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First Act: In-Car
Magic

I'm a magician. A man of mystery and a
man of unusual habits. Today I'm looking for a car between acts.
I'm pulling a street show later on today and I have a gig in the
evening. I'm pretty much full-on, but I need some new wheels and
there's no other time for me to do it.

I park up my old broken down dodge in
the parking lot that is just across the road from the dealer. The
place looks cheap and I'm not really in need of anything fancy at
this point. The money isn't the issue, more that I don't see the
point in having a BMW when I only drive to the area I have a show
on and back to my apartment. Everything I need is in walking
distance of my home, so there's not much point in having something
made for long distance or luxury travel.

Walking across the road in my black
dress trousers and sparkly suit jacket, I stop at the front row of
cars. There are at least 8 sales staff on the lot and all of them
look busy. I guess that is a good think as used car dealers are
some of the most dangerous individuals out there.

I check out a sporty looking model
with a crack along the side that someone has tried to conceal with
paint. It's a good job and whoever did it knows what they are
doing, but for me it stands out from a mile away. I'm used to
pulling much more advanced illusions and this is child's play to
spot for a professional.

"Nice car," a voice says from beside
me. "Are you thinking about buying it?"

A tall slender man in a white cardigan
and jeans steps up beside me. I'm struck by how handsome he is. The
guy has a 10 out of 10 body with a smile that makes my heart thump
triple time. It's been quite awhile since I've met a man of this
level and that probably makes the experience all the more
heady.

"I'm just looking."

"I can understand. I was looking at
this one, but there's a wagon over here that I can't make my mind
up on. Would you like to have a look?"

He smiles at me in such a way that I
just can't help but want to help him. The man certainly has a way
about him.

"Sure. Lead the way."

He walks me over to a small silver
wagon that looks like it's around 15 years old. There are a few odd
looking items in the front windscreen that make me smile. Someone
is not as they seem.

"That's a nice cross. Who do you think
owned this before?" I ask.

"The guy who came over before said a
priest or something. I sort of thought old lady by the car
seats."

I spot the glint of an expensive watch
from under the edge of his sleeve as he gestures towards the
car.

"Interesting. I got that impression
too. So are you going to buy it?"

The man shrugs.

"I'm not sure. I was looking for
something with a little less wear and tear and the price is too
cheap. I reckon that it must be damaged in some way. You know how
these dealerships are."

"Yeah, sure do," I murmur, wondering
if this guy is what I think he is or not.

"Hello, sirs. Can I help
you?"

A junior member of staff says as he
walks over with his pimply skin on bright and reddened display and
a white shirt so white that only a mother's love could have created
such a thing.

"I'm ok. You?" the handsome man
asks.

"I'd like to test drive the sporty
model over there," I say.

The handsome man's left eye twitches.
He must have thought that he was so smart.

"Of course, sir. I will get the
keys."

The kid doesn't even look to the man.
He must have been schooled pretty well to not give him
away.

"Hey, would you like to help me decide
on the car?" I ask, sensing that there is even more amusement to be
had from this man playing the fool.

"Ok, sounds fun."

I grin. This guy doesn't even get who
he's dealing with.

We talk for a while as the teenager
searches for the key inside. He has a really charming way about him
that is not faked. I can sense that this man has been around the
block and then some.

Just before the salesman comes back,
he glances down at my body. There is a slight chilly pleasure that
runs through my spine when I see it. I hadn't thought he was gay -
like me - but that glance gave it away. He must try hard to hide it
as I couldn't tell, but now our conversation is taking on a whole
new angle that I didn't consider before. There's opportunity in the
air and all I need to do is a little magic to make it
so.

I get into the car and the salesperson
gets in the back. He doesn't look happy crunched in there, but he's
not really of any importance. Me and the handsome man are what this
is all about.

"Shall we do a round of the
block?"

"Sounds like a plan."

I pull out into the road and floor the
accelerator to the ground. The car coughs a few times like it is
going to die and speeds up.

"Watch out for the traffic, sir," the
teenager cries as we slip around the corner at what could be
considered speed for this beat up piece of junk.

