussy was red and flush from getting eaten out, and cumming. I liked this. I liked that the girls were as sex hungry as I was.

      "You," I pointed at the redhead. "Come here."

      She turned over onto all fours, with her cute little ass up in the air, wiggling. Waiting for me to fuck her.

      "Please sir," she said. "Fuck me hard. I've never been fucked properly."

      I was going to show her quite a time.

      I slid into her slowly, letting her savor the sensation of my fat cock pushing deep inside her.

      "Oh my god master, you're cock is so big," the redhead said. "It's going to stretch me out."

      It turned me on to hear that. My cock being big enough to stretch a girls pussy out never occurred to me before getting the watch. I had never dated anyone who liked to dirty talk, but now the whole world was my sexual oyster.

      I grabbed the redhead by the hips and started to thrust, quicker and quicker. Her tight ass slapping against my thighs was a sight to behold. Her moaning and looking over her shoulder at me with the sexiest pouty face was almost enough to get me to blow my load, but I held back until the redhead's legs were shaking, and she collapsed face first on the lounger. She must be satisfied, I thought, because she rolled over to reveal her eyes were almost completely closed. I could see just a hint of jade green under the eyelids.

      "Who is next?"

      I scanned the faces of the girls, but I didn't get far before a girl flagged my attention down.

      "Me!" said the brunette volleyball player with huge tits.

      She was previously eating out Ms. Hollis, but Ms. Hollis didn't seem to mind. She had another volleyball player between her thighs almost instantly.

      She stood up and strutted over to me with her wide hips swaying side to side. This was definitely one I couldput a baby into, I thought.

      She turned around and bent over in front of me, rubbing her big sexy ass against my cock, until I stroked my cock head between her lips to see what her reaction would be to being teased.

      "Fuck me master, don't tease me," the brunette with big tits said. "Please."

      "Well, because you asked so nicely," I said before thrusting into her as deep as I could go.

      She moaned louder than any of the other girls, and she was nice and tight. I fucked her pussy hard, holding her wide hips and slapping her ass making it go bright red. I reached underneath her and held her up by her big swinging tits.

      I fucked every new girl in the harem, while Janice, Alexis, Maxine, Chloe, Claire, Sara, and Ms. Hollis kept the girls who were waiting entertained. It was such a magnificent site, our massive, mostly female orgy.

      It was almost enough to make me nut, but I held back. I wanted deeply to fuck every new girl that was here before I came. It was like the college experience I never got to have because I was too shy and nerdy. Not only that, I was fucking all these girls for all the guys who never got a chance. I fucked the volleyball team with the fervor of a million college boys who were shy and nerdy and never got the girl. This was for them.

      But mostly, it was for me.

      I managed to get through every member of the girls volleyball team before nutting. So when it became inevitable that I was going to cum, I pulled out of the last girl whose body was shaking with an orgasm, and started to slowly stroke.

      "Come get around me," I said. "Kneel in front of me."

      All the girls nodded then got up and came to me.

      The girls all huddled around me on their knees with their mouths open and their tongues out, waiting for me to pop.

      I grunted a few times as I felt myself about to unleash my seed.

      "Oh, fuck," I moaned, starting to cum.

      I made sure to spread my seed around. Getting a good load into each girls mouth. When I had finally empty my balls, I told the girls to clean each other up with their tongues. They did so. Then I told them to come kiss the face of my watch. I knew I must be getting close to satiating the watch.

      The watch started to get hot as a volcano as the girls lined up and took their turns kissing the face of it. Suddenly, the heat started to spread up my arm, and throughout my chest. My post orgasm brain was being confronted by the fear of death. Panic shot its way into my brain, and I felt myself feeling faint. The watch was overwhelming me. I blacked out.

      In some inner space, I fell. I could not keep control of my thoughts. They seemed to be rushing past me as a fell deeper and deeper into the darkness.

      Finally, I landed with the sound of a cushion being fluffed. I stood up and looked around, only to be presented with a blue glowing path that was surrounded by absolute darkness. I walked.

      The path went on for a long time, and still my thoughts rushed past me. I could hear them echoing as they zoomed through my mind.

      Wait, this doesn't make sense, I thought.

      "It's not supposed to make sense," I heard my uncle's voice say.

      I spun around looking for the source of the voice.

      "Uncle James!" I exclaimed as he seemed to enter the path through the darkness.

      "George," Uncle James said. "I've been waiting for you."

      "Where are we? Is this heaven? It's kind of dark," I said.

      "This is a place built by the makers of the watch," he said. "Only those who were in the possession of the watch will ever come here."

      "This is a lot to process," I said. "But I guess if there's a magic watch that can turn women into submissive bimbos wanting to please you all the time, I guess anything is possible."

      "It's more than that, my boy. With that power, empires are built," Uncle James said. "Now that you're here I've assumed you've synchronized with the watch."

      "I guess that's what happened," I said. "I was having sex with my harem, and a girls volleyball team and now I'm here."

      "Good," Uncle James said. "I just need to tell you one thing."

      "What is it?"

      "This watch has been passed on for centuries down our familial line, unfortunately I was sterile, so I was not able to produce a male heir, that's why you are inheriting everything. However, you must continue the family line. You must produce a male heir. I don't trust your sister or her parenting."

      "Got it," I said. "Shouldn't be a problem."

      "Good," Uncle James walked towards me and extended his hand. I took it in mine and we shook. His smile was so benevolent, except a little bit sad. We both knew it would be the last time we would see each other.

      I broke off the hand shake, and hugged him.

      "Thank you," I said. "Thank you for everything."

      "You're welcome," he said.

      My vision became fuzzy, and I started to feel heavy. I blinked several times, then found myself lying on the grass of my mansion.

      Ivan Rasolivich, my uncle's executor, was standing in front of me waving several documents in my face, helping me to get fresh air.

      "Mr. McIntyre," he said. "Congratulations. You need to sign these papers, and everything is yours.

      I looked around at all the women surrounding me as he handed me a pen. I signed the papers with a new found respect for the powers my uncle had bestowed on me. Now I had a purpose. A mission. I would expand my uncle's empire, and with it, expand my harem. I would do good in the world with my new powers....but first, I had some women to get pregnant.

      I stood up and handed the executor the papers. He shook my hand much like my uncle did--with the same benevolent smile--and then left.

      "All right ladies," I said. "Who is ready for round two?"

      The End.
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The Magic Ring - Part One

          

        

      

    

    
      It was around 2am on a Tuesday, and I was doing the same thing I usually do at 2am on a Tuesday: mopping the parquet floors of Flatley Consulting, Inc. They’re located on the second floor of my building, and Tuesdays have always been devoted to whoever occupies the second floor. I was only 27, and I’d already seen three separate tenants on this floor walk on the clean parquet I provided them during the wee small hours. I would’ve taken more pride in this, but each tenant had let me know in their own way that they didn’t give a fuck about Ronnie McCleary or the quality of his janitorial work.

      I moved the mop gently from one side of the main hall to the other. Under the glowing hum of the fluorescent lights, the motion of my mop was somewhat soothing. It helped me ignore the gnawing sense that there might be something more to life than my “five days, five floors” routine, not that I’d ever had the confidence to seize anything extra to begin with. I’d always been shy and unassuming, and one of the reasons janitor work on the graveyard shift worked for me was because I wouldn’t have to constantly be confronted by other, more successful people.

      “Ronnie! What the hell is this?” 

      Unfortunately, there were times when confrontation was unavoidable. My boss Linda would interrupt my work to berate my shortcomings. I turned around, and Linda, my over-caffeinated, Type-A, alpha queen boss was clutching a clipboard and walking straight through the area I had just cleaned. She scowled at me and I just stared back. What else could I do?

      “Ronnie, I asked you a question.”

      “Ma’am?” I couldn’t think of anything else to say. I never could.

      Linda rolled her eyes.

      “Ronnie, how long have you been working for me?”

      “Seven years in August, ma’am.”

      “And you’ve still managed to forget that we mop the parquet in figure eights?”

      I hadn’t forgotten. It just knew it didn’t make a difference, but everything had to be done Linda’s way. Everything.

      “I’m sorry ma’am.”

      “I don’t care if you’re sorry or not, Ronnie. Just do it the right way and not like you’re sweeping leaves on someone’s porch. Though goodness knows you probably wouldn’t do that right either.”

      “Yes ma’am.” 

      “And pay extra attention to the break room when you’re done. Looks like someone stuck a cat in the microwave.”

      Linda’s scowl receded into a wince, which was her way of letting me know our conversation was over. As I watched her leave, I wondered if my life would always be like this – endless routine interrupted by thankless criticism. 

      With a shrug and a sigh, I spent the next half hour mopping Linda’s footprints off the parquet in perfect figure eights.

      

      When I woke up the next day I realized I was still wearing my janitor coveralls. This was far from the first time this had happened, but each time still made me feel embarrassed. I couldn’t escape the job even while I slept.

      I kept laying on my futon and let my eyes wander around the apartment, not that there was that much to see; there was the sink full of dirty dishes, the refrigerator containing precisely three edible items (two of them condiments), the wallpaper that had spent the last sixty years of its life slowly escaping the wall, and the exposed ceiling bulb that flickered like a drunken strobe. The exposed pipes that dripped on me in summer and burned me in winter, and the mismatched refugees of at least three different IKEA sets. 

      Nothing made me feel like a failure more than my apartment. It was a curse having to wake up there every evening before the graveyard shift began. 

      “What did I do to end up like this?” I whispered to no one. 

      The wallpaper maintained a stoic silence in reply.

      “Is this what I deserve?” I continued.

      The dirty dishes offered me no answers. 

      “Will life ever change?”

      The ceiling bulb sputtered glowing laughter at my expense. I began to feel a slight headache coming on. This was my call to action.

      “I need a coffee.” 

      I thought about changing my clothes before walking to the coffee shop across the street, but realized it was pointless. I’d just have to change back before heading to work, so why bother? Bleary-eyed, I put on sneakers and left my studio in search of a sixteen-ounce drip. Tonight might even require an extra espresso shot to fortify my brain for Wednesday’s work. Wednesday was devoted to the third floor. Laydon’s Insurance Billing. There was a lot of linoleum on that floor and Linda had her own specific instructions for that surface. 

      I was just leaving the apartment building when I bumped into someone just making her way inside. 

      “Oh! Excuse me! I’m sorry!” I blurted out. Then I looked up and saw her.

      It was Sarah, a bike courier who often made deliveries to the apartment’s tenants. I didn’t know her, but I remembered overhearing her name at the coffee shop a few weeks ago. Nothing about her was easy to forget - her shock of bright dyed red hair, the numerous facial piercings, the cold menace of her leather jacket and combat boots, and how none of these details could distract from the perfect way her Misfits t-shirt pressed against her breasts or how her tight jeans contained her wonderfully round ass and toned legs. 

      I remember staring at her in the coffee shop the day I first heard her name, and now she was right in front of me and I was still staring. Sarah broke the detente while I continued to gape.

      “Uh...it’s OK. You Ronnie?”

      This tough, body-modded goddess had asked me a question. It was difficult not to concentrate on the wonderfully round and soft way her Misfits skull was leering at me, but I still had enough blood left in my brain to nod so I nodded.

      “Good. This is yours,” Sarah replied. She then handed me a small, plain brown package with her arms fully extended, as if she were trying to maximize her distance from both the myself and the package. “You should probably open this right now. It’s been giving me strange vibes since I picked it up.”

      I grabbed the brown package from Sarah and held it in front of my waist to hide the increasing tumescence of my other package. Even when a hot girl was talking to me, my body would find a way to ruin everything. 

      “Oh? That’s weird,” I stammered. Not wanting to seem unfriendly, I shifted my gaze to her sparkling green eyes (with black eye shadow, because of course) and smiled. 

      A slight smirk spread across Sarah’s face that unnerved me a little. 

      I unwrapped the package. The plain brown wrapping concealed a small box covered in black velvet. A small silver ring was inside. There were no markings or engravings of any kind, just a simple band. I looked for a note or any indication of who the ring was from or what it signified but couldn’t find any. 

      Without thinking, I put the ring on. It shone under the single light of the apartment foyer. I let out a little laugh. At least the ring fit. 

      I was about to thank Sarah for the package when I noticed that her previous smirk was gone. Her eyes had grown wide and were starting into mine. Her black lips were parted slightly and her breathing became heavier. Perhaps the exertions of her route had made her winded.

      “Are you alright?” I asked. “Do you need me to get you a glass of water?”

      She replied by doing the unthinkable – she began walking toward me.

      “Yes. That would be nice. Thank you, Ronnie.”

      I nodded and turned to head back to my apartment when another unthinkable event happened. Sarah had grabbed my hand.

      “Ronnie, let me come with you.”

      While I struggled to comprehend the implications of this request, Sarah impatiently scoured the mail list that hung on the wall until she found my name.

      “Apartment C, right?” 

      I nodded and Sarah pulled me by the hand back into the building.

      Once she had closed my studio door behind us, Sarah turned and looked at me.

      “You’re...wow. You’re really something, you know that?” she whispered.

      Too many unthinkable things were happening this evening. I liked waking up early enough so my mornings (or evenings, as it were) weren’t rushed before the workday began. It was clear to me that Sarah didn’t care to employ a relaxed pace. 

      I blushed. “Um, uh, well, I…”

      Sarah interrupted my speech by wrapping her arms around my neck. She then leapt up and wrapped the strong thighs of a dedicated cyclist around my waist.

      “Shut up and kiss me, Ronnie.”

      I did my best to comply, subduing any incredulity or cowardice with my growing desire to remove her jeans. I then attempted to carry her over to the futon and tripped over one of those damn pipes. We collapsed in a heap on the floor. It was mortifying.

      “Oh no! Sarah, are you alright?” 

      She shook her head impatiently at me, smiled, and pulled me towards her to kiss me again. Eventually, she stopped and looked at me. We were still on the floor.

      “Ronnie, I want you to touch me. It’s alright.”

      My hands were trembling. Between my inexperience and our recent collapse upon the smooth cement floor (hurrah for cheap basement studios), my confidence was wavering. Sarah grabbed my hand. She was still smiling, but a flinty determination had entered her emerald eyes.

      “Ronnie, I NEED you to touch me. NOW.” With this command, she grabbed one of my hands and laid it upon her breast with a sigh. Her breast was soft and quivered gently with each of her breaths. I felt her nipple, wonderfully erect, as it strained against her shirt. Her chest rose and fell several times as we continued kissing. Sarah then pulled her head away.

      “Aren’t you going to move your hands? I want them all over my body,” Sarah moaned.

      I looked over and saw my hand, immobile, still cupping her glorious left tit. It looked like I was giving the Misfits logo a vision test. Sarah grabbed my hand and placed it on the side of her ass, and pressed against it so her waist pushed against mine.

      “I want your hand HERE now,” she commanded. I was starting to get dizzy. There was barely enough remaining blood in my body to service my brain; all resources were diverted elsewhere.

      “Yes ma’am,” I thoughtlessly whispered. Sarah smiled again.

      “My name’s Sarah.”

      “I know,” I replied with even less thought. Sarah looked at me with bemusement.

      “How the hell did you know my name?”

      I was flummoxed by this inquiry, so I interrupted her interrogation by doing what was coming more naturally – I kissed her again. My hands finally began to stop trembling and move more smoothly. Eventually, we made our way off the floor and onto the futon. Her breathing began to quicken as I lay her down and she looked up at me. 

      “I need this jacket off,” she panted. A gush of inspiration filled me.

      “Um, you can leave it on. If you like.” 

      I’d always liked leather.

      Sarah smiled. I kissed her again with more success and began fumbling with my coveralls as Sarah began undoing the buttons below her waist. Soon, my work clothes were bunched on the floor next to Sarah’s combat boots, wool socks, and jeans. I noticed with a thrill that Sarah had gone commando. 

      Must make it easier during those long bike rides, I thought. 

      We stopped kissing and I got off the futon and stood in front of Sarah while wearing nothing but the tighty-whities I’d received from my aunt for a Christmas present. I was trembling with excitement and struggling to control my breathing. My underwear was pointed straight at Sarah, who was wearing her leather jacket, Misfits t-shirt, and nothing else. 

      She smiled and looked up at me. “Let’s get those off, shall we? Then *I*  can get *you* off.”

      I was becoming more comfortable with accepting the unthinkable. I removed my briefs as gracefully as I could (an impossible task that involved much one-footed hopping) and she grabbed my cock with one of her small hands and inserted it into her eager mouth. Traces of black lipstick began accumulating on my shaft as she inserted my member deeper and deeper. Any concern regarding stains on my Christmas present subsided as waves of pleasure overcame me. 

      I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed before that her tongue was pierced. I sure as hell noticed now.

      Right when I was about to nut, I pulled out. Sarah looked up at me.

      “What’s the matter, Ronnie? It’s alright. All I want to do is swallow your cum.”

      I was not used to this level of honesty and replied with a series of attempted monosyllables.

      “I...you...me...cum...uh…”

      Sarah somehow understood and nodded.

      “You’re right. Not yet. How about you deliver a package through the back door first?”

      Sarah smiled and turned around, leaning on my blue futon and wagging her perfect, round ass straight in the air. 

      Shyness be damned, some invitations cannot be declined.

      My cock was slick with saliva (and a little black lipstick) and slid easily inside her brown hole. I moaned with pleasure and tried not to come immediately while propping my torso up with my hands pressed against her leather jacket. It was almost impossible not to lose control as I thrust again and again inside her. Sarah cried aloud with each motion. My hands slid down to her haunches and I squeezed their supple flesh. 

      “Slap it,” Sarah pleaded. I complied. A loud smack filled the stale air of my studio apartment. I swear it somehow made in the ceiling bulb flicker.

      I started easing into a rhythm and began riding her like she rode a bike. My blue futon began to creak a soothing beat as I leaned over and grabbed her tits through her shirt. The back of her leather jacket began to fog with my hot breath.

      Soon, the creak of the futon was synchronized with Sarah’s moaning. I maintained a steady pace while pounding her and began to imagine I was riding at the Tour de France. It was important to maintain a sustainable pace, I thought. Especially during mountain stages.

      The thought of mountains made me crave something. I pulled out of her and turned her around. Sarah had a wild, dazed smile on her face.

      “Take off the rest of your clothes,” I said. Feeling rude, I followed with a please.

      Sarah laughed and complied, removing her leather jacket and shirt with gusto. She hadn’t been wearing a bra. That Misfits shirt was two sizes too small and doing work during her evening bike rides.

      I looked down at Sarah while her breasts heaved up and down with each breath. She had an incredible body. I felt like a fool for only having her stripped below the waist for so long. I also noted with some amusement (but no surprise) that the carpet did not match the curtains. 

      So you’re a brunette, I thought.

      She looked up at me with what could only be called desire. Incredible as it seemed, this hot little punk wanted me inside of her again and wanted it bad. 

      As if to settle the matter, Sarah grabbed my hips and pressed them down against hers, and then she grabbed my cock and put it inside her. Her cunt was warm and wet and would no longer brook any reticence on my part. 

      I thrust inside her again and again. It was impossible to imagine Sarah as a bicycle anymore. There was no longer any need for fantastical abstraction to help me accept what was happening. I was just starting to accept that this hot, vivacious woman wanted a piece – maybe several pieces – of Ronnie McCleary, janitor.

