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Chapter 1 California

Iwiped the sweat off my forehead and took a deep breath. The gym was packed, music pounding through the speakers. I had just finished my last set of deadlifts, the bar slamming down with a satisfying thud. My muscles burned, but it was a good burn. The kind that reminded me of how much stronger I’d become.

Standing in front of the mirror, I studied the thick veins running down my arms, the hard lines of my muscles, and how my thick hair framed my face. I barely recognized the guy I used to be—When I’d scramble for every gig, trying to make a living out of photography and living in my cramped-up apartment. I never imagined I’d someday wield the powers of an Egyptian fertility God, but here I was, feeling stronger and happier than ever before.

As I finished my set, I turned to Jenna, the blonde I had trained with. She was still catching her breath, her toned body glistening with a light sheen of sweat.

“Good session,” she said, stretching her arms behind her head, and pushing her breasts toward my face. Her sports top showed off her cleavage perfectly, and her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. Pink leggings hugged her thighs and ass in all the right places. But honestly, it didn’t matter what she wore—she was always sexy as hell. “Thinking about repeating last night?”

I smirked, gripping her waist and pulling her close so her soft mounds pressed against my chest. My fingers slid down to her ass, giving it a firm squeeze. I thought of last night—her lying nude next to Neferu, their moans filling my ears. Jenna knew nothing about my origins—or Neferu’s. She just thought I was well-endowed and gifted, a man who could summon erections and have sex nonstop.

It wasn’t the first time I’d invited her to my mansion, but I never bothered to hide my talent. She just giggled whenever she noticed I got hard again and again.

To be fair, it only made her wetter each time—maybe she had been blessed by a fertility goddess as well.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, letting my fingers linger on her waist. She pressed closer, her toned body warm against mine.

“Come on, you know you want to,” she teased, dragging a finger down my chest and lightly grazing it over my bulge. “You didn’t seem hesitant last night.”

I chuckled, tilting her chin up. “I like keeping you guessing.”

She let out a soft hum, pressing her breasts a bit harder against my chest. I enjoyed how easily women gravitated toward me ever since Zafara had gifted me Min’s power. It was like bees to honey—effortless and natural. The hunger in their eyes, the way they responded to my touch, it never got old.

She bit her lip. “Can I DM you?”

“You already know the answer to that,” I murmured, brushing my lips over hers before deepening the kiss, letting her melt against me. Coming off her lips, I pulled back just enough to meet her gaze. “See you around.”

She grinned, watching me walk away, her eyes promising more adventurous nights.

I headed toward the locker room, still feeling the heat of her body against mine. As I turned the corner, I nearly ran into someone—an old friend from my photography days. He did a double take, his eyes widening.

“Nathan? Holy shit, man, what kind of roids are you on?”

I stretched my arms. “All natural,” I said with a wink. Not exactly a lie. Min’s fertility powers had turned me into something beyond human, but I wasn’t about to explain that.

He laughed and shook his head. “Damn. Whatever you’re doing, keep at it. By the way, how’d that wedding shoot in Egypt go? Last I saw, you were hyping it up like it was going to be the gig of the year.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Better than expected,” I said carefully. That was one way to put it. The shoot had gone great, but after that, I’d stepped into a life of wealth, power, and time travel—seeing a place in time most could only dream of. But there was no way I could explain any of that. I’d rather say I was on roids. “What about you? How’s business going?”

He chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. “Still shooting. Business is good, but man, the market’s getting tough. Feels like it’s drying up.”

I nodded, keeping my expression neutral. “Yeah, it’s getting rough out there.” I glanced at my watch, pretending to check the time. I knew him well, and he would certainly ask more questions—ones I wasn’t prepared to answer yet. “Listen, I’ve got a meeting to get to, but let’s catch up soon.”

“Sure thing,” he said with hints of disappointment in his voice.

I patted him on the shoulder and walked off before he could ask anything else. The truth was, there was no meeting—I was heading back home to Zafara and Neferu. Two women who meant the world to me.

* * *

Sliding into my Lamborghini, I revved the engine and pulled out of the parking lot. The deep growl of the car turned heads immediately, but it wasn’t just the machine that drew attention. At every stoplight, the sexiest and most beautiful women stole glances, their flawless faces lit with curiosity, their eyes roaming over me like they couldn’t help themselves. It wasn’t just the supercar—it was the way they studied me, their lips slightly parted, their bodies angling toward me as if waiting for an invitation. They wanted to throw themselves at my feet. I hadn’t gotten used to it yet, but already, it felt good. It was a side effect of Min’s power, and one I couldn’t complain about.

My mansion sat perched on a hill, offering a panoramic view of the ocean stretching endlessly in the Southern California sun. The architecture and massive windows made it a modern paradise, but what made it home was who waited inside.

I always smiled when I saw my home. “Paid for by impregnating thousands of women,” I reminded myself as I parked outside.

As I stepped through the entrance, the scent of spices and slow-cooked meat filled the air. I opened the door and entered. Neferu stood in the kitchen, stirring a pot of lentil stew with lamb and fresh-baked bread resting on the counter beside her—a traditional Egyptian meal.

She looked up with a smile. Her heart-shaped face, framed by high cheekbones, was flawless. She’d painted her full lips red, and her dark eyes were adorned with kohl. Her long, loose hair complemented her sun-kissed complexion perfectly.

At home, she always wore an ancient Egyptian dress that hugged her curves in all the right places.

I crossed the room, wrapped an arm around her waist, and kissed her lips. “Smells incredible,” I murmured, grateful for the meal—and her.

“You deserve it,” she said, perching on her tiptoes to brush a hand through my hair. “Long day?”

“Something like that.”

She reached out, running her hands over my arms, squeezing my biceps with an appreciative hum. “The gym is making you even stronger,” she said, her fingers tracing the hard lines of my forearm. “I remember when I first saw you … you were strong, but not like this.”

I smiled, memories flashing through my mind—the moment I took her from the sands of ancient Egypt and brought her into modernity. She had adapted well, but she still clung to some traditions, praying to her gods and wearing Egyptian clothes around the house. But outside, she embraced the present, slipping into skirts and bikinis, enjoying the company of the other women I had invited to my place. It was strange, watching her balance both worlds, but it suited her. I wasn’t sure if I could pull it off.

“I’m glad you approve,” I said, pulling her closer. “Though I think you had a hand in it too. All those nights of … intense exercise.”

Neferu giggled, a sound that still made my heart skip. “Perhaps. But I can’t take all the credit.”

I hugged her again just before the stew started to boil over.

“Whoops,” she said, quickly moving the pot.

“Need a hand?” I offered.

“I’m fine, thank you,” she replied adorably.

Moving on, I caught sight of Zafara sitting outside, seated cross-legged, lost in meditation. Her lustrous dark hair cascaded down her back, catching the fading sunlight. Her eyes, obsidian, like two pearls, remained closed, enhancing her mystery. When they finally opened, they locked onto mine. Her thick, full lips curled into a knowing smile, and her round, symmetrical breasts rose and fell with each slow breath. Her natural olive tan shimmered under the setting sun. The wind played with the edges of her robes, making her seem almost ethereal like a goddess.

“An oracle has reached out to me,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. “And?”

She rose to her feet, walking toward me with that same teasing smirk she always wore when she was keeping something to herself. “I’ll tell you later,” she said, running a finger along my jaw. “We’ll eat first.”

I wanted to press her for more, excitement stirring in my chest at the thought of another journey into antiquity. But Zafara loved her games. This was her way of keeping me hooked.

I glanced at her, remembering the small village where I first met her, where she had trusted me enough to pass on the fertility powers that had changed my life forever. I owed her everything. I’d take a bullet for her, and love her anytime she wanted.

Neferu called us over, and we sat down to enjoy the lentil stew and perfectly seasoned, juicy lamb. Dinner was like usual—warm, relaxed and filled with conversation. We talked about everything and nothing, from the gym to the latest shows Neferu had been binge-watching. I complimented her cooking, watching as her bronze cheeks flushed slightly at the praise. She looked away for a moment, pretending to focus on her plate, but I caught the pleased smile she tried to hide.

After we finished eating, we moved to the living room. Neferu brought out a thick leather-bound photo album, setting it on the table with a nostalgic smile. She always loved sitting and watching photographs together. She flipped through the pages, revealing glossy prints from our recent trips. One was from a luxurious stay at a beach resort in Santa Monica, the golden sun reflecting off the water as we lounged on the sand.

“You look pretty damn good in a bikini,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said, leaning closer. “At first, I thought they were kind of intimidating, but now I love them.”

The other was from when we tented in a national park, miles away from civilization, the firelight flickering against our skin as we sat under a sky filled with endless stars. The scent of pine and the crisp night air came back to me just from looking at the images—along with memories of what we did that night.

“That night was something else,” I said as I glanced at a photo of us by the fire. “You didn’t complain much for someone used to silk sheets.”

Neferu rolled her eyes playfully, but her lips curved into a soft smile. “That’s because I had warmth,” she said, nudging my shoulder before glancing at the photo. “And unlike here in the city, a sky full of stars.”

Zafara chuckled from the side, stretching her legs over the couch, her fingers tracing the edge of a photo. “And good company,” she added. “Even if certain someone was convinced he could wrestle a wild animal if it came too close.”

I smirked. “I was just being prepared.”

Neferu shook her head. “I’d have loved to see that. But I’ll admit, it was … freeing. Different from anything I ever experienced back home.”

We flipped through the album, talking about more photos, but eventually, my curiosity got the better of me. I turned to Zafara, leaning back against the couch. “Alright, enough waiting. What did the oracle say?”

Zafara smiled, as if pleased that I was finally asking. “So, the Oracle of Delphi contacted me,” she revealed.

“The oracle of who?”

She stifled a chuckle. “The Oracle of Delphi—the most famous and influential oracle in ancient Greece. People believed she spoke directly for Apollo, delivering prophecies and divine wisdom to statesmen and generals.”

I nodded and listened.

“Their leaders have sought her guidance to help repopulate their cities, which is why the oracle contacted me.”

I nodded, absorbing her words. “Who is this oracle?”

“At this time, a priestess named Themistoclea. She spoke of the Persian Wars, and how they devastated the male populations of both Athens and Sparta. But even after the Persian Wars, you had the First Peloponnesian War. But fortunately, they have signed a peace treaty for now. But the gender balance has been shaken, and now, their women seek to restore what was lost.”

“So, this is another job offer?”

She nodded. “Yes, but be warned. Tensions between Athens and Sparta remain high. Their women may not be so willing to share you–They will compete for your attention.”

Neferu giggled. “His libido is strong enough.”

She wasn’t wrong. After staying put for a month, I was hungry for more—more wealth, more women and more adventure. Zafara, Neferu, and the other women I had taken on the side had barely satisfied my lust and arousal.

“It’s time,” I said, my voice firm.

“Then that’s settled,” Zafara said with a quiet nod.

I turned to Neferu. “Do you want to come with us?”

She held my gaze for a long moment before shaking her head. “I’m not sure,” she admitted. “I’d look pretty foreign there, wouldn’t I?”

I glanced at Zafara. “What do you think?”

“I recommend you stay,” Zafara said. “Nathan needs to focus on his mission. But we’ll be back before you know it.”

Neferu smiled faintly. “As long as you won’t be gone too long.”

Zafara leaned forward slightly, her expression turning more serious. “There’s something else you should know,” she told Neferu. “Time doesn’t move when we travel back. No matter how long we stay, when we return, it will feel like mere moments have passed here. Although what takes time is the time travel itself, which could be a week.”

“That sounds doable,” Neferu said. “How long will you stay there… if that makes sense?”

“Talking about time travel makes me a bit disoriented too,” I admitted.

“Maybe half a year or less,” Zafara said. “It depends on many factors.”

“Half a year…” Neferu tilted her head, a smirk playing on her lips. “Then that means you’ll have no excuse not to bring back a Greek girl or two,” she teased. “I hear Crete has beautiful women. We met some in Egypt.”

Zafara nodded, amused. “He’ll likely visit several islands and cities.”

Excitement was already stirring in my groin at the thought of all the new beauties I’d encounter, but there was still so much uncertainty. I didn’t have much knowledge of ancient Greece. “I don’t know much about ancient Greece,” I admitted. “Or even what year we’re going to.”

Zafara’s gaze met mine. “The year is 445 BC,” she said. “Athens is at the height of its power. The city thrives with wealth, art, and philosophy–The golden age of Greece, but she has still lost many men due to the recent wars.”

“And that’s where I come in,” I said with a smile.

“Indeed,” Zafara replied.

I mulled it over as scenes of what I knew about Greece flashed through my mind. Pulling out my phone, I googled Athens. All I saw were ruins, but there were also a few concept images of how it might have looked in antiquity. The architecture was different from Egypt, yet somehow, it seemed even more beautiful than what we had today.

What really caught my eye, though, was the sea and the landscape. It looked breathtaking.

“When are we leaving?” I asked.

“Whenever you want,” Zafara said.

“Then it’s settled. Tomorrow, we leave.”

* * *

I woke up to the warmth of Neferu pressed against me, her arm draped over my chest. Her slow, steady breaths tickled and warmed my skin. I ran my fingers down her back before pressing a kiss to her forehead. She stirred, her eyes blinking open as she looked up at me.

“You’re up early,” she murmured, her voice still thick with sleep.

I smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Didn’t want to waste my last morning with you.”

She sighed, shifting closer. “I know it’s only a week, but … I’ll miss you.”

I cupped her cheek, tilting her face toward mine. “I’ll miss you too.”

She bit her lip, hesitating for only a second before pulling me into a deep kiss. I let myself sink into it, enjoying her taste, the softness of her lips and the heat of love between us. When we finally pulled apart, she rested her forehead against mine.

“Just don’t take too long,” she whispered.

“I’ll be back before you know it.”

“And don’t forget to bring back a souvenir or two… and maybe some girls.”

“I will,” I said. “Maybe more than one.”

“The more, the better,” she said, her lips curving into a smile.

I ran my hand down her leg until I reached her moist lips, feeling the remnants of last night’s release. Even though I took her and Zafara every day—sometimes more than once—I was still incredibly aroused.

I needed more women.

Greece would be the perfect opportunity for that, and I couldn’t wait to see what the ancient city-states had to offer in terms of beauty.

Before I could say more, I felt Zafara stir beside me. She was waking up, stretching before leaning over to kiss me. “Morning,” she murmured, her fingers running through my hair. “Sleep well?”

“As always,” I told her. “Ready to get going?”

She nodded. “Unless you want to cuddle with Neferu.”

“We can do that for a little bit longer,” I said with a grin.

We spent the next hour tangled in each other’s arms, enjoying our last moments together before the journey. Neferu’s soft curves pressed against me as Zafara’s fingers traced patterns on my chest. The room was quiet except for our breathing and the occasional rustle of sheets.

Eventually, the three of us stepped into the shower, steam filling the space as warm water cascaded over us. We took our time, just a quiet moment of warmth and closeness before the journey ahead.

When we were dressed, we made our way to the kitchen, where Neferu had already started preparing breakfast. The scent of dates and honey filled the air, and Zafara and I got seated shortly after.

Neferu placed a warm date cake in front of us. “You know how to make leaving harder,” I said, breaking off a piece and taking a bite. It was soft and sweet just as I loved them.

Neferu smiled as she sat across from me. “I’m sure you’ll find some goodies in Greece as well. I googled some of their dishes—they look pretty delicious.”

“Practice making a few,” I told her with a wink. “By the time I get back, my taste might have changed.”

“You got it. And don’t forget to tell me if ancient Greece is prettier than Egypt.”

I laughed. “I’ll let you know, but I have a feeling you already know the answer.”

After breakfast, I went over a few things with Neferu, making sure she had everything she needed while I was gone. I handed her my phone. “Keep this with you. If anyone asks where I am, just say I’m on a business trip and forgot my phone at home.”

She took it, giving me a knowing look. “You always have a plan, don’t you?”

“Just covering my bases,” I said, patting her back. “I don’t need anyone poking around while I’m gone.”

With everything settled, Zafara and I moved to the center of the spacious living room. She had cleaned it earlier, making sure nothing was in the way of what came next—time travel.

Zafara turned to me with a knowing smile. “Undress,” she instructed. “We’ll receive proper clothing when we arrive at the Oracle of Delphi.”

I pulled my shirt over my head and stepped out of my shorts. Zafara also undressed, unveiling her bare, flawless body except for an amulet that hung around her neck. Beside us, Neferu leaned against the couch, watching with an amused look. When I was fully nude, she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her body close in a tight embrace.

“One last hug before you go,” she said, her breath warm against my skin. “Don’t keep me waiting too long.”

I held her just as tightly, enjoying the warmth of her body. “I won’t,” I said, tilting her chin up to press my lips to hers. When I came off her lips, she let go of me. I stepped back and turned to Zafara. “Let’s do this.”

Zafara walked to the center of the room, raising her hand. The amulet around her neck glowed faintly, casting a soft light against her skin. She began to chant, the words mysterious but powerful. The air around us seemed to hum, an energy stirring as if the very room was coming to life.

A shimmer appeared in front of her, faint at first like heat rising from the pavement. Within moments, it expanded into a swirling circle of light, the edges twisting in an unseen current. The portal wasn’t large—just big enough for two—but the energy radiating from it made my skin tingle. It was the third time I’d seen it, and the goosebumps spread along my arm.

Zafara turned to me. “It’s time.”

I took one last glance at Neferu. “Don’t get lost in time,” she teased.

I grinned before stepping forward, reaching for Zafara’s hand. Even though it was my third time, it still felt a bit intimidating. But Zafara gave my hand a reassuring squeeze.

We exchanged glances, and deep down, I knew she was a woman I could fully trust. The moment our fingers intertwined, we stepped through. The mansion, the morning light, Neferu’s presence—it all vanished in an instant. A rush of light and sound engulfed us, and I gripped Zafara’s hand tightly as we left modernity behind and traveled back to antiquity.


Chapter 2 Oracle of Delphi

The time travel had felt like an intense dream. Scenes of the planet had flashed before my eyes. Then, as I slowly regained my senses, my eyes adjusted as a rush of dizziness washed over me. I staggered slightly. Zafara’s hand gripped my arm, steadying me as I blinked against the sudden change in light and air. She turned to me, her loving eyes searching mine. “Are you okay?”

I nodded, rolling my shoulders as I adjusted to the new environment. “Yeah,” I said, though my mouth felt dry. “Just takes a second to shake off.”

The scent of burning incense filled my nose, thick and heavy, mixing with the faint aroma of stone and air. “Where are we?”

“The Temple of Apollo,” she said in a lowered voice.

“Wow,” I murmured, rubbing my eyes as I took in the beauty. The towering columns stretched toward the sky, sunlight filtering through the open structure and casting long shadows over the intricate carvings on the walls.

The marble floor beneath my bare feet was cool and smooth—not worn like the ruins I had seen in photos on Google. This temple was at the peak of its glory, untouched by time.

I couldn’t help but wonder—why did humanity stop building such magnificent structures?

But then I saw her.

It had to be her. A lone priestess knelt before Apollo’s altar, her arms raised toward the heavens. Despite her mature appearance, she hadn’t lost her beauty or charm. She was dressed in a white and gold gown, a crown of laurel leaves resting atop her head.

“That’s Themistoclea, the Pythia—the high priestess of the temple,” Zafara whispered as if she didn’t want to disturb her.

With her eyes closed, she was lost in her chant. “O Phoebus Apollo, golden-haired lord of prophecy, You who see beyond time, you who light the way, I call upon your wisdom to reveal the divine path. The heavens tremble, the earth whispers, and the moment has come. As you willed it, let the messenger arrive, let destiny be fulfilled, let the women be satisfied and let the barren soil become lush, fertile and wet.”

Wisps of incense curled through the air as she spoke. The sacred flames on Apollo’s altar flickered before suddenly flaring higher, as if in response to her words. The temple was silent, save for the crackling fire and the echo of Themistoclea’s voice.

