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The Fortune Teller

It was dark and cool, a reprieve from the blistering heat outside. That’s the only reason I went in.

As I opened the door, the ice-cold air inside washed over me and from above I heard the sound of tinkling icicles, which, I realised after a moment, was only the bell above the door. Not that I cared that much. The air was so cold that the hairs on my arms stood on end. It was as if someone was gently blowing cool air from their pursed lips onto my body. I wouldn’t say it was sensual, as such, but it was certainly intimate.

I shivered, my body getting used to the sensation as my other senses began the work of discovering just what it was I had stepped into.

Initially, my eyes, taking a moment to adjust to the dimly-lit shop, were of little help in discerning what this place was; my other senses were quick to accommodate. 

My nose caught the scent of burning incense. My eyes began to adjust and caught sight of a faint glow on a shelf, the tip of the scented stick burning gently. Normally, I’m not one for incense or any of that sort of thing, but it was remarkably faint, almost like a memory of the scent rather than the scent itself.

I took a deep breath and savoured the cool air in my lungs, the first breath I’d managed to take without difficulty all day.

“Welcome,” said a voice that sounded like music.

I turned and saw a woman standing behind a counter, her blonde hair in dreadlocks, her clothing loose and coarse, as if she had made it herself. She smiled, and a sense of peace washed over me. It was then, in this relaxed state, that I finally heard the music. A mixture of chimes and pipes and nature sounds. It was the sort of thing I would normally laugh at, but here, it felt right.

“Hi,” I said.

“Can I help you with anything?”

“Oh,” I said, remembering that I had no reason to be there at all, “I’m just browsing.”

She smiled as if she understood implicitly. I was clearly not the sort of person to frequent a store selling sage and dreamcatchers and books on Wicca.

“We’ve got a new collection of crystals over there,” she said, pointing behind me, “perhaps some amethyst will help you.” Perhaps she didn’t understand, after all.

“Thank you,” I said, eager to be polite even though I had no intention of buying anything, and walked over to the stall of crystals on the other side of the room. There were multiple containers of rocks of differing colours and shapes and smoothness. I touched some of them, not out of interest, but because she had directed me to the precise spot where the air conditioning was the coolest.

I closed my eyes as the cool air flowed around me and for a moment, I found a profound sense of peace within. I was not the mystical type, but the refreshing air within the calming environment really did soothe my soul. The dehydration probably didn’t harm with feeling light-headed either.

“They’re calling to you.”

I opened my eyes and realised the woman was now standing right to me. She was closer than social politeness would usually permit, but it didn’t feel as if she was invading my space. Rather, it was as if two people standing so close they were practically touching was the most natural of states.

I looked at her, but she wasn’t looking at me. I followed her gaze and found her hand was in a small box of crystals, her fingers lightly running over the surface of them. I also realised my hand was sitting in the same box.

“They’re for manifesting love and fulfilling relationships,” she said, picking one up and inspecting it.

“I’m not sure I…”

“For connecting with the most important things in existence that we all so often just let…” she dropped the crystal back into the box, “slip through our fingertips.”

I’ll have you know, my love life is thriving, thank you so very much.

The words rose into my throat, but I swallowed them down. This was not a place for lies. Besides, she meant nothing by it. It wasn’t an accusation. There was no judgment in her tone. It was just life advice.

Even so, I wasn’t going to buy a colourful rock just because some hippy lady said it would help me get laid. So how I ended up at the counter with one in my hand was a mystery to me.

I placed it down and she rang it up on the counter, the only device that indicated the shop was part of the 21st century (and the air conditioning, of course).

I pressed my card to the contactless reader as she placed the stone in a small paper bag.

“Are you interested in tarot?”

I looked up at her. She smiled at me and glanced down at the counter. I had, I realised, been staring at a worn pack of tarot cards that were sitting right there.

“Oh, I don’t -”

“I love it,” she said, “but I just do it for fun. Would you like to have your fortune read?”

“I’m not sure I have time,” I lied, having nowhere else to be. The truth was, I wasn’t eager to be caught in such a place having my future spelt out to me by some playing cards.