      “Oh God, Ronnie! Yes! Yes!”

      Over Sarah’s cries I could hear the futon creak louder and louder. 

      Dust shook free from the ceiling plaster and began covering the two of us in a fine layer of sweaty, silty paste. 

      My IKEA refugees began creeping across the vibrating floor.

      The dirty dishes in the sink began rattling in time.

      The ceiling bulb attempted to flicker along but couldn’t keep up.

      Soon, I couldn’t keep up any longer either and shot several ropes into Sarah’s pussy.. 

      She nodded each time I came, welcoming each release.

      A few minutes later, Sarah and I were still lying on the futon in my strangely disheveled apartment, catching our breath. 

      That just happened, I kept thinking. That fucking just happened! 

      I then remembered what had initiated the most incredible evening (morning? whatever) of my life and looked at the silver ring on my hand in amazement. Meanwhile, Sarah got up, shook some of the dust out of her hair, and began putting on her clothes. 

      Soon, Sarah was standing next to the futon I was still lying on. It was clear that she was still radiant and flushed, despite the clothes she was now wearing.

      “Call me, okay? Don’t make me hunt you down,” she whispered. She then winked, leaned over, and gave me one final kiss before leaving the apartment and shutting the door behind her.

      I continued to lay on my blue futon.

      “What the hell just happened?” I whispered to myself. It was all too much to process.

      Beams of slight shone through the remnants of unsettled dust. I looked at my ring again with amazement.

      “What the hell?”

      It was all a blur. A glorious blur. And then, as suddenly as it began, it ended. I wondered how soon it would be before I’d contact Sarah again. It was too bad she had to leave so suddenly. Couldn’t she stay to cuddle, or at least help me wash the sheets on the futon?

      I rolled over and looked out the window. Dusk was giving way to night.

      Sarah probably had to go back to work, I thought. Then I remembered.

      “SHIT! WORK!”

      With the grace of a concussed acrobat, I leapt out of the futon and began preparing for the workday that was scheduled to begin in twenty minutes’ time.
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The Magic Ring - Part Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Nineteen-ish minutes after throwing myself from my futon and my apartment, I was back at my building. There was no time to rely on an Uber, let alone a bus, so I ran the two-and-a-half miles from my apartment to the five-floor building where I spent most of my nights. 

      By the time I arrived, I was covered in sweat. Much of the sweat had been accumulated during my run. The remainder had been accumulated with Sarah, the bike courier who had incredibly just become my latest sexual conquest. I’d forgotten how many years it had been since my last one. 

      I was still wearing the silver ring whose appearance had christened the evening’s adventures. It was still too bizarre a sequence of events for me to comprehend or accept, but the ring’s presence reminded me not only that they happened, but they might happen again if I could find where Sarah had written her phone number.

      In an exhausted daze, I ran up the three flights of stairs that would take me to Wednesday’s assigned floor. It would be far too reckless for me to wait for an elevator and risk being late.

      Once I reached the third floor, I took an immediately left turn toward that floor’s janitorial closet. Once there, I paused in front of the door, held my breath, and strained to hear any evidence that Linda was around. All was quiet. Letting out a sigh, I proceeded to fumble with my key ring until I found the appropriate one, grabbed my mop and bucket along with a walkie-talkie, and quickly made my way to the front door of Laydon’s Insurance Billing and its linoleum gauntlet.

      As I rounded a corner and the office came within view, I saw a familiar figure standing in front of its twin doors. She wore a white blouse (as she did every work night), a black knee-length skirt (ditto), and black stilettos that could only have been designed to gouge eyes and puncture dreams. Her black hair was tied back neatly in a bun, and this hair – combined with her glasses and thin, pursed lips – gave her the look of a perpetually disappointed school librarian.

      “Cutting it a little close, aren’t we?” Linda called. 

      Though she was about twenty feet away, I averted my gaze. Without thinking, I began nervously rubbing my silver ring. It twinkled happily under the third floor fluorescents.  

      “I’m sorry, ma’am. Uh...I had...bike trouble,” I mumbled to the floor. What I said was almost the truth.

      “Then I suggest you get the bike fixed. You’re three minutes late, and that’s as good as fifteen.”

      I struggled to maintain composure as I lifted my head to look at the nearest clock. Upon finding one, I saw that its minute hand had incriminatingly gone to three minutes’ past. Linda and I both knew all work time was divvied out in quarter-hour chunks, so my three minutes of tardiness meant being docked fifteen minutes of pay. Thankfully, I hadn’t received a raise in four years so the loss of fifteen minutes’ pay wasn’t as disappointing in absolute terms as it would have been otherwise.

      I swallowed hard and attempted to catch my breath. “Sorry, ma’am. I’ll make sure it won’t happen again.”

      Linda was too far away for me to see her face, but I could feel the red lasers fade from her eyes as she lost interest in me and strode into an adjacent hall. She was probably headed back to her office in the building’s basement, where she would no doubt continue devising elaborate mopping techniques for any and all conceivable flooring surfaces.

      Wednesday evening continued as Wednesday evenings do – mopping the white linoleum that populated the office suite of Laydon’s. This surface was particularly unforgiving of dirt and grime, but Linda had devised a special mopping technique to counter this. Rather than employ the figure-eights of the second-floor parquet, or the leaf-sweeping technique that I favored, I was to use short strokes no greater than six inches in length (Linda was very specific on this point), and rinse my mop after every six feet of coverage to complete a second pass over what I’d just mopped. The hallways were about three feet wide, so this meant that mopping white linoleum was to be done in chunks of eighteen-square feet, six inches at a time, two passes for each chunk. 

      This is the sort of math that makes my back ache.

      I had just finished my fifth linoleum chunk of the evening (only twenty-six more to go! Hurrah!) when an unexpected noise came from my hip.

      “Ronnie? Ronnie?”

      Through the static I could tell that the voice was Linda’s. I wondered why she was using the walkie-talkie. She normally insisted on face-to-face intimidation. Whatever her reason for remote communication, it couldn’t be good.

      I brought the receiver to my ear. “Ma’am?”

      “Head down to the basement, Ronnie. We need to talk about something.”

      My heart sank into my stomach. “Yes ma’am. Be right there.”

      Setting the mop and bucket aside, I left the office suite and headed to the elevator. It would take more time to wait for the elevator than to descend the stairs. My reprieve from Linda’s harassment could last that much longer.

      Whereas most floors of the building were dark, lonely places during the hours I worked there (and I appreciated them for it), the building’s basement was dark and lonely twenty-four hours a day, and for this reason I never felt completely comfortable there. It made sense that Linda would have her office in such sullen depths. 

      I entered the elevator, pushed the shiny and relatively-disused ‘B’ button, and tried to savor the last peaceful twenty seconds I would have for a while. 

      Soon, far too soon, the elevator’s doors opened to a dark, shadowy realm of pipes and brick. It looked the way my apartment would look if it were a labyrinth. The only light in this nether realm came from behind a door about twenty feet away that had been left suspiciously ajar.

      Though it was too dark to read, I knew the words “JANITORIAL OFFICE” were inscribed upon this door. I also knew who was inside waiting for me.

      I took a deep breath, went toward the light, and opened the door.

      Linda was seated with her back to me behind a large desk. Upon the desk were three large, perfectly stacked piles of paper along with a completely predictable coffee mug stuffed with writing utensils and emblazoned with “CLEANLINESS IS NEXT TO ME” in bright red letters. She reminded me of an anal-retentive supervillain.

      “Close the door behind you,” she said without turning around. I obliged, and she rotated her chair in time with the click of the door’s latch. 

      “Ronnie, I want to talk to you about your work.”

      “Yes ma’am?” 

      There was then a pause between us that I found distressing. Linda was usually completely on the ball and inordinately eloquent when it concerned my shortcomings – no doubt the subject of this basement office meeting – but now she just stared at me with a look on her face that I had never seen before. Her lips were slightly parted but no words came out, and her eyes remained fixed upon me. More than anything, she looked confused.

      “Ronnie, I, um. What I mean to say is…”

      Linda then took one talon-like hand and began playing with the back of her hair while not finishing her sentence. It was now my turn to be confused. I summoned all my courage and dared to ask her if everything was all right.

      “Huh? Oh. Yeah Ronnie, everything’s fine.”

      Now a few things began to bother me.

      First, there was the dreamy way with which she answered my question. I had never heard Linda’s voice sound so soft before.

      Secondly, there was the use of the word “yeah” to indicate the affirmative. Linda would never use that word. ‘Yes,’ ‘correct,’ ‘of course,’ and even ‘affirmative’ but never ‘yeah.’ 

      Finally, there was a little smile that rounded the corner of her lips when she answered me. This gesture was almost as unexpected coming from Linda as the word ‘yeah.’

      Linda continued this chain of chaotic events by pulling out a pin in the back of her head and letting her black hair fall over the shoulders of her blouse. I had never seen Linda let her hair down before, figuratively or literally.

      Naturally, I feared she was experiencing a health episode of some sort. I summoned all my temerity and questioned my boss again.

      “Are you sure you’re okay? Do you need me to get you a glass of water or something?”

      Linda undid the top button of her white blouse and leaned forward on the desk.

      “No, Ronnie. I’m fine. Just a little hot down here in the basement, that’s all. Why don’t you sit down?”

      In all the meetings I’d had in Linda’s basement office, she had never asked me to sit down. To confirm this, I looked around the room and was reminded that the only pieces of furniture in the room were Linda’s chair and Linda’s desk. I began to worry this was a set-up of some sort.

      Linda picked up on my confusion and let out a little laugh.

      “Oh, I guess you can’t. That’s OK. You can stand.” She then looked down at her revealing cleavage and back up at me. Her smile broadened. I dared not echo her gaze, as much as a small and growing part of me was curious about the idea.

      “I want to talk to you about your mopping technique,” she continued. At the end of this statement, she unsuccessfully stifled another laugh.

      I could feel my palms begin to sweat, but I started feeling something else as well. Linda had beautiful hair, and I found myself glad that she had let it down. She was well into her forties, but her newly flowing locks made her look at least ten years younger. Her smile, something I was wholly unfamiliar with before this moment, was coy yet alluring. She began looking less like a disapproving librarian and more like the teacher in school you had a crush on. 

      Reflexively, I used my higher vantage point to sneak a look at Linda’s goodies. I couldn’t help it. Whether or not Linda noticed my brief glance, she said nothing but continued talking.

      “Your recent cleaning technique has been substandard, Ronnie. I think we need to schedule a few one-on-one meetings for the sake of...mop technique evaluations. How do Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays work for you?” She smiled again, like she had just said something clever.

      It was difficult not to be suspicious of Linda’s sudden interest in my work, but any trepidation on my part was easily set aside by witnessing the gorgeous metamorphosis my boss was undergoing. Was I getting turned on by her? What was happening to me?

      This was when I realized that I had gotten hard. I began leaning slightly forward so my coveralls wouldn’t betray me. Then, with growing shock, I saw that Linda was reacting to my shift in posture with a wicked grin.

      Nervously, I began fidgeting with the silver ring that was still on my finger. As soon as I did, Linda’s eyes grew wide. She stared at the ring for a few seconds, then back up at me., all while keeping the Cheshire grin on her face. Then, while looking straight into my eyes, she conspicuously dropped her hairpin on the floor.

      “Ooops. Better pick that up,” she muttered softly.

      I stopped fidgeting with my ring and quickly resumed my usual role.

      “I got that ma’am. Just a sec…”

      “NO!” Linda yelled. She gave me a glare that soon melted into another grin. “I got it. You stay right there.”

      Linda then submerged beneath her desk and crawled across the floor to me, reappearing with her face directly in front of the bulge in my coveralls. Whether out of fear or excitement, I could barely move.

      “Relax, Ronnie. Stand up straight for me.” 

      I complied with my boss’s request, and she began kissing my bulge and rubbing it with her hands. My fear was quickly being taken away by pleasure.

      “Good. So, so good,” Linda cooed. 

      “Uh...ma’am, are you sure we should do this?” I reflexively stammered.

      “Yes. Now shut up and take off your clothes.”

      Soon, I was standing naked in front of Linda. She spat on one of her hands and began stroking my shaft while inserting my balls into her mouth. I could feel her dart-like tongue prod them quickly and softly. It felt incredible, and I began making noises I never imagined I would be making in front of my boss. The point of no return, which was coming, was coming.

      Linda appeared to sense this, stopped what she was doing, stood straight up against me, and kissed me while grabbing my ass. I felt her fingernails dig into my left cheek and let out a squeak of surprise. She stopped kissing me and broke out into that grin again.

      “Trade places. You lean back on the desk,” she whispered.

      She then grabbed my shoulders and spun us around. I fell back onto the desk, leaning in a standing position. Then, while maintaining both eye contact and grin, Linda unbuttoned her blouse. Her small breasts were contained in a beautiful black brassiere garnished with ornate designs of lace and see-through material. Her nipples, small and pert, shone through the mesh like stars behind a wispy cloud. 

      That bra must have cost a fortune. Never in a million years would I have expected Linda to be wearing something like that at any time, let alone at work.

      One of Linda’s hands went to the side of her waist and she undid the zipper of her skirt, which she let fall to the floor with a wiggle. Underneath were crotchless panties and garters, all top-shelf Victoria’s Secret products. Her black pubic hair was cut short in a perfect martini shape.

      My jaw gaped in shock. Had Linda worn these to work every day and I hadn’t noticed? There was so much I had been unaware of these last six years, I thought. 

      Linda stood in front of me in her immaculate lingerie and continued grinning. It was like I was looking at her for the first time. Her tall, lithe body entranced me as she waggled her fingers eagerly in the air. Her long, black hair flowed as her tongue began licking her thin, eager lips. Impatiently, she removed her glasses and threw them carelessly behind her back.

      Her stilettos were still on. I noticed this and liked it. I’m not a short man, but with those shoes on her beautiful brown eyes were level with mine.

      She pressed her body against mine and began kissing me again. I could feel her finely-tended thatch press against my rod, and knew that she was hot, wet, and ready. I brought my hips back to penetrate her, and Linda quickly darted back.

      “No, Ronnie. We’re going to do this my way. Lay on the desk.”

      I looked at the desk and her perfect piles of paper. 

      “Won’t that disturb the organization of…”

      Linda glared again.

      “I don’t give a fuck. Move those piles to the floor and lie on the desk. Now.”

      Having previously had my mind blown by her use of the word ‘yeah,’ any remnants of sentience I may have possessed were good and truly smashed by Linda’s use of the word ‘fuck.’ 

      I loved it. Eagerly, I took one of my arms and swept Linda’s desk clean. Her mug shattered on the floor as paper floated to the air like giant confetti. I then lay on the desk with my legs dangling over one side.

      Linda sauntered like a prowling cat to where my legs dangled. She then kneeled down, put one of my legs on each of her shoulders, and then stood up and began caressing my balls with one hand while stroking my cock with the other, all while staring directly at me.

      “Do you know what an amazon position is, Ronnie?”

      I emerged from a forest of ecstasy just long enough to inform her that I did not.

      “Well then, you’re about to learn.”

      She then crawled on top of the desk with me, still keeping my legs straight up in the air against her shoulders. My back ached and my hamstrings whined but they were conclusively overruled by the monolithic pleasure erupting from other parts of my body. 

      With my feet pointed at the ceiling (along with my dick), Linda kneeled over my waist as she straddled me, and descended slowly and evenly, wrapping my rod snugly inside her cunt. She then raised and lowered her hips and told me to relax my legs, which then bent naturally toward my head.

      “Oh, Ronnie,” Linda murmured while continuing to move her hips up and down, “Isn’t it wonderful to give up control and trust my authority?”

      I made a noise that was intended to signify earnest assent. Linda smiled and began moving her hips more quickly. She was so hot and becoming as she dropped her pussy on my dick again and again. I continued lying on the desk, letting every part of my body relax save one. Beads of sweat emerged on Linda’s brow as she continued riding me., moving her beautiful body up and down, her long black hair scattered across her face.

      “Six inches...back and forth...” Linda moaned, looking down at the source of our rhythmic unity. “Just like...unnnhh...how you should mop the linoleum at Laydon’s.”

      She never stops thinking about work, I thought.

      Reflexively, I grabbed the sides of her ass and began lifting her off my waist in time with her rhythm. She put her hands over mine and began moving faster. 

      “Oh yeah! Good golly! Give it to me, Ronnie! Give it to me now!” Linda screamed.

      Incredibly, after being so turned on by hearing my boss use an expletive for the first time, it was hearing her say ‘good golly’ that aroused me the most. 

      I shot again and again inside her warm pussy while she continued riding me. 

      When we both finished, Linda dismounted and stood over the quivering heap of my body that remained on her desk.

      “That was good, Ronnie. That was very good. Your...mopping technique still needs practice, but it’s getting there.”

      I could barely move, feeling utterly depleted and satisfied. Linda seemed to pick up on this as she grabbed her blouse off the floor and began buttoning it.

      “You’ve worked hard enough for today, Ronnie my dear. I’ll finish cleaning the Laydon suite. You can have the rest of the day off paid. Next meeting is on Friday.”

      With this reminder, she reached over and gave my balls a gentle squeeze.

      “Don’t forget,” Linda said.

      I grunted agreement, rolled off Linda’s desk, and tried to avoid the shattered remains of Linda’s mug while finding my underwear.
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The Magic Ring - Part Three

          

        

      

    

    
      I began walking home in a similarly exhausted daze to the one I’d begun my workday with. I’d just fucked two incredible women since waking up, and I’d be getting the rest of the shift off with pay. Normally, I’d feel like King Shit on Turd Mountain, but I was still too exhausted and confused to feel completely smug about things. 

      Moreover, my mouth was dry from the day’s proceedings. Without thinking, I crossed the street to duck into a nearby convenience store and pick up a soda. Two cars nearly ran me over as I staggered across the street. I didn’t care. I just really wanted a Mountain Dew. 

      It was when I was crossing the store’s parking lot that I noticed the red and blue lights shining behind me, and could hear the brief chirp of a police siren.

      “Sir, could I have a word with you please?” a voice yelled in a tone that let me know they were making a command and not a request.

      I turned around and saw a police car trailing me about ten feet behind with a stern, face mostly covered with her mirrored sunglasses peering out the driver’s side window. 

      “Shit,” I muttered to no one in particular before walking toward her. I reached the driver’s side door and saw the cop looking up at me, completely inscrutable behind her shades.

      “Did you know you just jaywalked, sir?”

      What an anal bitch, I thought. This bewildering evening was definitely regressing to the mean.

      “Um...I’m sorry ma’am. I wasn’t thinking.” I gave a defensive ‘what are you going to do?’ shrug and could just see my silver ring twinkle red and blue in my periphery.

      At first, the cop gave no reaction to my statement. Then, in a dazed voice that was becoming increasingly familiar, she replied, “I’m going to need to...uh...book you. Jaywalking and...loitering.”

      “What?” I squeaked incredulously. 

      The cop then exited the vehicle. She was tall, a little taller than me, and had her blond hair tied back in a tight braid.

      “Hands against the car,” the cop said, regaining her composure. “Don’t move.”

      I complied.

      “Put your hands behind you,” she commanded. 

      “Am I under arrest?” I asked.