Slowly, she rose. Her gaze locked onto us, and in an instant, she sighed in relief. She regarded Zafara first, offering a nod of acknowledgment. “The mage I have spoken with,” she murmured. “You have brought him.”

Zafara inclined her head slightly. “I have,” she answered. “A man who carries the powers of a fertility god, as I told you before. He is unlike any other.”

Then her eyes landed on me, lingering. A knowing smirk played at her lips as her eyes scanned me. It took me a moment to remember I was nude, and her eyes stayed a minute longer on my divinity. There was no shyness or hesitation. She acted as if it were a ritual. “And you…” she said, stepping closer, studying me with the scrutiny of someone who saw more than just the surface. “Yes … I see now.” She nodded toward my manhood. “You are truly touched by the divine. The remnant of a god of fertility. Your presence carries power, unlike anything I have witnessed.”

Even if she was on the older side, there was no denying her allure. She straightened, composing herself before placing a hand over her chest in greeting. “I am Themistoclea, Pythia of Apollo’s temple,” she said in her sonorous voice. “It is I who called upon the gods for a sign, and now, you stand before me.”

I met her gaze and gave a respectful nod. “Nathan,” I said simply. “It seems I’m the answer you’ve been waiting for.”

She stepped forward and extended her hand. I reached out, clasping it in mine. The moment our skin touched, I felt a subtle tremor in her fingers, a brief flush coloring her cheeks before she quickly tried to mask it.

“Even if you have the body and height of a Greek god, I’ll still have to find you some clothes,” she said with a smile.

“It certainly is a bit chilly up here,” I said.

Themistoclea turned and called for a servant. “Bring garments befitting of guests touched by the divine.”

A young woman quickly bowed before rushing off. Moments later, she returned carrying fine robes of white and gold, woven from soft linen. Themistoclea nodded approvingly as she handed them to us.

“This is a chiton,” she explained as she passed me the white-and-gold garment. “A simple yet noble tunic worn by men of standing. It will suit you well.”

She then turned to Zafara, offering her a flowing robe. “And for you, this peplos—an elegant robe worn by women of grace and stature. The folds should be fastened at the shoulders. It will drape beautifully.”

I ran my fingers over the fabric, feeling its fine texture. “So these are what the Greeks wear?”

Themistoclea smiled. “Indeed. They are both practical and dignified, befitting those who walk in the presence of the gods.”

I pulled the chiton over my shoulders, the fabric light yet firm against my skin. It clung slightly to my frame, and I could tell from Themistoclea’s lingering glance that she noticed. Nearby, a polished bronze mirror reflected my image, and I took a moment to admire how well the garment fit. The white and gold fabric complemented my tanned skin, the drape accentuating my broad chest and strong build.

Zafara put on her peplos, the fabric draping over her curves. She adjusted it as if she’d worn one before, shooting me a smirk as she caught me studying my reflection.

“Before I show you the temple, a proper offering must be made. Come,” Themistoclea said.

She guided us toward a large stone basin filled with water and wine. She dipped her hands into the bowl, lifting them as she let the liquid cascade back down. “This is the way we pay tribute to the gods who watch over us. Pour a libation, and may Apollo bless your path.”

Zafara and I followed suit, each dipping our hands and letting the mixture fall as a silent acknowledgment of the gods’ presence.

With the ritual complete, Themistoclea led us through the halls of the temple, lined with offerings. “The offerings come from kings and nobles,” she explained proudly. “The bronze tripods, golden goblets, and marble statues are dedicated to past rulers.”

“You must have a rich history,” I pointed out.

“Indeed we have,” she said. “And something tells me you’ll explore every inch of it.”

As we walked, she spoke of Delphi’s importance, the power of Apollo’s visions, and the sacred role of the Oracle. “Many have sought the wisdom of this temple,” she explained. “From great warriors to the rulers of mighty cities. Their fate, their victories, and their failures were shaped by the words spoken here.”

I took it all in, the weight of history pressing around me. Even as I admired the beauty of the temple, my mind was already racing ahead, thinking of what awaited me in this world I had only just entered.

Themistoclea turned to us. “Come, I’ll take you to your guide, a priestess of Aphrodite. A twenty-year-old beautiful woman named Thaleia.”

We stepped outside the temple, where the sun cast golden light over the sacred grounds. The cool evening air carried the scent of olive trees and mountain winds. We were in the middle of the mountains with a view of a breathtaking valley. We were surrounded by steep cliffs, forests and a view of the Greek world below.

A small gathering of priestesses and pilgrims lingered near the temple steps, waiting for guidance from the Oracle of Delphi. Their hushed murmurs faded as all eyes turned toward me—clearly, I stood out as a tall foreigner among them.

Themistoclea stepped forward, her voice steady. “Come forth, Thaleia. Your wait is over.”

A young woman, kneeling in prayer, lifted her head. She was dressed in a rose-colored peplos, similar to a flowing shawl. Her long, lustrous dark hair cascaded down her back, and her hazel eyes gleamed with something between awe and recognition as she gazed at me.

She was breathtaking. Even from a distance, I could see how smooth her skin was, kissed by the sun with a natural glow. Her full heart-shaped lips were flawless, and her high cheekbones and delicate features framed a face that was both youthful and refined, while her innocent hazel eyes drew me in instantly.

As our eyes met, I felt sparks. Her face, already glowing, lit up. She looked at me as if she had been waiting for this moment all her life. Thaleia lowered herself into a respectful bow, her voice feminine, sweet and pure.

“By the gods … I have never beheld a man such as you.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone as pretty as you,” I said.

Her lips curved in a smile and her cheeks became slightly rosy. “Pericles and the Archons of Athens sent me to Delphi, hoping the Oracle would summon a god of fertility to restore our war-torn lands.” She dipped her head, her cheeks flushed with excitement. “And now, before me stands the one I prayed for. A gift from the heavens.”

Themistoclea gave a slow nod. “He is the answer you seek, Thaleia. He is Aphrodite’s chosen, a force of renewal meant to seed the future of Greece. But now I must tend to the other pilgrims and priestesses who have been waiting for me.” She looked at me once more, a smile tugging at her lips. “He’s yours now.”

I inclined my head toward her. “It was an honor to meet you, Themistoclea.”

“It was my pleasure,” she said. She regarded me for a moment longer before turning back toward the temple, leaving me standing before Thaleia—the beautiful priestess who had been waiting for me.

Thaleia smiled. “You must be hungry. We have a long journey ahead of us to Athens. Come, let us share a meal before we depart.”

She led us through the temple corridors to a private dining chamber. Cushioned benches lined the walls, and a feast had already been laid out before us—fresh fruits, warm bread, olives, roasted lamb and golden cups of wine, mixed with honey.

I settled onto a bench, my appetite stirring as Thaleia poured wine into my cup. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

I took a sip. It was sweet and not so strong. Then I reached for a fig. As I tasted it, I noticed Thaleia watching me.

“You’re still trying to process all of this,” I said, smirking as I tore a piece of bread.

She nodded. “I wasn’t sure what to expect from you… We all hear about gods, see them depicted in statues, but to witness one in real life—it’s something else. Where do you hail from?”

I exchanged glances with Zafara. It was the same dilemma I’d faced in Egypt—how to explain where I truly came from.

“She asked you,” Zafara teased.

“North,” I said cryptically, which seemed to satisfy her somewhat.

“Yes… that explains your eyes and hair.”

I took another sip of wine, studying her. “And what about you? Where are you from?”

“Corinth,” she said, a small smile playing on her lips. I just nodded, pretending to know where that was. “I was chosen to serve Aphrodite because of my beauty, or so they say. But in truth, it is devotion that makes a priestess, not appearance.”

“What weighs more—beauty or devotion?” I asked her.

She lowered her eyes, her cheeks turning rosy again. “Well… as a priestess of Aphrodite, beauty might weigh more, but devotion is important too.”

I got the impression she wasn’t fond of being judged solely on her appearance. I studied her, which I could do all day long. “Whoever chose you was right,” I said. “Your beauty would make even goddesses jealous. But I can already tell, it’s more than that—you carry yourself with something deeper.”

Thaleia’s cheeks flushed, but she held my gaze, her lips curving slightly. “And you … you look like Zeus himself descended from Olympus. It is no wonder the gods have chosen you for this mission.”

I raised an eyebrow, setting my cup down. “I hope you won’t be offended by this, but can you tell me more about Aphrodite?”

Rather than take offense, Thaleia brightened at the question, delighted to share the wisdom of her goddess. “Aphrodite is the embodiment of love, beauty and desire—Goddess of pleasure. She is the force that draws people together, the passion that ignites between lovers, and the grace that brings harmony. She is more than just the goddess of pleasure—she is the reason love flourishes, the divine energy that binds hearts and souls.”

I nodded, taking in her poetic words. Then, curiosity got the better of me. “And what about Zeus?” I asked. “I know he’s the king of the gods, but what else should I know?”

Thaleia’s face lit up, eager to continue. “Zeus is the ruler of Olympus, the god of the sky, thunder, and kingship. He is the most powerful of all deities, known for his strength, wisdom, and—” she smirked slightly, “his many lovers. His unions with goddesses, nymphs, and mortals have shaped the world as we know it. Many great bloodlines claim descent from him, and his presence looms over all of Greece.”

I chuckled. “Sounds like he and I might have something in common.”

Thaleia giggled. “Perhaps. But time will tell if you leave a legacy as great as his.”

“Indeed,” I said and reached for some lamb. For now, I let the conversation flow, the warmth of the meal grounding me in this moment before the journey to Athens began.

After we finished eating, Thaleia set down her cup and looked toward me. “If we want to reach Athens by morning, we should leave now. The journey through the mountains, the Sacred Way, is long, but worry not—Greece’s mountains are as beautiful as the sea and sky. They define our land as much as the gods themselves.”

“I can’t wait to see more of your country,” I said and glanced at Zafara. “Let’s move.”

She led Zafara and me outside, where a two-wheeled chariot awaited us. The horses, their black manes neatly brushed, stomped and neighed, eager to move. An older man from the temple tightened the reins, securing everything for departure.

We climbed onto the chariot, and I sat in the middle.

Thaleia smiled, a playful glint in her gaze. “A man of divine stature should know how to command horses, don’t you think?”

I grinned, seizing the reins. “I think I can handle them.”

With a flick of the reins, the horses surged forward, their hooves pounding against the earth as we rode down the Sacred Way. The wheels of the chariot kicked up dust, the wind rushing past as we descended from the Oracle’s temple into the open countryside.

Olive trees lined the path, their silvery leaves catching the sunlight as they swayed gently in the breeze. The Sacred Way was marked by ancient stone pillars while the mountains stretched ahead.

I glanced at Thaleia. “It’s beautiful here.”

She smiled, pleased. “I’m glad you like it. Greece is more than its cities and temples—it is the land itself that holds our spirit.”

We talked about various topics as we rode on, and while I sat so close to her, I noticed the sweet perfume she wore, and how easy it was to talk to her.

The midday heat set in as we slowed the chariot for a brief break, letting the horses drink from a small stream. We drank as well, cupping our hands into the water and splashing it over our faces.

“It feels best when you drink straight from the source,” Thaleia said, letting the water drip down her chin and soak into her clothing.

“Especially when you’re really thirsty,” I said. “It makes the water feel divine.”

“Water is divine,” Thaleia said, dipping her hand into it. The water was crystal clear, making her submerged hand fully visible. “It’s the lifeblood of this world.”

“You have a deep appreciation for divine things,” I noted, but there was something more I noticed about her. Sitting so close to someone as pure and pretty as she made my manhood stir. As the droplets trailed down her cheeks, I couldn’t help but admire how smooth and youthful her skin looked.

She leaned in slightly, her warmth radiating toward me even though our shoulders didn’t touch. “You may not yet understand how much the Greeks value divine things … especially seed. But we have long known that the blood of gods flows strongest through their children. Zeus himself proved this over and over.”

She recounted Zeus’ many affairs with both mortal and divine women, how he fathered demigods like Hercules, Perseus and Helen of Troy. Each union between a god and a mortal was seen as a blessing—a way to strengthen future generations. And as she spoke about Zeus, I could feel her arousal growing.

“Sounds like Zeus kept himself busy,” I said.

Thaleia chuckled, her eyes twinkling. “Busy? If Aphrodite had not been the goddess of love, I suspect Zeus would have taken her place.”

I chuckled, swirling the water in my hands before taking another sip. The weight of her words settled over me—if even Zeus’ offspring were revered, how much weight would be placed on my own?

Once the horses had their fill, we continued on, the chariot rolling forward under the golden afternoon sun. Thaleia, still in the mood to share myths, turned to me with a playful look.

“How many women have you bedded and loved?” she asked.

“More than I can count,” I told her truthfully.

Her grin only widened. “Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience pleasure as a woman?” she asked, her voice teasing.

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s an interesting question.”

She grinned. “Then you will enjoy this story…”

She told the tale of Tiresias, the prophet who was transformed into a woman for seven years after striking two mating snakes. When Zeus and Hera argued over whether men or women experienced greater pleasure in love, they turned to Tiresias for the answer, as he had lived as both.

“And what did he say?” I asked, already guessing the outcome.

Thaleia smirked. “That women experience far more pleasure—‘ten times more,’ he claimed.”

I let out a low whistle. “I can see why Hera wouldn’t have liked that.”

Thaleia nodded. “She was furious. She blinded him on the spot. But Zeus, amused by the truth, gifted Tiresias with divine prophecy to compensate for his lost sight.”

Zafara, who had been quiet, said, “Perhaps Tiresias’ answer is why men chase women so desperately—because they will never know what they are missing.”

Thaleia’s gaze flicked toward me, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Or perhaps it is why Aphrodite favors those who truly understand pleasure, rather than simply take it.”

I felt the weight of their gazes, the teasing laced with truth. The road stretched ahead, but my mind lingered on Thaleia’s words, and how she openly spoke about love and pleasure. The journey to Athens had just begun, yet already, I could sense how much this world was eager to embrace me.

* * *

As night fell, the chariot approached a small town nestled between the hills. The scent of baking bread and roasting meat drifted through the air, mingling with the sound of a lyre playing. Oil lamps flickered in the windows of stone houses, casting a warm glow over the narrow streets.

“Here we are,” Thaleia said. “The town where we’ll stay for the night.”

“Looks pretty luxurious,” I said.

“It is,” she replied. “We’ll be staying at an estate owned by a noblewoman named Lady Damaris.”

Thaleia led us through the town, guiding us toward the home of the noblewoman. She talked more about her. She was a widow known for her loyalty to Aphrodite’s temple. When we arrived at the estate, the noblewoman, Lady Damaris, greeted Thaleia first with a respectful bow before turning to me. Her gaze lingered, eyes widening as she took in my stature and foreign features. “By the gods, Thaleia, you did not exaggerate,” she murmured, studying me with curiosity. “A man of such presence is rare even among the sons of Greece.”

Thaleia smiled. “He’s just as charming as he is good-looking. And his name is Nathan.”

Damaris was quite tall compared to other women of antiquity. Her dark hair was braided, and her flawless porcelain skin gave her an almost ethereal beauty. She could easily pass for a model if I took her with me to modernity.

She inclined her head slightly. “I am Lady Damaris. Welcome to my home, Nathan. It is an honor to host one touched by the divine. You will find that those who serve Aphrodite are always welcome under my roof.”

I nodded in acknowledgment. “Thank you for your hospitality. We are grateful for your kindness.”

She smiled, pleased by my words. “Come, you must be tired after such a journey. Let us eat and drink before you rest. But tell me, Nathan, how are you feeling after such a long ride? Is there anything I can offer you for your comfort?”

I met her gaze, appreciating the warmth in her tone. “The meal and hospitality alone are more than generous. I feel well—this journey has been enlightening, to say the least.”

She studied me for a moment before nodding. “Good. A man of your stature should never be left wanting. If there is anything you desire, do not hesitate to ask.”

We were ushered into a courtyard where servants laid out a feast of fresh olives, honeyed wine, and roasted lamb, the perfect meal after a long journey. The firelight flickered over Thaleia’s face as she spoke with the noblewoman, her devotion to my purpose evident in every word.

Damaris was curious about me, asking about my origins and how many women I’d bedded.

“I can’t give you an exact number,” I admitted. “But this isn’t my first fertility mission, and the last one resulted in more pregnancies than I can count.”

Damaris’ lips curled into a smile. “I can see the health and fertility in you. I hope you’ll enjoy our women—and that Thaleia has made a good impression.”

Thaleia and I exchanged glances.

“I can assure you she has,” I said.

The way the firelight danced over Thaleia’s features made me want her even more. Our eyes met briefly, and for a moment, I thought she had noticed my thoughts. A faint blush touched her cheeks before she looked away.

When the meal was finished, the noblewoman arranged separate chambers for us. I turned to Thaleia, and said, “Goodnight, Thaleia.”

Stepping toward me, she suddenly rose onto her tiptoes and pressed a soft kiss against my lips. The boldness of it caught me off guard, but the warmth of her lips, brief as it was, sent a spark through me. It was a light peck, yet it left me wanting more.

She pulled back, her hazel eyes searching mine as if waiting for my reaction. I could still feel the touch of her lips, my body craving another taste. A faint blush crept onto her cheeks before she gave me a small smile. “Goodnight, Nathan.”

I exhaled slowly, stealing one last glance at Thaleia before she disappeared into her room. The heat still lingered in my chest as I stepped toward my own chamber, but before I could close the door, Zafara’s voice reached me again.

“If you need relief, you only have to ask,” Zafara murmured, a playful smirk curving her lips.

I hesitated for a brief moment, glancing at her before shutting the door behind me. The night was far from over, and she knew it.

I gravitated toward her, and she fell into my arms. My hands roamed her body, enjoying the curves hidden beneath her robes. I untied the clasps holding the fabric in place. The soft material fell away, pooling at her feet and leaving her gloriously nude before me.

I stepped back, drinking at the sight of her. The lamplight danced across her olive skin, highlighting the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. Her nipples were already hard peaks, begging for attention.

As my gaze traveled lower, I saw the glistening evidence of her arousal between her thighs. The sight of her wet pussy sent a jolt of lust through me, my cock hardening instantly.

“See something you’ve been craving for the past few hours?”

I cupped her pussy, sliding my hand back and forth. My erection strained against my clothing, and she quickly undid my garments until I was nude.

Lifting her easily, I carried her to the bed. She let out a soft gasp as I laid her down, my larger frame covering hers. I pressed my lips to hers in a deep, passionate kiss as I positioned myself between her thighs. She moaned softly into my mouth, her hands roaming over my muscled back. I could feel the heat radiating from her core as I lined myself up with her entrance, brushing the head of my cock against her slick slit.

With a slow, deliberate thrust, I sank into her. We both moaned at the sensation—her tight, silken walls enveloping me as I filled her completely. I paused for a moment, savoring the feeling of being joined so intimately.

Then I began to move, setting a steady rhythm as I rocked my hips against hers. Zafara’s legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me in deeper with each thrust.

I could feel every quiver and pulse of her body around me as I drove into her again and again.

Zafara’s back arched off the bed as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. “Yes, right there,” she gasped. I angled my hips to keep striking that spot, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter and clench around me.

My release was building rapidly, heat coiling low in my belly. I quickened my pace, thrusting harder and deeper as we both raced toward the peak. Zafara threw her head back and moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders as her climax washed over her. The pulsing of her inner muscles pushed me over the edge and I groaned, burying myself to the hilt as I spilled inside her.

Slowly, I pulled out, watching the sight of my pearly, glistening cum. I had grown used to it, but it still looked almost unnatural—thick, potent, and undeniably healthy. It hadn’t always been like this, but it was a constant reminder of just how fertile I was.

Zafara lay there, smiling in ecstasy as she usually did after I’d fucked her.

I settled beside her, and she draped an arm over my chest, her warmth like a soft, living blanket.

“So, what are your first impressions of Greece?” she asked. “Living up to expectations so far?”