“Not by me,” she added, “I’m just a hobbyist. But we do have a service in the back. Quiet, discreet.”

I looked to the back of the store and saw a doorway covered in beads. I turned back to her and she was holding out the small bag.

“Thank you,” I said, taking the bag, “maybe another time.”

“Of course,” she said, smiling.

I took the small bag and put it in my pocket, then moved toward the front door. I grabbed the door handle and stopped, feeling the cool metal in my hand, a stark reminder of what awaited me in the street.

“Actually,” I said, turning to the woman, “I think I can make some time.”

“Wonderful,” said the woman, “just head on through. She’s expecting you.”

“But how…” I began before being nearly knocked off my feet as the front door swung open.

“Welcome,” said the woman to her latest customer, “can I help you with anything?”

*

The beads hanging from the door frame clacked gently as I moved through them, swaying like a pendulum, their movements almost hypnotic.

The room I had entered was dark, darker even than the gently-lit space at the front of the shop. I stopped for a moment, once again allowing my eyes to adjust to the light.

“Welcome, Tom,” said a voice from the darkness, “please, sit.”

“How do you know my name?” I asked, blinking as my eyes came into focus.

“I’ve been expecting you.”

In the centre of the room stood a small, round table. At it sat a woman. She was dressed in similarly loose clothing to the woman outside, but from what I could tell, the material seemed much finer.

“I,” she said, “am Madam Liu.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, to which she bowed slightly in acknowledgement.

“Please, sit.” She gestured to the empty chair opposite her.

I stepped closer and could see in the dim light of the candles placed on various surfaces around the room the material was, in fact, much more delicate. It looked like flowing reels of silk covering her body, her slender hands and the ends of her slim arms, which rested gently on top of one another on top of the table, were the only parts of her which were not covered. Except for her face, of course.

She was Chinese, younger than I expected from a psychic named “Madam Liu”. I guessed she was in her mid-thirties. If she were older, it certainly didn’t show. Her robes were colourful and her hair was wrapped up tightly in a scarf. Her face was slim, her features prominent, but not harsh. She smiled gently, and I suddenly realised I was staring. She was beautiful, of that there was no doubt. I sat down on the chair, which felt sturdy despite its age being clear, and looked around the room.

Much like the front of the store, this back room was mostly taken up with shelving containing ornaments and knick-knacks, as well as numerous tomes, the titles of which I could not quite make out. There was even a marble bust of a human head, the top of which was clearly delineated by the markings of phrenology.

“A silly hobby,” she said, noticing I was staring at the bust. “Pure hokum, but not all my customers are here to hear the truth.” I turned to face her.

“No?” I said, trying to keep the scepticism out of my voice.

“No,” she confirmed. “Sometimes people just need a little reassurance to give them the strength to do that which they must, even if it is destined that they should fail.”

“What about me?”

“You,” she said, “need something else entirely.”

She reached out across the table and took my hands, which were resting gently on the table and eased them towards her.

“Hmm,” she said, turning them both over and studying my palms, her fingers gently stroking down them. I looked at her, but she either didn’t notice or didn’t care, because her attention never shifted. I looked back at my hands and watched as she gently let one of them go and pulled the other closer to her. As she held my hand with one of hers, she narrowed her eyes, studying the lines of my palm, gently tracing them with a slender finger. It was as if she was deciphering them like Braille, the changing contours betraying the secrets my future held, but only for her. My palms had never told me anything, but then again, maybe I was using the wrong part of my anatomy to glean anything meaningful from them.

Her skin was so soft, and as she leaned closer towards me, I could smell her perfume. It was sweet, alluring, a complementary blend to the deeper tones from the incense. I felt my heart begin to race faster as she held my wrist with one hand and stroked my palm with the other, her full attention focused on what the future held for me.

“Hmm,” she said, “very interesting.”

“What is?” I asked as evenly as I could, struggling to control my breathing.