      Saying nothing, the cop grabbed each of my wrists, and I could feel cold metal snap harshly around them. 

      “What’s your name?” the cop asked with a curious softness.

      “Ronnie.”

      With a well-practiced motion, the cop pulled me backwards with one arm while opening the back door of her cruiser with the other. 

      “I’m Officer Ludington. Get in the back please. Watch your head.”

      Even a person as meek and non-confrontational as myself would have normally objected to this vaguely unconstitutional detainment, but a small and horny voice inside me suggested that, based on recent events, I should just go with the flow.

      I went with the flow.

      Officer Ludington slammed the door behind me, took the wheel of the cruiser, and drove behind the bodega, parking adjacent to a dumpster in the back. 

      “Here we are,” Officer Ludington said. “This should give us some privacy.”

      This statement would have normally filled my body with fear, but instead filled me with a feeling of happy anticipation despite my recent exertions. 

      Sure enough, before I knew it the cop was straddling me in the back seat of the cruiser. She had left her glasses in the back seat, and her blue eyes shone with desire right before she put her warm tongue into my mouth. We shared a small piece of spearmint gum for a few seconds.

      “You’ve been a bad boy, haven’t you Ronnie?” the cop whispered as she ground her hips into mine. I was getting hard, and I noticed with some delight that – to quote Sir Psycho Sexy – I could feel her getting wet through the uniform. I tried to grab her ass and realized that I was still cuffed. I asked the officer if I could be released.

      “All in good time, civilian,” she replied as she undid the zipper on my coveralls. She then lay me down on the back seat of the cruiser and soon my coveralls were bundled on the floor next to my underwear.

      The cop was between my sprawled legs and began licking my shaft. She undid the tie holding her braid together and I could feel her blond hair fall around my package as she continued to lick and suck, first the tip and then slowly down to the base. With my hands still trapped behind me, I helplessly raised my hips toward her head as a blanket of orgasmic feeling descended upon me. Her blue eyes looked up and met mine.

      “Not yet,” Officer Ludington whispered as she moved her face over to mine. We kissed again as she took a small object out from one of her pockets, moved her hands under my back, and effortlessly freed my hands. I immediately grabbed her ass, soft yet strong, and I could feel her growing wet warmth rub against my dick.

      The windows of the car began to fog as Officer Ludington took off her pants. I noted with some delight that Sarah wasn’t the only one who had gone to work commando that evening, and began fondling the officer’s pussy with one of my free hands. Her cunt had blossomed with heat and moisture, and she moaned with delight as she began unbuttoning her shirt. Soon, she was as naked as I was. A salty, humid fog of erogenous joy began to fill the confined space of the car.

      Her breasts hung tantalizingly over my face. I fondled one of her nipples of my tongue while pressing her ass slowly toward my shaft. My cock slid easily in, and Officer Ludington shuddered.

      “Oh God,” she said as I lifted inside her with a quickening pace. She was so eager for me. The warmth of her body couldn’t lie. I penetrated her again and again, and she became wetter and warmer with each movement. Energy and desire were rising within my cock. My balls felt like two humming bells, singing songs of pleasure deep inside her wet, heated, blond thatch. We kissed again, tongues and lips dancing in union, and she began nibbling on my ear. Within the roar of her hot breath I could hear her say something to me:

      “Come inside me quickly. I have a patrol to finish.”

      I complied, shooting inside of her with the energy and violence of a taser.

      After Officer Ludington drove me home and I copiously thanked her for her service, I entered my studio and grabbed a dusty, long-neglected laptop from the room’s only shelf.

      Thank goodness Sarah and I hadn’t knocked it over earlier, I thought.

      The battery was understandably dead, so I scrambled to find an outlet I could plug the laptop into without risking electrocution. Finding one, I jammed the laptop’s power cord inside, turned the laptop on, and impatiently waited for the unit to boot before attempting several perfunctory web searches.

      ‘Silver ring’ was far too broad and yielded nothing useful. ‘Silver ring sex’ gave some nice images that reminded me a bit of Sarah, but nothing terribly informative. I wracked my brain for more options. What was it the ring seemed to do? Well, to put it bluntly, the ring seemed to operate as the world’s ultimate spanish fly for all within the vicinity of the ring bearer. The word ‘aphrodisiac’ popped into my head, and I incorporated it into my prior search terms.

      Soon, I was awash in a maze of forgotten websites and old webrings of geocities and angelfire links that talked of magical objects that channeled, harnessed, and conferred sexual desire. Often such vessels were unassuming items like rings which secured incredible erotic power upon the bearer. Countless theories attempted to explain the mechanism behind these items’ operation, only dwarfed by the number of people who asked how they might acquire one. 

      My research that evening yielded few concrete results save one: I had a magic ring that made hot girls want to fuck me. Why analyze further?

      Relieved with this conclusion, I lay down on the futon and closed my eyes to get a bit of much-needed sleep (it had been an exhausting day!) when there was a knock on the door.

      It can’t be anything important, I thought to myself, keeping my eyes closed and hoping against hope that whoever was waiting at the door would go away.

      It would not.

      “Ronnie, I know you’re in there. Let me in,” a voice called from behind the door. I could then hear a sudden clatter of footsteps from the same direction.

      My eyes were wide open by now, tantalized both by the source of the voice and the idea that this person might not be alone. I began to suspect I wouldn’t be getting much sleep in the immediate future. I sprang from my futon and opened the door.

      Before me stood the glorious triumvirate of the last 24 hours: Sarah the bike courier (and unmistakable source of the voice behind the door), my boss Linda, and Officer Ludington. There was desire and anticipation in the eyes of each, occasionally punctuated with a glance of suspicion or disdain in the direction of the other two. 

      “Well Ronnie,” pleaded Sarah, “Won’t you let me in?”

      “Let *you* in?” countered Linda, “I’m his boss. We have...job related matters to discuss.”

      Officer Ludington took a nightstick from behind her back and began urgently tapping the doorframe.

      “Ladies, break it up!” the policewoman cried. “There’s nothing to see here, so let’s break it up and return to our homes, right?” She then turned to me and continued, “Good thing you’re already there, Ronnie. I need to come in. Pretend I have a warrant.”

      The three women then began loudly bickering in such a manner that I was afraid the neighbors would wake up. Having three beautiful women compete for one’s affections is normally flattering, but I was beginning to feel embarrassed and was afraid of an imminent visit from the super. Thankfully, my research had insinuated that I might be able to assume some power over the situation.

      “Everyone! Be quiet!” I yelled. 

      With three audible clicks, the women’s jaws snapped shut. I smiled at the suddenness of their compliance.

      “Enter my apartment in an orderly fashion and sit down on the futon,” I commanded in a softer tone of voice.

      One by one, the three women did as I told them, each stealing a furtive glance my way as if to let me know that they were happy to obey any command as long as I was the one to give it to them.

      After shutting the door, I decided that now was the time to press my authority.

      “Sarah, come over here.”

      Without saying a word, she complied and stood next to me. I saw that her black lipstick was still smudged from a few hours ago, and gave her a little smile. She smiled back. I then turned my attention to the other two women.

      “Office Luding...I’m sorry, what’s your first name?”

      The cop sat at attention with perfect posture upon being recognized.

      “Zoe.”

      I liked that name.

      “Alright Zoe. I want you and Linda to begin kissing each other like you would me.”

      The two shared a slight look for surprise before turning toward each other and kissing each other gently. Soon, any reticence either would have had was melted away, and they began taking off each other’s clothes. I was pleased, but a little surprised.

      “Excuse me,” I interjected, “But I didn’t tell either of you to strip down.”

      Linda took her mouth off Zoe’s neck and turned to me in reply.

      “Sorry Ronnie, but you said to treat each other as we would you. And I want you naked.”

      I considered this and smiled. I was also rock hard.

      “Very well. Carry on then,” I said, before turning my attention to Sarah. She looked up at me with hungry eyes and began tugging at the neckline of her white t-shirt.

      “Ronnie, can I take this off please?”

      “Yes you may. But kiss me first. It’s been a while.”

      We kissed, and I could feel one of her small hands reach down and begin rubbing the heat of my package. I grabbed her ripe peach with both hands and pulled her toward me as Sarah’s leather jacket fell to the floor, which were soon joined by the rest of her clothes. Meanwhile, Linda and Zoe were entangled on the futon, writhing and moaning. Zoe was completely naked by this point, and Linda was wearing nothing save her stilettos. I looked at the two of them hungrily while stripping off my own clothes.

      Sarah saw that I was observing the action on the futon, and once I was naked she jealously responded by leaping on me as she had before, wrapping her wonderfully thick thighs around my torso and kissing me again. Her desire smelled of sweat and the sea.

      I carried Sarah over to my increasingly hard-pressed futon, and lay her down next to Zoe and Linda. I descended down Sarah’s body and began lapping gently at her pussy with my tongue. She grabbed a nearby pillow and used it to stifle the volume of her cries with mixed success. She was so soft, warm, and salty. I held Sarah’s blossomed treasure within my mouth, found her button with my tongue, and gently began to suck. Her body shuddered uncontrollably and muffled cries exploded from underneath the pillow she held to her face.

      It was time. I raised my head from between Sarah’s legs.

      “Zoe, treat me like I’m treating Sarah,” I commanded. 

      Soon, I could feel Zoe’s hot breath underneath me, and she began nursing my cock like a pacifier. She then wrapped her arms around my waist, and I began pressing into and pulling away from Zoe’s compliant, supple mouth. She began humming with her lips around my girth, and a shock of pleasure erupted within me. Regaining focus, I returned to Sarah and began blowing gently on her clit while Zoe continued sucking and humming around me. Sarah began a loud, sustained moan in response to my breath that provided a lovely harmony with Zoe’s humming.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Linda eyeing the three of us with barely restrained desire. I had to say something. Or do something. Or do someone.

      “Don’t worry, Linda. Your time will come soon enough. And so will you.”

      With this, I pulled out of Zoe’s mouth, left Sarah with final lingering kisses to her two wet, open mouths, and crawled over to a waiting Linda.

      “Sarah, Zoe, I think it’s time I discussed stick technique with my boss,” I said over my shoulder. With that, I moved between Linda’s lithe, tan legs and put my swizzle deep within her martini. Her eyes grew wide as her cunt clung eagerly to my rock-hard shaft.

      “I...hoped...we wouldn’t wait...until Friday…” Linda purred as I thrust deeper and deeper inside of her. Her nails dug into the flesh of my back. I felt delicious stripes of pain as I churned her moist hot depths again and again with my dick. Meanwhile, I could hear a shuffling noise behind me on the futon.

      Soon, Zoe had turned my head to the side and began kissing me deeply and I kept fucking Linda. Sarah was behind her, fondling Zoe’s breasts and kissing her neck. Having so many beautiful women coming all around me made my penis feel like a heat-seeking missile attempting to fly from my body and vanquish all available targets with its power. Waves of erotic euphoria cascaded down my rod, through the small of my back, and down my legs. Only Linda’s scratching grounded me and kept my cock from losing all control, but only barely. I quickened my pace and thrust deeper and faster inside that hot, wiry cougar than I’d ever imagined possible. 

      Under a hot mess of beautiful black hair, Linda began to scream. She didn’t bother to use a pillow to muffle anything, and I was too deep into her to care about the neighbors. Let them complain. They’d really just be jealous.

      I jerked my mouth away from Zoe’s hungry lips and looked down into Linda’s brown eyes. She grinned up at me, only opening her mouth to catch her breath or cry out.

      “You want me, baby?” I demanded of Linda as I kept fucking her.

      “Yes, Ronnie! More than….ahhhhhhh!…anything!”

      I could feel the other two warm, compliant bodies on the futon converging upon me.

      “I do too, Ronnie! Kiss me again!” Zoe pleaded.

      Sarah stood up on the futon with Linda’s prone torso between her legs, and placed her pussy in front of my face. I loved her smell. Moisture shone between her thighs.

      “Finish me off, Ronnie. Please.”

      Zoe clung to my back and began nuzzling my neck as I resumed eating Sarah, wrapping my arms around her waist and fondling her glorious ass with my hands. Meanwhile, under everyone lay Linda, who kept guiding me inside of her.

      All the pleasure and warmth in my body began surging toward my penis. I withdrew my face from Sarah, pushed her gently aside, and looked down at Linda. Sarah was flustered for only a second before she grabbed Zoe from my back and began ravishing her.

      “Tell me Linda, how does it feel to lose control?” I inquired as I felt erotic energy surge through my body and focus inside her. 

      “It’s wonderful, Ronnie! And your stick technique is...unnnnnngh..improving!”

      “Tell me I’m your favorite employee.”

      Linda nodded as best she could between orgasmic trills.

      “You are, Ronnie! Oh gosh, you are!”

      As ‘good golly’ had done before, hearing my demanding harridan of a boss resort to the minced oaths of a chaste schoolgirl did me in. I pulled out and began stroking my shaft over Linda’s toned and tanned belly. 

      Rope after rope of semen flew out of my cock and striped Linda’s body. Once the eruptions ceased, I exhaustedly called out to the nearby sapphic entanglement.

      “Zoe, suck my balls. Sarah, put my dick in your mouth and don’t let it out until it’s completely clean.”

      The girls complied.  Final ripples of pleasure shuddered through me as I felt lips and tongues greedily remove the last of my essence. All the time, Linda looked up at me with a proud smile before asking me a question:

      “Ronnie, I think we should have our meetings five days a week. What do you say?”
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The Magic Ring - Part Four

          

        

      

    

    
      I lay on the futon in a tangle of sweaty limbs for some time after climaxing – Linda was cuddled close to my face, and Sarah and Zoe were each curled around my legs. The situation was incredibly pleasant, but I slowly became aware that while in the throes of passion no one had bothered to my only window, which was now foggy with fuck vapor. The two hundred square feet of my apartment began to feel a little cramped.

      “Alright ladies,” I said while disengaging myself to open said window and grab some water from the tap. “It’s getting a little cramped in here and I need to be doing a little tidying up. If y’all could please leave so I could give the place a once-over, I’d really appreciate it.”

      I was greeted with silence and a series of disappointed looks, but was undeterred and continued.

      “Please? I’d be glad to have everybody back here soon! Sarah, Linda, I already have your phone numbers. Zoe, if you could let me know what yours is, that would be great. Though you’ll probably find a way to let yourself in regardless.”

      Still no reply. Finally, Linda spoke up.

      “I’m not leaving, Ronnie. I want to stay here with you. We can talk about work and...technique while you get charged up.”

      This proposition was greeted by sympathetic nodding from the other two women.

      “I’d like to stay here too,” Sarah interjected. “I’ve already taken the liberty of quitting my job, since I figured *you* could just deliver *me* packages from now on.”

      “What?” I cried.

      “You’re right, Ronnie,” stated Zoe. “It would be easy to come inside here whenever I wanted, but wouldn’t it be nicer if I just stayed here so *you* could come inside whenever *you* wanted?”

      They were making jokes. Normally, I would have been annoyed at having to share the room, let alone being taken for granted, but with girls this hot such minor quibbles can be easily overlooked. I decided it would be best to work with them, one of them in particular, to come to an arrangement we all could be happy with.

      “Listen ladies, as much as I would love to have you all here all day to lie around in bed with, the fact is that we need more space, and on my meager income I’m afraid that such a notion is an impossibility.” I then did my best to look disappointed and sad. The plan worked.

      “Oh, that’s not a problem,” Linda chirped. “You haven’t gotten a raise in three years, right?

      “Four.”

      “Four. Whatever. It’s about time you were due, especially since your job performance lately has been…” 

      Linda then tilted her head forward and looked up at me with the biggest set of Come Fuck Me eyes I’d ever seen.

      “...exemplary. I’ll cover your shifts and you’ll still get the pay while you look for a place for us. Capeesh?”

      Sarah and Zoe smiled with delight like kids on Christmas morning.

      The path forward was clear. Within ten minutes, I was out the door and looking for a new place to live.

      After a ten-minute walk, I was inside the office of LaMark Real Estate. An incredibly attractive woman wearing a perfectly tailored pantsuit was pacing through their main display room while talking on the phone. 

      I confidently rubbed the silver ring still on my finger and thought I might have some negotiating leverage concerning her various holdings.

      “Excuse me ma’am?” I inquired. “Could you help me with something?”

      The woman looked up.

      “I’ll call you back,” she said before ending the phone call without waiting for a reply. Her blue eyes grew wide and focused on me. “How may I help you sir?”

      Soon, I learned that the woman’s name was Tara, she was 23 years old, and she had been a real estate broker for three years. I’d also learned that she was a Sagittarius, her favorite color was yellow (which matched her blond hair, tied back in a severe bun that begged to be shaken loose), and there was nothing on earth she desired more than to help me find a larger living space. 

      Tara had also let me sit in her incredibly comfortable office chair and leaned over me as I leafed through a thick binder filled with available rentals.

      “Oooooh...doesn’t this selection have a nice master bedroom?” she purred as I scrutinized one particular house.

      I smiled. “Yes, yes it does.”

      “There’s quite a large bed in there.”

      My smile grew larger. “You certainly can.”

      “Lots of headroom in there as well. And you know what they say. Good bed, good head.”

      Other parts of me started growing larger. I began to really like what I was looking at, rental and broker alike. 

      “Can you tell me anything more about this house?” I asked.

      “Ten thousand square feet. Six bedroom, six bath. Completely furnished. But it’s been trapped in this binder for years, I’m afraid. No one can afford the rental, Mr…?”

      “McCleary. Ronnie McCleary.”

      “No one can afford the rental, Ronnie.” Tara then began massaging my shoulders.

      I began to develop a plan. A simple one, but a plan nonetheless. I smiled at the broker.

      “Why don’t you take me up there so I can have a closer look?” I inquired.

      Tara smiled back. 

      “That sounds like a wonderful idea, Ronnie.” She unbuttoned the top button of her blouse in what was quickly becoming a familiar gesture. “Maybe while we’re up there, you can get a look at the house too.” 

      Things escalated quickly. Within forty-five minutes, Tara had driven me to the mansion and we were making out in the foyer. Her tongue, hot and soft, explored my mouth while I cradled the perfect silk-blend contours of her ass. Her hands began releasing further buttons on her blouse, but I stopped her.

      “Let’s go to the master bedroom,” I suggested. “We can christen this place properly.”

      Soon we were upstairs, exploring each other and the massive bed we’d seen together earlier. Tara finished her business with the blouse while I removed the pants that deliciously hugged her jeans and ass. Then I noticed something delightful and began wondering if Linda was the only woman in this town who wore underwear while she worked.

      Tara removed my clothes and greedily inserted my cock into her mouth, moistening my shaft with her saliva and stroking the shaft with one free hand and gently fondling my balls with the other. I lay back on the bed and arched my back against its satin sheets. Her mouth felt incredible. I reached down, grabbed her head in my hands, and held it still while I repeatedly drove my cock inside her mouth. Her hair, which had been tied back so severely, began to dishevel as a few curly locks fell in front of her face. Her beautiful eyes looked up with nothing but the desire to please me. She moaned with delight at each thrust, and it took all my focus not to come. I had to change things up.

      “Come up here, turn around and ride me,” I commanded.