“Well, I didn’t have any expectations to begin with,” I said. “But it looks promising so far. Thaleia is a gem.”

“She is,” Zafara admitted. “Only the most beautiful girls become priestesses of Aphrodite.”

“I find it funny that she called me Zeus. She’s the one who looks like a goddess,” I said.

Zafara chuckled. “Aphrodite would be flattered by the comparison,” she said. “She is, after all, the epitome of beauty and desire in Greek mythology.”

I turned to face her. “Tell me more about Aphrodite. I want to understand what I’m getting into here.”

A smile played on her lips as she began to speak. Her voice took on a lyrical quality as if reciting an ancient poem. “Aphrodite, born from the sea foam, rose from the waves on a giant scallop shell. Her power is so great that even the other gods fear her ability to make them fall in love against their will.”

As she spoke, I could almost see the goddess emerging from the sea, captivating all who beheld her. But the woman I saw was Thaleia.

“Sounds like Thaleia,” I said, imagining her sleeping in the chamber next to ours. Then I turned to Zafara. “Where did you learn all this? You seem to know everything about every civilization.”

“Please… I’m a time-traveling mage. I’ve spent years studying history and visiting history.”

“Good point,” I said, yawning.

She pecked my cheek. “Let’s get some rest,” she said. “Tomorrow, we’ll meet the archons and Pericles.”

I agreed, and we closed our eyes, slowly drifting to sleep.


Chapter 3 Athens

The morning came quickly. After dressing, Zafara and I stepped outside to find Thaleia speaking with Lady Damaris in the courtyard. As we approached, Thaleia turned to us with a warm smile, her skin glowing from deep sleep. She wore another outfit, a flowing white robe with golden rosy clasps. Her long, dark hair was left loose, cascading over her shoulders. Once again I was reminded how flawless she looked.

“Good morning. I trust you both slept well?” she asked with a smile.

I nodded. “Difficult not to on those soft beds.”

Damaris laid her hand over her heart. “I’m glad,” she said. “I’ve already prepared a meal for you.”

She gestured toward a table where a meal had been prepared—fresh bread, fruit and wine. She joined us as we ate. The figs were sweet and delicious, and so was the bread that I dipped in olive oil and salt.

“I hope my home has been comfortable for you,” Damaris said.

“It has,” I replied. “Your hospitality has been more than generous.”

She placed a gentle hand over her chest. “It has been an honor to host one so blessed by the gods. May Aphrodite and Thaleia guide you on your journey. May your path be prosperous, and your purpose fulfilled.”

I inclined my head in gratitude. “Thank you.”

She turned to Thaleia. “Take good care of him.”

Thaleia smiled. “With my life.”

After we’d finished eating, we stepped onto the chariot, and I took the reins once more. The horses pulled forward, and soon, the town faded behind us.

The road to Athens stretched long, winding through rolling hills and scattered groves. The air smelled of wild thyme and olive trees, the heat of the morning sun warming the land. Birds darted between branches, and shepherds led their flocks along the rocky paths. The journey was peaceful, and we passed other travelers along the way, who looked curiously toward me.

I glanced at Thaleia. “So, will all of Greece look at me the way Lady Damaris did?”

She chuckled. “Perhaps. Or maybe she was just an older woman appreciating a rare sight.”

“A rare sight, huh?”

“Yeah,” she said, raking her soft fingers through my hair. “Your hair is rare around here, and so are your eyes.”

I could let her stroke my hair forever. “And what about you?”

Thaleia’s eyes flickered with amusement. “What about me?”

“You’re a rare beauty who draws attention too.”

She smirked. “If you say so.” Her hazel eyes met mine, searching as if weighing her answer. The chariot jolted slightly over a bump in the road, but neither of us looked away. Her lips parted, hesitation flickering across her face before she finally spoke. “I think Aphrodite would not only approve… but she might even be envious.”

“Envious of who?”

“Me,” she said, a playful gleam in her eyes. “For getting the opportunity to be with someone as handsome as you.”

I felt an urge to pull her closer, to test the growing tension between us. But before I could act, she turned her gaze forward, a coy smile lingering on her lips, leaving me to wonder just how much she truly meant it.

The road eventually widened, and the landscape changed. The hills gave way to open plains, and in the distance, the deep blue of the Aegean Sea stretched to the horizon, its surface shimmering under the midday sun. The salty breeze carried the scent of the sea. Farmers worked their fields, merchants walked the roads and travelers passed by, all moving toward Athens. Fishing boats dotted the coastline, their sails fluttering in the wind, a reminder that the city thrived not just on land, but by the wealth of the sea as well.

I took in the sight, and I was in awe of what I saw. “The Aegean is incredible. I never realized how much Greece is tied to the sea.”

Thaleia smiled, following my gaze. “It is the lifeblood of our people. The sea connects our cities, feeds our families, and brings us wealth. The great traders of Corinth, the warriors of Athens, even the poets of Lesbos—they all owe something to the Aegean. Without it, Greece would not be what it is.”

I was caught off guard by Lesbos, not sure whether she was joking or not. I nodded, watching as the waves rolled gently against the shore, the distant sight of fishing boats cutting through the water. “I can see why.”

As we neared the city gates, the sight of Athens in its prime unfolded before me. Marble temples gleamed in the sunlight, their columns stretching high. A temple stood on a hilltop. Bustling markets lined the streets, filled with traders selling everything from pottery to spices. Philosophers debated on stone steps, and soldiers in bronze armor patrolled the roads. It was stunning—far more impressive than modern Athens. The architecture was a hundred times more appealing, with towering columns and intricate carvings that reflected the golden sunlight. The way the light danced off the marble was almost blinding.

Everyone wore similar garments, their flowing chitons and tunics blending seamlessly with the grandeur of the city. I was so lost in admiring the temples that I nearly walked into someone. As I lowered my gaze, I noticed more and more people staring, whispering among themselves and pointing in my direction.

“Where are we heading?” I asked Thaleia.

“We are expected by Athens’ most powerful men. Pericles, the Archons, and the city’s high-ranking nobles are awaiting your arrival.”

I tightened my grip on the reins. “Tell me more about your rulers.”

She nodded. “Athens is ruled by democracy, but not everyone has a voice. The elite—the strategoi, the Archons, and the wealthiest men—shape the future of the city. Pericles though has the most influence. If you earn his favor, your influence will spread throughout Greece. But be prepared—your foreign looks may cause them to test you, one way or another.”

I met her gaze, unwavering. “Let them try. I’m ready for anything.”

The Sacred Way leading to the Acropolis came into view, lined with statues of gods and past heroes. We approached the grand gates. “We’re soon at the Bouleuterion,” Thaleia said. “It’s where the Athenian Council usually meets.”

Guards stepped forward, their expressions wary as their eyes fell upon me. One frowned. “Who is this foreigner?”

Thaleia looked at them, her voice firm. “I am Thaleia, priestess of Aphrodite, and I bring forth a divine man sent by the Oracle of Delphi. He carries the power of fertility, a gift to aid Athens in its time of need.”

The guards exchanged glances before stepping aside. “You may pass.”

“You hold a lot of authority,” I noted as we rode inside.

She chuckled. “Not really,” she said. “Just for this mission, I suppose.”

We hopped out of the chariot and servants took the horses to a nearby stall. We continued toward the Bouleuterion, a rectangular roofed building built with limestone and bricks. Inside the great hall, stone benches were arranged in a semicircle, their smooth surfaces worn from years of debate and decision-making. The air inside was cool, shaded from the sun by towering columns that framed the entrance. Flickering torches lined the walls, illuminating the carved reliefs depicting past wars and men.

“At the far end of the hall are the rulers of Athens,” Thaleia said in a lowered voice.

A man stood among them, looking fiercer and more experienced than any of them. He had a thick beard and curly hair. I didn’t know his name yet, but the way the others deferred to him, I could tell he was the one in charge. He would introduce himself soon enough, but for now, I only observed. I believed I saw the Nine Archons sitting on the benches, their expressions ranging from curiosity to open skepticism.

We stepped forth, and Thaleia stood beside me, her voice unwavering as she addressed the assembly. “This is Nathan, the man the Oracle of Delphi has sent. An answer to Athens’ prayers.”

All eyes fell upon me. The weight of their scrutiny pressed down, but I held my stance, meeting their gazes without hesitation. None of them intimidated me, and something told me it annoyed them.

One of the men leaned forward, his brow furrowed. “So this is the man the Oracle has sent?”

Another, more intrigued, studied me. “Stronger than most. And taller.”

A third, his tone edged with doubt, scoffed lightly. “But obviously foreign.”

The man with the beard and curly hair cleared his throat, the murmurs in the hall falling silent as he beckoned me forward. I stepped closer, feeling the weight of expectation in the room.

“Speak,” he said. “Who are you?”

“I am Nathan, and this is Zafara, the time-traveling mage who brought me here.”

The man studied me carefully before giving a slight nod. “I am Pericles. I led Athens through the Persian Wars and now guide its future.”

He let his words sink in before continuing. I could’ve guessed he was the man with authority when I saw him. “We summoned you because Athens stands at a crossroads. War has claimed many lives. We need strong bloodlines for the future.”

I met his gaze and answered without hesitation. “I can bring them to you.”

Pericles gave a nod. “Your first impression is good, but we will need further proof.” He stepped forward, assessing me. “You claim divinity? Athens does not place its future in the hands of words alone. You will be tested.”

“How?” I asked, recalling how it had gone down in Egypt.

Pericles looked at me long and hard. “We will deliberate on this matter first. You are free to leave for now. We and you should save the questions for later.”

I nodded, taking that as my cue to step back. Thaleia placed a hand lightly on my arm, guiding me away from the assembly. “Come,” she said, her voice softer now.

I followed her as we exited the hall. “I suppose they took it well,” I said.

“Pretty much as I expected,” Thaleia replied.

“Any idea how they’ll test me?” I asked.

Thaleia shook her head. “Not really.”

I turned to Zafara, who said with a wink. “With women.”

I chuckled. “Figured as much … Not sure what to do now, though.”

Thaleia eagerly took my hand. “Athens has much to show you.”

“I do not doubt that,” I said.

As she walked beside me, she asked, “What do you think of the Archons? And Pericles?”

“They are men of power. They look at me like I am either the answer to their problems or a threat they haven’t figured out yet.”

She nodded. “They’re cautious, but they’re not fools. Pericles, especially, isn’t a man easily swayed by words alone. But I’m certain a man like you will handle their challenge.”

“I’m prepared for anything.”

We strolled through the streets. Artisans worked on delicate pottery, their hands moving with practiced ease, while children darted between market stalls. I fixed my eyes on the hilltop and the temple perched on top, breathtaking in its scale and beauty. “What’s that?” I asked, my eyes lingering on the towering columns.

Thaleia followed my gaze and smiled. “Exactly where I’m taking you,” she said. “The Parthenon—something truly worth seeing.”

She guided me up a winding path toward a towering plateau. As we climbed, the chatter of the city below faded, replaced by the rustling of olive trees and the occasional distant clang of a blacksmith’s hammer. At the top, the full beauty of the Acropolis unfolded before me, and she gestured toward the towering structure. “This is the heart of our city. The gods dwell here in spirit, and all of Athens looks upon it as a symbol of our greatness.”

I took it in—the carved friezes, the towering columns, the sheer magnitude of the place. It was unlike anything I had seen before. “How long did it take to build?” I asked.

Thaleia tilted her head slightly, considering. “The Acropolis has been built and rebuilt many times, but Pericles began its grand reconstruction about fifteen years ago. It is still ongoing. The Parthenon itself has taken roughly a decade so far.”

I nodded, absorbing the weight of her words. “And how old is it?”

She smiled. “Athens has always had a sacred hill, but the temples before these were destroyed in the Persian Wars. What you see now is new, meant to surpass what came before. But this place—this land—has been revered for centuries.”

“Damn.”

Thaleia smirked. “And yet, I think the people of Athens are more interested in you than even this sacred site.”

I followed her gaze, noticing again just how many women had turned their heads as we passed. Their glances lingered, some whispering behind veils, others bold enough to meet my eyes directly. The same energy that had drawn women to me in Egypt was alive here, too.

“You may find yourself with more admirers than you expected,” she said, amusement in her tone.

I chuckled. “I’m beginning to see that.”

She let out a laugh, then looked ahead toward the Acropolis. “Come, let me show you Parthenon, a temple attributed to Athena.”

We continued further up a winding hill till we reached the temple. Massive marble columns stretched toward the sky, supporting structures adorned with carvings and reliefs. The Parthenon stood at the center of the hill, its towering presence dominating the sacred hilltop. The temple’s golden statues glowed in the sunlight.

“This,” Thaleia said, motioning toward the temples, “is the heart of Athens. The Parthenon stands as a reminder of our city’s power, our devotion to the gods, and the strength of our people.”

I took in the scene, noting the groups of priests and citizens offering prayers and sacrifices. “It’s unlike anything I’ve ever seen.” In fact, I had seen photos of its ruins before. The Parthenon was famous, but only as a shell of what it once was. Now, standing before it in its full glory, it was something entirely different.

Thaleia nodded. “It is more than just a collection of temples. It is our pride. The Parthenon honors Athena, who granted wisdom and protection to this city. The Erechtheion,” she gestured to another temple, its columns uniquely carved in the shape of women, “marks the sacred spot where Poseidon and Athena once contested for Athens itself.”

I followed her gaze, studying the details of the sculptures and friezes. The craftsmanship was unlike anything I had encountered. The carved women were flawless, each identical to the next. Whoever had sculpted these statues was a master of their craft.

I glanced at her, catching the fire in her eyes. “You love this city.”

She smiled. “I do. And if you are to be part of its future, you must understand what it stands for.”

I looked back at the towering columns, feeling the weight of history pressing down on me. I had been so caught up in the architecture that I’d completely missed the view behind me. When I turned around, Athens stretched out before me, with the sea glistening in the distance.

“Didn’t even notice the view,” I admitted.

Thaleia smiled. “That’s when you know you’ve been looking at something truly beautiful.”

“Right,” I said, meeting her gaze.

After we left the Acropolis, Thaleia turned to me with just the same excitement as when she’d led me to the Parthenon. “Would you like to see the Theater of Dionysus? It is one of Athens’ greatest treasures.”

I nodded. “Lead the way.”

She smiled and led me toward another grand structure nestled into the hillside—the Theater of Dionysus. The stone seating curved around a massive stage, open to the sky, where actors in masks performed for the gathered audience. As we neared the entrance, Thaleia’s eyes lit up with excitement. She tugged lightly at my arm. “Look! A performance is about to begin. Do you want to see it?”

“Why not?”

She smiled, leading me forward. We arrived just in time for a play, the chorus already delivering the opening lines of what seemed to be a tale of love and longing.

As we settled down, she inched closer as the performance unfolded, her hips brushing against mine. “Who’s Dionysus by the way?”

“Dionysus, the god of wine and revelry, is also the god of drama.”

The play progressed, the actors weaving a tale of love between a merchant’s son from Crete and an Athenian girl, their lives bound by fate yet divided by the expectations of their families. The young man, a stranger to the city, sought to prove his worth, to show he was more than just an outsider. The girl, bound by duty to her people, wrestled with her growing love for him. Their passion, their longing, was laid bare on the stage for all to see.

As I watched, the story struck something deeper within me. A foreigner in Athens, winning the favor of its people and the heart of a woman who belonged to it—it was a reflection of my own reality. The parallels were impossible to ignore. I found myself amazed at how engaging it all was, how the performance carried emotions so raw and real despite the masks and stylized gestures. It made me think about how entertainment had evolved from antiquity to modernity, yet the core of storytelling—love, struggle and triumph—remained unchanged.

Beside me, Thaleia shifted slightly, leaning closer against me. I glanced at her, seeing the way her eyes softened as she watched the performance. Without thinking, I draped my arm over her shoulder, pulling her in just enough to acknowledge the closeness between us.

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she sighed in relief, leaning into me as if she had been waiting for this moment. Her gaze remained fixed on the stage, but her body spoke something else entirely. When the actors on stage finally embraced in a dramatic kiss, I felt her shift slightly beside me. Our eyes met, and we exchanged small, knowing smiles. There were sparks between us, something that neither of us needed to point out—at least, not yet.

As the play came to an end, the audience erupted into applause. Thaleia clapped along with them, her eyes still shimmering with the emotion of the performance. I joined in, appreciating not only the story but the passion the actors had poured into their craft.

She turned to me. “What did you think of it?”

I smiled. “I loved it. It was incredible—more engaging than I ever expected.”

Her face brightened. “Good. Athens takes great pride in its theater. Our stories have power, and I am glad you could see that.”

* * *

The sun hung low in the sky as Thaleia and I sat atop a hill, overlooking Athens and the Aegean Sea. Even if it was evening, the city was still full of life, but up here, everything felt peaceful. After the play, we explored more of the city, but somehow, we naturally gravitated toward a quieter spot—somewhere we could be alone, away from the crowds, just talking. A cool breeze cooled us down after a long day, and for a moment, I let myself sink into the quiet. No internet, no endless distractions—just the world as it had been for thousands of years. Simple and free.

Thaleia leaned back on her elbows, watching me with a playful smile. " You’re really getting the attention, you know … as I’ve already said two or three times.”

I smirked. “Oh?”

“Don’t pretend you don’t notice,” she said with a giggle. “The women want you, and the men are intimidated by you.”

I chuckled. “I’ve noticed a few stares.”

“A few?” she teased, tilting her head. “Nathan, half of Athens is already whispering about you.”

I glanced back down at the city, the marble buildings glowing in the fading sunlight. It wasn’t surprising. Even back home, I had seen the way women gravitated toward me after Zafara gifted me Min’s powers. Here, where divinity was woven into daily life, the anticipation was even stronger. I couldn’t wait to prove myself, earn my place, and finally indulge in what Athens had to offer. It was almost tormenting to walk through streets filled with so many beauties, knowing that, for now, they remained just out of reach.

Thaleia shifted closer. “How exactly do these powers of yours work?”

I met her gaze. “I can mate with as many women as necessary. My fertility never diminishes.”

She hesitated, her expression shifting slightly before she spoke again. “I should confess something … I’m a virgin.”

That surprised me. I raised an eyebrow. “That’s rare for a priestess of Aphrodite, isn’t it?”

She gave a small nod, brushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “It is. A young priestess should be loved, after all. But I never found anyone interesting enough.”

I watched her carefully, seeing the way her hazel eyes flickered in the warm light. Her words were honest, but something else too—a quiet curiosity of how intimacy felt like.

“Still,” she continued, a teasing note returning to her voice, “I know how mating works. And I’ve heard that a break is usually needed.”

I leaned back, smiling. “Not for me. With my fertility powers, I can recover whenever I want.”

She blinked. “Whenever you want?”

I nodded. “No rest, no limit.”

She bit her lip, considering my words before looking back at the horizon. “That’s impressive.”

The way she said it made something stir inside me. There was something in the air between us, something unspoken but growing stronger. She was interested—curious, even—but she was taking her time. And I didn’t mind. Athens was a city of patience, after all.

I glanced at her and asked, “Which city is the most beautiful to you? Corinth or Athens?”

She answered without hesitation. “Corinth. It’s my home, after all. No matter how grand Athens may be, my heart belongs to Corinth.”

I smirked. “That much loyalty?”

She smiled, a glint of pride in her eyes. “You’ll understand when you see it. I’d love to show you.”

I met her gaze and smiled. “I’d love to be shown.”

We sat there for a while longer, enjoying the view before my thoughts returned to the council. “I wonder if Pericles and the Archons have decided yet.”

Thaleia tilted her head slightly, considering. “If they haven’t, there’s always Thesmophoria tomorrow.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Thesmophoria?”

“It’s one of the most sacred festivals for women. It honors Demeter and Persephone, celebrating fertility and renewal. Women gather, offer sacrifices and partake in rituals to ensure prosperity for the land and their families.”

I nodded. “Should we go?”

She gave me a knowing look. “It’s only for women. Men aren’t allowed.”

