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CHAPTER ONE

A week in the town, Indigo had been
introduced to her entire family. Hillary was proud because many
admired her husband who had a decent job in the office in New York.
There were even some who asked for help to find jobs for their
children or nephews.

Indigo couldn’t refuse, even agreed to
help Tara, Hillary’s cousin, who’d graduated more than three years
ago, an AAS in Business Administration but still
unemployed.

Finally, it was decided Tara would join
them in New York after this vacation.

Tara was perfectly charming. So that
was the reason Indigo would bring her to apply as a receptionist in
his office. If her appearance was less attractive, it was difficult
for her to get a job in front office desk.

Hillary was happy Indigo could help her
relative. Tara’s parents were very grateful and begged her to be
her guardian.

One day, Indigo and his family traveled
to a waterfall, which was fifty miles away from the town. Tara
acted as a guide because it was the unknown location. She herself
was once penetrated by her boyfriend here so that she knew the
picnic area perfectly well.

It turned out, before arriving at the
location, their two children were exhausted and couldn’t continue.
The exotic location wasn’t suitable for children under five because
apart from the distance, the terrain was particularly harsh. It was
potentially risky to carry them because they had to climb wearily.
Indigo chose to continue the journey with Tara while Hillary
accompanied their two children to play on the river.

Back from the location, Hillary felt
not good. She suspected something had happened between the two but
buried it partially because there was no evidence. Moreover, both
of them shaped a prevailing attitude.

Indeed, there was something supposed to
be expected. Tara’s flamboyant style and Indigo’s gentleness made
the arduous journey decorated with charity events: embracing and
pushing. The welcoming, lively atmosphere immediately understood
the unusual nature of this girl like the oil turning embers into a
burning. Indigo, forgetting he had just left his children and wife
behind, improved the girl’s temper with temptation and finishing
touch.

In addition to the strained, positive
atmosphere, the boggy terrain, Tara’s memory of making love to her
former lover in that place, plus cool air pushed her to close her
body, which was, of course, welcomed with a hug around her waist.
When they enjoyed the view of the waterfall, and sparkling water
soaked their bodies, the things they hoped happened.

Hillary thought hard how to remove the
seeds of this disaster. She’d already promised to bring Tara to New
York. But living with a girl who was so beautiful and had a
flamboyant style, more or less, would develop the potential for
deep cracks. Somewhat uncomfortable, she saw her precariously close
to her husband.

Hillary remembered Anthony and the
driver. Her impression on both of them was very good. They’d helped
her avoid disaster.

Can they give
advice?

There was another problem.
Tara didn’t have a ticket. And it was very difficult to find
a bus
or plane ticket in this holiday season.

Through a
conversation
on a cell phone,
Hillary apprehensively asked Anthony’s
health, which was
answered with amusement, “It’s better.” She really hoped to give
him another therapy as a sense of responsibility. She also admitted
her problems, her worries her husband was tempted by a beautiful
girl she would bring to New York. She suspected something had
happened between her husband and Tara on tour. She also asked about
the possibility of obtaining an additional ticket.

Anthony was still out of town on the
way back from New York. His analytical brain spun freely how to be
with Hillary, how to keep presenting Ridley a beautiful girl so
that in addition to being a cabin crew and a second driver, he
could still serve as a second husband to his wife.

After finalizing the plan, Anthony
contacted Hillary and asked her to come to the pool with the girl.
He promised Ridley, the driver, he had a peace plan. Via cell
phone, he executed the plan, which he said it was Ridley’s
idea.

 


“Indigo, Tara and I are
gonna go to downtown, obtaining bus ticket for her and shopping.
Watch over the kids. That cabin crew said he can help.” Hillary
estimated Anthony had come to the city again.

Indigo agreed. It was better to play
with children than going to downtown.

 


On a trip, Hillary played out the
scenario presented by Anthony via cell phone.