      Tara then took my dick out of her mouth, gave it a slow parting lick as if it were a popsicle, and then crawled up my prone body. We kissed, and then she turned around on all fours so we were in a sixty-nine position. Her wonderful ass hovered above me, and I could smell her pussy. She was full, ripe, and pungent with lust.

      The world went away briefly as I could feel her give another lick to my rod which made my toes curl. She then crawled down my body, kneeled up on the mattress, and inserted me inside her reverse cowgirl. Her heavenly ass rested on my belly as I felt her warmth and moisture around my penis. Then she began to raise and lower her hips, all while snugly holding me with her hot, moist little cunt. Tara began to moan again as she undid her hair and let it fall around her shoulders.

      With the timing and strength of a dancer, she moved her hips into mine over and over again as I churned her. Soon, she was the one arching her back as she leaned toward me. I then grabbed her shoulders and pulled her down against me, grabbing one of her breasts and whispering hot nothings into her ear before issuing another command.

      “Lay on the mattress and let me take you from the top.”

      I then slid to the side from underneath, lifted one of her beautiful legs so our hips could face each other, and mounted her from the top. She bit her lip as her eyes lulled into the back of her head.

      “There’s no one here, Tara. I want to hear you.”

      She screamed with joy as I thrust inside her again and again. The satin sheets rippled and shone in the long-disused bedroom as I pinned her hands down on the king-sized mattress and fired my missile over and over inside her pink target. Coming inside this gorgeous woman, on top of this magnificent bed inside this incredible mansion, felt like both the longest and shortest moment of my life. It was wonderful.

      Once I was finally able to stop, I rolled off of her and we cuddled for a spell while saying nothing. Finally, Tara smiled and got off the mattress.

      “Just a sec, Ronnie. I need to get something real quick.”

      I could see her beautiful, naked body leave the bedroom briefly. She returned a moment later with something small and metallic in her hand. At first, I was afraid it was my ring, but it was still on my finger. She then tossed the mystery object on my belly before diving back onto the bed next to me.

      “It’s the keys to the house,” she said as she curled up against me and lay one of her legs over mine. “Let me in when I want so we can...christen more rooms, and you can stay here as long as you like.”

      “Need a little help with that?” asked a familiar voice from near the bedroom door.

      I got up from the bed right as Sarah, Linda, and Zoe entered the room. I was still so spent at this point that my expression was more surprised than aroused upon seeing them enter the room.

      “You were so eager to fuck your new friend that you left the door to the house unlocked,” Linda continued.

      “How did you find me?” I asked.

      “I tracked your phone’s location,” Sarah volunteered with a shy wave of her hand. “I thought you wouldn’t mind. We need to know where you are.”

      “You didn’t think we’d leave you alone for much longer, did you?” Zoe said before turning to the other blonde lying in the middle of the king-sized bed. “And who is this?”

      “My name’s Tara. I helped Ronnie find this house and christen it,” Tara replied somewhat defensively.

      Sarah, Linda, and Zoe each gave a smile in Tara’s direction.

      “We’ve all learned not to be jealous of Ronnie’s other friends,” Linda purred as she approached the corner of the bed. “Ladies, let’s christen this young lady like she helped christen the house.”

      With this generous offer, the three newcomers sauntered onto the bed next to Tara, who appeared to immediately overcome her initial trepidation and welcome them all next to her with a smile. 

      “This bed is so big!” Sarah exclaimed. “And these sheets! So…”

      “...shiny!” injertected Zoe. “They feel so good.”

      “They certainly do,” joined Linda, who bent down on all fours and began rubbing her face against the folds of satin.

      Tara’s smile broadened. “You know, the sheets feel even better when they’re against all your skin.” She then stretched out her naked body on the mattress, and soon the other three women had tossed their clothes on the bedroom floor and were stretching and twisting amidst the satin sheets like a clowder of affectionate cats.

      I grabbed a nearby chair and sat down, deciding I should take a break and enjoy the show.

      Before I knew it, Linda had crept over to where Tara was lying and began kissing her. I could see their tongues glisten as they danced in union. Meanwhile, Sarah was grabbing the two pillars that supported the bed’s canopy while lying down and tucking her beautiful, muscular legs toward her chin, and Zoe was tenderly kissing her second mouth, lapping gently at her pussy.

      Sarah began to cry and moan, which appeared to capture Tara’s attention. Tara crawled to where Sarah’s head was at the foot of the bed and began kissing her deeply, while Linda moved her face upwards between Zoe’s legs and began gently prodding her clit with the tip of her tongue.

      While I sat in the chair, I got an idea. A wonderful idea.

      “Why don’t you ladies form a circle?” I said. “The bed is certainly large enough.”

      At this suggestion, Tara disengaged from Linda, turned around and wagged her beautiful ass in front of Sarah’s face. Sarah eyed it greedily before grabbing Tara’s haunches and nuzzling her. Tara closed her eyes and let out a sudden burst of breath before guiding Linda’s hips toward her head and kissing the inside of her thighs. Linda’s mouth gaped open with pleasure before crawling over to Zoe’s waist, all while Tara continued eating her greedily.

      Soon, the women were a wreath of torsos, limbs, and heads, each communicating desire and pleasure between their open, eager, and wet mouths. In spite of everything, I could feel myself getting hard again. How could I not?

      Almost on cue, the silver ring on my hand twinkled.

      Without saying anything, I left the chair and inserted myself within the writhing farrago on the bed. Moans of pleasure gave way to moans of delight and cries of welcome as I went to Linda first, kissing her deeply. I could taste Zoe in Linda’s mouth.

      Soon, I could feel a warm mouth wrapping itself around my cock, and a soft, supple tongue licking up and down my shaft. I continued kissing Linda while reaching a hand down toward the woman who was giving me head. Feeling the tousle of short hair let me know that it was Sarah who was sucking me greedily. I pressed the back of Sarah’s head into my waist and inserted deeper into her throat.

      Warmth flooded my body as I could the contours of a second hot mouth lapping at my balls. Linda pulled away from my face long enough for Tara to begin kissing me, so the second mouth attending my package had to be Zoe. It felt unbelievable having two women on one end of me and two at the other, not to mention the five us of straining, gliding, and entwining within satin sheets. As well as the old blue futon had served me, I was glad to be coming up in the world.

      Speaking of coming up, I was beginning to feel overwhelmed by all the ladies attending me, so I decided to try something else. I gently moved Sarah and Zoe’s mouths away from my piece, gave one final kiss to Linda and Tara, and moved toward the opposite side of them, toward the headboard. Attempts to follow and caress me were gently denied but only because I had a suggestion to make.

      “Ladies,” I whispered, “face away from me and stick your beautiful peaches up in the air.”

      Soon, their four lovely asses were pointed right in my direction all in a row. Thankfully, our gigantic shared mattress could accommodate us.

      First was Zoe the cop. Her ass was raised the highest due to her being the tallest, so I pressed gently down on her hips and thrust deeply inside her wet blonde snatch. I could feel her heat and eager compliance like a wave of pleasure entering the tip of my penis and fanning out to the small of my back. I careened against and into her as she brought an arm back over her head and around my neck, tilting her face back so we could kiss. 

      I then pulled out of Zoe and went to the next girl, Tara, and penetrated her from behind. Despite fucking her the most recently, her pussy felt exotic and unfamiliar after just experiencing Zoe’s unique contours. She was tighter than Zoe, but her body felt softer. I started thinking about contrasting job-related experiences of policewomen and real estate agents and why this might be so, but eventually ceased my idiotic speculation and continued fucking Tara’s 23-year-old blonde pussy.

      Deciding it was time for a change, I disengaged from Tara and went to Linda. There was another contrast of feeling, as Linda’s age and experience meant that her timing and movements had been perfected. Her cunt felt like a warm, wet blanket that cuddled my cock, and she moved her hips around in circular motions as I darted in and out of her. As I kept going, she reached a hand behind her along the surface of the bed, and lustily dug her nails up my torso. That was the Linda I knew, and I loved it.

      Uncorking Linda like a champagne bottle, I then went over to Sarah for the finale. Variety being the spice of life, I plunged my rod deep inside her full, soft ass. Sarah didn’t seem to expect this, and she gasped with a surprise that soon gave way to delight as I plumbed deeper and deeper within her depths. Soon, I could feel pairs of arms around my body, and hot breath from all directions. The other women pushed and pulled with me, guiding me with their bodies as I entered and exited Sarah again and again. Meanwhile, Sarah – the girl who was my ring’s first conquest – began yelping like a banshee, thrusting her hips backwards into me with the timing and strength that came naturally to an experienced cyclist.

      I was somehow able to focus long enough to say the word, “Now!”, and could then feel the three other women cling onto me, pressing against me as I somehow found enough seminal fluid to shoot into Sarah again and again. Sarah arched her back and wiggled her ass from side to side, ending my orgasm with paroxysms of pleasures as my penis twitched helplessly inside her. I grabbed her breasts from behind and gently bit her shoulder while finally pulling out. She sighed with familiar contentment.

      After I had so utterly depleted myself, the five of us tangled within our satin, gloriously sticky sheets, fell asleep together. And it was the soundest sleep I had in years.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            17

          

          
            



        

      

    

    







The Magic Ring - Part Five

          

        

      

    

    
      Looking forward, there weren’t nearly as many restful nights ahead of me as I would have otherwise thought.

      At first, my new life in the mansion was incredible – I had all the space I ever could have wanted, and possessions continued to accumulate along with the women.

      Did I need new clothes? Hell yeah, I did. So I went to the local haute couture place, and before I know it some gorgeous shopgirl is following my every whim and acquiring me whatever I desire at a sweet five-finger discount. Said shopgirl, a petite stunner named Trish, also joined the rest of the girls at McCleary Mansion.

      What about transport? A quick saunter over to the local BMW dealership got me a lease on extremely friendly terms: I could have a brand new custom M4 to do with what I pleased, and all the dealer asked was that she let me live with her. Her name was Paula, and she had curves that I doubt even my new M4 could handle. On the contrary, my body loved handling them, and Paula was glad to give me plenty of opportunities to practice and perfect my handling.

      How about spending money? It was simplicity itself – all of the women who had just entered my life were professionals of various stripes who worked all sorts of hours. I had just quit the janitorial gig with Linda’s extreme blessing (many, many hours of blessings), so while some were out bringing the income in, others were with me at the house where there was always something (or someone) to do.

      The only one who didn’t work was the one who had started it all by giving me the ring in the first place, Sarah. The earnings of a bike courier couldn’t compare to what the other women were able to bring in, even counting the exorbitant tips I knew Sarah was able to procure on the open market. Rather than work, she gladly stuck around the house with me, though she did spend a lot of time on her new Peloton bike. Just because she had become a woman of leisure didn’t mean she wanted to get out of shape. 

      Soon, I began to develop a bit of a reputation about town. 

      Where I was once the loser janitor in the permanent coveralls who lived in a two hundred square foot studio, I was now the mysterious playboy who had a horde of beautiful women living with him in the most gorgeous house in a one hundred mile radius. 

      Where I was once the schmuck who took public transit to get to his dead-end job, I was now the dashing local celebrity who took a cherry red M4 to whatever high-scale restaurant I felt like having dinner that night, while having at least three gorgeous models (or policewomen, or real estate brokers, or whatever) around me, fawning on my every move and even laughing at all my jokes.

      Like the cliché goes, all the women wanted to fuck me and all the men wanted to be me. I received invitations to all sorts of gatherings of the elite, but after accepting them and indulging myself I began declining most of them. It turns out that wealthy, accomplished snobs are usually incredibly boring, and when my house was always filled with incredible women who adored me and constantly wanted to fuck, why would I ever want to go anywhere else?

      The house continued filling up with more and more women. Since most of the women slept and worked in coordinated shifts there was always room (like jell-O), but a few problems began presenting themselves.

      First of all, many of the beautiful women that had suddenly found themselves within my orbit were already in relationships when they met me and fell under my spell. Understandably, this pissed off a lot of dudes. 

      Also, it began to dawn on me that, for all of the resources and assets I had accumulated while benefiting from my ring’s thrall, I was only one man. More and more women were finding their way into my mansion and my life nearly every time I left the house. It was overwhelming and very few, if any, were able to get my attention for long. Of course, this didn’t keep me from remembering to wear the ring at all times. Too many women is a good problem to have, I say.

      However, this brings me back to the ring itself: it was an object that I had been given and not anything that I had earned. It was getting to the point that whenever I was enjoying something or someone that my recent good fortune had provided me, I was forced to confront the fact that none of these objects and none of these lovely people were all that interested in Ronnie McCleary; it was the ring that made me desirable to them. If I dared take the ring off, I knew what would happen: my house and my harem would be as remote to me as they were before I had my ring. I couldn’t give up the good things in my life, but they weren’t the unmitigated boon I initially thought they were.

      My increasingly mixed feelings came to a head one evening while I was coming up from giving face. I was relaxing in my upstairs bedroom on the giant bed with the satin sheets with my head between the lovely thighs of Trish the shopgirl. She was arching her back and grabbing onto the bed’s massive headboard as I ate her. I reached my arms up, grabbed her wrists, and pinned them down to the mattress while pressing my head on her pelvis, pinning her immobile to the bed as I continued lapping and blowing gently upon her salty treasure. She cried and writhed helplessly under my weight and strength, all with an incredibly goofy and lovable smile on her face. 

      Despite the recent misgivings concerning my good fortune, I hadn’t lost the ability to appreciate a five-foot shorty who was glad to let the man of the house eat her like a hot reuben.

      “Hey Trish, why don’t you get us two snifters of Grand Marnier?” I lazily asked her once I felt she had had enough. “I think we’ve both earned it.”

      Trish lay exhausted on the bed for a spell before breaking out in another goofy smile. She got out of bed and was walking to a nearby bar to fill our order when I heard a series of loud, urgent knocks coming from the front door.

      By the time I came downstairs (followed by a disappointed-looking Trish still holding two full glasses) I could see Zoe having an animated confrontation with some guy in the foyer.

      “I didn’t say you could enter, sir,” Zoe informed the stranger. “Leave right now or I’ll arrest you for trespassing.”

      “You’ll *arrest* me? Who the fuck do you think you are?” the man replied.

      “A cop. And a damn good one.” With this reply, Zoe whipped a hand from behind her back and quickly brought out a pair of handcuffs in a gesture I remembered seeing when we first met. “Leave Mr. McCleary’s residence. NOW.”

      At this final command, more girls entered the foyer, eyes locked on the stranger. To the left of Zoe, Paula emerged from an adjacent room and folded her arms. To the right, Linda came in holding a fresh mop (did I mention the first floor of the mansion had beautiful parquet floors, and Linda did a magnificent job cleaning them?) and offering the intruder a glare that would’ve made me shit bricks had I seen it a few months ago during one of our long-forgotten basement meetings in my old building.

      I stopped looking down at the foyer and looked over at Trish to make sure she was okay, and I swear I could see a twinge of guilt on her face.

      “Fine. I’ll leave,” the stranger conceded, moving his eyes wildly around the inside of the house. Finally, he locked his gaze in Trish’s direction.

      “There she is! That girl was my fiancee, and one day with no warning she leaves and me starts shacking up with that creep up there.”

      “That’s nice,” replied Zoe. “And now it’s time to leave.”

      “I’m not the first person this happened to!” the man continued as Zoe pushed him out the front door. “There are lots of men who’s women he’s stolen! Something fucked up is going on here!”

      “Thank you for your input. Have a nice day,” Zoe concluded before slamming the door in the man’s face.

      I turned to Trish. “Is what he said true? Were you engaged to that guy?”

      “Yeah,” Trish replied, looking at her feet like she was admitting something bad. “It was just for a while though, only two years! Then I met you and everything became clear.” Trish smiled. “I’m your girl now, Ronnie. We’re all your girls.”

      There was something about Trish’s reply that seemed to confirm several of the misgivings I’d had lately.

      I took one of the glasses out of Trish’s hand as the rest of the girls went back to whatever they were doing before the recent kerfuffle.

      “I need a bit of time alone to think, Trish. Enjoy your drink.” 

      I then shut the upstairs bedroom door and sat at the foot of my bed. Things were becoming dangerous for me. Resentment was building towards our special household within certain quarters of the town. 

      I tried to think of any way out of the situation that didn’t involve forfeiting the ring.

      I loved the ring and I loved my harem too much by this point to consider giving them up, even with the problems they were starting to present.

      Needing to unwind, I went to the corner of the bedroom where there lay an Gibson J-200 acoustic I’d picked up on one of my recent shopping trips. The person who sold me the instrument at a steep discount, a screaming hot black girl named Clarissa, had become the most recent resident of McCleary Mansion and was currently out at her job selling folks instruments at far less reasonable prices.

      My life, for all its newfound pleasure and extravagance, was getting almost predictable. Not that it wasn’t still fun, but I began to suspect that life was more fun when being adored by all the women I wanted wasn’t something I could take for granted.

      I took my new guitar to the bed and began idly strumming a few chords to get my mind off things. Soon enough, I could hear a furtive knocking at the door.

      “It’s open,” I said, not bothering to leave the bed.

      The door creeped open, and soon I could see Trish, Tara, and Paula looking at me while I continued strumming.

      “That’s beautiful,” Paula said. “What song is that?”

      “Oh, it’s nothing,” I mumbled, “Just something I like to play when I’m feeling a little sad.”

      Trish went over and sat on the bed next to me. “That’s really good, Ronnie. Could you finish it sometime? I love to sing.”

      Tara and Paula looked at each other, smiled, and said that they loved to sing too as they both came over to the bed.

      This is when I began to get an idea about what to do next, other than fuck the three girls who were now with me on my incredibly large bed.

      I waited until Clarissa got home from her job before talking about things with her, since she would probably have the most insight concerning my new plan. Once the two of us were alone in my bedroom after she got back home, I told her, while indulging her constant kisses and frequent pleas to ravish my exhausted body, that I thought the girls should form a band.

      “Form a band? What for?” Clarissa asked as she grabbed my hand and guided me toward the bed.

      “Wait a sec, baby. I need to get this out first,” I said as we sat down on the mattress.

      “Oh, I can take care of that,” Clarissa helpfully replied as she immediately began unbuttoning my designer jeans.

      “No! Not that. What I mean is, we have a bunch of beautiful women here who like to sing. I have a couple of songs I like to play. Maybe, with your knowledge and connections, we could set up a charity concert or something and dispel some of the negative energy that the community harbors towards us. I’d write it, the girls would sing it, we wouldn’t tell anyone who we were, they’d just know something big and good was going on, right?”

      Clarissa looked at me for a second before giving me a smile that told me two things: first, she thought my idea was a good one, and second, she wanted to fuck the shit out of me.

      With Clarissa’s help, we began rehearsing songs and booking a venue. Clarissa would handle most of the instrumentation on stage at a DAW, and I would be located discreetly offstage handling the guitar parts. Trish, Tara, and Paula would sing. Zoe would handle security. Trish had even designed some goofy shirts with the girls’ silhouettes on the front that Linda was selling as merch. 

      Everything for the concert came together incredibly smoothly, though I was a bit suspicious at how we seemed to be working almost exclusively with women, and whenever Clarissa ran into a roadblock with one of them, she would ask me to involve myself and smooth things over.

      Things were always smoothed over this way, and the population of McCleary Mansion grew at the same time.