“Oh,” I said, making a disappointed face. “Do you want to go?”

Thaleia hesitated for a moment before exhaling. “Yes, but I’d rather be with you. It wouldn’t feel right to go without you.”

I found her answer unexpectedly sweet. There was something sincere in the way she said it, a quiet confession that being with me mattered more than tradition.

We decided to leave the hilltop, making our way back toward the center of the city. As we descended, the streets grew livelier as torches were lit for the evening. Just as we reached the lower roads, a guard approached, his bronze armor glinting under the fading light.

“Nathan,” he said, his voice steady. “The Archons have reached a decision. You are to return at once.”

We followed the guard back toward the Bouleuterion, where Pericles and the Archons awaited.

We arrived at the grand meeting place where the city’s most powerful men convened. Pericles stood at the center as he regarded me. “Tell me, Nathan, what do you think of Athens so far?”

I met his gaze and answered honestly. “It’s a city unlike any I’ve seen. Powerful, rich in history and full of life.”

Pericles nodded as if pleased by my response before his tone shifted. “We have come to a decision. It is bold and, frankly, unconstitutional. But if you fail, the consequences will be severe.”

I remained steady. I already knew my prowess, so I didn’t fear anything. “What is the challenge?”

Pericles studied me for a moment before speaking. “Tomorrow is the Thesmophoria, a festival meant only for women, where those struggling to conceive seek divine aid. If you truly possess godlike fertility, then you will go to the festival and impregnate every single woman there—by the festival’s end.”

A few of the Archons sniggered, clearly doubting my ability. One leaned back with a smirk. “Even the most virile men in Athens could not accomplish such a feat.”

Pericles silenced them with a sharp look before turning back to me. “Know this, Nathan. There will be priestesses present to bear witness. And if you fail with even one woman—you will not leave Athens alive.”

The room grew quiet, waiting for my reaction. I did not hesitate. “I accept the challenge.”

Pericles narrowed his eyes slightly. “You don’t even want to know how many women will be there?”

“It doesn’t matter. I’ll succeed.”

For the first time, Pericles looked mildly impressed. He gave a slow nod as if seeing me in a new light. Some of the Archons, however, frowned, unconvinced.

“Then so be it,” Pericles declared. “Tomorrow, you prove your divinity—or you die.”

There was nothing more to be said. He handed us a scroll that we needed to present to the priestess as proof that I was permitted to enter the Thesmophoria, and after that, we left. A chariot awaited to take us to an estate reserved for noblewomen and priestesses. The ride was quiet at first, but I noticed Thaleia’s mood had shifted. She was tense, her fingers lightly gripping the fabric of her robe. She also didn’t talk at all.

When we arrived at the luxurious residence, I asked Thaleia, “What’s wrong?”

“There will be hundreds of women at this festival, Nathan … hundreds.”

I shrugged, brushing her concern away. “I can handle them.”

She sighed. “I know you’re powerful, but is this even realistic? If something happens…”

Her worry struck me in a way I hadn’t expected. I reached out, pulling her into a hug. “I’ll manage.”

She rested her forehead against my shoulder for a brief moment before stepping back, exhaling slowly. “I just don’t trust them,” she admitted. “Even if Athens is a democracy, there are still plots, power grabs among the elite. What if they’ve given you an impossible task just to be rid of you?”

Her words lingered in my mind as we approached a group of maids, their flowing tunics draped elegantly over their bodies as they stood ready to tend to our needs.

“They gave me a challenge, and I’ll handle it,” I said with as much confidence as possible, hoping to ease her concerns. “I bet there’ll be a scandal if they try to pull any cheap tricks.”

“Yes… but not if you fail.”

“And I won’t,” I assured her, my voice firm.

She studied me for a moment before a small smile tugged at the corners of her lips. “I trust you.” Thaleia led me inside. “This estate is meant to house women of high status when they visit Athens. We will have separate chambers, but the accommodations are luxurious. You will have anything you require.”

I liked the sound of her voice now better than earlier, slightly happier and not as worried. The corridors were lined with bronze oil lamps. Each doorway led to a private chamber, and the maids bowed respectfully as we passed.

Before we went to bed, we were invited to a meal of fresh fruits, cheeses, honeyed bread, and wine—left untouched, waiting for our arrival.

I took the chance to talk to Thaleia, steering the conversation away from tomorrow. I knew she was anxious. She’d never seen my fertility powers in action, but after tomorrow, she would. From then on, there’d be no doubt. Still, I could see the uncertainty in her eyes, the lingering what if? Even Zafara tried to reassure her, but it wasn’t enough to completely put her at ease.

Once we finished our meal, we prepared for rest.

Before heading to our separate chambers, I caught her wrist gently, stopping her for just a moment. Then, without a word, I leaned in and kissed her lips.

She blinked up at me, startled but not pulling away. Her lips were just as sweet and smooth as they looked. I gently traced the seam of her mouth until she parted them, allowing my tongue to slide over hers. Holding her tightly, I reassured her with my touch, savoring the feminine taste of her until I finally pulled away. I held her gaze and murmured, “Sleep well. You look prettier when you’re rested.”

She drew in a breath, her voice barely above a whisper. “You too.”

With that, we parted for the night, but her concerns stayed with me. Tomorrow, I would face my greatest test yet.

As Zafara and I undressed and slipped under the sheets, she fell on top of me, her lips pressing against mine. My cock hardened instantly.

“Mmm,” she murmured, breaking the kiss. “She tastes quite sweet.”

“You have no idea,” I said.

It didn’t take long for us to descend into full intimacy. She spread her legs, offering herself to me. I slid inside her effortlessly, thrusting hard, releasing all the built-up arousal. It was quite a lot—I was used to climaxing dozens of times a day, but now I’d been restrained.

As we lay together, my weight resting on her, I felt my cum trickling from her. Slowly, I pulled out, watching the thick stream drip from her swollen aroused lips.

“I can’t wait for tomorrow,” I said.

“You’ve been containing your sexual energy well,” she said, stroking my back. “I’m proud of you… of how much you’ve learned since we met.”

“You’ve been a great teacher,” I admitted.

“I told you—you’re unique,” she said with a knowing smile.

We rested and cuddled, but before sleep claimed me, I had to ask, “Is it true what she suspected? That they gave me a task they thought was impossible just to get rid of me?”

Zafara drew in a deep breath, mulling it over. “It’s a bit of both… If you truly possess the powers of a fertility god, proving it should be effortless. But at the same time, they’re envious and likely wanted an excuse to cast you out. Joke’s on them—that won’t happen tomorrow. Just be wary of certain tricks.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She smiled mysteriously. “Only tomorrow will tell. Sweet dreams, for now.”

“You too,” I said, closing my eyes and drifting into sleep.


Chapter 4 Thesmophoria

After waking up, Zafara and I dressed in the garments the servants had provided. The fabric was light, simple and practical, meant for blending in rather than standing out. I adjusted the folds while Zafara secured her sash.

We met Thaleia outside. “Are you ready for Thesmophoria?” she asked with hints of excitement.

I nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

We made our way through the winding streets of Athens toward the Temple of Demeter. The city was packed and alive with preparations. As we neared the sacred grounds, I noticed a striking imbalance—there were far more women than men.

“There aren’t many men around here,” I observed.

Thaleia flashed a knowing smile. “That’s because they aren’t allowed,” she reminded me. “Except for someone special like you.”

Inside, dozens of priestesses gathered around a central altar. Thaleia nodded her head at a woman. “That’s the high priestess of Demeter, Aleka.” She was a gorgeous woman, mature but radiating a timeless beauty. Her full, curvaceous figure was wrapped in finely woven robes, her dark hair braided that framed an oval-shaped face. She had an olive complexion, going well with her hair and features. Her deep brown eyes held authority, and when they landed on me, they burned with immediate disapproval.

She frowned as her eyes swept over me. “You dare bring a man into our sacred sanctuary?” she said sharply, her gaze snapping to Thaleia. “Have you lost your senses, young woman?”

Although looking offended, Thaleia held her ground. “I bring you no man. I bring you a gift from the gods.”

Murmurs rippled through the gathered priestesses. Some whispered among themselves, and others openly scoffed.

“Many men have claimed divinity before,” one of the younger priestesses said, arms crossed. “All of them liars.”

Tension thickened in the chamber. Some priestesses eyed me with skepticism, while others considered Thaleia’s words more carefully. Aleka frowned deeply, glancing at the scroll Thaleia now unrolled before her.

“This is from Pericles and the Archons,” Thaleia said. “Nathan was granted permission to be here by the rulers of Athens themselves.”

Silence hung for a moment before Aleka grabbed the scroll and read line for line. Even though the words were authentic, she still didn’t look pleased. “You would have us abandon the rites passed down for generations?” Her voice was lower but still sharp and suspicious. “You expect me to let a man defile the Thesmophoria?”

I stepped forward, not liking the way she spoke to Thaleia. “I ask for nothing. But you asked the gods for a sign. And I have come.”

A hush fell over the chamber. The priestesses exchanged uneasy glances. Some still held doubt, while others hesitated, considering my words.

One of the older priestesses, standing closer to the altar, finally spoke. “The Oracle of Delphi foretold his coming,” she said. “Perhaps we should not be so quick to dismiss him. And besides, we cannot defy Pericles and the Archons.”

Aleka studied me for a long moment. Then she sighed, her sharp eyes narrowing. “If you truly are what they say,” she said, her tone dropping to a near whisper, “then you will prove it before the eyes of the goddess. Let Demeter judge you herself.”

I nodded but then turned to Thaleia, whispering, “What does she mean by that?”

“Exactly what Pericles and the Archons wanted you to do—impregnate the women,” she said with a sly smile.

“That wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be,” I admitted.

“Me neither,” Thaleia said, a playful glint in her eyes. She took my hand, guiding me forward. “Come, it’s time for the purification … prepare for nudity.”

Before the festival began, I was led into the temple courtyard, where large basins filled with sacred water stood in neat rows. I drew in a deep breath, the scent of fresh water, incense, and feminine perfume filling my lungs. Then I saw them.

Women—dozens of them—gathered by the basins, some giggling as they began undressing. Their breasts, in every imaginable shape and size, were soon bared to my eager gaze. Their hair ranged from rich shades of light brown to deep, glossy black, and as they began bathing, they playfully splashed water at each other. Droplets ran enticingly down their naked bodies. Most had hair adorning their privates, but even then, glimpses of their delicate pink slits peeked through.

My pulse quickened, heat pooling low in my belly. Each woman was beautiful in her own way—different heights, curves, and breasts—but all equally intoxicating. It was hard not to stare, and even harder to maintain control as I watched their preparation for the sacred rites.

Thaleia stood beside me, watching as the women ran their hands over their nude skin, murmuring prayers to Demeter.

“They have denied themselves pleasure for days, and now they await the goddess’ blessing,” she whispered. “They will be eager … so excited when the time comes.”

I grinned, already feeling the heat in the air, the way some of the younger priestesses sneaked glances in my direction. “I can already tell.”

One of the priestesses, her hair wet and clinging to her shoulders, bit her lip as she eyed me. Another whispered to her companion, their expressions flickering between doubt and curiosity.

A temple attendant gestured toward one of the basins. “You must purify yourself before the rites can begin,” she said with a grin as if she just wanted to see me nude.

Thaleia nodded and tugged at my clothes. “Nudity, remember?”

I stripped off my robe and stepped forward, the cool water running over my skin as I submerged my hands and face. Behind me, I could still feel their eyes on me. Some were wary, some intrigued, all waiting to see what would happen next. Then, I heard a soft giggle, followed by more hushed whispers. I glanced up to see several of the younger priestesses pointing, their eyes darting toward my exposed body. Some bit their lips, others covered their mouths as they exchanged amused glances.

Thaleia’s eyes moved slowly down, and she leaned closer, whispering, “Is…is that normal?”

I raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

She cleared her throat, her cheeks turning a faint shade of pink. “Your size. It’s…bigger than the statues.”

I smirked. “It’s part of my powers.”

Her blush deepened. Before slipping off her robe, she looked at me again as if she couldn’t get enough. “Can I purify with you?”

“Sure,” I said, eager to see what she looked like nude.

Thaleia eagerly untied the clasps of her robe. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, pooling around her feet. I couldn’t help but stare as she revealed herself to me. Her body was perfect—more beautiful than any marble statue could ever capture. Her breasts were perfectly shaped into two tear-drops—slightly narrow at the top and full and round at the bottom with rosy nipples that hardened under my gaze. Her waist curved inward before flaring out to hips that begged to be squeezed. Between her thighs, a small patch of dark curls concealed her most intimate place, but I could see her pink womanhood, glistening with arousal.

She stood there for a moment, allowing me to take in the sight of her, a faint blush spreading across her cheeks and down her neck to her chest.

“You’re breathtaking,” I whispered, my voice low enough that only she could hear. “The sculptors of Athens have it all wrong—their statues pale in comparison to you.”

Her blush deepened, but she held my gaze, a smile playing at the corners of her lips. “You flatter me.”

“I speak only the truth,” I said, watching as she stepped closer to the basin.

She dipped her hands into the cool water, splashing it over her shoulders and letting it run down her body. The droplets traced paths along her skin, following the contours of her breasts and stomach. I couldn’t look away, even if my arousal started growing painfully hard.

“May I help wash you?” she asked, her voice soft and flirtatious. “It’s part of the purification ritual.”

I nodded, unable to find words as she cupped water in her hands and let it cascade over my chest. Her fingers followed, tracing my muscles, exploring every ridge and valley with her feminine touch. I fought to maintain my composure.

“Your skin is so warm,” she said, her hands sliding over my shoulders and down my arms. “Like you carry the sun within you.”

I reached out, cupping water in my own hands and letting it spill over her collarbone. She gasped softly as the cool liquid ran between her breasts. I followed the water with my fingertips, tracing a path down to her navel.

“And yours is like silk.”

A playful glint appeared in her eyes, and without warning, she scooped up a handful of water and splashed it directly at my face. I blinked in surprise, water dripping from my hair, and she burst into laughter.

“Oh, is that how it’s going to be?” I grinned, retaliating with a splash of my own.

She giggled as the water hit her, and soon we were engaged in a playful water fight, our naked bodies glistening with moisture.

It wasn’t until Aleka stopped by that we had to end our play fight. She had already been purified and dressed again, though her hair was still slightly damp.

“We don’t do that here,” she reminded Thaleia.

When I turned to her, her eyes widened. She glanced down at my manhood, then at my chest. The suspicion in her expression faded.

“We’ll stop,” I said humbly.

“Good,” she replied, her voice softer than before.

Zafara, who had purified her body beside us, leaned in and whispered playfully, “One skeptic down, one admirer gained.”

I knew she was right.

Reluctantly, we put our clothes back on. Thaleia explained that it was time for the procession.

The women were no longer bare but dressed in white robes. They carried torches and fertility symbols as they marched through Athens, singing hymns to Demeter and Persephone. Their voices echoed through the streets, drawing onlookers who watched in reverence.

I walked at the center, next to Thaleia and Zafara, but some of the women in the procession brushed their hands against me as they passed, their fingers lingering on my chest, my arms, and my waist. A few turned their heads, openly studying me, their eyes filled with curiosity. One of them, a young woman, smiled shyly and whispered, “Where are you from?” she asked, her voice gentle but curious.

“A place far from here, one you wouldn’t know. But for now, Athens is where I belong.”

“I’m glad you like it here… I saw you nude earlier.”

“I think I saw you too,” I said, making her blush.

She bit her lip. “I heard you’ll be impregnating us later.”

“That’s what I’m here for.”

“It will be an honor,” she murmured, her arousal evident in the sweet scent she exuded.

Another, bolder, ran her fingers along my forearm. “You’re handsome. More than I expected,” she murmured, giggling as her companion nudged her playfully.

I chuckled. “I’m honored by your words. But tell me, is it my presence that surprises you, or something else?”

She bit her lip, her eyes flickering downward for a brief moment before she grinned and turned away, whispering to the others.

Thaleia smirked beside me, clearly amused by their growing fascination. Aleka however, remained impassive but not hostile, watching every interaction, as if weighing my every move.

As we entered the inner sanctuary, flower wreaths were placed at the altar, symbolizing the blooming of fertility. I turned to Thaleia and asked, “What’s next?”

She glanced at me with a smile. “Now, we honor the cycle of life… honestly, not my favorite part.”

“Why’s that?”

“We have to bury these animals,” she said, wrinkling her nose.

“For some reason, I wasn’t expecting that.”

“It is what it is,” she said with a small shrug. “But it’ll be quick.”

In a sacred underground pit, older priestesses carefully laid fresh offerings—piglets, grains, and phallic-shaped symbols—into the earth. The scent of incense mixed with the damp soil as the ritual continued.

Aleka stood nearby and explained, “This is the cycle of life. The offerings decay, return to the land, and bring fertility to the soil. You claim to bring new life. Then witness how we honor Demeter’s way.”

I nodded, watching the ceremony unfold. Thaleia turned to me, curiosity in her eyes. “What do you think of the festival?”

I took a moment before answering. “It’s unlike anything I’ve seen before. The devotion, the rituals—it’s powerful.”

Aleka gave a small nod of approval, while Thaleia smiled at my words. “It will only grow more intense from here,” Aleka added, her tone shifting as if she was beginning to accept my presence.

Thaleia leaned in, whispering under her breath, “I think she saw your manhood.”

I chuckled at her bluntness. “And?”

She hesitated, lowering her voice even more. “I think … I think she wants it.”

I glanced at her, smirking. “I don’t think she’s the only one.”

Thaleia blushed deeply, giggling as she looked away, trying to regain her composure before moving on.

As we left the site, Thaleia said, “It’s time for the women to break the fast. After that, you’ll have to start making love to them in the temple.”

“It’s about time,” I said.

We gathered around long tables covered in offerings of barley cakes, bread, roasted lamb, cheese, honeyed wine and figs.

Aleka asked if she could sit with us, and Thaleia and Zafara didn’t mind. Though she had been stern before, all that seemed to be gone now. “So, Aphrodite’s chosen one, will you prove your gift later?”

“After we’ve eaten,” I replied, smirking. My body was already reacting, the energy in the room making it impossible to ignore the need building inside me. I could feel the weight of their eyes and their arousal. I had felt it ever since the purification. There was a lot of stored-up desire that needed to be released, and what a perfect way to do so with all the women gathered here.

Another woman sitting nearby, licking honey from her fingers, gave me a teasing look. “They say gods bring pleasure beyond what mere mortals know.”

Intrigued, Aleka looked at me. “Could it be true?”

I met her gaze and smiled. “There’s only one way to find out.”

“Good answer,” Aleka said.

We continued eating, discussing various topics. It was immediately clear how proud they were of their traditions as they explained more about Thesmophoria and other sacred rites.

Once the meal was finished, we relaxed while the servants cleared the tables, and as the sun dipped lower in the sky, the priestesses prepared the sacred chamber. They guided me there. The space was lit by torches, the flickering glow enhancing the sensual atmosphere.

Thaleia turned to me, a knowing glint in her eyes. “It’s done. Who should we bring to you first?”

She and Zafara would serve as my attendants, guiding the women I desired.

“Let’s start with the one who was most skeptical—the High Priestess, Aleka.”

Thaleia hesitated. “That isn’t necessary. She wasn’t part of the participants for the festival.”

I met her gaze. “It doesn’t matter. I know what she wants, and I’ll make her pregnant.”

“Okay,” Thaleia said with a small nod before slipping outside.

I turned to Zafara, who grinned at me. “Great choice,” she said.

“I figured.”

She smirked. “So, how do you feel about your first breeding mission here in Greece?”

“It’s about time,” I said, exhaling in relief.

“I hope I’ve made the nights a little easier for you.”

“Oh, you definitely have,” I said. “But you know I need more.”

“After today, you’ll have it… as many Greek beauties as you’d like.”

She wrapped her arms around me, her touch lingering as her hand drifted down. She stroked me slowly, teasingly, until Thaleia returned with Aleka.