Her fingers slid up from my wrist and to my forearm and then back down. She flattened her hand on mine and ran her fingers down from my wrist, over my palm, and along my fingers, hesitating a moment as her fingertips sat atop mine, then let me go and slid both of her hands under the table.

“It seems there’s a fork in your future,” she said.

“What does that mean?” I asked as she stood from her chair and walked across the room.

“It means,” she said, her back turned to me as she slipped one of the dusty tomes from the shelf and opened it, carefully flicking through the pages, “it is not possible for me to tell you your fortune.”

“Is there nothing?” I asked, suddenly panicking that her inability to tell my future meant that I might not have one to tell.

“On the contrary,” she said, “there is far too much. Far too many possibilities to decipher.” She stopped on a page, and I could hear her finger sliding down the paper as she scanned the text for whatever it was she was looking for.

I felt a sense of relief that I was not dying. Even though logically I knew this was all a nonsense, I couldn’t deny something was happening here. At least, it felt as if something was happening.

“I’m afraid,” she said, closing the book and returning it to the shelf, “there is nothing that can be done. At least,” she turned to face me, her features accentuated by the flickering light of the candles, the flickering flames reflected in her eyes as she approached me, “not with conventional methods.”

“What does that me-?”

“Shhh,” she whispered, placing a soft finger on my lips.

She held it there, long after I had stopped speaking, holding both of us in silence. Once satisfied, she slid the finger down, pulling my bottom lip and letting it go as her finger slid down my chin and off of my face. She stood close to me and ran her hands through my hair, her fingers and caressing my scalp. I was about to question her about phrenology once again when she pressed my face into her chest. I could feel her body under the thin robes, the softness of her breast as she held me against it, her heartbeat increasing as her fingers continued to massage my scalp with one hand as the other slid down to the back of my neck.

“There are many paths for you to take,” she whispered, still stroking me, “which one you take will be for you to decide.”

“When?” I asked, giving myself over to her gentle embrace.

I felt her hand grab my hair and I grunted as she pulled my head back from her breast, her other hand sliding down the back of my t-shirt.

“Now.”

She let go of my hair and held me with her glare. I was free to move, but could not look away, did not want to look away. Her hand caressed my cheek and her middle finger slid to the centre of my lips. She held it there for a moment, watching me intently.

“Choose.”

I hesitated, waiting to see if her expression would change, but it didn’t. Not in the slightest. It continued not to change as she watched me part my lips and take the tip of her finger in my mouth. Nor did it change as she watched me lean forward and slide my lips further down to the knuckle and beyond.

Her finger was still in my mouth, resting on my tongue. I slid my lips up and down, my tongue licking her finger as I sucked on it, her eyes fixed on me, as if reading my actions as part of her ritual. After a few moments, she slipped her finger out of my mouth and held the wet digit between us for a moment, then placed it in her own mouth and sucked it tightly. She licked her lips as her hand fell to her side and the hand down the back of my t-shirt slid up, moved around my neck and stroked my cheek.

She nodded slightly, as if I had chosen correctly, then dropped to her knees, the folds of her dress bunching beneath her, providing comfort from the hard ground below. She pulled at my legs and I moved myself and the chair around so that I was facing her. She ran her legs up my thighs and with one hand stroked the outline of my now rock-hard cock. She seemed to take this as a good sign as with the other, she reached under my t-shirt and caressed my body.

She moved in closer and both hands moved to my flies, unbuttoning them and pulling them down. I began to help, lifting my ass so she could slide my trousers down to my ankles.

She slid her hands up my bare legs and onto my thighs, her silky sleeves brushing against me as she did so. I moaned softly as her fingers moved over the bulge in my boxers, her fingers of one hand tracing the outline of my cock as the other slid in between my thighs. She leaned in and kissed the bulge, her soft lips moving slowly upwards, then slid her hands into the sides of my boxers and slid them down.

I repeated the motion of lifting my ass and sighed with relief as my cock sprang free from its cotton cage. She examined my cock carefully, her fingers tracing the dark blue veins of my shaft.

“You’re not going to tell me my future by reading my cock, are you?” I asked, half-joking to hide my nervousness.