      Soon enough, it was the night of the concert. I paced impatiently backstage, holding my 1958 Black Beauty Les Paul Custom (thank you Clarissa!) and waiting for the show to begin in about fifteen minutes. Trish, Tara, and Paula were backstage, nervously holding hands and doing last-minute rehearsals of harmony parts they already knew backwards and forwards. Clarissa, my acting stage manager and DAW princess, was darting from location to location making sure everything was coordinated.

      It seemed like the concert was going to go off without a hitch, but at no point in the preparation process had I been able to shake the feeling that I was a fraud; the only thing that enabled any of this to be possible – the concert, the possessions, the women – was my silver ring. It all had nothing to do with me.

      In this final moment of self-doubt, I felt a little tap on my shoulder. I turned around and saw it was Sarah, smiling at me with her black lipstick and big green eyes like she always had.

      “Ready Ronnie?” Sarah asked.

      I tried to push aside my self-doubt.

      “About as ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied. “I gotta say that, even though I’m not even appearing on stage, I’m a little nervous.”

      “You’ll do great, Ronnie. I know you will,” Sarah said sweetly. “Oh, before you perform there’s something I want to give you. I meant to give it to you the same time when I gave you the ring, but I guess I left this card in my pocket and then...got distracted.”

      With this odd comment, Sarah took a small piece of paper and extended it to me. I grabbed it and read the following:

      

      “Dear Ronnie,

      

      You need to learn to believe in yourself. There’s at least one cute girl out there who thinks you’re cool. Wear this ring and remember that.

      

      Signed,

      

      A Secret Admirer”

      

      I stared at the card and what it meant with open-mouthed shock. 

      “Wait a sec,” I stammered, “Do you mean to tell me that my ring was from YOU?”

      Sarah nodded.

      “I read about these rings and whatever bullshit powers they supposedly possessed, and thought that whatever the truth was, you could use one. I’ve always thought you were cool, Ronnie. You just needed to understand that somehow.”

      “So you thought to give me this ring before you ever saw one in person?”

      “Yup. I’d never seen this sort of the ring before, with its weird reputation and whatnot, and thought on a lark I’d give one to this weird guy I liked from afar and see what happened. I guess a lot happened, huh?”

      I nodded like a moron as Sarah continued.

      “I’m sorry not telling you earlier about this, but I thought you knew the ring was from me anyway based on...what happened right after you got it.” 

      Sarah then let out a nervous laugh that I found enrapturing.

      “Then all these girls wanted to be in your orbit, and I was so happy for you that people finally started to appreciate the Ronnie that I’d always liked from a distance.”

      YOU HAVE GOT TO BE SHITTING ME, I thought. 

      “I’m glad we’re close now, Ronnie. And you’re gonna do great tonight. All you need to do is relax.”

      With this, Sarah kneeled down and began undoing my pants. Not being a complete idiot, I disengaged myself from my electric guitar and laid it to the side.

      Soon, Sarah was sucking my cock like it had a tootsie roll center. I was going wild with pleasure, and combing my hands through her short, bright red hair while she deep-throated my rod, occasionally taking the time to lick from the base of my sack all the way to my tip, making pleasure surge within and out of me. I came deep inside her mouth as she rubbed my balls, and she continued to gently suckle my dick as final spasms of pleasure rippled within me. 

      “Places, everyone!” I heard Clarissa yell as I struggled to regain focus. “We’re on in thirty seconds!”

      Sarah helpfully got my guitar as I put my pants back on. I was ready to rock.

      “Knock ‘em dead, Ronnie,” Sarah purred.

      The concert began. The four girls on stage killed it for song after song. I did not fuck up any of my guitar parts. The crowd was going wild, cheering and clapping like they already knew all the songs for years. 

      After six songs, I decided to enter the stage and take a bit of credit for what was going on. The girls were surprised, but covered my unrehearsed entrance with aplomb.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, the mastermind of tonight’s event: songwriter and guitarist extraordinaire, Ronnie McCleary!” Clarissa called into a mic from behind her bank of stage equipment.

      Trish, Tara, and Paula all turned toward me, smiled, and began applauding.

      The crowd went wild. It was the happiest moment of my life.

      At this moment of personal realization, I noticed an odd surge toward the front of the venue, as waves of people attempted to get closer to the stage. Soon, I realized that all of these people were women. A millisecond after seeing this, I saw that all these women were in various stages of undress.

      Soon, one of these women had climbed on the stage completely naked and draped her arms around me. More naked women were climbing onto the stage.

      Rather than be shocked by this breach of decorum, my four bandmates were soon removing their clothes as well and heading in my direction.

      I was eventually knocked down to the ground as two women grabbed my legs and another climbed between them and began kissing me. They were soon joined by others. I wasn’t able to count them all.

      The last thing I remember before giving myself over to a happy lifetime of orgiastic extravagance was my ring glittering under the lights of the stage.
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The Magic Glasses - Part One

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’re insane, Elliot. Lots of luck, but I think you’re nuts.”

      That’s what Rob, my supposedly best friend (and only friend) told me when I told him my plan on how to spend my last five hundred dollars. He was talking me out to lunch at one of those pretentious places that serve avocado toast for twenty bucks. Said he couldn’t stand the idea of me eating nothing but ramen for a fifth consecutive day. I appreciate the guy wanting to help me out, but charity becomes condescension real quick with some folks.

      “Fine, you can think I’m insane,” I replied while showing an overpriced panini down my gullet like a goose eating a fish. “You can think anything you want about me as long as you give me a ride to the public storage.”

      Rob kept on like I hadn’t said anything.

      “I mean, you only have what...five hundred bucks in savings?”

      “About that, yeah,” I replied defensively.

      Rob sipped his Perrier with the even pace of someone who didn’t have to worry about where his next meal came from.

      “And how much is one of these storage units going to go for at auction? About five hundred bucks, right?”

      “The sort that I can afford, yeah.”

      “So why’re you putting all your eggs in one basket?”

      I grabbed a handful of fries (excuse me, pomme frites) and shoved them in my mouth before answering my friend’s question.

      “Because I haven’t had a job in six months, I’ve already sold nearly everything I own except the clothes I’m wearing, and five hundred dollars won’t cover next month’s rent. I need to make an investment if I’m not going to end up on the street. At least something in one of those storage units will give me something to work with.”

      Rob looked at me like I’d just explained how pigs are paragons of aerodynamics, and shook his head before taking another sip of mineral water.

      “You’re insane, Elliot. Lots of luck, but…”

      “...you think I’m nuts, I understand. Are you going to finish that?”

      One second after Rob shook his head, I grabbed the remaining slice of avocado toast from his plate and practically swallowed it whole.

      Thankfully, the public storage was only ten minutes away from where we were eating, so that was the duration of time I had to continue tolerating Rob’s skeptical attitude once lunch was over.

      “Want me to stick around? Give you a ride back?” Rob asked as we pulled in front of a large sign reading NORTHSIDE STORAGE in large block letters.

      “Nah, I think I’m going to walk around and get my bearings before making my move. I’ll give you a call if anything happens.” 

      The fact is, I was planning on sleeping in the storage unit that night since they’d turned off my heat in the apartment, and I’d heard the storage units at Northside were climate controlled.

      “OK. Good luck.” Rob restricted himself to one skeptically raised eyebrow before driving away. 

      It was now just me and destiny. As if to live up to this conceit, I bid aggressively on the first sealed storage unit I saw that drew a crowd. Unfortunately for me, there were a couple of people in the crowd ready to pluck the pigeon, and before I knew it I had reached my five hundred dollar limit in terms of bidding. I could feel several knowing smiles in my direction from the grizzled faces in the crowd. Competing bids had suddenly stopped as if by magic.

      “Sold! To the eager gentleman! Unit #347 for five hundred dollars!” exclaimed the auctioneer, sealing my fate. I handed the auctioneer my last remaining cash, the lockbreaker was brought out and the contents of my new storage locker were unveiled as the crowd followed the auctioneer and left me alone with my winnings.

      The storage locker’s contents were as follows:

      There was a worn leather backpack that looked like it hadn’t been used since Gehrig played for the Yankees.

       On top of the backpack was a dusty journal that was probably used to score Gehrig’s final game.

      Next to these two ancient, disused items were a pair of wire-rim glasses wrapped in a silk pouch. Unlike the other two items, both the glasses and the silk pouch looked like they were free from the ravages of time.

      There were no other items in the locker other than a few decades’ accumulation of dust and cobwebs. The glasses appeared to be the cleanest, so I picked them up first.

      They were simple and black, with gold highlights on the rims that surrounded circular lenses. I thought they looked like the kind of glasses John Lennon would’ve worn.

      “Enjoying your prize?” queried a voice behind me.

      I turned around and saw a beautiful girl with curly brown hair, wearing jean cutoffs and a white t-shirt that had “NORTHSIDE STORAGE” in firm, black lettering similar to what I saw on the sign out front.

      “Um, I don’t know yet. Just seeing what it is I got,” I replied limply.

      “Well, it doesn’t look like you have much,” the girl replied as she sauntered around the mostly empty space of my new storage locker. “I grew up around auctions like these, and this is one of the scarcest wins I’ve seen.”

      “Is that a fact?” I stammered. “Are you a fan of storage auctions or something?”

      “Not really. My dad runs this place, so I’ve had plenty of opportunities to see suckers like you get fleeced.”

      This got me defensive, so I thought I’d rely on a bit of self-deprecating joking to lighten the mood. 

      “I wasn’t fleeced! Why, I’m sure these glasses alone are worth a fortune. Look!”

      Grabbing the wire-rims, I gave them a quick polish on my shirt before putting them on. I continued my banter, but couldn’t help but notice how everything appeared a little sharper and more vivid from behind the lenses. The judgmental vixen I had just encountered looked particularly good with the glasses on.

      “See?” I continued. “Don’t I look magnificent with these on? I’m sure I can resell these for a few hundred, and then…”

      I trailed off when I saw the girl grab the latch at the top of the storage locker’s door and slam it shut. I was about to ask her what she was doing, but shortly after entering complete darkness the girl activated a light switch, bathing the two of us in a soft, orange light.

      All through this, the girl never broke eye contact. She was staring right at me with her big, gorgeous brown eyes.

      “You’re quite a good looking man,” she said listlessly. “I was just joking earlier – I actually think you’ve made quite a sound investment with this space. Those glasses look great on you.”

      I eyed this beautiful creature skeptically, unsure if she was being sarcastic or not. She proved her sincerity by standing next to me and putting her arms around my neck.

      “Put a baby in me,” the girl said demandingly. “I’m eighteen, in the prime of life, and I’ve gotta get away from this place. Let’s start a family. NOW.”

      The girl – whose name I still didn’t know – crowned this list of demands by giving me a full kiss on the mouth. I felt her warm tongue feverishly explore every corner of my mouth with a mixture of confusion and pleasure.

      “Wait a second,” I said, allowing myself just enough executive function to ask for more information before giving in to my desire. “I don’t even know your name.”

      “My name’s Tiffany. Now shut up and fuck me.”

      I began to comply, kissing her again while putting my hands on her firm, round breasts. Her nipples were as erect as I was, but were soon out of reach as she went to her knees and began unbuttoning my jeans.

      She eagerly put my cock in her mouth. The warmth of the tongue I had just felt in my mouth was now lapping the tip of my penis, which sent thrills through my body. Tiffany’s brown eyes looked up at me with eager lust, and she moved her head back and forth, repeatedly having me enter her mouth while she emitted a happy, low moan. The vibration of her full lips against my shaft made me go weak in the knees, and I felt about ready to blow my load inside her hot mouth.

      As if sensing my incoming climax, she put my cock out of her mouth, stood up, and hotly whispered in my ear, “Take my clothes off and fuck me. Please.”

      She raised her arms compliantly above her head, and I removed the t-shirt that advertised her father’s business, exposing a simple white bra underneath. I kissed her again while moving my arms around her back, undoing the latches of her undergarment while feeling the heat of the hot, young body that pressed against mine with such supple compliance. Tossing her bra onto the floor, I inserted one of her nipples inside my mouth, massaging its pert fullness with my tongue. Tiffany gasped as she helped me remove my shirt.

      Soon, her cutoffs were also on the floor next to my underwear. The lips of her pussy clung to her white panties with hot, briny moisture. It was clear that she wanted me inside her. I barely had time to pull Tiffany’s panties down to her knees before she grabbed my shaft, and with a defiant grin guided my cock inside her. I lost myself in her warm, moist body. She let out of a cry of delight as I grabbed her firm, round ass and lifted her against me, having my penis enter her deeply.

      “Yes,” Tiffany whispered against my ear. “Put it in me deep. Give me that baby. Get...me...out...of...here.” With each word that Tiffany commanded me with, I moved as deeply as I could inside this girl. I tried fucking her so deeply, part of me expected my cock to come out her mouth and poke me in the eye.

      “Lay me down on the ground,” Tiffany said. “You can get even deeper inside me that way.”

      I gingerly lay her down on the smooth concrete of the storage unit. Tiffany’s beautiful, wide hips lay against the cold floor as I thrust again inside her, driving my hips against hers and driving my dick as far as she would allow me. I could feel Tiffany’s hands grab my ass and press me greedily up inside of her.

      “Do it again! Keep doing it! Deeper!” Tiffany commanded. Her eyes burned with determination and twinkled ferociously under the soft, meager light of the storage unit. “Give me a child!”

      I kept driving inside Tiffany as I heeded her command. Her legs began to kick wildly, and she soon wrapped them behind my back while pulling her hips up, over and over, against mine. I moved my hands down to the supple flesh of her haunches, and drove her against me in time with our thrusts.

      As bizarre as this circumstance seemed, Tiffany was too hot and eager to resist. Her beautiful body seemed to fuse into mine as my body melted into hers. I kissed her again and bit her ear as unbelievable pleasure soared down my back and into my penis. I was about to give her what she wanted.

      “Yes! Shoot it into me! Come inside me, baby,” Tiffany begged, arching her back so I would have no choice but come inside her as deeply as possible.

      I moaned with uncontrollable passion as I had the greatest, longest orgasm of my life.. Over and over, I could feel my hot semen entering the girl’s body in time with bursts of joyful sensation, and with each spasm of my erection Tiffany said the word, “Yes!”

      Once I was finally finished, we both lay on the floor in each other’s arms, both completely spent. After such a sudden eruption of passion and pleasure with someone whom I had known for all of half an hour, there only seemed one appropriate thing I could say:

      “My name’s Elliot, by the way.”

      Fifteen minutes later, I fucked Tiffany again. Twenty minutes after that, we fucked for a third time. We had sex for hours – it was like she wanted me to come inside her as many times as I could.

      After the fifth time (Tiffany was inspiring that way), she pulled herself away from me and began putting her clothes back on.

      “Shit, I need to go. This place is about to close, and I need to get a ride home with Dad. He’s going to wonder where I’ve been all day if I don’t get a move on now.”

      I didn’t know if I had the energy to get myself off the floor any longer, so I kept laying on the ground and deferring this question as long as I could. 

      Tiffany looked at me with a smile. 

      “Yeah, you probably shouldn’t get up,” she said. “You’re going to need your rest for when we do this again.” She then bent down and gave me one long, last kiss before leaving the storage unit.

      My storage unit.

      I lay back on the floor and stretched out, noticing with some curiosity that I still had the glasses on my head. Must’ve had them on the whole time, I thought. I used my last remaining shreds of energy to take the glasses off and put them back in their silk case before rolling over and sleeping for the next sixteen hours.

      I woke up the next day, still completely confused and bewildered from the previous day’s events. My back was sore from sleeping on the flat, concrete floor of the storage unit, but I didn’t really mind. The locker was still warmer than my apartment, and I had just fucked an incredibly hot girl. Things were looking up.

      It seemed a good idea to test my new possessions in the wider world, so I carefully cleaned my ancient backpack, popped the journal inside, and donned my new glasses again. I didn’t feel like calling Rob for a ride, so I just walked around the city looking at my surroundings through my newly acquired accessories.

      As before, the glasses appeared to give the world more clarity, with colors in particular feeling more vibrant and immediate. It was almost like that one time Rob and I did mushrooms in high school, except I didn’t feel any need to strip to the waist and sing “Bohemian Rhapsody.”

      A couple of strange things did happen though.

      First of all, I noticed a very attractive woman out on her morning jog through the city. Moreover, she appeared to notice me. Over the course of six blocks, I swear the woman followed me from thirty feet behind. No matter how random I made my turns or how slow I moved, she was always behind me as if I were somehow anticipating her route. Or she was following me for some reason.

      Eventually I got a little unnerved, and ducked in a nearby coffee joint to see what happened. After sitting down on a table, I looked out the front windows from the corner of my eye until the jogger appeared in front of them. She jogged in place for a brief period, glanced briefly through the front window as if she were looking for someone, and then continued jogging in the same direction while shaking her head. 

      Quite strange, I thought. 

      I then got up from the table and approached the barista, a voluptuous stunner with adorable red bangs that shone like a sunset from the other side of my glasses. She was also wearing a black apron that hugged her curves in a more invigorating manner than any of her drinks were capable of. Thankfully, I didn’t have the reservoir of baby batter clogging my brain that I had twenty-four hours before, so I was able to make some attempt to conduct commerce with this cutie without making too great a fool of myself.

      “Uh, yeah, I’d like to get a large drip with an extra shot, please.” 

      The barista stared at me for a few seconds before breaking out with a soft, welcoming smile.

      “My name’s Katie.”

      This sentence flummoxed me since it seemed to have nothing to do with exchanging legal tender for caffeinated beverages. Thankfully, Katie continued.

      “Looks like you could use a pick-me-up. Consider this one free of charge.”

      She then turned to make my drink, and my confusion at the sudden outbreak of charity by this stranger was supplanted by a simple appreciation for the juicy ass I suddenly had a front row seat to.

      After Katie finished making my drink (and I finished ogling all her goodies, front and back) she handed me the beverage along with the receipt. There was something extra written on the latter. It was a phone number.

      “Don’t be a stranger, hon,” Katie said as she turned (with some effort?) to service the customer behind me in line.

      I sat at a small table in the venue and attempted to collect my thoughts. Without really thinking, I opened my backpack and brought out the journal I had just purchased, hoping for some clue to understanding the new, bizarre items I had recently procured.

      The journal was filled with leafs of aged, yellowed paper that were completely blank save the first page. On this page, a few sentences were written in a manic, spidery scrawl in block letters:

      

      “THEY DON’T SEE YOU. THEY SEE THEIR DREAM. THE GLASSES TUNE DESIRE INTO OBSESSION.”

      

      I tried to think about what this could possibly signify, but was distracted by the reappearance of the jogger outside. She had jogged backward into the window’s frame, and was now jogging in place, looking in my direction and smiling.

      Turning my head the other direction, I could see that Katie was also dreamily looking at me as customer’s began to complain why she wasn’t paying any attention to them.

      I could feel warmth from the glasses' temples on either side of my head. I didn’t dare take them off at this point.

      I started to suspect that I had made an outstanding investment with my last five hundred dollars after all.
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The Magic Glasses - Part Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Despite my recent confidence in my new investment, and the hot, voluptuous returns I was already beginning to witness, I was running extremely low on capital of an even more liquid variety. As in, if I saw a dime on the ground and picked it up, my savings account suddenly had the potential to increase by several percent.