She looked genuinely surprised and flattered at the same time. “I never thought I’d find myself in a moment like this,” she admitted, her voice quieter now. “Certainly not with someone so young… so strong.”

I reached out, my fingers grazing along her arm. “Soon, you’ll understand why I was sent here.”

Her lips parted slightly, her resistance wavering. “Are you sure you want me?” she asked. “I wasn’t included… I reread the scroll from the Archons and Pericles.”

I met her gaze. “I’m a hundred percent sure. I know when I want a beautiful woman.”

Turning to Thaleia and Zafara, I said firmly, “Leave us.”

They dipped their heads and left. I was alone with the High Priestess. I reached for the clasp at her shoulder, my fingers brushing against her skin as I unfastened her robe. The fabric slipped away, revealing her mature, fine body.

Her breasts were full and heavy, her hips curving generously, her strong thighs flaring with a tempting softness. She was fully shaved, her bare skin smooth beneath the torchlight. There was a quiet dignity in her nakedness, a confidence that only made her more alluring.

“What have you done to earn such beautiful hips?” I asked, my gaze trailing over her.

“Years of ritual dancing,” she murmured, meeting my eyes.

Desire burned in her gaze, dark and consuming. I saw how she drowned in lust—and I was glad I wasn’t the only one.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, my voice low as I traced my fingers along her collarbone.

She trembled slightly at my touch, her eyes widening. “You needn’t flatter me,” she whispered. “I know my youth has long passed.”

I cupped her face, tilting it up toward mine. “Beauty doesn’t fade—it transforms.”

Her lips parted at my words, and I leaned down to capture them with mine. The kiss was gentle at first, testing, exploring. Then her arms wound around my neck, pulling me closer as she deepened the kiss, her body pressing against mine with desire.

My hands roamed over her skin, feeling the softness of her back, the curve of her waist and the fullness of her breasts. Then I reached lower, squeezing her soft full moon.

“Oh, I haven’t been touched like this in years,” she said, her head falling back as I lowered my lips to her neck.

My hand slid down her stomach, past the soft curve of her belly, until my fingers found the warmth between her thighs. Her love hole was already slick with desire, her body responding to my every touch as if it had been waiting for this moment. Her arousal just trickled out of her like an eternal stream.

“You’re so wet,” I said, stroking her folds gently, feeling her shiver as I explored her vagina.

“I’ve never—” she gasped as I slipped a finger inside her, her inner walls clenching around the intrusion. “I’ve never felt this way before. Not even at the peak of my fertility. It feels like magic.”

I added another finger, curling it slightly to find that perfect spot within her. Her hips bucked against my hand.

“It is magic,” I said, circling my finger slowly. “The magic of fertility, of pleasure.”

Before she could speak, I guided her hand to the hardness straining against my garment. Her eyes widened as her fingers wrapped around my length, even through the fabric. “By Demeter,” she whispered, her voice almost reverent. “You’re … enormous.”

I smiled, letting her explore the shape of me through my clothing. Her touch grew bolder, and her breathing quickened with each stroke.

“I want to see it again,” she said, her voice no longer that of the stern High Priestess but of a woman consumed by desire. “I want to taste it too if you wish.”

“Go ahead.” I stepped back slightly, allowing her to pull at my tunic, to unfasten the clasps and let the fabric fall away. When my manhood sprang free, thick and heavy between us, she gasped, her hand flying to her mouth.

“Wow,” she said, sinking to her knees before me. “No mortal man could be so blessed.”

Her fingers trembled as she reached for me, wrapping around my shaft. Even with both hands, she couldn’t encircle me completely. The sight of her—this powerful, dignified woman—on her knees before me, her eyes wide with wonder, sent a surge of heat through my body.

“May I?” she asked with a grin.

I nodded, my hand coming to rest gently on her head. Slowly, she leaned forward, her lips parting as she pressed a kiss to the swollen head of my cock. A shudder ran through her body at the contact, as if even this simple touch was overwhelming.

Then, with growing boldness, she took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her lips wrapped around me as a soft moan vibrated against my length. She moved forward, inch by inch, taking me deeper with each slow, deliberate motion.

Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, a striking contrast of innocence and knowing desire. I could see the pleasure in them, the subtle smile hidden beneath her lust. My length glided over her tongue, pressing toward the back of her throat before she slowly pulled away, leaving me glistening with her warmth.

“You taste divine,” she said and licked along the underside of my shaft. “Like nectar and salt and power.”

She worshipped me with her mouth, her hands, her entire being. Gone was the skeptical priestess who had questioned my divinity—in her place was a woman consumed by lust, by the need to please and be pleased. Her eyes never left mine as she took me deeper as if drawing strength from my gaze.

Eventually, I had to stop her, and she knew why. I pulled her to her feet. “Please, take me. Fill me with your divine seed.”

In one swift motion, I lifted her into my arms, carrying her to the nearby bed. She gasped while stroking my arms, admiring my strength. I laid her down against the warm sheets, my body covering hers. She spread her legs eagerly, welcoming me into the cradle of her hips.

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock brushing against her slick folds. She whimpered at the contact, her hips arching up to meet mine.

I thrust forward, sliding inside her in one smooth stroke. She moaned at the intrusion, her inner walls stretching to accommodate my size. I paused, giving her a moment to adjust to the fullness, to the feeling of being so filled.

“You’re so tight,” I groaned, the sensation of her wrapped around me almost overwhelming.

“I hope I’m not too tight,” she said with a nervous giggle.

“No such thing.”

I began to move, slowly at first, drawing nearly all the way out before sinking back in. We fucked, the slick slide of flesh against flesh, the mingled sounds of our pleasure filling the sacred chamber.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her nails raking down my back. “I can take it. I want to feel all of you.”

I listened, my hips snapping forward with increasing force. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard slamming against the wall with each powerful thrust. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, urging me on.

“Oh, how good this feels,” she said, her body beginning to squirm beneath me. “Oh.”

Her words dissolved into a wordless cry as her climax crashed over her. Her inner walls clenched around me, pulsing and fluttering as wave after wave of pleasure washed through her. The sight of her, the feel of her, sent me to heaven. With a final, deep thrust, I buried myself to the hilt, my seed erupting inside her in powerful spurts.

She gasped at the sensation, her eyes flying open as she felt the sheer volume of my release. “So much,” she whispered, awe and wonder in her voice. “It’s filling me up, like a river of life.”

Catching my breath, I slowly withdrew, and as I did, she gasped at the sight of my seed spilling from her entrance. It wasn’t like normal cum—it was thicker, pearlier, almost glowing in the dim light of the temple chamber. It flowed from her in a steady stream, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

“By all the gods,” she whispered, her fingers trembling as she touched the pearly substance coating her thighs. “What is this? It’s like liquid moonlight.”

She stared in wonder, dipping her fingers into the thick fluid and bringing them to her lips. Her eyes widened as she tasted it. “Sweet… like nectar,” she murmured, her voice filled with awe. “And so much of it. No mortal man could produce such a flood.”

Aleka propped herself up on her elbows, watching as more of my seed continued to seep from her. The sheer volume seemed impossible—enough to fill a small cup rather than the typical few drops most men produced. Her expression shifted from satisfaction to pure astonishment.

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” she confessed, her cheeks flushed with both pleasure and amazement. “It’s still coming out of me, and yet I feel … I feel it inside me, taking root.” She placed a hand over her lower belly, her eyes wide. “I can almost feel it happening—your seed finding my womb.”

She didn’t even leave me a chance to talk. She was so flabbergasted by the discovery.

“I mean a big phallus is one thing but this …” Her gaze traveled back to me, and then dropped lower, her brow furrowing in confusion. My manhood, which should have been soft and spent after such a powerful release, was already regaining its hardness.

“That’s… that’s not possible,” she whispered, watching as I grew fully erect again before her eyes. “No man recovers so quickly. Even the youngest, most virile warriors need time.”

I smiled, reaching down to stroke myself. “I told you—I’m not like other men.”

She sat up fully now, her hands reaching out to touch me with reverent wonder. “You truly are divine,” she said as it dawned on her, her fingers tracing the thick veins along my shaft. “A fertility god in mortal form.”

“Now do you believe?” I asked, my voice low and confident.

She nodded, her expression transforming into one of pure devotion. “I do. Forgive my doubt.”

“I forgive you,” I said.

She dipped her head slightly. “That’s kind of you. I never thought I’d become pregnant again, but… I’m really happy.”

“Raise our child well.”

“I promise,” she said. “And if any of the Archons doubt you tomorrow, I’ll stand by your side.”

“I appreciate it,” I said.

She moved to the basin, wiping the remnants of our union from her legs. I turned to Thaleia and Zafara, my desire already stirring again.

“Bring in the next,” I commanded as my cock hardened once more.

As the night wore on, a procession of beautiful young women entered the sacred chamber, each eager to receive my divine seed. One by one, they disrobed, unveiling their untouched bodies to me with reverence and desire.

Some lingered in my memory more than others.

A shy, twenty-year-old novice with flowing dark hair gasped as I entered her, her virginal tightness yielding to pleasure with every thrust. She was loud, her cry of passion echoing through the temple as I filled her womb for the first time. She gazed at me in awe, her eyes shining with gratitude, as though she were worshipping me for the love and blessing she had received.

Then there was a curvaceous young woman with freckles—a rare sight. She wanted to ride me, telling me with a playful smile that she loved horses. And she sure knew how to ride, her hips moving in a perfect rhythm, bouncing on top of me as her full breasts jiggled with every motion. When my release flooded her, she threw her head back, pressing her soft, heaving chest against my face as if offering herself completely.

I soon decided to take more women at once. Two best friends shared my length between them, moaning in unison as they took turns straddling me. Then I had them line up on all fours before taking them one after the other, their bodies shuddering beneath my touch. When it was time to finish, I filled the first girl before pulling out and spilling onto her back, then plunged into the other, emptying myself inside her as well.

On and on it went—one eager woman after another. Soft curves, silken skin, and welcoming warmth surrounded me as I fulfilled my divine purpose. I had been waiting for this since I arrived, and now, finally, I could release all the desire that had built up inside me.

Between sessions, Thaleia and Zafara cared for me, ensuring I stayed hydrated and got enough rest to continue.

They were behind me, and their soft hands kneaded my muscles, working out any tension that had built up.

“You’re insatiable,” Zafara said, caressing my chest.

Thaleia nodded in agreement, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “I… I hope you don’t mind, but I couldn’t help watching some of your encounters.”

I raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on my lips. “Oh? And what did you think?”

She bit her lip. “It was hot. The way you pleasured each woman, the sounds they made, the look of pure bliss on their faces. It’s something straight out of the tales of Aphrodite.”

Her hands drifted lower, caressing my thighs. “And the women … they’re happier than I’ve ever seen them. There’s a glow about them, a radiance that goes beyond mere satisfaction. It’s as if you’ve awakened something within them.”

I reached out, taking her hand. “And what about you? Have I awakened something in you as well?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I ache for you in ways I never thought possible.”

“I still have many more women to satisfy.”

“I know,” Thaleia said. “I just want to say I’m grateful I got this opportunity to be with you.”

“My journey here has just started,” I reminded her, making her smile widen. “Bring me more,” I said. “I need to prove myself beyond any doubt.”

Thaleia nodded eagerly, scrambling to her feet. “Of course.”

As she hurried off, Zafara continued to massage me, working lower until she grasped my already hardening length. “Shall I prepare you for the next round?” she asked with a grin.

I nodded, leaning back as her skilled fingers stroked me to full arousal. The night was far from over, and I intended to leave no womb unfilled, no woman unsatisfied. My divine purpose would be fulfilled, and all of Athens would know the power of my seed.

* * *

The night had deepened, stars scattered across the Athenian sky like diamonds. But I was still Inside the temple, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and passion. The torches had burned low as I positioned myself between the thighs of the final woman. My erection glistened with arousal from hundreds of women.

She was young—nineteen—with wide, innocent eyes and a slender frame that trembled beneath me. Her dark hair fanned out across the pillows, and her olive skin glistened with a fine sheen of perspiration in the flickering light. Unlike many of the others, she had waited patiently until the very end, watching from the shadows as I filled woman after woman with my divine seed.

“I feared you might be too tired for me,” she said. “They say I am to be the last.”

I smiled down at her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. Despite the countless women I’d taken this night, my body showed no signs of fatigue. If anything, my desire had only grown stronger with each mating.

“You have nothing to fear… I haven’t tired.”

She glanced down at my rigid length, brushing against her slick lips. “I can see that.”

We came together, our bodies moving in perfect rhythm. It didn’t take long before I filled her with my divine seed. She let out a shuddering moan as I came hard inside her. When it was time to pull out, I pressed a lingering kiss against her lips.

“Wow… you truly filled me,” she murmured, still catching her breath. She wasn’t the first to say it, and I knew she wouldn’t be the last. “I can’t believe you’ve been doing this all day.”

“My proof is already trickling out of you.”

She chuckled, parting her pink lips in amusement. I took her hand, leading her to the basin since I needed to clean myself as well. My release and her arousal still lined the insides of her thighs.

After we washed, she dressed, and I pulled her into a warm embrace. “Good night,” I whispered before turning back toward the chamber.

As the final woman departed, Zafara and Thaleia entered the chamber. Their eyes took in the disheveled bedding, the scattered cushions, and the lingering scent of lovemaking that hung in the air. Thaleia’s gaze traveled over my body, her cheeks flushing as she noted my still-impressive manhood, barely softened despite the night.

“It’s done,” Zafara said, a note of pride in her voice. “Every woman who came to you has left carrying your seed. The priestesses have confirmed it—they can sense the new life already taking root.”

“Surprise, surprise,” I said, sitting down with a sigh.

Thaleia’s expression was one of pure wonder. She approached me slowly, her hazel eyes wide with astonishment. “I counted them,” she said in awe. “Over hundreds of women.”

“Why do you look surprised?” I asked with a grin.

She playfully punched my shoulder. “We all hear stories about gods, but witnessing one in real life is something else… And your shoulder is super warm.”

“I use those muscles when taking the women,” I teased. “You should know.”

A faint blush dusted her cheeks. “Do we have to sleep separately tonight?”

“Not at all,” I assured her.

“Great,” she said with a pleased smile.

“Will Aleka allow us to stay here?”

“She will,” Thaleia said. “But she might want to see you first.”

“You can bring her.”

Thaleia rose to her feet and stepped outside. When she returned, Aleka was with her, glowing brighter than when I had first seen her earlier.

“Tired?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I said.

“I overheard your conversation,” she admitted. “You’re more than welcome to sleep here. But tomorrow, you should meet with Pericles and the Archons. I’ll come with you and tell them what I’ve witnessed.”

“I appreciate it,” I said.

“And I appreciate what you’ve given us,” she said, her voice carrying a note of reverence.

“You’re welcome.”

She smiled before turning away. The maids swiftly rearranged the bed, replacing the sheets damp with sweat and arousal. Once the bed was fresh, we slipped out of our clothes and climbed in.

Thaleia curled up against me, her fingers trailing down to my length, wrapping around it with curiosity. “It’s really thick,” she murmured.

I pressed my lips against hers. “That won’t be an issue.”

“If you say so,” she replied demurely. “I’m guessing you want to sleep now, right?”

I nodded. “We should probably wake up early tomorrow.”

“I know,” she said. “I wonder what they’ll say when Aleka tells them everything.”

I shrugged. “Who knows… I don’t really care. I’m just relieved I got the first mating out of the way.”

With that, they held onto me, their warmth surrounding me as we slowly drifted into sleep.


Chapter 5 Athenian Women

Iwoke to the warmth of Thaleia’s hand still wrapped around me. Her grip was loose, but the memory of last night lingered in her touch. She stirred slightly, blinking up at me with a soft smile.

“Morning,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep.

I smirked. “Planning to keep your hold on me all day?”

A flush crept up her cheeks as she quickly withdrew her hand. “I swear, I didn’t mean to.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, amused by her sudden shyness. “Why are you blushing?”

She hesitated before admitting, “After seeing you last night, I wondered how it would feel to touch you.”

“And?”

A giggle escaped her lips. “It definitely lived up to my expectations.”

“Good,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You’ll see it again after we speak to Pericles and the Archons.”

We lay there for a bit longer, waiting for Zafara to wake up. Once she was awake, we pulled ourselves up. Thaleia stretched nude, showing me her beautiful teardrops. I enjoyed seeing her as she reached for her garments, the fabric of her robe slipping over her shoulders as she adjusted the folds.

I pulled on my chiton, tightening the belt at my waist before fastening the sandals strapped at the foot of the bed. I was starting to get used to Greek clothing—and, to my surprise, I was beginning to prefer it over modern attire. The loose fabric offered more mobility and breathability, unlike jeans and a shirt that clung to my skin.

Thaleia smoothed down her dress, eyeing me as she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “You wear Athenian attire well,” she pointed out.

“And you make it look even better.”

She smiled as we stepped outside, where Aleka was already waiting.

“So, are you well rested after last night?” Aleka asked, her gaze lingering on me with a hint of lust.

“I am,” I admitted. “And you?”

“I’ve never felt so happy in my life… I never thought I’d get pregnant again, but miracles exist. I’ll make sure the Archons and Pericles understand that.”

“I appreciate your loyalty,” I told her.

She simply smiled as she guided us forward.

As we made our way through the streets, we passed several women from the festival. They glanced shyly at me. A few waved, hesitant but eager, as if acknowledging something sacred.

Thaleia leaned closer to me. “They know what you’ve done for them.”

I nodded, taking it all in.

“In addition to love, you’ve also given them purpose,” Aleka said.

“I’m glad, those beauties sure deserve it.”

We arrived at the Bouleuterion, where Pericles and the Archons awaited us. They sat at the same stop, eyeing me with skepticism with stone-cold faces. Many of these men had doubted my powers, and now they waited to hear whether I’d succeeded or not.

The High Priestess of Demeter guided us in. She was the same woman who had initially opposed my presence at the festival, but now, I had won her trust. She bowed low before Pericles and the Archons.

Pericles cleared his throat. “Speak. Tell us what you have seen.”

Her face still bore the awe of what she had witnessed, and her eyes still twinkled with love. “It was unlike anything I have seen,” she said, caressing her pregnant belly. “At first, I feared he was an imposter, a desecration to the rites we have guarded for generations. But now, I see that it was I who lacked faith.”

Murmurs rippled through the chamber as the Archons leaned in, intrigued by her words.

The priestess straightened, her voice growing stronger. “The goddess’ will was clear. The moment he entered the sacred chamber, the women felt it. A power beyond mortal understanding. One by one, they received his blessing, and even now, I know—many will bear the seed of new life because of him.”

Gasps of astonishment spread among the gathered men. Even the more skeptical Archons exchanged glances, considering the weight of her words.

Another Archon, still struggling to grasp the enormity of the claim, pressed further. “You are certain? Every single woman who took part in the rites has been impregnated?”

The High Priestess lifted her chin, her voice firm. “Yes. Every single one of them, without exception. I am proof of it.”

A silence fell over the chamber, disbelief and awe warring in the eyes of the gathered rulers. One Archon narrowed his eyes. “You swear this is true? That you, who doubted him, now claim he is divinely chosen?”

She placed a hand over her heart. “By Demeter’s sacred name, I swear it.”

Another Archon leaned forward, still hesitant. “Did he actually impregnate all the hundreds of women?”

The High Priestess met his gaze without flinching. “Every single one of them, including myself.”

A stunned silence fell over the chamber. One of the older Archons muttered, “That’s unheard of.”

“I saw it with my own eyes,” the priestess affirmed. “He’s a demigod. He carries fertility powers unheard of.”

Sensing the moment to solidify my place, Thaleia stepped forward, glancing at me before saying, “Athens prayed for a gift from the gods. The Oracle of Delphi foretold his coming. And now, you have your proof. Nathan is the answer to our prayers.”