“Something like that,” she said, her fingers still carefully stroking me. “Sexuality is the key force of nature. It drives all else, overriding other more practical considerations in exchange for more or less instant gratification. Without sex,” she said, looking up at me from her knees, “there would be no future.”

With her eyes locked on mine, she leaned forward and took the tip of my cock in her mouth. I moaned as she ran her tongue around it, her fingers still stroking my shaft, still looking for the secrets my future would hold.

My hands gripped the sides of the wooden chair, and I half expected the wood to splinter in my hands, but it held firm despite my best efforts.

Her lips sank deeper, taking me into her throat as her fingers searched for answers elsewhere, tickling my balls, a stray finger exploring my taint. I stifled a moan as my cock hit the back of her throat, the muscles massaging the tip of my cock as she swallowed, her warm saliva coating my shaft. She pressed down even deeper for a moment, then rose back up. She took a deep breath. Her cheeks were flushed, and my cock was dripping with her saliva. She ran her tongue up the underside of my cock, licking up her saliva, then dribbling back onto the tip.

“I see a lot of potential in your future,” she said, standing up with ease, her lips shining with spittle. Her robe had slipped off her shoulder, and I stared at the soft patch of skin as if it contained the answers I was seeking.

“I see a lot of potential, too,” I said, my cock throbbing, desperate for more of this teller of fortunes.

She smiled softly.

“Potential is only of value, if it can be transformed into the actual, the tangible, the solid. Can you make your potential solid?”

“I already have,” I said, before realising the question was rhetorical, and not about my thundering erection.

“That remains to be seen,” she said, “for the future is not yet written.” She stepped forward and reached for the front of her robes, sliding a hand inside. I watched in amazement as the robe came undone, exposing a long strip of pale skin down her torso, which expanded as she pulled the silken material to the sides, exposing the rest of her body. I sat there in stunned silence, her robes hung down at the waist. Her body was slim and lean, her skin perfectly smooth and her breasts, with their dark brown nipples, much larger than the robe had suggested.

She ran her hands down her body, her fingers tracing the contours of her smooth skin. Wherever her future was written, I couldn’t see it. Her hands slid down to the robes around her waist, and she wriggled gently as she pushed them down, allowing them to fall to the floor, leaving her in nothing but the scarf wrapped around her hair.

She stood there, the robe crumpled around her feet, as if nothing had changed. She ran her hand over her smooth stomach and down over the patch of neatly-trimmed pubic hair, moaning softly as she slid a finger deep between her lips, sliding up and down as she touched herself, moving deeper and deeper.

Then, as she slid her finger out from between her legs, it was clear it was wet, even in this dim light. She stepped forward, slipping her dainty feet out of her robes and presented the wet digit to me. This time, she didn’t have to ask me to choose.

“That’s right,” she sighed as I sucked on her pussy-coated finger, “choose your future.” She moved it in and out as I sucked, tasting her juices in every inch of my mouth. Finally, she slipped it from between my lips and moved closer again, straddling me carefully as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She rocked on top of me, rubbing her wet pussy over my cock, letting me feel her inviting warmth and slickness on my shaft as her soft body pressed against me, as she leaned in to kiss me. Her lips were as soft as they seemed, and she purred as she slipped her tongue into my mouth, moving against mine as the taste of her continued to linger.

I knew she must have been able to taste herself on my lips, and she didn’t have to be psychic to know how excited that got me. My cock twitched, pressing up against her wet slit as she writhed faster on top of me. She moved faster and faster as if she was trying to make me cum without penetrating her perfect body, rocking her hips with a furious intensity along my cock. Then just as suddenly, she raised herself up, reached underneath her, took hold of my cock, and pressed the tip to her oh so inviting entrance.

“Now we will see,” she said, moaning softly as she lowered herself deeper onto my cock, “precisely what your future looks like.” She moved up and down on the top of my cock, slowly at first. But as she slid ever deeper onto my cock, her warm juices further coating my already slick shaft, she sped up, bouncing up and down until I was fully inside her. She closed her eyes as she sat on my lap, my cock fully inside of her. She leaned in to kiss me, moving her hips in a circle, pulling my cock around inside of her mystical body. My hands moved over her, tracing lines up her back and then down, cupping her ass, helping her move a little faster.