      My last five hundred dollars had gone into the storage space and its contents, and rent was due in three days. I needed to think of something.

      Thankfully, there was my great aunt Gretel. After my parents kicked the bucket, she was the one relative who continued supporting me and showing even a nominal interest in my life. During difficult times, she provided me with room and board while I got back on my feet. Unfortunately, since she moved to her retirement home these two options were off the table. 

      However, she also had a track record for lending me money. I had a slightly spottier record for paying it back.

      I scrambled back to my apartment, combed my hair, brushed my teeth, and put on some of my shabbier clothes, attempting to strike the most promising balance between “good kid” and “down and out” that would make my financial entreaties most sympathetic. I then made my way to the retirement home, carrying my backpack, journal, and glasses with me. These possessions had already become too valuable to me to leave them to the tender mercies of my chilly apartment, or even the slightly warmer storage locker that was still redolent with the unmistakable scent of hot fucking.

      Speaking of hot fucking, I took care not to wear my new glasses in the retirement home. I’m not that kind of a guy.

      Anyways, a few knocks on Gretel’s door gave the familiar sing-song reply, “Who issssss it?”

      “It’s me, Aunt Gretel. Your favorite nephew, Elllllioooooot,” I sang back.

      Aunt Gretel opened the door. She was a quite short, quite old woman, wearing several layers of clothing even though the thermostat at the retirement home remained pinned to a solid 76 degrees. I loved my great aunt, but every visit to her brought a constant struggle against the overpowering urge to curl up and take a nap.

      It was easy enough to stay awake on this day, however. I noted with some slight alarm that Aunt Gretel did not appear particularly pleased to see me. 

      “It’s you,” she said perfunctorily. “I suppose I should let you in.” With this, the old woman stepped aside and let me enter the few small rooms in which she was running out the clock on her golden years.

      “Would you like some tea?” she asked while ducking into her kitchen nook. “I’m going to get some tea.”

      “No thank you,” I dutifully replied. “How are you doing?”

      “I’m eighty-four years old, most of the people I love are dead, and those who remain want things from me,” she replied listlessly while preparing a cup of Earl Grey. “I used to think this was preferable to being dead, but I have begun to have my doubts. And you?”

      “Eighty-five.”

      “What?”

      “Aren’t you eighty-five, Aunt Gretel?”

      There was a pause while some arithmetic was attempted.

      “Oh yes, eighty-five. Thank you, nephew.”

      I could tell when Aunt Gretel was peeved at me because she stopped calling me by my given name and simply referred to me as “nephew,” which made me indistinguishable from about eight-hundred other people in her extended family. I also noticed that the tea was taking a bit of time for her to make, and out of the corner of my eye I couldn't help but see that she was pouring something into the tea.

      It was time to properly answer her question.

      “Oh, I’ve been better I suppose. I just got done…um…”

      My brain scrambled for a subterfuge and found one.

      “...exercising, trying to stay in shape while still looking for work.”

      “Ah,” signed my aunt as she sat across from me with her tea. I could smell a familiar odor of wood barrels and fermented corn rising from the cup, and noted that, if I were (un)fortunate enough to make it to eighty-five, I will surely do the same thing at every opportunity.

      My aunt appeared to read my thoughts and once again offered me tea, this time with a slightly friendlier tone. I again declined, but only because I wanted to be on top of my game with this old bird.

      “So,” my aunt continued, “You want to borrow money from me again, right?”

      My aunt knew me very well. I nodded.

      “I’m afraid I can’t, Elliot. I’m too old to lend money anymore. It’s getting so I can barely afford...tea. Anything I give anyone, let alone you, is treated as spent money.”

      I could say nothing. She had me pegged. I started to regret declining her offer for a hot mixed beverage.

      She sat up straighter in her chair and continued, “How do I know that the money I give you won’t be wasted? Again? You must build yourself a foundation first. Get a better job. Get any job. You’re barely surviving now, and my lending you money won’t change that unless you change.”

      There was nothing I could say. I knew she was right and embarrassedly looked at my shoes. This seemed to cheer the sour old codger up, and she continued in more pleasant tones.

      “Say, there’s an old colleague of mine I just talked to the other day. She’s one of the very few people I love who is both alive and not asking me for a loan. She works at the university and told me she was looking for part-time help organizing archives.”

      I looked up. As much as I despised work, I despised my present circumstances even more. My aunt saw the promise in my eyes and smiled as she continued to speak.

      “I think you might look into it, Elliot. She’s a nice gal, and if you’re able to get something steady going with her, maybe I’ll be more apt to give you a loan since there’s some hope you might pay me back this century, not like I’ll be around for it.”

      With this hopeful comment, my great aunt took a long, deep gulp from her teacup that drained it dry.

      Immediately after finishing my visit with my aunt, I walked to the university to hunt down the job recommendation I had just received. The available facts were these: my aunt’s friend was named Jessa Boykins, she had a Ph.D. in cultural anthropology, and she apparently needed help organizing archives that were no doubt as dusty as she herself was. 

      Aunt Gretel called ahead so the good doctor would know to expect me. Loan or no, I still love that old gal.

      After negotiating a labyrinth of hallways and undergraduates, I found a heavy wooden door with “DR. JESSA BOYKINS – ANTHROPOLOGY” stenciled on a frosted window. The door had a layer of silt on it, and that and the stray cobwebs along its hinges gave the impression that the door was not opened very often. Nevertheless, I needed money, so I knocked. After a delay of a good thirty seconds, the door was opened.

      Before me stood a quite attractive middle aged woman wearing a white blouse and tight knee-length black skirt with her brown hair tied back in a severe ponytail. Any thoughts of taming this wild cougar began to wilt under the stare of her cold, blue eyes.

      “Hello, um, is this Ms. Boykins’s office?” I stammered.

      “*Doctor* Boykins, and obviously,” she replied, tilting her head toward the writing on the door. “How may I help you?”

      “I heard you needed help organizing archives?”

      The woman greeted my question with a similar facial expression to one she would have if I had loudly farted. Eventually, her look faded and the interrogation continued.

      “You’re Gretel’s nephew?”

      “*Great* nephew, and yes.” 

      The woman’s face seemed to encounter more imaginary flatulence.

      “Oh boy. OK. Sit down please.”

      The woman then turned her back to me and, to my surprise, went behind a large desk covered in books and documents and sat down. After admiring the way her black shirt hugged the lift of her firm, ripe tush, I entered the office, its walls covered in bookshelves filled with disorganized manuscripts and sheets of paper, and sat down in the nearest chair that wasn’t buried in the same.

      “Excuse me, but are *you* Dr. Boykins?”

      “Yes,” she replied. “Who else?” 

      Fair enough.

      “Did you bring your resume?” she queried.

      “No.”

      “References?”

      “Only my aunt.”

      Dr. Boykins rolled her eyes. 

      “What’s in the bag then?”

      “Oh, nothing. Just a journal and, uh, some glasses.”

      The doctor shifted impatiently in her seat.

      “What’s in the journal?”

      I lied and said that the journal was completely blank. Close enough.

      She continued. “So, you come to a job interview without a resume or any references save your great aunt, but you bring a bag containing a journal you don’t write in and glasses you aren’t wearing. Are you capable of doing anything correctly?”

      I began to suspect that I wasn’t going to get the job. My dawning suspicion was seemingly confirmed with a knowing sneer from the good doctor as she kept speaking.

      “What you lack, among other things, is initiative. Maybe you’ll be able to see the world more clearly if you actually bother to wear the glasses that you’ve taken such pains to bring to me.”

      With this, Dr. Boykins got up, went to my bag, fished out the silk pouch that contained my glasses, and put them on my face.

      “There. Maybe now you’ll be a little more…” 

      The doctor’s haranguing trailed off into nothingness. She simply stood there in her tight black skirt and white blouse and gazed at me while I continued to sit stupidly in her office and wonder whether I was getting a job or not.

      Finally, she emerged from her silence.

      “Yes, that’s much better,” she said in a slightly dazed tone. “With your glasses on, you’re better equipped to help me with my fieldwork.”

      “Fieldwork?” I asked. “I thought you needed help organizing some sort of archive.”

      The doctor walked behind my chair so I could no longer see her.

      “Oh, yes. There’s that, but I could also use a research assistant for my study of fertility archetypes. Organizing the archives would have the additional virtue of familiarizing you with my field of work.”

      When she said the word ‘virtue’ I could feel her small, strong hands beginning to massage my shoulders. I would have thought this was wildly inappropriate, but that woman looked good in a skirt so I let her continue.

      “You see Elliot, I think it assists insight if there exists symbolic resonance between subject and researcher.”

      Without turning around, I could tell that Dr. Boykins was bending down and talking closely into my ear. I imagined she could have bitten her earlobe without moving, and the idea started to get me hot.

      As if on cue, the doctor spun my chair around so I faced her. The top three buttons of her blouse were unbuttoned, and her brown hair hung loosely around her shoulders.

      “Since my research is in fertility archetypes through different cultures, I’d say that learning is doing,” murmured Dr. Boykins. “And now, Elliot, I want you to do me. Let’s learn together.”

      With this, the doctor sat down on my lap while facing me and gave me a long, hot kiss. I immediately got hard and returned her kiss, letting our tongues dance while I grabbed her ass and pressed her hips into mine. 

      I wanted her to know that I was ready for research. The doctor knew I was happy to see her and smiled.

      “First things…first...most mating rituals…begin...with a form of...introduction. My name is Jessa...Dr. Boykins if you’re nasty…”

      Jessa said this through a storm of kissing as she began removing her clothes. I appreciated her little song reference and began removing my clothes to show my appreciation.

      “Glad to meet you, Jessa,” I returned while putting my hand between her legs and rubbing her warmth gently. “My name’s Elliot.”

      “Mmmmmmmmm…now that we’re introduced...there should be...an exchange...to establish trust…” 

      By this time, the two of us were naked yet still in the office chair. We were kissing while I was continuing to pet her, rubbing my hand against the blossoming heat of her trimmed thatch. She closed her eyes and bit her lip.

      “Thank you Elliot. Now let me continue the exchange.”

      With this, she slid down between my legs so she was kneeling on the floor while I remained in the chair. Then, she grabbed my cock and brought just the tip of it into her mouth, suckling the head while stroking the shaft with one hand and softly rubbing my balls with the other. 

      It felt incredible. However good she had felt earlier, I was definitely getting the better of the exchange. She spat on her hand and continued to stroke me like a jackhammer as I felt her hot tongue massaging my tip. Her brown eyes looked up at me the whole time, as if she were studying my reaction.

      She stopped suckling my cock but kept stroking my shaft while continuing her discourse.

      “So, now that we’ve established trust through exchange, it is generally time for us to adopt roles, and bring our physical dialectic to a climax. Are you following me, Elliot?”

      I couldn’t respond coherently since each quick movement of her hand caused a lightning of pleasure to surge through my penis, so I just moaned and hoped she would understand. 

      She did.

      “Good. At this point, there is generally an active, penetrative role and a submissive, penetrated one. For ease of research and congress, I will assume the former and you will assume the latter, yes?”

      I moaned again as her hands made my dick harder than base-1 arithmetic.

      “So do it, Elliot. For the sake of our research, take over.”

      Through spikes of erotic pleasure, I was able to focus long enough to give this hot little academic my first command.

      “Turn around...and get on the ground...on all fours.”

      She complied. Soon, I could see the fine muscles of her arched back, her brown hair flowing over them, and her beautiful tight ass staring right up at me. I then got out of the chair while on my knees, grabbed her hips, and smoothly put my dick into her while pulling her towards me. I could feel her hot cunt greedily hug my shaft, and she let out a little squeak of pleasure that belied both her station and her age.

      I kept driving inside of her and she kept squeaking, eventually driving her onto her belly. She parted her thighs and I lifted her hips above the floor so I could stay nice and deep inside of her each time I entered. However, this made my arms tired.

      “Move around onto your back,” I said.

      She whipped around, and I could see her soft, small breasts with pinpoint areolae rock up and down with each breath. Her lovely body was warm and eager for me as her toned thighs parted, and her intelligent face was dominated by a grin that could only be described as euphoric. I pinned her arms to the floor and entered her again.

      “Oh….excellent….work!” she cried out. “I know...some colleagues...who would looooooove...to conduct...peer…review…” Dr. Boykins gasped out while clutching at my back and driving my hips rhythmically inside of her.

      This appraisal of my research methods was cut short by a series of orgiastic cries from her hot, wet mouth. I could feel pleasure and power surging through my cock, and each time I plunged in her pussy it felt like I was gaining strength. Nothing existed except the power and sensation inside my cock and the pleasure the good doctor was experiencing from said cock. This satisfaction in my work kept me hard and strong, and I drove inside her again and again. Her snug, wet warmth gripped me and refused to let me go.

      The bookshelves of her office began to shake. Scattered papers began to fall upon the floor. 

      I quickened my pace and alternated how deep I went inside her, and she welcomed this change of pace by opening her eyes wide and mouthing words to me. I believe the words were “do it” or something to that effect, but her quickening breath made it impossible for her to be intelligible.

      It was time to come inside this brainy cougar.

      With one sustained burst of energy, I pressed deep against her and shot rope after rope of semen into her belly. The pleasure was overwhelming, and my penis twitched inside her heat for what felt like minutes. She wrapped her legs around my waist and moved her hips upwards, as if her pussy were a hungry mouth wanting to suck every last drop out of me. I tilted my head back as we both ecstatically moaned in lulling harmony. Pulling out of her felt like leaving home.

      The whole time, I’d managed to keep my glasses on.

      When we were finally finished, we lay together exhausted in the middle of a mess of papers that were scattered on the floor of the office. 

      “That was...fascinating,” Dr. Boykins said somewhat dreamily. “I really must study you further.”

      With this comment, Dr. Boykins got up and went to the computer on her desk. After a few minutes of furious nude typing, she printed out a document and presented it to me.

      “It’s a revised syllabus in light of recent...breakthroughs in research,” she explained. “There’s also a schedule of private sessions for the two of us to continue our dialectic under this new paradigm.”

      I stared stupidly at the document I had just been handed and then looked up at the small, incredibly sexy naked woman standing above me and asked her a question.

      “So, can I have an advance on my salary?”

      Jessa readily agreed, and I immediately put back on my clothes, grabbed my bag, and left the office before more research could be foisted upon me. 

      I had a landlord to pay money to.
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The Magic Glasses - Part Three

          

        

      

    

    
      I left the university in some haste, flush with the advance I’d just received from Dr. Boykins. I knew that my landlord wasn’t going to be as accommodating to my financial situation as the professor was, and would expect the money I owed him to be paid today if not sooner. He was a large, greasy fellow named Louie Talco – a sweaty, antisocial mess in a perpetually stained wifebeater. He was just the sort of person you imagined would be an unsympathetic landlord for the kind of shitty apartment I was stuck in.

      The outdoor sun was sweltering and I could feel the muck accumulate beneath my clothes, so I thought I would briefly duck inside my abode and take a quick shower before meeting Mr. Talco. It makes me feel good to have a hygienic advantage on those I give money to so I can keep some sort of dignity through the process.

      I ducked into my petite studio unit (which lacked air conditioning as well as heat – if only my heated storage unit came with a shower) and took a long, languid shower while attempting to process the incredible, exhausting, wonderful experiences of the day since I acquired my glasses. All I was able to figure out was that, while putting the glasses on, I had had a lot of sex with women who seemed ready to give me money and storage spaces in return for it. Things were looking up, but this also seemed like too triumphant an association to overanalyze, so I washed the accumulated filth off my body while happily wondering what else the rest of the day was going to bring.

      After finishing the scrub and rinse, I was leaving the shower with a towel wrapped around my naughty bits when I heard a noise from the main room of the studio where my life’s few possessions were contained.

      Not knowing if it was a large rat or a small burglar, I desperately looked around my bathroom for some sort of force multiplier and had to settle for the ol’ plumber’s helper. If the noise were vermin, I could severely inconvenience the animal with a pliant thrashing from the rubber end.. If the noise were a hominid, I could send the intruder into pales of laughter that would neutralize it.

      Before leaving the bathroom with my plunger and confronting destiny, I grabbed the glasses I had just acquired off the sink and put them on as well. The glasses had clearly shown themselves to have several incredible powers – perhaps they would have some magic power over unwanted visitors as well.

      Entering the main room with nothing but a towel, my glasses, and a force cup to protect me, I found myself encountered with an adorable-looking blonde woman rifling through my few possessions as if she were looking for something. I would’ve been startled if she weren’t so attractive so I was able to keep my towel. 

      She saw me and, sure enough, worked ineptly to stifle a giggle.

      “Excuse me,” I said, lowering my plunger on the assumption that this cutie wasn’t a threat to my existence or my property. “What are you doing in my apartment?”

      The girl stopped tittering long enough to reply, but kept rummaging through my things and not even dignifying me with eye contact.

      “It’s my dad’s building, so this is actually his apartment. I’m assuming you’re Elliot Winkler, the tenant?”

      I told her I was.

      “Well, I don’t mean to frighten you,” she continued before pausing to stifle another giggle. “But, um, your rent is overdue and my dad’s away on one of his other business ventures, so it’s my job to collect what’s overdue from everyone here.” 

      She punctuated this answer by bending down and rifling through my sofa for loose change.

      “So you just break into our apartments and rifle through our possessions?” I queried while raising my plunger aggressively, realizing that this hottie was a threat to my possessions after all.

      “Like I said, it’s my dad’s apartment, and any possessions therein are treated as collateral toward the money owed,” she replied blandly while turning over my cushions. “It’s kinda like a storage locker that way. While you owe us money, anything inside one of these units is ours until outstanding debts are settled. It’s all detailed in the lease you signed.”

      I vaguely remembered some rambling, indecipherable document in eight-point font that was handed to me the day I met Mr. Falco and moved in. Of course I didn’t read it. Who the hell does?

      But the storage locker comparison brought to mind recent happy memories. I stared at this strange girl’s ass as she dug for treasure within my furniture, adjusted the glasses on my face, and decided to shoot my shot.

      “So, what’s your name?”

      “My name is none of your concern,” a voice behind the ass replied as the woman continued fishing for pennies, “All you need to know is that, as an emissary of the designated landlord on your lease, I am entitled to recoup outstanding debts to the fullest extent of my person and the law.”

      The woman then stood up straight and made defiant eye contact with me. Bingo.

      Her hostile expression slowly melted away as she looked through my glasses and into my eyes. Freed from hostile interaction, I was able to get a good look at her. She had curly blonde hair and was wearing a tight maroon t-shirt above cutoffs (thank heaven for hot weather!) in an ensemble I was beginning to associate with happiness. Her green eyes stared into mine and her mouth relaxed into an adorable pout, her bottom lip hanging forward slightly like some sort of beautiful bait waiting to reel a big fish – a big fish quickly increasing in size from behind the white towel that tragically separated it from her full mouth.

      “Kailey,” the mouth said. My fishing reverie was shattered.

      “What?”

      “My name is Kailey,” Kailey’s mouth continued. She then exhaled as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. “I’m sorry I was so rude earlier. It must be the heat or something.” She complimented this rationalization by grabbing the bottom of her t-shirt and fanning it away from her body, enabling me to see an adorable pierced midriff that suddenly provided more bait for my fish.