Pericles, who had remained silent until now, finally rose from his seat. He did not need further persuasion. The priestess’ reverence, the success of the festival and Thaleia’s unwavering faith had given him all the confirmation he needed. I had succeeded. It wasn’t a surprise, but it still felt damn good.

Pericles nodded. “Then it is decided. From this day forth, Nathan is under the protection of Athens. No harm shall come to him while he walks these streets. Any who challenge him challenge the will of the gods. He’ll also be treated the same across the Delian League, and news of this demigod shall be delivered across the Aegean Sea.”

Then one of the Archons cleared his throat. “What about Sparta?”

Pericles frowned slightly. “What about Sparta?”

“What if they learn we brought a fertility god to strengthen our population with superior seed?”

A brief silence followed before Pericles waved a dismissive hand. “Let’s not worry about that for now. We’ll deal with it if any questions arise.”

He then turned to me. “Now, Nathan, come with me for a walk. Before you begin your mission, I’d like to show you something.”

I bid farewell to Aleka, who had a few personal matters to attend to, and Zafara and Thaleia would wait for me once the walk was done.

Pericles led me through the Acropolis. “You were here yesterday, weren’t you?”

“That’s right,” I said with a nod.

He gestured toward the Parthenon. “What do you think of the Parthenon?”

“It’s beautiful,” I admitted, taking in the towering marble columns and complex carvings.

“It is … This city stands on the shoulders of its past,” Pericles said. “What you see here—these great temples, this wealth of marble and gold—exists because we stood against the might of Persia and did not falter.”

He sounded proud of his men and heritage, and I listened intently as he continued.

“Thirty-four years ago, Persia sought to crush us. Athens burned, and our people fled to the sea, watching our home reduced to ash. But we returned. We rebuilt. And in the end, it was we who shattered the Persian army.”

He sighed as if the wounds were still there. “I was there, commanding our forces as we clashed against them at the Battle of Mycale. I watched Persian ships burn as our hoplites stormed their camps. The smell of smoke and death was thick in the air. Our shields clashed, our spears struck flesh, and with each fallen Persian, we reclaimed what was ours. But the war was more than just the battlefield. It was survival. Athens was nothing but ruins, yet we did not kneel. We rose. And that is why this Parthenon stands today. Not just for the gods, but as a monument to resilience.”

We stopped at the edge of the Acropolis, overlooking the city below. We stood in silence, enjoying the view before turning to the Parthenon.

“It is more than just a temple. The Parthenon is dedicated to Athena Parthenos, our city’s protector. She is the goddess of wisdom, war, and civilization. Everything Athens represents, she embodies. When we stood against Persia, we believed she was with us. This temple is our tribute to her, a symbol of our gratitude and our strength.” He turned to me. “Would you like to see inside?”

“Yes.”

We stepped through the towering entrance, the air cooler within the temple’s stone walls. The first thing that struck me was the massive gold-and-ivory statue standing at the center of the chamber. I stared up at the towering figure, taking in the details of the armor, the shield, and the small winged figure resting in her palm. “Who is she?” I asked, glancing at Pericles.

“That is Athena.”

“Wow,” I said. “Who made the statue?”

“It was crafted by Phidias himself, the greatest sculptor of our time.” She was breathtaking—towering, resplendent in gold armor, a shield at her side and a small winged figure resting on her palm.

I frowned. “Who is that?”

Pericles glanced at me before explaining, “That is Nike, the goddess of victory. She represents triumph, both in battle and in competition.”

“Incredible,” I said, unable to look away.

Pericles approached the base of the statue. “Athena watches over us, a reminder that wisdom and strength must always guide our people. The Athenians believe she granted us victory against Persia, and in return, we built her this grandest of tributes. She is more than a deity to us—she is our guardian and inspiration.”

I took a slow breath, absorbing the weight of his words and the sheer magnitude of Athenian devotion.

“But Persia is no longer a threat, is it?” I asked.

Pericles chuckled. “Not directly. But power does not disappear—it shifts. And now, Athens is the one who holds it.”

We walked outside again, and he gestured toward the harbor, where the Athenian navy rested upon the water. “After the war, we formed the Delian League, an alliance meant to defend Greece. But power changes hands. The league is no longer just a shield—it is a tool. And Athens wields it.”

I glanced at him. “Has Athens always held such power?”

Pericles shook his head, his expression thoughtful. “Not always. There was a time when we were just another city-state, competing with others for influence. Sparta had its warriors, Corinth its wealth, Thebes its ambitions. But Athens … Athens had a vision. We cultivated knowledge, philosophy and democracy, and we proved our strength in war.”

He looked back toward the Parthenon. “Before the Persian Wars, we were rising, but we had yet to prove ourselves. The war changed that. When we crushed the Persian fleet at Salamis, we didn’t just save Athens—we saved Greece. That victory gave us the confidence to lead, and with leadership came power.”

We reached the Erechtheion. “That’s a beautiful temple,” I said.

“I’m glad you like it,” he said. “It honors both Athena and Poseidon, and it marks the very spot where they competed for the patronage of Athens. Poseidon struck the ground with his trident, bringing forth a saltwater spring, but Athena gifted the olive tree, a symbol of prosperity and wisdom. The people chose her gift, and so she became our protector.”

I looked at the structure, its carvings and its unique multi-leveled design, unlike any temple I had seen before. “It looks different from the Parthenon. When was it built?”

Pericles nodded. “It was completed only a few years ago, after the Persian Wars, to replace the old temple that was destroyed. The Caryatids, those sculpted maidens supporting the porch, stand in place of columns. Their beauty and grace reflect the city itself—strong, elegant and enduring.”

I studied the statues, their lifelike features carved into the stone. “Athens puts a lot of faith in its gods.”

“We do indeed,” he said, but his expression hardened. “But Athens is not the only power in Greece. There is still Sparta.”

I frowned. “You speak of them as if they are an enemy.”

Pericles smirked. “Not an enemy. Not yet. But not a friend either.”

He paused, his gaze lingering on the temple before us. “We have already fought once—the First Peloponnesian War. It was meant to be a struggle for dominance, for control over Greece’s future. For years, Athens and Sparta clashed, along with their allies. Corinth and Thebes stood with Sparta, while we held the power of the sea. Our ships crushed theirs at Naupactus, but they ravaged our lands in return.”

He exhaled as if recalling the weight of command. “It was not a war of quick victories. It was a long, grinding conflict, filled with betrayals and shifting alliances. We were forced into truces, but they never lasted. Sparta’s warriors were relentless, and we had to match them in cunning. In the end, we secured peace, but it was uneasy.”

His voice grew quieter, more measured. “Sparta is watching us, Nathan. They see our power growing, our fleet dominating the seas. They know we are no longer just one city among many—we are an empire in all but name. And when the peace breaks, as it inevitably will, Athens must be ready.” He turned to me. “That is why you are important. The more Athenians we have, the stronger we become. You will ensure our survival.”

Placing a hand on my shoulder, he added, “You are not just a guest. You are part of Athens. As I told you earlier, I will send word to the Delian League of your arrival. But for now, go—impregnate more women. Thaleia and your mage will help organize it. I promise you that you will be rewarded for your efforts.”

I met his gaze and gave a firm nod. “I won’t let you down.”

Pericles studied me for a moment, then gave the smallest of approving smiles. “See that you don’t.”

With that, we parted ways, him returning to the heart of the city’s affairs while I turned toward my next task, the thousands of women waiting for me.

* * *

After my talk with Pericles, Thaleia brought me to a luxurious residence where she had already arranged introductions. Several women were waiting, ready for me to have my way with them.

Our hostess was named Eleni, a tall, elegant woman who smiled warmly as she greeted me. “Welcome, Nathan,” she said. “We’re honored you’ve come.”

The residence was as luxurious as Thaleia had explained. It was a villa nestled on the slope of a hill overlooking the Aegean. White marble columns framed the entrance, their capitals adorned with acanthus leaves. Inside, mosaic floors depicted scenes from Greek mythology, which Thaleia happily explained to me. Aphrodite rising from the sea foam, and Apollo chasing Daphne through a forest of laurel trees.

“This belonged to one of our wealthiest merchants,” Eleni explained as she guided me through the atrium where a small fountain bubbled at the center. “He gifted it to the city before departing for Syracuse. Pericles thought it fitting that you should reside here.”

Servants—four young women and two older ones—stood in a neat line, eyes downcast in respect. They wore simple Greek garments of fine linen, belted at the waist with cords of blue, the color of Athens.

“They will attend to your every need,” Eleni continued, her hand brushing lightly against mine. “Food, wine, clothing. Whatever you desire.”

“Thank you,” I said. I didn’t want to be rude to dismiss them, but I’d rather have Thaleia and Zafara tent to me.

The chamber was the most lavish room of all. There was a large bed, big enough for ten women at least, draped with fine sheets. The walls were painted and depicted gardens where nymphs bathed in crystal pools. Bronze oil lamps hung from the ceiling, their flames casting a warm, intimate glow.

At the end of the tour, Eleni bowed. “I hope everything is to your liking.”

“It’s perfect,” I said.

She smiled warmly, lowering her gaze for a moment. “We’re honored to host you—a true god among us.”

I returned her smile. “Thank you, Eleni.”

She paused, eyes briefly tracing over my body again. “The women of Athens await you eagerly.”

“I’m ready,” I promised, feeling excitement rise within me.

The days that followed consisted of flesh, sweat, and pleasure. From dawn until well past midnight, I fulfilled my fertile duty to the Athenian women who eagerly waited to receive my divinity.

I took some virginities and mated with so many beautiful women, that it was difficult to remember them all. Some stood out more than others. I remembered a merchant’s daughter, her olive skin gleaming with scented oils. Her dark curls bounced against her back as she straddled me, crying out to Aphrodite as I filled her. The sunlight through the windows painted golden stripes across her heaving breasts, and I reached to squeeze them as she kept milking my orgasm with her tight pussy.

On one occasion, I took four women at once. They were best friends with matching chestnut hair who insisted on sharing me simultaneously. They took turns riding me, bouncing eagerly on my cock. Each woman moved with enthusiasm, savoring the pleasure. They stroked and caressed each other as they waited their turn. After the first two were satisfied, I remained hard and ready. Their eyes widened in delight, realizing there was more than enough of me to go around. Eventually, they all received what they’d been craving—fresh seed filling each of them.

I also remembered a widow whose experienced hands guided me through pleasures I hadn’t known existed; and another woman who deepthroated my entire length before she spread her legs and pushed her ass to my erection, begging me to fuck her.

The following afternoon brought a dozen more. A tall beauty with legs that seemed to reach the gods, wrapped them around my waist as I pressed her against a pillar, her fingernails leaving souvenirs on my shoulders. A playful woman with freckles dotting her nose and breasts laughed with delight as I lifted her body onto my shaft, her lightness allowing me to bounce her upon me like a doll.

I took three women in the bath, the water sloshing over the marble rim as they took turns bending over the edge, their wet bodies glistening in the lamplight. Another pair insisted on servicing me with their mouths until I was ready to plant my seed inside them, their mouths and tongues as wet as their pussies.

It didn’t take long for me to learn just how open they were about sex and intimacy. Many women brought artwork depicting lewd scenes—orgies, lovers entwined, bodies worshipped in divine pleasure. One woman, Lysandra, stood out among them. She presented a cup adorned with an explicit image of anal sex, her eyes gleaming with curiosity.

She was more adventurous than most, and she had come prepared—olive oil in hand, ready to experience it for herself.

Once she was fully nude, she jumped onto the bed and went on all fours, flashing me her beautiful rear. “I want to feel you here,” she said, reaching back to spread herself open, revealing the tight pucker between her cheeks. “The way they show on the kylix.”

Kylis was a drinking cup, usually round and adorned with sexual artwork. I glanced at the painted cup she’d brought—a man taking a woman from behind, his shaft disappearing into her rear entrance while she arched in apparent ecstasy.

“Are you certain?”

Lysandra nodded eagerly. “I’ve dreamed of this. And if it’s your divine seed, surely it’s meant to be received in all ways.”

Chuckling at her boldness, I reached for the small amphora of olive oil that sat nearby, pouring a generous amount into my palm. I rubbed my hands together before bringing them to her buttocks, massaging the firm globes with sensual strokes.

She sighed, lowering her chest to the bed while keeping her hips raised. I worked the oil around her tight ring, gently pressing inward with increasing pressure. “Is that enough?”

“Push a finger inside and see.”

I worked slowly, adding more oil as I stretched her with first one finger, then two. Her body gradually yielded, opening to my touch as she pushed back against my hand. “I think that’s enough,” she said.

When I finally positioned myself behind her, the head of my shaft pressing against her prepared entrance, Lysandra reached back to grasp my wrist.

“Slowly,” she reminded me, her voice a mixture of nervousness and excitement.

I nodded as I grabbed my erection and pushed the head against her rosebud. I slipped in the head, and the resistance was unlike anything I’d felt before—tighter than any woman’s embrace, the pressure almost overwhelming. The oil allowed me to slide forward inch by inch, her warm hole gradually accepting me.

Lysandra’s breathing deepened, and her fingers clutched at the sheets.

“Should I stop?” I asked, concerned by her intensity.

“No!” The word burst from her like a prayer. “Don’t stop. It’s… it’s different. Strange but… by Aphrodite, it feels…pretty good.”

I sank deeper, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced. When I was finally seated fully within her, we both remained still, adjusting to the novel sensation. The heat of her was incredible, the tight ring of muscle gripping me like a vise. It felt taboo and hot at the same time, and I ended up liking this more than I believed. I was mostly surprised she could take my thick girth.

I withdrew slightly, then pushed forward again, establishing a gentle rhythm. The sensation was different from the wet heat of a woman’s sex, yet no less pleasurable. Tighter, more resistant, but yielding in its own way. The oil made each thrust smooth, the glide and pull creating friction that sent sparks of pleasure from my groin and up to my chest.

Lysandra’s initial discomfort transformed before my eyes. Her tense shoulders relaxed, her gasps of uncertainty morphed into moans of delight. She began to push back against me, meeting my thrusts with increasing enthusiasm.

“By the gods,” she moaned.

I increased my pace slightly, careful not to hurt her. My hands found her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I guided our movements. The sight of her body accepting me heightened my arousal to nearly unbearable levels.

With a final thrust, I buried myself completely within her and surrendered to the waves of pleasure that crashed through me. My seed pulsed from me in hot spurts, flooding her ass in a way that made her moan.

As I withdrew, she likely thought I needed time to recover. But with a mere flicker of my fertility powers, I grew hard again in an instant. She giggled, blinking in disbelief, as if unsure whether she was dreaming.

“Wow,” she breathed. “You truly are a god.”

I smirked, grabbing her hips once more and sliding deep into her pink, her slick heat welcoming me. I fucked her thoroughly, claiming her body until I had filled her womb with my seed.

The breeding days continued. Each night, more women arrived, eager to receive my gift. The chambers were never empty, the air thick with the scent of sweat, and lust. The bed creaked beneath me, sheets damp as I moved from one woman to the next, fulfilling what was now expected of me.

Thaleia and Zafara worked tirelessly to keep things in order. The more women I bred, the more the word spread, drawing new faces from across Athens. It became a waiting list, an endless line of eager women wanting to be touched and loved, convinced that I carried the blessing of the gods.

Thaleia, for all her composure, was not immune to the energy in the air. More than once, I caught her peeking through doorways, watching me as I had my way with them. She thought I hadn’t noticed, but I saw the way her face would flush, how she’d shift her weight, biting her lip before forcing herself to leave. One night, after the last woman had collapsed into satisfied exhaustion, she finally admitted it.

“It turns me on,” she whispered, barely meeting my eyes. “Seeing you like that. Knowing what you’re capable of.”

Zafara only smirked from the corner, unsurprised.

During the nights, they took care of me. Their hands kneaded my sore muscles, rubbing oils into my skin, ensuring I recovered for the next round.

We took breaks, exploring the city between sessions, but the conversation had already shifted—where to next? I had already impregnated so many women, and I wanted to see something else than Athens.

Thaleia’s eyes gleamed with excitement. “Corinth,” she said. “I want to show you my home.”

“When should we leave?”

“Whenever you wish,” Zafara said with a playful smile. “You’re the boss.”

“Let’s stay a couple more days,” I decided.

That night, we undressed and slipped into bed, with Zafara and Thaleia curling up against me as usual.

During the night, I stirred awake, sensing subtle movements beside me. The room was dark save for a sliver of moonlight cutting through the window, illuminating Thaleia. She lay on her back, the sheet pushed down to her waist, one hand working between her thighs in slow, deliberate circles. Her other hand cupped her breast.

Her eyes were closed, her lower lip caught between her teeth to stifle her moans. She hadn’t noticed that I was awake, so lost in her own pleasure. Her hips lifted slightly off the bed, seeking more friction against her fingers.

I watched, mesmerized by the sight of her masturbating. As she continued, her breathing deepened. She let out a long, shuddering moan as she raised her pelvis. Closing her eyes, she climaxed. “Oh, that felt good,” she said, looking at her sticky fingers and even tasting them. She turned to me and met my gaze.

She froze. A deep flush spread across her cheeks and down her neck, visible even in the dim light.

“Sorry,” she whispered, eyes wide. “I thought you were asleep.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her.

“I didn’t mean to wake you.”

“It’s okay… Have you done that before?” I asked, curiosity stirring. I had never seen or heard her touch herself before.

She hesitated, then shook her head, as if embarrassed. “One of the gifts you received depicted a girl pleasuring herself, along with a text about how good it felt. I wanted to try… And I’ve been really aroused lately.”

“You’ve never touched yourself before?”

She shook her head again. “No.”

The thought of catching her first act only made the moment hotter.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Though I imagine your touch would feel better than my own.”

“It always feels better when you’re intimate with someone.”

“I can imagine… I’ve seen all the women walking in and out of this estate, after all.”

I pulled her close, making sure she wouldn’t dwell on being caught. She relaxed into my embrace, her warmth pressing against me as we drifted into silence.

The next night was different. I found myself lost in a vivid dream where I stood in a vast temple, and its walls were adorned with sexual artworks. At the center stood an altar, and upon it lay Thaleia, her naked body gleaming in the strange, otherworldly light.

She beckoned to me. As I approached, I became aroused as if she cast a spell on me, and I wanted her more than ever.

“Nathan,” she said, in a goddess-like voice. “I’ve waited for you all my life.”

I reached for her, but as my fingers neared her skin, the temple began to dissolve like smoke in the wind, and suddenly we were in a meadow with green pasture in the background.

But Thaleia hadn’t gone up in smoke. She stood before me, transformed. Her skin glowed, and her hair cascaded down her back, adorned with tiny blooms that seemed to have grown naturally among the strands.

“Nathan,” she whispered. “Do you know where we are?”

I looked around, taking in the impossible beauty of the landscape. “I’m not sure.”

“Elysium.” She smiled, the curve of her lips more sensual than I’d ever seen. “This is the realm between dreams and desires. A place where truth can be spoken without the constraints of the waking world.”

As she neared me, her clothes seemed to dissolve, leaving her bare and radiant in the moonlight. Her soft hands wrapped around my length, stroking me with slow, loving caresses.

“Do you want to love me?” she whispered.

“I do,” I murmured.

With a playful tug, she pulled me toward her, but the movement sent us stumbling back. We tumbled down a small hill, rolling together until I landed on top of her, my erection poised at her entrance.

“Push it inside,” she said, her voice husky with desire.

And just as I thrust forward—I was jolted from the dream by an overwhelming sensation—warm, wet pressure enveloping my divinity. For a moment, I thought I was still dreaming, but the pleasure was too real, too immediate. My eyes flew open, and I was greeted by the sight of Thaleia kneeling between my thighs, her lips wrapped firmly around my shaft. Her hair fell in a curtain around her face as she stroked me with her lips.

I thrust upward and suddenly I came into her mouth.

Thaleia’s eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she swallowed every drop as her lips maintained their grip around the crown. When she finally released me, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a mixture of pride and shyness in her expression.