She purred as she moved in my lap, both arms once again wrapped around my neck, then began rising and falling. I let out a grunt as she started to move up and down my cock, picking up speed until her perfect ass was bouncing off my thighs, slapping them red raw as she rode my cock like a woman possessed.

“Oh Goddess,” she cried, her eyes closed, head tilted back as she clung on to me, riding me furiously, “I can feel your spirit inside me!”

I felt the urge to correct her and that it was me who was inside her, but I resisted. As long as it got her off, I was happy for her to say whatever mystical mumbo jumbo she desired.	

“Give me your vision to see what is truly before us!”

She cried out as if a sudden surge had shot through her, then opened her eyes and looked at me, her eyes fiery with passion and kissed me so hard, it was all I could do to stop the chair from falling backwards.

“Don’t hold back,” she said, in between kisses, “what will be will be. Let the energy of the Goddess flow through you and guide you to where you need to be.” I kissed her back, feeling this goddess's warmth flowing all over my cock and felt a sudden rush of my own.

“Yes!” She cried out as I gripped her by the ass and lifted her petite body as I stood up, the chair clattering back behind me. “Let the Goddess guide you!” She wrapped her legs tightly around my waist, holding herself close as she continued to ride me in mid-air, unwilling to ease up on my cock for even a second.

I moved forward and laid her back on the table, watching her writhe, her legs still wrapped tightly around me, keeping my cock still buried deep inside of her. Her hair flowed behind her as her headscarf came off, sending her long, dark hair spilling off the side of the table, as she rocked her hips, pulling my cock around inside of her. I leaned forward and ran my hands over her body, feeling her soft skin. I slid upwards and cupped both of her breasts, holding them firmly as I leaned in further and sucked on one nipple and then the other, causing her to moan and thrust ever more intensely. Her back arched as she pressed her breast further into my mouth, her soft flesh pressing against my face as I sucked and licked at the hardened bud held between my lips. I felt her hand running through my hair, grabbing a handful and holding me in place as the other slid between us and found her clit. As I leaned there, I felt her hand moving between us, vibrating as she pleasured herself, rocking on the table, as my hips began to thrust until I couldn’t take it any more.

I straightened up and grabbed my fortune teller by the hips, holding her firmly as I began to fuck her hard and fast. She screamed with pleasure, her fingers moving over her clit faster than ever, her tits bouncing with each thrust as her spare hand reached out and grabbed the table for support. Any worries the table might not be able to support such strenuous exertions went out the window, as I fucked her as powerfully as I could, focusing all my energy on the sexual expression of existence, deciding my fate through sheer force of will.

“That’s it!” she cried. “Make your own future!”

I lifted her by the hips, tightening the angle of penetration as her ass lifted from the table, watching my thick cock pounding her tight pussy, her dark lips wet and inviting, gripping my shaft as I took us both closer and closer to the inevitable conclusion.

I felt my cock twitching inside her, her walls massaging me, her legs tightening to pull every thrust as deep into her as possible, taking me right to the brink. She cried out as I plunged in deeper, as I pushed myself as far as I could go, her pussy feeling better than anything I’d ever experienced.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “oh yes!”

I watched her body shaking as she came, her features contorting with pleasure, her pussy gripping my cock as her fingers worked wildly between her legs, her moans echoing in the room as her back arched and her legs tightened around me once again, squeezing me closer, pulling me in deeper, desperate for me to share in her orgasm.

“Keep going,” she moaned, her shaking body covered in sweat, “you’re so close.”

“I’m so close,” I said.

“So close,” she agreed, her fingers still working her clit as she continued to orgasm, “so very close.”

“I’m going to cum.”

“Yes,” she cried, letting go of the table and running her hand through her hair, “find your release, find your answers, paint them on my body. Write your own future!”