      “It’s OK,” I smoothly replied. “I wouldn’t blame anyone for being in a bad mood with this weather, especially if you have to do all this work alone. Your dad’s gone, right?”

      A small smile began to curl around the corners of Kailey’s mouth.

      “Yeah. A lot of the tenants are so unreasonable, and I’m like, ‘You signed for it! Deal with it!’ Not everyone’s nice and understanding like you.”

      She slowly took a step toward me and I began to wonder who was reeling in who before I decided that it didn’t make any difference and I should probably start thinking about things other than slimy fish, cold water, and disgusting bait.

      I returned a smile in Kailey’s direction.

      “So, how long have you been your dad’s rent girl?”

      Kailey let out a much friendlier giggle than she had before.

      “Only a couple of years. I started helping him out to get some extra walking-around money during my freshman year of college, and now I’m still doing it as a junior. At first I thought it was totally lame, but then I thought that there were worse ways to pick up cash than helping your dad out.”

      She accompanied this disclosure by walking – nay, sauntering – around my towel-clad body. I quickly remembered that I was still holding a toilet plunger and raised it threateningly above my head while continuing my charm offensive.

      “Hey! What’re you doing? I’m feeling kind of vulnerable here.”

      This was greeted with another delightful giggle from the prowling blonde.

      “I came here about derelict rent, and I want to make sure I check every hiding spot. Perhaps...perhaps you’re hiding something on your person?”

      My glasses began to fog. I lowered the plunger and gripped my towel tightly in a purely symbolic gesture.

      “Nope. Nothing under this towel other than the fish...I mean, wish, to walk back into the bathroom, grab my jeans off the floor, and give you a big wad of rent money.”

      Kailey arched an eyebrow.

      “So you actually have the money?”

      “Of course. Elliot Winkler always pays his debts. I believe in giving people what they’re entitled to.”

      After finishing this reply, I felt a hand reach around me and cup the erection I had barely submerged around my towel. An arm hooked under mine and I could feel another hand rub my chest.

      “Then I want you to give me what I’m entitled to, uh, what’s your name again?”

      “Elliot.”

      Kailey whipped my towel off in one smooth motion. The momentum spun me around and I was face-to-face with the landlord’s incredibly hot daughter while still being naked as the day I was born.

      “Well Elliot, like I was saying, I want you to give me what I’m entitled to. And it looks to me like you’ve got a lot to give.”

      At this point, I had no choice but drop the plunger and do something else with my arms. I grabbed Kailey, pulled her toward me, and gave her a deep kiss. Her arms craned up around my neck and she pulled me towards her heated, pliant mouth. I could feel her tongue explore my mouth, and my hands grabbed the ripe fruit that was barely concealed beneath her jean cut-offs. I could feel her breathing start, and she let out a brief high moan that signified both surprise and pleasure.

      She pulled away from me while I helplessly suckled on her lower lip, giving her a gorgeously cute pout. While keeping eye contact, she removed her t-shirt over her head in one fluid motion, dropped it upon my floor, and came toward me to kiss me again. I spun her toward my bed while furiously attempting to undo her bra clasp, while dimly thinking that one of the nice things about a studio apartment is that everything you need is only a few steps away. But mostly, I thought that this was the third incredibly hot girl I was going to fuck today. I mean, we were going to fuck, right?

      Like a mind reading sex worker, Kailey answered my questions by kicking off her flip flops and sliding her cutoffs down her beautiful, pale legs the moment she hit the bed. Soon, I was upon her, and with a feverish unclasping and one gorgeous wiggle, Kailey was as naked as I was. 

      I celebrated this occasion by rubbing my erection slightly against her soft, groomed thatch and could tell that she was already hot, wet, and  ready for me, but I’d had a lot of hot quick action this day so I decided to take things a little slower. 

      Raising my hips slightly, I rubbed the underside of my rod in a rocking motion on top of her pussy without penetrating her, ending each sweet with the tip of my penis nuzzling against her clit. It was such a glorious tease for both of us, and I could feel her getting warmer and wetter with each rub as I struggled to control myself. Her eyes grew large with each motion and she began breathing through her mouth, letting out soft, helpless moans in rhythm with my hips. It was like I was stoking a fire.

      Liking this idea, I raised my hips above her completely and slid down her gorgeous body, kissing each of her breasts on the way down. I was going to blow on her embers and make them glow. 

      I put the tip of my tongue where the tip of my penis was finishing each rocking motion, and then rubbed the whole front of my tongue down her clit, kissing the lips below her waist to the sound of her moaning.

      “Enter me, Elliot. Please fuck me…” I could hear her moan.

      Saying nothing, I continued lapping as her labia majora blossomed like a rose. She lightly thrust her hips toward my face spasmodically, running her fingers helplessly through my hair and quivering. I could feel her thighs squeezing the side of my face as I continued to kiss her hot, open second mouth. It was like dunking my head in a warm saltwater ocean of desire. I wanted to drown inside her.

      After nuzzling her pussy like this for a few minutes and feeling her shake, I knew we were both more than ready. It was time.

      I went up for air and looked along her prone body at her. She caught her breath long enough to look into mine with a silent plea. Nothing needed to be said as she took her hands and guided my head back up her body. As we kissed again, she combed her hands again through my hair and I could hear and feel her cry into my mouth as I finally drove my cock inside of her. It was like diving into a well of pleasure, and I could feel her warmth flow through my erection and into the back of my hips. Her lips vibrated as they were held against mine, each of her cries muted by our open mouths.

      I could then feel her hands slide down my body. Then, Kailey put her hands under her thighs and pulled her legs upward so I could get even deeper inside. This drove me wild, and I quickened my pace of penetration as her eyes grew large and she smiled up at me.

      “Keep giving it to me, Elliot. Please...you’re so good…” Kailey whispered with utter conviction.

      I grabbed one of her legs with one hand while propping my torso up with the other, nibbling her perfectly smooth calf while inserting my cock repeatedly inside her heat. Her tight blonde curls were strewn around her face, and she blew one of them out of her mouth as she cried with pleasure again and again.

      My balls began to hum with content and purpose, but I stayed in control by focusing on placing each of her legs behind my two arms as I kept my upper body propped up on the bed. Her muscles relaxed as she was relieved of the burden of keeping her legs in the hair, and I quickly smacked the softening flesh of her waist. This broke her out of whatever sexual hypnosis my pounding rhythm had brought her into, and I could see her green eyes grow large and demanding. Her lips parted and I could see her teeth sparkle underneath as she began to beg me.

      “Come inside me, Elliot. You’re so deep...please! I want to feel all of you.”

      Never one to disappoint a lady, I focused on completing the tax at hand. I slowed my pace and focused on feeling her smooth, soft, wet warmth rub against my penis over and over with each entry. Heat and power drove through my body as I stared into her ferocious, wide green eyes and I descended my head to kiss her again and feel the warmth of her tongue enter my mouth. By this point her knees were nearly on either side of her head, but she betrayed no sign of distress as I compressed and fucked her lithe body.

      I’ve always loved flexible girls.

      While we continued to kiss, I could feel my cock tremble as I shot repeatedly inside of her. Now, it was time for her mouth to swallow my cries as my hot semen sprayed joyfully within her depths. At least, that’s what it felt like, though I was probably coming nothing but air at this point. I had already had quite a day.

      As I completed, Kailey grabbed the underside of her knees again and rolled her hips upward, so I could remain as deep inside of her as possible as the world melted away and we continued to kiss.

      Once we had finally finished, she rolled over on the bed and leaned in my direction while the sunset through the window nicely crowned my seeming endless day of fucking.

      “There is something about you, Mr. Winkler. I can’t quite put my finger on it, but when I see you there's nothing I want to do more than make you happy.”

      I rolled over in her direction and stared at the beautiful young blonde telling me this absurd statement. Making sure my glasses were still on, I decided to reply in a completely self-interested and dopey fashion.

      “That’s really nice to hear. Say, I believe I still owe you money.”

      Kailey got up off the bed and began putting on her clothes.

      “Nah, you don’t have to worry about it. I’ll cover your rent. Between Daddy and my scholarship stipend, I have more than enough to afford a room like this.”

      As Kailey slinked and fastened her way into her undergarments, I could only think that my cups were truly running over.

      “Really? Wow. Thank you so much.”

      “No problem. But in return, I get to come in whenever I want and, um, de-stress myself after studying.”

      I smiled and she smiled. We understood each other.

      “That sounds like a completely reasonable arrangement,” I replied. By this time Kailey was completely dressed and heading toward the front door.

      “In that case, I’ll get out of your hair so I can study. Though if I get too stressed, you might end up seeing me sooner rather than later, so you better rest up. And don’t worry. I’ve got a key.”

      “That’s a huge weight off my mind. I hate going to the locksmith.”

      Kailey gave me a long, lingering look of lust and reluctantly left my apartment, shutting the door quietly behind her. I continued laying on my bed, ruminating on how three such beautiful women could have jumped my bones so thoroughly over the past twenty-four hours. 

      With great reluctance, I finally took the glasses off, laid them carefully on my nightstand, and entered the deepest sleep of my entire life.
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The Magic Glasses - Part Four

          

        

      

    

    
       Waking up from sleep felt like climbing out of a vast, deep well. I didn’t think of any of the previous day’s events – all I knew was that I felt wonderfully depleted and refreshed at the same time. It felt like I had slept for at least twelve hours without a break, and the sleep was dreamless and almost endless. Or was there a dream? As I lay underneath the covers, keeping my eyes shut and hearing the low hum of the waking world, I thought I remembered vague stirrings of female companionship. 

      I started to get worried. Usually these sort of dreams resulted in my leaping out of bed to wash my sheets. I tentatively slid my hand down to the relevant areas and could find no evidence of a mess. Relieved, I readjusted my position under the comforter and thought that I might be able to squeeze a few more hours of sleep out of my body. 

      This is when I felt a strange arm drape itself around my body.

      “I was wondering when you were going to wake up,” a sleepy female voice behind my head cooed.

      The unlikely events of the past twenty-four hours rushed back into my brain with the force of a quadruple-espresso. I rolled over to face my interlocutor. 

      It was Kailey. Not only had she reappeared inside my studio, but she was snuggled under the covers with her face about five inches away from mine.

      “Kailey? What are you doing here?” I asked.

      “I thought you wouldn’t mind if I let myself back in. Skeleton keys sure are nice things to have, aren’t they?”

      Kailey then wormed her way against me and gave me a long kiss. Morning breath and all, it was a quite pleasant experience, though I suspected that Kailey had been asleep nearly as long as I was and the bacteria within her mouth had been given that long to multiply. A kiss from a beautiful woman is a kiss from a beautiful woman, you know?

      I tried to think of small talk but the best my groggy brain could come up with was, “Don’t you need to be in class or something?” So that's what I said.

      “Class? I’ve been thinking about it, Elliot my dear. College has been a waste of time for me. I still don’t know what I want to major in, and I’m earning plenty of money working here anyway. Wouldn’t things be better if I were here with my man to...support his genius?”

      This question was punctuated by the sensation of a small hand under the covers grabbing my morning wood and giving it a delightful squeeze. A flood of pleasure entered my body and I was reminded why I felt so wonderfully depleted despite the vast amount of sleep I had procured.

      Kailey and I kissed again, but even the feeling of her hot and eager tongue in my mouth couldn’t completely distract from a nagging feeling I had in the back of my mind. Despite desperately desiring to clear my smaller head of its contents, I needed to clear my larger one first and think through a few things.

      “Uh...I’m going to get out of bed and make some coffee. You want some?” I asked.

      “Sure, lover,” replied the nubile, curly-haired blonde in my bed. “I’ll swallow anything you take the time to make.”

      With considerable effort, I left the bed and headed toward the coffee maker on the kitchen counter ten feet away. I was about to empty the pot of the previous morning’s dregs when I thought I heard loud footsteps increasing in volume outside my apartment’s door. Before I knew it, a gorgeous yet familiar-looking brunette had stormed inside the studio and was staring at me with possessive eyes. 

      My caffeine-deprived brain had just enough time to remember this woman as Tiffany, the daughter of the owner of my storage locker and the first person with whom I discovered the power of my new possessions.

      “Why the hell haven’t you replied to any of my texts?” Tiffany yelled.

      Thankfully, I knew that an honest answer of ‘Because I was too busy fucking other beautiful women’ would probably not serve me well at this moment in time.

      “Uh...I’ve been really busy lately and haven’t checked my phone.”

      “Oh, I’ll bet. What could be more important than checking for your next hookup?”

      I began to feel that matters were spiraling out of control. As if the Universe wished to confirm my suspicion, another uninvited person entered through my front door and stared at me with a calmer, steelier anger than the young brunette who had just stormed in.

      It was Jessa. Of course it was Jessa. She stood next to Tiffany, took her measure in a second, and then promptly ignored her to address me.

      “Elliot, it’s been at least sixteen hours since I last heard from you. Don’t you believe you’ve been derelict in your duties?”

      “WHO THE HELL IS THAT?” raged Tiffany. 

      Jessa spun on her heels and faced Tiffany directly. My cheeks began to flush with dread as I helplessly watched the situation escalate.

      “*That* is Elliot’s employer, Dr. Jessa Boykins. Pardon me if I don’t extend a hand, but I don’t intend on being at your service. Unless it’s a funeral.”

      I swallowed hard. All I wanted was some coffee to clear my head. 

      “You look like you were the guest of honor at one, you old hag!” replied Tiffany. 

      At this point, the two were nose and nose and looked close to blows. It was at this point that Kailey decided to emerge from where she had hidden under the covers and directly confront her two rivals.

      “Elliot, do these two live here with you? That violates the terms of your lease,” Kailey pouted. She sprang from the bed in an adversarial manner, and made it obvious to everyone that she was wearing one of my t-shirts and nothing else. Under any other circumstances, she would have looked adorable. Under present conditions, she looked like my doom.

      “WHO THE HELL IS THAT BUBBLE-BRAINED BRAT?” ranted Tiffany.

      “Elliot, I can’t believe you’d engage in...collaboration with the ranting weirdo to my left, let alone someone who’s barely old enough to vote and clearly enchanted, or maybe she’s just under the influence of whatever drugs they give children these days,” commented Jessa, meeting each woman with imperious grandeur.

      “I’m not under anything except this gorgeous man you want!” replied Kailey. “Maybe he’s just glad to be with a woman who doesn’t lecture during foreplay!”

      “*WHO’S* THE RANTING WEIRDO TO YOUR LEFT, BITCH?” screamed Tiffany, turning to her right to face Jessa.

      Amid this escalating, three-sided war, a strange and unfamiliar sense of calm replaced my growing tension. The  last twenty-four hours had taught me that I had recently acquired a trump card that certain situations – particularly ones like these – begged for.

      Saying nothing, I went to the drawer on my nightstand, plucked my glasses from where I had placed them the night before, and put them on my face. 

      Almost immediately, the three women stopped arguing with each other and stared at me. None dared approach, but at least the apartment had finally gotten quiet enough so I could think about what to do next.

      Then an idea came to me.

      “Tiffany, you and Jessa seem to have exchanged some harsh words,” I said in an even, authoritative voice. “I think you two need to kiss and make up. Literally.”

      Without saying anything, the storage supervisor’s daughter and the professor turned to each other and exchanged a perfunctory kiss on the lips. I was both impressed with their compliance and disappointed in the result, so I decided to press my power and authority further.

      “I don’t believe either of you. Kiss each other as you would kiss me.”

      Immediately, Tiffany and Jessa’s eyes grew wide. The older woman reached over to frame the younger woman’s face in her hands, and drew the girl’s mouth to hers. Their tongues intertwined with heated reverie, and I could feel myself getting hard while gazing upon their mutual, shared fantasy of kissing me.

      “Kailey, come over here next to me,” I commanded.

      Sure enough, the landlord’s daughter sauntered over to me, still only wearing one of my t-shirts and nothing else. Once she was within an arm’s length to me, I grabbed her hand, pulled her towards me, and gave her a long, lingering kiss on her pliant mouth, taking care not to do anything to disturb the position of my glasses. Kailey could feel my erection, and pressed against it with her body while kissing me deeper.

      I grabbed Kailey’s ass and began nuzzling her neck while grinding against her. Looking over her shoulder, I could see that Tiffany and Jessa had stopped making out and were looking at us like they were expecting something. 

      It was time to give those girls something else to do.

      “Jessa, Tiffany, come join me and Kailey on the bed and let’s have some fun.”

      A smile came over both women’s lips as they flung their bodies down upon the bed, waiting for my approach and beginning the process of removing their clothes. For Kailey it was easier, only needing to remove a single t-shirt.

      With one last flourish, I disengaged my mouth from Kailey’s neck and gave her the space to remove said shirt while I went to the bed where Jessa and Tiffany were waiting for me. 

      Jessa was closer to where Kailey and I had been standing so I approached her first, kissing her long on the mouth as she and Kailey helped me remove my clothes. Jessa ran her hands through my hair as I helped her unclasp her bra.

      “Let’s work together and help each other remove the rest of our clothes, okay?” I queried when the professor’s tongue wasn’t in my mouth.

      Soon, Kailey’s head was between Jessa’s legs, and she slid Jessa’s panties down her toned legs so the doctor’s arms could focus on embracing me as we continued to kiss. I felt Tiffany’s arms around my back, as if she were attempting to cover me in a similar manner to how I covered Jessa.

      Meanwhile, though I could not see anything, I could feel that Kailey had turned around to face toward the ceiling while remaining between Jessa’s legs. I knew this because Kailey had put my cock in her mouth and was nursing my shaft for all my milk while wrapping her arms around my waist. The pleasure was incredible. 

      I had to lift my head from Jessa’s gorgeous face and let out a moan. Jessa looked down her body, saw what the younger woman was doing to me, and I could see her eyes grow wide with a flinty competitiveness.

      “I can do even better if you’ll let me,” she murmured.

      I could barely talk while Kailey continued sucking my shaft, so I nodded. Tiffany then took Jessa’s spot under me, and I began kissing her while running my hands through her beautiful curly blonde hair. Meanwhile, Jessa sauntered toward the foot of the bed, and slid under next to Kailey like I was a car and she was a mechanic.

      Soon, while kissing Tiffany I could feel a second mouth on my balls as my penis continued getting sucked. My face disengaged from Tiffany’s and I let out another moan of pleasure as the two mouths continued to work on me. Tiffany greeted this disengagement by wrapping her arms around my neck, pulling me toward her, and kissing me again. A similar heat entered my mouth as I felt from the two mouths feverishly working below my waist. 

      I realized that I was getting close to losing control, so it was time to change things up. With great effort, I stopped kissing Tiffany again, focused, and found a way to get the words out.

      “Jessa, Kailey, stop what you’re doing and keep yourself hot for me while I fuck Tiffany.”

      As soon as I’d finished the sentence, Tiffany’s beautiful face broke out in a huge, beatific smile and she began kissing me again while arching her back and driving her hips upward, almost like she was trying to will my dick inside of her.

      It was an unnecessary effort.

      While Jessa and Kailey lay down next to us and melded their bodies together in some writhing tangle of limbs I could barely discern in the corner of my eye, I drove my cock inside of Tiffany’s finely cut thatch. Tiffany let out a cry that seemed to distract the sapphic tangle on the bed. I thrust my dick inside Tiffany’s wet heat and she continued to cry out.