“Tara, you wanna move to
New York, right? Do you have any supernatural power, no? For people
there, it’s a nice thin’.”

“Err… No. Why?”

“Well, it’s too heavy if
you don’t. Competition in New York is very tight. Today isn’t
enough with bribes and connections. Many use magic and even sell
themselves.”

“Oooh. So, what to do?”
understood Tara.

“Better, before leavin’ for
New York, you have some supernatural power or love
magic.”

“I don’t understand. Less
familiar with magic things. Also, the time is tight.”

“Incidentally, I know a
shaman. We’ll meet him. To consult.”

“Thanks for the
tips.”

 


Because Tara was at her side, Hillary
behaved normally to Anthony who was waiting for them at the
pool.

“Sir, we already have four
tickets but need one more.”

“Well, it’s been sold out
in the past two months,” said Anthony, playing out his own
scenario, crunchy in Tara’s eyes.

“You can’t help your
regular customer?”

“Go meet the driver. If you
want a seat, just talk about it.”

“Oh, yes. Sir, the driver
is your shaman’s assistant, right? This is my cousin. She wanna
consult something.”

“All at once. Let me take
it.”

Anthony drove them to the door of the
room for the drivers.

“Wait a minute. I persuade
him first.”

Ridley was waiting inside.

“Bro, my bae, whom I told
you yesterday, has arrived. You pretend to be a shaman’s assistant,
giving her love potion as I taught you yesterday.”

“It’s complicated. Can’t it
be simpler like that time?”

“This is my bae. Still
fresh. I wanna share her with you like you share your wife. But
because she’s still young, it needs a little bit of turning around
to make it safe. If not, she’s gonna break me up.”

“Okay. Fine. You don’t go
far. Next to me.”

 


“Sir, we need an additional
ticket for my cousin. He said you could give us a seat.” Hillary
held back her embarrassment, remembering the incident two weeks
ago.

“I can do it. But you must
take turns with him or me when we’re resting.” Ridley was confused
which one was Anthony’s girlfriend.

“Oh, it’s okay,” welcomed
Tara.

“By the way, I heard you
knew a shaman. Can he help her so that my cousin can get a job and
build a career? My husband said there were many competitors. Smart.
Each has a backing. And the bad thing is, the time is tight.”
Hillary described Tara’s problem.

“Oh, yes. Our company’s
shaman is a great man. And for that business, it takes time, can’t
be impromptu. After all, he’s out of town.”

“Please, sir.”

“Err… Actually, there’s
another way. With love potion. Incidentally, we have stock for our
dozens of buses. The potion has been spared by him. I can give it
to her. What’s her name?”

“Tara.”

“How’s that?” replied Tara
stiffly. She once read some online news about obscene
shamans.

“You see. You take a bath,
cleansing yourself, then you’re being smeared with love potion.
Luckily, we got your cousin here. She’s gonna do it, you know, the
smearing thing. And I’ll cast the spell.” Ridley struggled to play
out Anthony’s scenario.

Ooh. I don’t think he’s an
obscene shaman. It’s Hillary who’s gonna smear it,
thought Tara personally, and replied, “Depends on
you. Is this botherin’ you?”

“It’s not fairly hard to
do. We have to thank Mr. Driver who wants to help us. We get a seat
and love potion. How to repay you, sir?” Hillary’s response to this
driver had increased again.

“Ah, ma’am. My
master said
we live in the world looking for friends. By
helping people, it could ward off bad luck coming in and make it
easier for us to get help when we get into a disaster,” improvised
Ridley.

The three of them weren’t aware of
being the victims of Anthony’s future scenario.

“You take a bath as clean
as possible in there. After that, wrap this towel around your body.
Lie there. Then Hillary’s gonna smear it. I’ll give her the cue
while casting the spells. I’m gonna prepare the potion and myself
first.”

 


Tara came out of the
bathroom with her wavy hair and only wrapped in a towel up to her
breasts. She was very charming like Venus descending from heaven,
exciting with some thighs not covered with a towel, which
preserved the beauty of her beautiful slender legs.