Then she looked up at me, realizing I was awake. A strong blush covered her cheeks, and she slowly lowered her head in shame. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, though her eyes told a different story. “I couldn’t help myself. Watching you with all those women… I’ve been thinking about doing that for days.”

I reached for her, pulling her up beside me. “Don’t apologize. That was incredible.”

She settled against my chest. “I’ve never done that before,” she admitted. “But I wanted to learn how to please you without embarrassing myself.”

“You’re a quick study,” I said, kissing the top of her head.

She laughed softly. “I had good inspiration. Those women… the things they did to you. It looked so nice. Are you sure I did a good job?”

“Yes,” I told her truthfully, stroking her hair.

“I’m sorry for waking you up … again,” she said and made a little shy face.

“It’s fine.”

“Do you like me?”

I studied her, then reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Thaleia, I’ve never met a woman as sweet as you.”

She lifted her eyes to mine, something vulnerable beneath them. I leaned in, pressing a kiss against her lips. She didn’t pull away, and I slid my tongue inside her mouth. It was the second time we’d tongue kissed, and it was just as sweet as the first.

When we parted, she sighed in relief. “I … I don’t know what to say.”

“Then don’t. But tell me something—why are you so shy about sex and love? Weren’t you supposed to be a priestess of Aphrodite?”

She hesitated, her fingers curling slightly in the sheets. “It’s not that I don’t think about it,” she admitted. “I was raised to believe that love is sacred, that pleasure is a gift from Aphrodite. But I’ve also seen how cruel men can be, how love can twist into jealousy and destruction.” Her eyes darkened slightly. “I’ve seen it ruin people, Nathan. That’s why I’ve kept my distance.”

“Ruin who?” I asked her as I understood it was personal based on her tone. “Anyone you knew personally?”

She hesitated but then spoke. “I had a best friend once. Her name was Thea. She … she killed herself over love.”

I stayed quiet, letting her continue.

Her eyes welled up. “She was in love with a very handsome man. But she was so beautiful herself that the men around her saw only envy. They ended up killing each other, spilling blood right by her feet. She was devastated. After that, she disappeared. Some say they saw her board a ship, and later … They saw her jump into the sea. She took her own life.”

I took her hand and held it dearly. “I’m so sorry.”

Her voice trembled slightly. “It’s one of the reasons I’ve abstained from love and pleasure, even if I’m not supposed to. Love can be the sweetest thing … yet the deadliest. I’m afraid something might happen to you or me.”

Zafara suddenly sat up, roused from sleep. “Nathan is strong. He can ward off any threat. You may enjoy him whenever you’d like.”

Thaleia hesitated, her voice uncertain. “You don’t think… Maybe I’m cursed?”

Zafara scoffed, her confidence unwavering. “No such thing.”

Thaleia let out a sigh, though the sadness hadn’t left her eyes. “Maybe in Corinth. Maybe where I grew up. I will feel a bit safer.”

I gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. “Maybe we can go there tomorrow instead of staying here for a couple of days more.”

Thaleia’s eyes brightened. “Really?”

I nodded. “You want to show me your home, right? Let’s not wait.”

She smiled, excitement replacing the lingering sadness in her expression. “Yes, I’d love that. Corinth is beautiful. You’ll see.”

I chuckled. “Then it’s settled. Tomorrow, we leave for Corinth.”


Chapter 6 The Journey To Corinth

Iwoke up feeling well-rested. Even if Thaleia had woken me up in the middle of the night, the wet dream she’d given me made up for everything. Thaleia was already awake, smiling upon seeing me. I could tell she was excited about our journey, but there was something else beneath the surface.

Last night, she had opened up about her best friend, Thea, who had taken her own life. I knew the weight of that story still sat heavily on her mind. I reached out and brushed my fingers over hers.

“You’re thinking about her,” I said quietly.

She nodded. “It’s hard not to. Love can be so beautiful… but it can also destroy. I don’t ever want to feel that kind of loss.”

I squeezed her hand. “I can’t promise the world won’t be cruel, but I can promise I’ll be here with you.”

She turned to me with a smile, then exhaled. “Thank you.”

I stroked a lock of hair from her face. “You’re stronger than you think, Thaleia.”

“I’m happy you think so.”

“Do you still think about her?”

“A lot,” she admitted. “I never got the chance to say goodbye.”

“That must be painful,” I said gently. “But all we can do is make the best of the situation.”

“I agree,” she said, then shifted, her expression softening. “Did I… do it properly last night?” she asked, a playful glint returning to her eyes.

“Yes, but next time, you’ll have to do it when I’m actually awake.”

She laughed, nudging me lightly. “Then I promise, when we find time, I’ll do it properly.”

She hesitated, then lowered her voice. “It felt … right, being close to you. I wasn’t afraid.”

I studied her for a moment, sensing something deeper in her words. “Then don’t be afraid of what’s ahead. We have time.”

She smiled, a flicker of relief in her eyes.

Zafara woke up shortly after, and we put on our clothes. After dressing, we made our way to the grand hall, where our hostess was waiting. The noblewoman, who had been more than accommodating, greeted us warmly.

“We’ve decided to continue our journey,” I told her. “Our next stop is Corinth.”

She smiled, though I caught the hint of sadness in her eyes. “I understand,” she said softly. “There are more women out there waiting to be impregnated.”

“Yes,” I nodded. “There are.”

“It has been an honor to host you,” she said, looking at me. “You have brought joy and fulfillment to many, and for that, we are grateful.”

“I’m glad.”

“I just want you to understand.” She took my hands in hers, her grip firm yet warm. “I have seen many guests in this hall, but none quite like you. The stories of what you’ve done will be told for years to come.”

“You’re really sweet,” I said, allowing her to take my hands. Her touch was as soft as silk, and the scent of her perfume pulled me in, drawing me closer.

She stepped forward, pressing a kiss to my cheek. “I will keep all the gifts given to you safe until you return. That way, you may take them back with you when the time comes.”

“I appreciate that,” I told her. “Thank you for everything.”

She turned to Thaleia, taking her hand briefly. “You have a good heart. Take care of him.”

Thaleia smiled, nodding. “I will.”

With that, we exchanged farewells. The sun had just begun to crest the horizon, casting a golden glow over the city. The chariot was ready, and as we climbed inside, I took one last glance back at the estate. Another chapter was closing, but ahead lay new opportunities. Corinth awaited.

* * *

The journey to Corinth was long but peaceful, the chariot rolling smoothly over the well-worn roads. Thaleia knew the way, and she guided us there. We sat hip against hip, and we spoke about various topics. “Tell me about Corinth.”

She smiled, looking out at the distant horizon. “Corinth is unlike Athens. It’s a city of trade, wealth, and desire. The people there are ambitious. We have the greatest merchants in Greece, controlling trade routes that stretch as far as Egypt and beyond. But it is also a city dedicated to Aphrodite, where love and pleasure are not just accepted but celebrated.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Sounds like my kind of place.”

She laughed. “I thought you might say that. The Temple of Aphrodite stands high above the city on the Acrocorinth. Many priestesses serve there, many of whom are my friends, offering blessings of love, fertility, and pleasure. It is said that no one leaves Corinth without experiencing desire in its purest form.”

I leaned back, taking in her words. “And you grew up there?”

She nodded. “I did. My mother was a merchant’s daughter, and my childhood was filled with the sounds and sights of Corinth’s vibrant streets. I remember running through the bustling markets, where traders from all over the world shout about their wares—Egyptian perfumes, Persian silks, spices from lands I had never even heard of. There’s always music, always laughter… and if you’re sneaky, you can still hear beds squeaking at night, followed by moans.”

“Sounds like quite an adventure,” I said, trying to imagine what it would look like.

“It was, or still is.” She chuckled to herself. “Once, when I was little, I tried to ride a merchant’s donkey because I thought it would make me look important. The animal had other ideas and threw me off into a pile of olives. My mother was furious, but the vendor couldn’t stop laughing. He gave me a handful of figs to make up for it.”

I grinned. “Sounds like you were a troublemaker.”

“A little,” she admitted. “I used to sneak into the docks to watch the sailors unload their cargo. They told the best stories—tales of sea monsters, lost cities, and storms that could swallow entire ships. I would listen for hours, dreaming of the places they had been. Luckily, I always got away.”

“How come?” I asked. “Are they so blinded by pleasure that no one gets mad?”

“Nope… try again.” She turned to me, and once more, I was struck by her beauty.

Then it clicked.

“Ah,” I said, nodding. “It’s because of your beauty, isn’t it?”

She smiled, but I could tell she wasn’t entirely pleased. “Yes… Even though I look good, I’m not stupid.”

“You aren’t,” I assured her, noticing how much she disliked being judged solely by her looks. I glanced at her, sensing a moment of quiet reflection. “What about your father?”

She hesitated for a moment, then sighed. “He died during the Peloponnesian Wars. He was a soldier and always away. I don’t have many good memories of him—but my mother says he was strong, proud and loved Corinth more than anything.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said and draped my arm over her shoulder.

She leaned into me. “I’ve made peace with it. But my mother … She gets lonely at times. She had him, then lost him, and never remarried. I think she still waits for him, in some way.”

I rested my hand over hers briefly. “That must have been hard.”

She gave a small, sad smile. “It was. But she had me, and we managed. Corinth is home, and she’s never wanted to leave.”

* * *

The journey to Corinth took one day, so we had to sleep over. But during the journey, word of my powers had spread faster than our chariot could travel, racing ahead through messengers and travelers who carried tales of the fertility god who had blessed Athens.

Our first stop came at midday in a small farming village. We were hungry and looked for something to eat. We waved at an older woman, and before we could ask, she quickly came over and said, “Is it true? Are you the one they speak of in Athens? The one blessed by the gods?”

Thaleia nodded, placing a hand on my arm. “This is Nathan, favored by Demeter and Aphrodite both.”

The woman’s eyes widened, and she fell to her knees. “My daughter,” she said, gesturing to a young woman who stood nearby, her eyes downcast. “She’s twenty years old and has yet to find a man … We’ll offer you food and gifts, if you may love her.”

“Take me to her,” I said.

The woman’s daughter approached shyly, her eyes meeting mine for only a moment before looking away. She was beautiful in her simplicity—dark hair plaited down her back and skin bronzed from probably working the fields.

They led us to their modest home, a stone dwelling with a thatched roof. Inside, the air smelled of herbs hanging from the rafters and fresh bread. The room was small but clean, with a narrow pallet against one wall.

“We’ll leave you,” the mother said, ushering everyone out except for her daughter.

When the door closed, the young woman introduced herself as Maria, and she trembled slightly as she untied her dress, letting it fall to the floor. Her body was lean and strong, her breasts small but perfectly shaped.

“I’ve prayed to every god,” she whispered as I approached. “Please, make me a mother.”

I took her in my arms, lifting her onto the bed. She was inexperienced, so I guided her every move.

When I entered her, she gasped, her body arching beneath mine. The mating was quick but thorough, her walls clenching around me as I filled her with my seed. I felt the spark of my power take hold within her womb, and knew she would soon carry the child she desperately wanted.

Afterward, her family insisted we stay for a meal. They served us a simple feast of fresh bread, goat cheese drizzled with honey and wine from their own small vineyard.

“You’ve given us hope,” Maria’s mother said, pressing a small package of dried figs into my hands as we prepared to leave. “May the gods protect you on your journey.”

As our chariot rolled onward, the pattern repeated itself. In a riverside settlement, a widow with three daughters begged for my blessing. All three girls were over eighteen, but they still hadn’t found a man yet, their futures uncertain.

The eldest daughter took me to a room overlooking the river. She was tall and athletic. Unlike Maria, she was not shy, meeting my gaze directly as she lay back on the bed, opening herself to me.

“I’ve heard what you can do,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “Show me.”

I obliged, taking her with slow, deliberate strokes until she moaned in pleasure, her body shuddering beneath mine. Her sisters followed, one after another—the middle one with eyes the color of amber who whispered prayers to Aphrodite as I filled her; the youngest, an eighteen-year-old, blushed as she stripped off her clothes, but when I entered her, she started giggling and holding onto me for dear life.

In return, they fed us freshly caught fish grilled with herbs and lemon, served with barley bread still warm from the oven. They were grateful and didn’t let us leave till I’d embraced them all.

By late afternoon, word had spread even further. At a crossroads where travelers often stopped to rest, a group of women approached our chariot, offering wine and sweet cakes in exchange for my blessing. Three best friends, inseparable since childhood, they had made a pact to bear children together.

“We’ve shared everything since we were girls,” the boldest of them explained, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “And now we wish to share motherhood.”

They led us to a nearby inn where they had secured the finest room. The women disrobed together, helping each other untie their garments. One of them was pale as milk, another with chestnut curls and freckles across her shoulders, the third olive-skinned with eyes as dark as night. Their bodies were soft and well-tended, unmarked by labor, their skin perfumed with expensive oils.

They took turns riding me, their friends assisting and encouraging, hands wandering across each other’s bodies as they waited. At times, all three surrounded me—one straddling my face, another my hips, while the third lavished attention on whatever flesh remained accessible. Their confidence and playfulness were infectious, turning the act into something joyful and celebratory.

When we had finished, all three lay sprawled across the bed, cum trickling down their lips, satiated and glowing with the certainty that my seed had taken root. They insisted we stay the night, sending for the innkeeper to prepare his finest suite for us.

“Consider it our gift,” the dark-eyed one said, pressing a gold bracelet into my palm despite my protests. “For giving us what we desire most.”

The suite was the most luxurious accommodation we’d encountered since leaving Athens. A large balcony overlooked rolling hills that stretched toward the distant sea, while inside, every comfort had been provided—fresh flowers, bowls of fruit, pitchers of cool water and wine, and a bath large enough for three.

As night fell, Thaleia, Zafara and I reclined on cushioned couches, sampling the delicacies that had been sent up from the kitchen. We talked about various topics, but eventually, we decided to go to bed. It had been a long pleasurable journey, and I couldn’t wait to see Corinth tomorrow.


Chapter 7 Corinth

The road to Corinth had been long, but as we approached the city, the view was unlike anything I had seen before. The sun hung high over the land as the scent of salt and trade filled the air. Corinth stretched before me, perched between the sea and the rolling hills.

From a distance, I could see its massive walls, built to guard against invaders. Beyond them, wide streets cut through the city, flanked by buildings of smooth stone and bustling with people. Stalls overflowed with goods—dyed fabrics, exotic spices, amphorae of wine and olive oil.

“Welcome to my home,” Thaleia said beside me, her voice filled with pride. She glanced at me, looking more excited than usual. “What do you think? How does Corinth compare to what you imagined?”

I took a moment to take in the sights before answering. “It’s more than I expected. Athens had its charm, but Corinth feels alive in a different way.”

As we rode through the streets, I noticed statues of gods and great figures lining the roads, their marble forms towering over the people passing below. Some held spears, others lyres or scrolls.

“Who are they?” I asked, watching as we passed another set of towering columns.

Thaleia smiled. “Heroes and gods. Corinth honors both. Many of these were built to remind us of our strength, of the favor of the gods.” She pointed to a temple atop a high hill in the distance. “That is the Acrocorinth, the fortress that watches over the city. At its peak stands the great temple of Aphrodite.”

I followed her gaze. The temple sat at the very summit, its white stone gleaming in the sunlight. “You served as a priestess there?” I asked, glancing at her.

She nodded. “Yes. It was my home for many years.”

I wondered what the temple looked like up close, how it compared to the great temples I had seen in Athens. “Will you show it to me later?”

She smiled, her excitement clear. “Of course. You’ll see it for yourself soon enough.”

We moved further into the city, past a grand structure where men in flowing robes gathered. They were discussing and debating while others listened with patience. Then we passed a theater, not as big as the one I’d seen in Athens, but still beautiful and polished.

“This is the Odeon,” Thaleia explained. “A theater, smaller than the one in Athens but just as lively. Music, poetry, and plays are performed here. Corinth has always valued art, just as much as trade.”

I watched as a group of men emerged from the entrance, engaged in deep conversation, likely discussing a recent performance or a new production in the works. “Do you come here often?” I asked.

Thaleia nodded, her face brightening. “I used to as a child. My mother would bring me whenever a new play was performed. I would sit there, completely entranced, watching stories unfold before me. Even now, I still love coming whenever I can.”

I was about to say something, but a burst of laughter from a group of actors inside caught my attention. We had a look, seeing them act.

Then we passed an open courtyard where men trained, their bronze shields and spears glinting in the sunlight.

“The gymnasium,” Thaleia said. “Here, young men train their bodies and minds. Strength and discipline are virtues in Corinth.” She glanced at me, a playful smirk on her lips. “If they saw you, though, they’d be envious. A body like yours is rare, even among our finest athletes.”

I chuckled. “They’re doing fine.”

She pointed ahead toward a set of houses nestled beyond the city streets. “There,” she said, smiling. “That’s my childhood home. That’s where my mother lives.”

I glanced at the distant homes, feeling the warmth in her voice. “Do you want to go see her?”

She nodded eagerly but then hesitated. “We should put the chariot at our stay first,” she said. “Then we can go.”

We found a stable near a grand estate reserved for valued guests. The structure was impressive, its white columns and carved friezes showing off the wealth and status of those who stayed there. A group of servants moved about, tending to guests, while fresh garlands of flowers decorated the entrance, their scent wafting through the warm air.

A wealthy noblewoman approached us, her robes flowing around her as she studied me with interest. “You must be Nathan, the God of Fertility?”

“Correct,” I said, taking her soft hand and giving it a squeeze.

“It is an honor to host you,” she said smoothly, her gaze lingering on me with curiosity and admiration. “A fertility god in Corinth—how blessed we are. Your presence alone is a gift to this city.”

She gestured toward a shaded courtyard. “We can prepare food and drink for you before seeing some of our women.”

Thaleia shifted slightly beside me, her eagerness to move on evident. I met the noblewoman’s gaze and gave a polite smile. “Your hospitality is generous, but we have somewhere important to be. We’ll stop by later.”

She inclined her head, understanding, though I could sense her disappointment. “Very well. May the gods bless your path, and know that my doors remain open to you always and that your horses and chariot will be safe.”

As we turned to leave, Thaleia let out a small breath, casting me a glance. “That was sweet of you,” she said, nudging me lightly. “Thinking of me like that.”

“I always do.”

As we walked, Thaleia’s excitement grew. She pointed out familiar places—markets she used to visit with her mother, the docks where she had spent afternoons watching traders unload their goods, the fountains where she and her childhood friends would play.

Soon, we reached a modest yet well-kept house, its wooden doors slightly worn but welcoming. As we approached, the door opened, and a woman stepped out, her dark hair pulled back into a simple braid. Despite the faint lines of age, she was stunning with the most perfect jawline and high cheekbones.

Her mother’s face lit up the moment she saw Thaleia. “My sweetheart,” she said, her voice thick with emotion as she embraced her. Thaleia melted into her mother’s arms, holding her tightly, her fingers gripping the fabric of her mother’s chiton as if to reassure herself that this moment was real.

“You’re home,” her mother whispered.

Thaleia smiled, blinking away the glimmer in her eyes. “It’s only been a month.”

Her mother smoothed a hand over Thaleia’s hair before pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Far too long.”

She took a step back and studied Thaleia with a mix of joy and curiosity. “Tell me, how has it been, guiding the fertility god? Has he arrived safely?”

Thaleia smiled and stepped aside, motioning toward me. “He’s right behind me.” Thaleia turned with a smile. “Mother, this is Nathan and Zafara. And Nathan and Zafara, this is my mother. Her name is Sofia.”

Sofia’s eyes lingered on me, and I saw the resemblance between mother and daughter immediately. Thaleia had inherited her beauty. Her dark eyes swept over me with interest, pausing as if she were taking in every detail. A faint blush colored her cheeks before she quickly composed herself.

“It is an honor to meet you,” she said, her voice smooth but carrying an undertone of curiosity. “I had expected someone remarkable, but you are beyond what I imagined.” Her gaze lingered again as if assessing something deeper.