"Hit the breaks," the teenager cries
as an old lady comes into view.

I deftly pull the car around her and
her shopping cart and slip around the second corner. The handsome
guy barely moves and seems more amused than anything. He's got
balls to just sit there comfortably and I'm going to have to try
harder.

I pull out a deck of cards and begin
shuffling through them with one hand.

"Pick a card," I say to the teenager
in the back.

He just cries out as if his young life
is ending and the handsome man has to reach over to take
one.

"Put it in the pack," I
say.

The pack is strategically placed on my
lap and as we are now breaking the speed limit on a small side
street it's hard to get into place. The man's eyes go slightly wide
as he touches my hardened dick with one finger by
mistake.

"Alrighty. Pass it to me."

He grabs it and puts it into my hand.
I tap the deck of cards against the steering wheel and a card drops
to my lap.

"Right?"

The man grins and his eyebrows go up
as we slip around the third corner and slide almost out to the
pavement.

"Impressive."

"Thanks. This isn't my first
time."

"I bet it's not," he says giving me a
roguish smile that melts my heart a little.

We come around the fourth bend and I
push the car to its limit on the last straight. Skidding to a stop,
I reach over the seat and push the teenage salesman, who is looking
a little white, back before he slams into the front
seat.

"Fun?" I ask him.

He shakes his head and rushes out to
vomit under a car.

"I'm going to have to get him to clean
that up later," the man says in amusement.

"So you are admitting to it?" I
ask.

"I figured you knew from before. Why
else would you invite me along?"

"You're cute."

"Oh, well there is that
too."

I laugh and smack him on the
shoulder.

"I'm not interested in the car, but
would you like to come to a magic show?"

He grins at me and glances to my
pants. He's not thinking about the magic of the kind I am, but
that's fine. I'm not either.

I hand him the one and only ticket I
have left of the three my manager was able to get me. He looks at
it and I give him a smile as I wander over to the young
guy.

"Try to work on the stomach a bit,
ok," I say to him before walking over the road and glancing back to
make sure that the handsome man's eyes are on my butt.

I get into my car and smile at myself
in the mirror. I just did some magic and it was fun.


Second Act: The Big
Show

He looks at me and I look back. The
lights of the stage; the intensity of the fake smoke; the dove
flying around the room in its trained circles. This room is my
world, my illusion, my trickery. He, as with the rest of the people
in the room, is bedazzled by the world that I have bought them
into. They see, feel, experience things that they have never done
before. This is the heaven that I have created for their enjoyment
and they can see the angels.

I wave my hands and clap and the room
goes dark. A moment later, the lights flicker back on and I am
behind the man. He looks up at me and I can see how he is wondering
how I got from the stage to behind him in one moment.

I twist around him and come around
back. He looks back, but I'm already gone again. The lights come
back on and I'm on stage, spinning in a circle with cards floating
out to either side and bursting into flames as they fall -
disappearing in a second as the material that they are made of
disappears quickly.

I stomp my foot on the stage and my
dove flies towards me. There is a sense of mystique as it flutters
down. At the last moment, the lights flicker off and I am gone. The
crowd cries out in shock and I smile up at the floor boards above.
It is such a simple trick, but the lead up is perfect. The dove
will be fluttering its wings on the top of the trap door that I
just escaped through.

I turn and high five my manager, who
is operating the trap door tonight. She gives me a wink and I head
back up the stairs to come up on the stage again. Everyone applauds
and I bow to the crowd. I have made an impression and that was my
goal from the moment these people stepped through the
door.

The MC comes on stage and goes through
the final stages of our well honed routine. This is the second time
that I have worked at this club and they know how I like to finish
up.

I smile and glance to the handsome man
but find him gone. It makes me frown for a second, until I see him
at the bar. He is sitting with one leg over the other and a beer in
hand. I note that there is another beer next to him and find
amusement in his forwardness. He has expectations and I like a man
who knows what he wants and can get it.

The MC lets me head off and the next
act comes on. My show lasted just over an hour and is the main
pull. The next guy is an up and coming and I've seen his show a few
times. We've talked a bit and he's upped his
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