I kept fucking her for as long as I could until, holding back from release, controlling my future by fucking her for as long as possible until right at the final second, I pulled out of her and began working my slick cock with my hand, my eyes fixed on her perfect, slim body as I came.

“Express yourself!” she cried as I came all over her, watching her writhe with satisfaction as I shot hot load after hot load all over her perfect body. I kept cumming, painting her stomach, her chest, her dark bush of moist pubic hair with my seed, watching as it landed on her hot, flushed skin, shooting up in thick lines between her breasts, filling her adorable belly button with my fluids, until we were both completely spent.

“Oh my god,” I gasped as I grasped the table with my free hand, my hard cock still in the other. “Oh my god.”

I took a moment to steady myself, stars flashing before my eyes as the darkness and the candles and the incense and the rush of blood from my head all acted cumulatively to loosen my connection to the real world. I felt her hand stroke my sweat-covered face and looked at her.

“You’ve given me so much to work with.” As my vision cleared, I saw she had pushed herself up onto her elbows. The fingers of one hand, the one wet from fingering her clit, hovered just above the fresh seed I had spilt on her body. “This,” she said, her fingers moving over a thick line of semen that I had shot straight up her body and between her breasts, “this indicates that you’re a straight shooter, ready to go get whatever you want. And, for the most part, you succeed.”

I watched, my mind still not quite right, still struggling to process what I was seeing.

Was she using my cum to predict my fortune?

“And here,” she said, her fingers moving around her stomach, indicating the thick drops that sat on her skin, “these demonstrate that you will have many satisfying successes in many aspects of your life.”

“What about this?” I asked, pointing to her belly button full of cum. “What does this represent?”

“It represents,” she said, her finger lightly touching the surface, “that your cup will runneth over.”

“With?”

“With whatever you desire. And this,” she said, running her hands through her pubic hair, coating her fingers in the final drops of my cum, “is just fucking hot.” She laughed and leaned back, rubbing my cum into her clit as I laughed and pulled up my trousers, righted my chair and sat down to catch my breath.

“That’s a hell of a reading,” I said, “do you do that for everyone?”

“Just those who need it,” she said, rolling off the table, landing almost silently on her dainty feet. She straightened up her naked form, and I took the opportunity to admire her ass as she disappeared into the back, her pale cheeks spanked bright red from bouncing on my thighs.

“I certainly needed that,” I said, sliding my hands into my pockets, my fingers finding the small paper bag containing the crystal I had completely forgotten about.

*

The beads hanging from the doorframe clicked behind me as I walked back into the front of the store. Everything was exactly as it had been, but it all felt different.

“How was your reading?” asked the woman behind the counter, her expression the same as before. “Get a glimpse into your future?”

I hope so,” I said, walking towards the counter. I stopped and hesitated. “Is it always…” I paused, thinking of the right words, “so revealing?”

“Only for those who need it,” she replied, and smiled. “Madam Liu always knows the best way to give a reading. Have a great day.”

“Thank you,” I said, nodding and heading back outside.

The air had cooled somewhat, and the heat no longer felt so oppressive. In fact, I barely felt it at all, the cool aura of the shop enveloping me as if I was in a protective bubble, immune from the distractions of the real world.

Shortly after she’d disappeared into the back, Madam Liu had returned, still completely naked, her body now wiped clean of the runes I had cast upon her prophetic skin. She had walked towards me with complete confidence, bending down and collecting her robes with no sense of shame or unease.

“How do you feel?” she’d asked, slipping her robes back on, her exquisite body disappearing underneath the fine fabric.

“Enlightened,” I’d said, “and lighter.”

She’d smiled and nodded.

She’d stepped forward and held out her hand. I’d taken it and gotten to my feet. She’d moved in close and pressed herself against me, pressing her lips gently against mine and kissing me one final time and walked towards where she had disappeared before.

“Remember,” she’d said, turning to me for one final time, “without sex, there would be no future.”

It was at that moment that I knew that my destiny was in my hands, that my future was out there, waiting for me. And I was ready to create it.
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