Ridley pretended not to see her,
pretended to prepare by unrolling a mat and other stuff. He just
glanced through the tail of his eyes.

Wow, Anthony is a nasty guy
living with a bae like her.

Hillary marred Tara’s
beauty. She sighed deeply, holding back her jealousy.

Seeds of this problem
shouldn’t be allowed. Whatever it takes, Indigo should be called on
by her. Hopefully, Anthony’s method can
work.

“Your underwear has been
removed? Please face down. Relax. Hillary, sit next to her. This is
the potion. Get ready to apply it according to the cue. I’m gonna
be crossed on the floor, back to back. Don’t be shy. I sit there
facing my back, so I don’t see at all. Besides, the room is gonna
be a little dark. I’m gonna turn off the lights. Only a candle to
help me concentrate. Hillary, apply it starting from the head to
the neck,” muttered Ridley as if he cast the spell. “Apply it to…”
he ordered while pretending to be mocking.

 


“The tips of her fingers.
Tara, you lie on your back. Hillary, do it again like before,
starting from the hair down to the breasts and so on,” muttered
Ridley, guiding Hillary and casting the spells.

Pretty much the time needed for this
stage. Ridley was extremely eager to act on Anthony’s scenario. He
excellently played it out to conquer this bubbly beautiful young
girl. From Tara’s signature style, she was possibly a college girl.
He never had the chance to assault an educated woman.

Twenty minutes passed.
Finally, Hillary’s palm had moved to Tara’s protected,
sensitive area, the last to be washed away. Tara couldn’t be
skeptical first. Now she was very relaxed and full of confidence in
this shaman. Hillary’s presence was sweeping all sorts of
questions, doubts, and suspicions.

According to the
scenario, when Hillary obeyed the command to pour the potion in Tara’s
groin behind the towel, Ridley screamed and jerked
backward as if he was hit by something.

“Hegg. Ouch.”

Hillary and Tara were shocked. Tara got
up to sit. Hillary turned around. Both of them looked at Ridley who
curled up on the floor like a baby. He looked very sick.

“Why’s that, sir?” reacted
Hillary and Tara together.

Proposing the scenario, gasping for
pain, Ridley answered, “Ouch. You’re not clean. The love magic
refused to enter. Hhh… There’s an obstacle in your body and, oh,
the magic turned to hit me. Hhh… Hhhh… Ouch.” His pain was worthy
of thumbs up.

Tara was amazed. “What do you
mean?”

“You, in these three days,
aren’t clean. Hh… Maybe you just had intimate relations with a man.
To make it worse, this man is not legal. In your vagina, there’s
still this man’s rest, which makes it dirty because he’s not
legal.” Ridley squeezed his eyes shut as if he was holding back the
pain.

Anthony created this
scenario after Hillary voiced her complaint about her suspicion of
the scandal at the waterfall. Tara’s silence conducted his
analysis.

Tara was shocked.
Oh, yeah. The day before
the day before yesterday at the waterfall, she let Indigo fuck
her. He’s a great feller.
In addition to the strained atmosphere and the
beautiful, magnificent waterfall, her memory of making love to her
lover in that place, also her permissive attitude, made Indigo dare
to hold her and act even further.

Hillary overflowed with
anger and resentment. Ooh… It’s true. They
dared to do things when we weren’t far behind. He’s a great man,
can guess what he didn’t see. Her
respect for
Ridley was now cubical.

“So how’s that?” worried
Tara.

Tara was anxious because of
the failure of this ritual, but even more anxious Hillary knew the
scandal. Hopefully, she wasn’t aware. But… three
days ago I was with their family. Frak!

“Agghh… I’m burned.
Hillary, please find Anthony. Tell him to contact our shaman by
phone to help me overcome this problem. Hopefully, he can help
us from afar. Maybe
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