      “Yes, Elliot! Deep inside! Oh!” she exclaimed as I felt her nails begin to dig into the straining muscles of my back.

      I continued to fuck the beautiful blonde while, in my periphery, I could see that Jessa and Kailey had stopped their union and and instead taken positions against Tiffany and me. Jessa was kissing Tiffany and whispering encouragement into her ear while Kailey took Tiffany’s hands and held them while clinging onto my back. 

      I felt Kailey’s weight and heat against my back, and it just made me want to fuck the girl below me more. I was surrounded by the naked heat of beautiful women, and found I was beginning to lose control again.

      “Tiffany and Jessa...change places,” I commanded.

      Tiffany let out a small odd like a noble duty had been asked of her. I raised my hips and pulled out of the storage guy’s daughter as she slid underneath me. With perfect choreography, Jessa then slid underneath me. The older woman looked eager and excited with an enthusiasm that belied her age.

      “Spare the niceties and fuck me, Elliot. Fuck me like…”

      I interrupted Jessa’s command by kissing her. Meanwhile, I could feel Kailey had slid down my back and was back to sucking on my balls in preparation for my ravishing of the hot cougar beneath me.

      “Shut up, Jessa. I’m the boss while we’re in bed, got it?” I demanded.

      The doctor greeted this rudeness with a smile and another kiss. I then moved my hips away from Kailey’s mouth and drove my dick inside of Jessa, which the professor greeted with another muffled cry that was exchanged between our joined mouths. 

      She accommodated me with her experience, and I could feel both the accommodation and experience of her moist cunt as I made her squeal with my rock-hard penis. Jessa closed her eyes and began murmuring in some dead language – it might have been Latin, but they didn’t teach that class in any of the twelve grades I was able to master.

      I felt Kailey climb on my back again and begin biting the flesh between my shoulders while driving her hips against the small of my back. I could feel Kailey’s hot eagerness and thought only one word – ‘soon.’

      Tiffany was on the bed to the left of Jessa, looking into my face like a puppy craving more attention. I drove deeper inside of Jessa while moving my torso so my mouth could press itself against Tiffany’s. There was something about fucking one woman while kissing another that made me feel powerful and cosmopolitan. By this time, my rod practically had a life on its own – it was a forged piece of steel that would make women cry with joy while it beamed transmissions of wild pleasure all through my body.

      I could feel myself beginning to lose control again. It was time to enter the home stretch, and in doing so stretch out the hot young thing I was wearing like a backpack.

      I pulled out of Tiffany and began nuzzling her beautiful breasts. Jessa tousled my hair and began kissing Tiffany while Kailey continued clinging to me and grinding me helplessly. 

      “Jessa, get off the bed for now. Kailey, get on all fours where Jessa was,” I commanded.

      Like clockwork, Jessa rolled off the bed and Kailey hopped off my back to occupy the empty space on the bed, waggling her adorable ass in the air like she was reading my mind. 

      I got out from over Tiffany and positioned myself on my knees behind Kailey. My cock was a steely arrow aimed right at her brown hole. I rested my dick between her ass cheeks and used my hands to squeeze the hot, pliant flesh against my shaft from both sides.

      Kailey swayed her hips from side to side. She was ready.

      I then smoothly drove my hips forward and entered her beautiful ass. Kailey let out a cry of pleasure. It felt so good. I bore down and focused enough to issue a final command.

      “Tiffany, get up here and kiss me. Jessa, get underneath me and Kailey and work at us both with your mouth.”

      Soon, I was kissing Tiffany while fucking Kailey’s hot peach. Jessa was underneath Kailey and me, working at the both of us with her mouth. Kailey had grabbed a nearby pillow to stifle her cries, but I had no such qualms. I drove against Kailey again and again while fucking her hot, sweet ass, moving my hands along the flesh of hips and getting myself ready to fill her to the brim. I wanted to come so badly but tried to hold out as long as I could. Every time my resolve built up, I would feel Jessa’s mouth gently suckle my balls and begin to crumble all over again.

      After several minutes of this division of labor, I couldn’t keep my load any longer. All the joy and pleasure in my body seemed to be building toward one point between my balls and my cock. 

      It was time.

      With final, definitive thrusts, I came inside Kailey’s welcoming brown hole again and again. Jessa focused on juggling my balls with her tongue as Tiffany had me look deep into her eyes as she smiled and I came. 

      I lost count of how many bursts of white wax I filled the girl underneath me with. Her body accepted it all greedily, like she was collecting a new kind of rent.

      After an eternity of joy, I finally pulled out of Kailey’s ass and smiled at my three new friends. The four of us then fell back on the bed, a hot and musty tangle of limbs, and we all took a quick cat nap to regain our strength for further adventures.
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The Magic Glasses - Part Five

          

        

      

    

    
      A few weeks later, I received a phone call from Rob. I took it while I was in my apartment, since I still had no job (not that I needed one) and spent most of my time there for reasons that quickly became evident during our conversation.

      “Elliot? Where the hell have you been? I haven’t seen you in weeks. I thought you finally realized the shape of things and killed yourself,” my sympathetic friend began.

      “No Rob, I haven’t killed myself,” I said with the smug superiority that can only be assumed by an obvious statement. “In fact, I’ve got a lot to live for.”

      “Like what? The last time I saw you was when I dropped you off at the storage locker. Things seemed pretty sad then. What’s been up?”

      I got off the bed where I had begun the phone call and looked down at its other occupants who were still sleeping. 

      “Well let’s see,” I began. “There’s Tiffany. There’s Jessa. And there’s Kailey. I believe that’s what – or who – I’ve been up to, in roughly chronological order.”

      I was greeted by a silence at the other end of the phone that was just long enough to be awkward.

      “Wait. What?” Rob finally replied. “You have no job nor money, but you’ve had the time to shack up and break up with three chicks?”

      “No. They’re with me simultaneously. In fact, they’re asleep in my bed at this very moment.”

      This statement was greeted by another silence that, no matter how awkward it felt to Rob, it felt triumphant for me. Eventually, my friend found the strength to continue the conversation.

      “Assuming I believe you, what are you doing for money?”

      “The girls work. They give me a nice stipend between the three of them.”

      Another silence. To be fair to my friend, this whole business was a lot to take in, even for me.

      “How on earth did you accomplish this?” my friend asked with understandable incredulity. Now it was my turn to pause. I had to decide whether to let my friend in on the likely source of my newfound good fortune or not. 

      Looking at the clock on my wall, I could see that it was nearly 10am. Since it was Saturday I was letting the girls sleep in, but it was time for them to start their day.

      “Rob, could you hold for a sec. I need to take care of something real quick.”

      “Uh, sure.”

      I put the phone on my dresser and shook a nearby sleeping shoulder.

      “Morning, Kailey. It’s nearly 10am. Time to wake up.”

      A pair of bleary green eyes hidden beneath a mop of disheveled curly blonde hair struggled to look in my direction.

      “Mmmmmmmm…” murmured the soft, pouting lips underneath the green eyes and blonde hair.

      “Could you wake up the other two please?”

      “Sure,” Kailey replied, rolling over to face her two companions. Thinking better of it, she rolled back and faced me. 

      “Want me to suck you off first? I hear morning wood can be a bitch,” Kailey offered.

      “Not right now, though surely later. I’m on the phone.”

      Kailey smiled.

      “OK,” Kailey said before rolling over again.“Tiff, Jessa, time to wake up.” Sounds and stirrings developed on the bed as I picked up the phone and resumed talking to my friend.

      “Sorry about that, Rob. Just had to tell the girls something. Anyway, what were you asking again?”

      “I was asking how the hell you’d managed to enter a polyamorous relationship despite being a loser with no job and no money,” my friend replied with his typical disarming honesty.

      “Oh yeah. Well, you remember that storage unit you took me to?”

      Rob said that he did.

      “Well, it turns out that I found something there that turned out to be an incredible investment,” I continued. “There were a pair of glasses inside. I know this sounds stupid, but I think they give me power over women.” 

      I decided not to tell Rob about the journal or its ominous message. One step at a time into unreality.

      “Elliot, you realize why I find this story of yours very hard to believe.”

      “Sure, Rob. I find it hard to believe myself most of the time.”

      “And even assuming you’re telling the truth, you’ve got to...wait. What’s the noise?”

      By this time, the girls had finished having a quick cup of coffee and were setting about with the now well-established Saturday morning cleaning of my apartment.

      “Sorry, Rob. Kailey’s doing her Saturday morning vacuuming. Tiffany’s doing the dusting and Jessa’s taking care of things in the kitchen. Between the three of them, they make things pretty spic-and-span pretty quick.”

      This was greeted by another silence. The level of detail I provided in my answer might be interpreted by some as rubbing it in. Which it was.

      “OK. Let’s say I believe you, Elliot. You have magic glasses. I can’t think of a better explanation for the fact that you suddenly have three women who will give you money, clean your apartment, and fuck your brains out. Do they cook too?”

      I smiled. 

      “Last night, Jessa made Beef Wellington. Eating that was almost as good as eating her.”

      “OK. That settles it,” my friend continued with the sort of moral outrage that can only come from intense jealousy. “You understand that you’re exploiting them, right?”

      I told my friend I didn’t understand what he was saying. 

      “Was it the girls’ idea that you start wearing a pair of glasses that gives you power over them?”

      I replied that it was not.

      “And now you’re fucking them, taking their money, and having them clean your apartment.”

      As much as I wanted to let self-interest make me obtuse, I grudgingly conceded that my friend had a point.

      “So what are you going to do, Elliot?”

      “I don’t know. The girls seem to be having a good time.” I looked over at Tiffany, Jessa, and Kailey as they finished their Saturday-morning chores. They each had faint smiles on their faces, but there was no conversation between them and I knew it wasn’t just out of consideration for my being on the phone. What bothered me even more was their shared look of glassy-eyed obedience.

      I was shaken out of this unpleasant realization by the sound of knocking.

      “Sorry Rob, I’m going to have to call you back. There’s someone at the door.”

      “OK Elliot. Think about what I said. And know that no matter what you decide to do, I’m going to resent you because your pipes and your apartment are both cleaner than mine.” 

      With this welcome attempt at jocularity, Rob hung up.

      I opened my front door and encountered a tall, beautiful redhead. She was wearing a smart, dark green pantsuit that looked perfectly tailored to show off the delightful ratio between her slender waist and full hips. Her hair was up so I could see the sprinkling of freckles on her beautiful face, and her sparkling green eyes shone with serious intent.

      Behind the redhead were two enormous men who may have been related to Bigfoot or some even more intimidating cryptid.

      “I take it you’re Elliot Winkler?” the redhead asked in an all-business tone.

      I said that I was. 

      “You’ve recently come into possession of a pair of glasses, correct?”

      I said that I had.

      “I’ll have you know that those glasses were stolen from me, presumably by the person who initially rented the storage locker that you acquired them from. Therefore, I am their rightful owner since neither the renter nor the storage locker facility ever had any legal right to them. Do you understand?”

      My head started to buzz a little from all these recent threats to my newfound good fortune. 

      “Um...won’t you let yourself in and we could talk about this?” I offered.

      “No thanks,” the redhead coolly replied. “Furthermore, so you won’t make any more transparent attempts at stalling, let me be clearer – if I’m not able to persuade you to return my glasses to me, my friends behind me have other methods.”

      At this moment, the two men behind the redhead helpfully lifted their hands. They were each armed with gleaming pairs of brass knuckles. 

      I swallowed hard. I had to think of some way to get out of this situation while keeping both my glasses and my intact jaw. Then an idea came to me.

      “That won’t be necessary,” I replied with as much affability as my current state of panic could muster. “I’ll retrieve your glasses right now.”

      With this, I returned to the nightstand as quickly as I could to retrieve the glasses before either the redhead or her simian friends could suspect anything. 

      I returned to the door while wearing the glasses.

      “These are the glasses you were referring to, correct?” I asked while making direct eye contact with the redhead. I thought I could detect a slight furrowing of the brow on her face.

      “Yes, that’s them,” she replied after a pause. I couldn’t quite make out any of the signs of submission that I’d seen earlier from women while I was wearing the glasses, but she also wasn’t making any effort to retrieve them.

      Her two gigantic companions looked a little restless.

      “Hey Maud, want us to take care of this?” one of the ogres asked.

      “No, I got this,” the redhead replied while continuing to stare directly through the glasses and into my eyes. She appeared to be making a great internal effort at something, and the pace of her breathing quickened.

      “You sure about that?” said the other ogre.

      There was no reply to this question, but only the rising and falling of Maud’s shoulders as she continued breathing heavily and locking into my eyes. Maud appeared to be resisting the glasses’ power, and I began to doubt the sagacity of my gambit.

      After several seconds of this awkward silence, one of Maud’s companions stepped forward toward me, but Maud suddenly raised an arm and blocked the henchman’s path.

      “No, that’s not necessary,” Maud listlessly intoned while continuing to look in my eyes. “In fact, I don’t think I’ll require either of you anymore going forward. Elliot and I need to discuss this matter...alone.”

      The two underlings looked confused and continued to stand their ground.

      “You will both still be paid for the day. I’m sorry I wasted your time,” continued Maud in her flat monotone. This seemed enough for the pair of sasquatches, who greeted Maud’s comment with a shrug before walking away. 

      Maud and I continued locking eyes, but nothing was said between us until her two friends had left the building. Then, traces of a smile formed around the corners of her lips.

      “I apologize for my prior rudeness, Elliot. Won’t you let me in?”

      I returned Maud’s smile. It seemed like my gambit had worked after all. Now was the time to press my advantage.

      “Sure,” I replied before standing aside to allow this newcomer entry into my home. I barely had enough time to close the door before Maud wrapped her arms around me and kissed me with her warm, lustful mouth.

      I couldn’t control myself, and I grabbed Maud’s ass while drawing her closer to me and returning her oral congress. As much as I loved her pantsuit, I couldn’t wait until it was discarded on my apartment floor.

      Our kiss was interrupted by a tapping on my shoulder. I turned around and was Jessa standing close to me, with Tiffany and Kailey right behind her. 

      All three were completely naked.

      “Normally I’d be jealous, but she looks nice,” Jessa said.

      “I think she is too. You three head over to the bed and distract yourselves. We’ll be with you in a minute,” I replied.

      All three smiled and headed for the bed. Turning back to Maud, I could see that she had already removed her jacket and was undoing her belt. 

      I appreciated her effort, but I was impatient. Refusing Kailey’s earlier offer to suck away my morning wood had consequences.

      “Come over here,” I told Maud, who finished wiggling out of her pants before approaching me, by this time wearing nothing but a thin black turtleneck over her undergarments.

      We kissed again as Maud helpfully raised her arms up and removed her top. Her bra was the same shade of forest green as her pantsuit, as were her panties. The color looked delightful in contrast to her pale, milky skin and fiery red hair.

      Naturally, they had to go. So they did, bunched up on the floor next to the remnants of her pantsuit. The t-shirt and flannel pants I had fallen asleep in soon joined them.

      Properly unattired, the two of us joined the other three on the bed. My morning wood was raging by this point.

      “Maud, lie down on the bed,” I said before turning to the other three. “Girls, I think it’s time we welcomed our new friend.”

      I moved on top of Maud’s prone, naked body and began kissing her neck while laying my hot erection on her belly. She moaned as I could feel her hands reaching down to caress my nuts as if they were baoding balls.

      I moved my face down Maud’s body and put one of her deliciously erect nipples in my mouth, which was greeted by an enthusiastic moan. This moan was cut off by Jessa, who had begun kissing the redhead as Kailey and Tiffany began entwining on the other side of the bed. 

      I pulled my hips away from Maud’s busy hands, and my face continued moving down her body until it found the pit of fire between Maud’s legs, which was as red as it was hot. I kissed Maud’s labia as tenderly as I had kissed her mouth when she entered my apartment, and I could hear another muffled moan. My tongue could tell that Maud was already beyond foreplay, as if she were as impatient to fuck as I was. This made me move my head up.

      “Jessa, join the other two. I want to focus on the new girl,” I commanded. Jessa did as she was told.

      I moved up Maud’s body, peppering her pale body with kisses on the way. Somewhere in my periphery was another tangle of limbs from the three girls, but I couldn’t tear myself away from the green eyes that were staring into mine with such desire.

      “Part your thighs. I’m going to fuck you now,” I said. Maud smiled.

      “I appreciate your directness,” she said as I entered her. My morning wood had waited long enough. Maud’s eyes grew wide and she let out a gasp of pleasure that seemed to be a feminine counterpart to the sensation traveling through my body as I felt her from the inside.

      I pinned her arms above her head and continued driving into her. She strained her face up to mine to kiss me again, but I kept my face back to make it easier for me to drive even deeper into her. Her lips parted and she let out a series of orgasmic gasps as her wild red hair flew around a pillow like some sort of explosion. 

      I felt an explosion building up inside of me too, but I held back. The impatience of my morning wood aside, I wanted a bit more time with this pale goddess. I had an idea, and had to focus to get the words out.

      “Jessa, pin her arms down. Tiffany, Kailey, each of you grab one of her ankles and do the same.”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the adjoining tangle of limbs disperse to their assigned duties. I still kept looking at Maud through the glasses, and she kept looking up at me. I could feel the hot exhalations of each of her gasps as I continued fucking her. Soon, her hands and feet were each pinned towards the four corners of the mattress by the other girls.

      Maud could still move her hips though, and she continued moving them upward so her eager cunt could swallow my cock. With each cry of pleasure she made, I could feel more energy and power surging up my cock as I continued slamming the new girl. 

      Then I decided I could no longer be patient this morning. Orgiastic pleasure detonated throughout my cock, and with concluding, definitive thrusts I exploded hot ropes of semen deep inside the new girl while the other three women held her down. Maud kept moving her hips upward, greedily trying to absorb every last drop of me, and I cried out in ecstasy for what felt like an eternity.

      When my rod finally became still, I pulled out of Maud slowly and savored her one last time. The other girls let go of her limbs and curled up for a quick snooze.

      After the other three girls fell asleep, Maud turned to me and gave me yet another long, lingering kiss.

      “I guess letting you have control of my glasses isn’t so bad,” she said after disengaging from my mouth. 

      I tried not to smile too incredulously and failed. 

      “You’re still insisting that these are yours?” I asked while pointing to the eyewear that was still on my face and thinking that I should invest in some croakies sometime in the immediate future.

      “Oh, I know that they’re mine. Look at the left temple. You’ll see ‘McGavin’ inscribed on the inside. That’s my name. Maud McGavin.”

      I nodded as if I believed her. Fact is, I strongly suspected she was telling the truth by was by no means going to let the glasses off my face to verify her story. Maud seemed to sense my reluctance to take the glasses off and laid her hand reassuringly on my shoulder.

      “Don’t worry, sweetie. I’m not lying, and I really don’t mind if you keep the glasses on. It’s...nice letting you keep them. I don’t mind not having their power as long as I’m close to the one who does. Especially if it’s you.” 

      Maud confirmed her statement by giving me another kiss. She then wished me goodnight and closed her eyes. 

      While the women slept, I remembered the misgivings Rob had warned me about on the phone. I then thought of what Maud had just told me.

      Rob’s just a jealous bastard, I thought before falling asleep myself.
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