“I take that as a compliment,” I said and reached for her hand, which was as smooth as Thaleia’s, another reminder that her mother had aged like fine wine.

She also greeted Zafara, who presented herself as the mage. But Sofia’s eyes didn’t linger on Zafara for long. She quickly turned to me, offering a polite smile. “Now, please, come inside. You must be tired. Are you hungry?”

“We are,” I said as she whisked us inside. I found myself intrigued. She was an older version of Thaleia, yet there was something undeniably captivating about her. Her maturity, the warmth in her tone and the flicker of interest she failed to fully suppress—it was clear she was drawn to me, whether she intended to be or not.

She led us inside. “Sweetheart, why don’t you keep them company while I prepare something for you.”

“Come.” Thaleia took my hand and eagerly led me toward a quiet chamber. “This is my bedroom.”

She gestured to a low wooden table stacked with scrolls, each bearing artwork and inscriptions. “These are depictions of Aphrodite,” she said, unrolling one to reveal a delicate painting of the goddess emerging from the sea. “Many of these were gifted to my mother and me when I joined the temple.”

I studied the artwork, admiring the fine brush strokes and the reverence in each piece. The goddess of love was depicted in various forms—some sensual, others serene, all carrying an air of divine beauty.

Thaleia watched me closely. “What do you think of my mother?” she asked suddenly.

“I thought we were supposed to study,” I teased gently.

She smiled and rolled up the scroll. “I think my mom likes you,” she murmured, glancing toward the door. There was teasing in her voice, but something thoughtful too—something deeper.

“You sure notice a lot,” I said. “I just met her, after all.”

“I know my mother,” she replied softly. “And I heard the way you spoke to her. She definitely likes you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What makes you say that?”

She leaned closer, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Because you gave her that look.”

“What look?” I asked innocently, though I already knew exactly what she meant.

“That look,” she laughed, nudging me playfully. “Like you’re already imagining things.”

I chuckled. “Where exactly are we going with this?”

She giggled softly. “I don’t know… I guess I’m just glad you find her attractive.” Her tone shifted, becoming brighter again. “Anyway, after we eat, we can head down to the temple. How does that sound?”

“I’d love to,” I said warmly.

From somewhere down the hall, her mother’s voice rang out clearly. “You guys! The food is ready.”

We went downstairs, where a meal had been prepared outside. The table was set under the open sky, the scent of roasted lamb and fresh herbs mingling with the warm air. Sofia had changed into a more form-fitting dress, the deep fabric highlighting her curves, and her perfume, a subtle floral scent, lingered in the breeze as she poured wine into goblets.

As we ate, Thaleia recounted their time in Athens, describing the city and the task I had undertaken. Sofia listened intently, occasionally glancing at me, her interest apparent.

After a pause, she smiled, her gaze settling on me with an almost knowing look. “And what do you think of my daughter?” she asked, her voice light, but with curiosity behind it.

I met her gaze and answered honestly, “You have raised a rare gem.”

Sofia’s eyes shone with pride, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips. “I am glad to hear that. She is precious to me,” she said, her voice softer now as if reflecting on something deeper. “She has always been special—kind, intelligent, and devoted to the goddess. I only hope she finds happiness in whatever path she chooses.”

“I am already happy,” Thaleia said.

“I’m glad … any plans for later?” she asked her.

“We plan to go to the temple,” she said. “And then maybe we’ll take a walk.”

“Nice,” Sofia said before turning to me. “When will you start impregnating the local women? They’ve talked a lot about you lately.”

“I don’t know yet,” I said. “But I’m not in a hurry.”

“More time for Thaleia,” she said with a smile.

“Yes,” I said, exchanging glances with her daughter.

While we ate, the conversation had been light, but Thaleia suddenly frowned, shifting in her seat. She pressed a hand against the edge of the table, testing its balance, and then looked at her mother.

“Why haven’t you fixed this table? It’s wobbling.”

Sofia hesitated before giving a small, dismissive shrug. “It’s nothing. Just old wood, that’s all.”

Thaleia wasn’t convinced. “You’ve had this table since I was a child.”

Sofia sighed, her expression growing troubled. “Times have been difficult. Since your father passed, I’ve had to make do with what I have.”

Thaleia’s concern deepened, and I could see she wanted to press the issue. “You shouldn’t struggle like this. I can help you.”

But Sofia shook her head firmly. “No, my dear. I am fine. I have always managed. I don’t need you worrying about me.”

Thaleia’s lips pressed together. “How much of my father’s savings do you have left? He was given a reward for his military service. That should have been enough for you.”

Sofia stiffened slightly, looking away. “Don’t concern yourself with such matters, Thaleia. I told you, I am fine. Just enjoy your meal.”

The tension between them thickened. I could see Thaleia’s frustration, but I stepped in before the conversation grew worse.

“The food is wonderful, Sofia,” I said, offering her a reassuring smile.

Sofia smiled back, though her eyes carried a weight she was trying to hide.

After we finished eating, Sofia looked at us. “So, are you going to the temple now?”

“That’s the plan,” Thaleia replied.

“Enjoy yourselves,” Sofia said warmly. “You’ll come back before you leave for the next city, right?”

“Of course,” Thaleia assured her. “There are plenty of women here eager to be impregnated.”

“That’s true,” Sofia said, cheeks turning pink as she glanced my way.

Thaleia stood, looking at me. “Come, I want to take you to the Temple of Aphrodite.”

I nodded, but as we made our way out, I could sense she wasn’t as lighthearted as before. Before we could leave, Thaleia suddenly paused near a table, her eyes locking onto a rolled scroll. Her eyes fixed on the seal, and she picked it up, unrolling it carefully.

“What is it?” I asked.

Her face paled as she read. “It’s a notice for selling the property. She’s planning to sell our home.”

I turned just as Sofia entered the room, realizing what her daughter had found. Her expression softened, but there was sadness in her eyes. “Thaleia—”

Thaleia turned to her, her voice nearly breaking. “You’re selling our home? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I didn’t want to burden you. I can’t afford to keep it. I wish there was another way, but there isn’t.”

Thaleia’s eyes welled up. “When?”

“By the end of the month,” Sofia admitted, her voice laced with regret. “I don’t have a choice. Please, don’t let this trouble you. You should be enjoying your time here, not worrying about me.”

As Thaleia turned away, blinking back emotion, Sofia hesitated before stepping closer to me. Her voice was softer now, more vulnerable. “I’m sorry for all of this. I never meant to cast a shadow over your time here.”

“Don’t worry about me.”

Sofia looked a bit embarrassed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear before offering a shy smile. “Enjoy your time here. Corinth has much to offer, and I hope you make the most of it.”

“We will,” I said.

Her gaze softened as she hesitated for just a moment. “And… know that you are always welcome here.”

I clenched my jaw, regretting that I hadn’t brought some of the gifts I had received in Athens. I could have helped her by giving them to her. But I made a mental note—I would find a way to fix this.

As we left for the Temple of Aphrodite, Thaleia’s excitement had dimmed, her steps slower. The realization that her childhood home would soon be gone weighed on her. I could see it in the way she bit her lip, in how quiet she had become.

I placed a hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry. We’ll find a way to help her.”

She looked up at me, searching my face. “You promise?”

I met her gaze and gave her a firm nod. “I promise.”

Her shoulders relaxed slightly, and she exhaled. “Thank you. I knew she was dealing with difficulties, but I didn’t realize it was that bad.”

“We all face challenges once in a while,” I said gently. “But we’ll get through them.”

“I hope so. My home means everything to me,” she said softly. “Not just the place itself, but my mother too. I don’t want her to struggle. Do your parents struggle?”

“No,” I said quietly. “I lost them many years ago.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, taking my hand and looking up at me.

“It’s okay,” I reassured her. “I’ve grieved.”

“I understand,” she said. “This isn’t exactly the conversation I imagined us having on our way to the temple.”

“Life is full of unexpected turns,” I said lightly. “I certainly didn’t expect to become a fertility god either.”

“Yeah, right,” she teased with a giggle. “With those looks? It’s obvious.”

I chuckled, just glad to hear her laugh again.

We continued our walk up the winding path toward the Temple of Aphrodite. As we neared the top of the Acrocorinth, I finally saw it—a beautiful sanctuary, its columns standing tall against the blue sky. The temple was massive, adorned with carvings of Aphrodite, her image depicted in various poses of beauty and love. Priestesses moved about the entrance, dressed in flowing garments dyed in shades of pink and gold.

“What do you think?” she asked me.

“Man, it’s beautiful … Can we go inside?”

“Of course.” Thaleia led me through the entrance, her steps lighter now that she was somewhere familiar. “This temple has stood for generations,” she said, motioning to the friezes carved into the stone walls. “Many come here to offer prayers for passion, for companionship, and even for children.”

I took in the grandeur of the place, the scent of burning incense drifting through the air. The temple radiated a sense of sacred warmth, its high ceilings supported by carved columns. Sunlight filtered through open archways, casting a golden glow upon the polished stone floors. Inside, the walls were also adorned with frescoes of Aphrodite, each depiction showing her in a different form—playful, serene and seductive.

“She looks like you,” I noted.

Thaleia waved her hand dismissively. “No… I’m nowhere near as pretty.”

“The fact that you’re so humble makes you ten times prettier.”

She giggled. “Now you’ve cornered me.”

I smiled and gently patted her back.

Small offerings of flowers, fruit and trinkets were placed upon the altars, left by those seeking the goddess’s favor. I let my gaze wander over the grand sanctuary, feeling the weight of its history settle over me. “It’s really beautiful and feminine.”

She smiled, clearly pleased. “I’m glad you think so.”

Curious, I turned to her. “What did you do here as a priestess?”

Thaleia’s expression softened as she looked around the temple. “Aphrodite’s priestesses guide those who come seeking love, pleasure and fertility. Some offer blessings for couples longing for children, others help resolve matters of the heart. We conduct rituals, tend to the temple, and ensure that the goddess is honored through devotion and celebration.”

“That’s a long list … and it sounds like a lot of responsibilities.”

“It is, but it’s pleasant.” She ran a hand along one of the carved pillars. “For some, it’s spiritual. For others, it’s physical. Love and passion are sacred here, not something to be hidden away. We are meant to embrace them, to help others embrace them as well. I’ve always loved my work.” She smiled, then glanced toward a group of women nearby. “There’s someone I want you to meet.”

A few priestesses approached, their expressions warm with recognition as Thaleia introduced them. “These are my friends. This is Callistee, Eirene, and Lyra.”

The women each greeted me with polite curiosity, their eyes studying me with interest. “So this is the fertility god?” Callistee teased, exchanging a knowing glance with the others.

Thaleia giggled. “Yes, and he’s already quite famous in Athens.”

I smiled. “I suppose word travels fast.”

“I’m jealous of you,” Lyra told Thaleia. “But I understand why they gave you such an honorable task. No one’s as pretty or devoted as you.”

Thaleia smiled, a blush creeping into her cheeks. “I’m devoted to Aphrodite, yes.”

Once again, I noticed how humble she was. They chuckled, their presence adding a bit of lightness to Thaleia’s mood. We spoke briefly before stepping outside to take in the view from the temple grounds. The city stretched below us, its streets bustling and the Aegean Sea glimmering in the distance.

I turned to Thaleia. “Are you feeling any better?”

She hesitated, then nodded. “A little. Being here reminds me of good memories. But my mother will always have a place in my heart … next to yours.”

I draped an arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. “We’ll figure this out.”

She leaned into me for a moment, exhaling slowly. “Thank you, Nathan.”

Suddenly, a beautiful woman approached me, her fine silk robes flowing as she studied me with hints of lust. The deep purple of her chiton, embroidered with golden threads, marked her as someone of wealth and status. Gold bracelets jingled as she moved, and the delicate scent of jasmine clung to her. Her dark hair was arranged in braids, held together by jeweled pins, and her almond-shaped eyes held a knowing gleam.

“That’s a noblewoman,” Thaleia said quietly. “I think she wants you.”

“I think so too,” I replied.

The woman approached confidently, her eyes scanning me with unmistakable desire. “So, you’re the fertility god I’ve heard so much about.”

“How can you tell?”

“Oh, please,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. “You radiate male sexuality, even from a distance.”

I smiled at the compliment. “And what exactly do you want from me?” I asked, though it was already obvious.

“I have four beautiful daughters, all over the age of eighteen, waiting for you.”

I raised an eyebrow with a grin. “That’s quite the introduction. No pleasantries? No small talk? Just straight to the point?”

She chuckled. “Why waste time? Everyone knows why you are here, and I intend to make the most of this opportunity.”

I glanced at Thaleia, who suppressed a chuckle, then back at the noblewoman. I said with a polite smile, “But I already have plans today. Perhaps tomorrow?”

Placing her hand on her hip, she wasn’t deterred. “How about some gold coins if you come by today?”

I blinked, exchanging glances with Thaleia again, who arched an eyebrow in amusement. “Why the rush?” I asked.

“I want my daughters to have your seed while it’s the freshest. They’re really horny, you know. They’ve heard of you, of how you look, and they want you badly. They’ve been talking about you nonstop since word of your arrival spread.”

I chuckled. “That’s flattering. You’re certainly a dedicated mother. Not many would be so determined to arrange something like this for their daughters.”

She smiled, her confidence unwavering. “My daughters mean the world to me. I want the best for them. And what could be better than ensuring they carry the blood of a god?”

“I feel you.”

She paused, then added, “Forgive me, I haven’t even introduced myself. I am Lady Callista, of one of Corinth’s noble families. I take great pride in my lineage, and I intend to secure the best future for my daughters.”

I reached out to shake her hand. “Nathan.”

Before the conversation could continue, another woman stepped forward. She was tall, her dark hair pinned in an elaborate style adorned with golden clasps. Her emerald-green chiton draped elegantly over her figure, hugging her curves in a way that exuded both nobility and allure. The golden trim of her clothing shimmered under the sun, and the jewelry at her wrists and neck gleamed, each piece carefully chosen to enhance her regal presence. Her deep brown eyes locked onto me with an air of confidence and entitlement, as if she were used to getting what she wanted. I could already tell that she was also a noblewoman.

Frowning at Callista, she stopped before me, she inclined her head slightly, offering a polite but knowing smile. “Nathan, is it?”

“Yes, that’s me.”

“I am Lady Dione, of one of Corinth’s oldest and wealthiest families. It is an honor to finally meet you.”

She took a slow step closer, her eyes tracing over me as if appraising my worth. “You are just as impressive as the rumors say.” A smirk played on her lips before she continued, “I have two daughters, and I would very much like them to bear your children. I trust a man of your standing values the finest matches, and I can assure you, my daughters are the most deserving of your blessing.”

“Uhm,” I said, noticing the air becoming awkward and tense.

The two women immediately turned to each other, their polite smiles fading into sharp glares.

Lady Callista scoffed, crossing her arms. “Who do you think you are, interrupting when I was already discussing his visit to my estate first?”

Lady Dione lifted her chin, unfazed. “I think I am a mother who knows what’s best for her daughters. And what’s best is ensuring she bears a child from the most divine man in Greece.”

“That’s exactly what I said!”

“And why should he go with you?”

“And why should he go with you? My daughters are the more suitable match!”

The tension escalated quickly, voices rising as they stepped closer to each other. Hands curled into fists, and I had the distinct feeling they weren’t above throwing punches. This was quickly descending into an ancient Greek catfight. Before it could come to that, I quickly stepped between them, raising my hands.

“Enough. There’s no need to fight over me,” I said, placing a firm hand on each of their shoulders to push them apart.

Callista exhaled sharply. “Then let’s settle it fairly. Why don’t we bid for his time?”

“Agreed,” Dione said.

I crossed my arms. “I haven’t agreed to anything yet. I need to discuss this with my women first.”

Without waiting for their protests, I turned to Thaleia and Zafara, leading them a few steps away from the noblewomen. I expected Thaleia to be exasperated, but instead, she was biting back a smirk, amusement dancing in her hazel eyes.

“Why are you enjoying this?” I asked quietly.

She leaned in just slightly. “It’s hot seeing them fight over you.”

I chuckled. “Is it common for wealthy ladies to fight like this?”

Thaleia tilted her head. “Yes. You’d be surprised how often rivalries between noblewomen lead to feuds. There have even been wars fought because of them.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Wars? Over personal disputes?”

She nodded. “Men might swing their swords on the battlefield, but women wield power in their own way. A noblewoman slighted in love or marriage can cause chaos—alliances broken, cities divided, fortunes ruined. It’s dangerous to underestimate them.”

I let that sink in, glancing back at the noblewoman. “Then I’d better not let them start a war over me.”

Thaleia laughed, and I saw the amusement flicker in her eyes. Then an idea struck me. “What if we let them bid?” I said. “And we use the money to save your mother’s home.”

Thaleia’s playful expression shifted into something softer. She touched my arm. “Nathan … that’s—thank you. That means everything to me.”

“Then it’s settled.”

She pulled me into a hug, holding onto me for a moment before stepping back.

I turned back to the noblewomen, both of whom were watching me worriedly. “Fine. If you want to bid, we’ll hold it tonight.”

They exchanged competitive smiles, then quickly gave me the location where it would be held before turning on their heels and walking away.

Thaleia let out a small laugh as she watched them go. “Well, tonight should be interesting.”

I smirked. “No doubt about it.”

The evening air was warm as Thaleia and I stepped away from the city, walking along a narrow path that wound through the hills. I could tell she was still caught up in the thrill of earlier.

“Come,” she said, leading me by the hand. “I want to show you something.”

We walked for a while until the path opened into a hidden clearing, a meadow bathed in the soft glow of the setting sun. The city was far behind us, and the air was thick with the scent of wildflowers and honey, the buzz of bees faint in the background. It was secluded, untouched like a virgin and a perfect escape from the watchful eyes of Corinth.

“This is the Honey Meadow,” she told me, smiling as she took in the golden fields swaying with the evening breeze. “It’s a secret place I used to come to when I needed to be alone. No one ever comes here. My friends and I made so many memories here when we were younger. We would spend entire afternoons weaving flowers, telling stories, and sometimes, when the summer nights were warm enough, we would sleep under the stars. It always felt like our own little world, away from everything else.”

I looked around, appreciating the peace of it. “It’s beautiful.”

“I’m glad you like it,” she said with a hand over her heart. She turned to me, a playful glint in her eyes. “Let’s make wreaths.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Wreaths?”

She laughed. “Yes. I think you’ll look good wearing one.”

“I’ve never made one before though.”

“I’ll teach you. Besides, I want to see if you have any skill in crafting beauty.”

We sat down together in the grass, and she plucked a few long stems of flowers and vines, her fingers moving deftly as she wove them together. I followed her lead, though my attempt was far less refined. She inched her hips closer, her thigh brushing against mine, adjusting my hands with hers, letting her fingers linger against my skin longer than necessary. The warmth between us grew, and we exchanged glances.

“You’re losing focus,” she pointed out playfully.

“So are you,” I said.

She laughed. “I’ll help with yours,” she said, her voice softer now, almost teasing. She guided my hands, her fingertips trailing lightly over my knuckles, sending a spark up my arm. “Though, I must say, you’re quite heavy-handed for someone with divine touch.”

“Maybe I’m better at using my hands for something else.”

She bit her lip, her eyes flicking up to mine. “Oh? And what might that be?”

“Bed activities.”

“I won’t argue with that,” she said. Her closeness, the way her lips parted slightly, the flush creeping up her neck—I could feel the tension building between us. A slow smirk formed on my lips as I studied her, and when I drew in a deep breath, I felt her sweet, natural perfume coming from between her legs. “You know, these would probably look better on you nude.”

I met her gaze. “I think they would look better on you nude as well.”

Thaleia stilled for a moment before laughing softly, her eyes flickering with intrigue. “You think so?”

I leaned in slightly. “I think so.”

She twirled a strand of her hair between her fingers, feigning thoughtfulness. “That’s quite the claim. But what if we get caught?”

I shrugged, my fingers grazing her wrist. “You said no one comes here.”

She hesitated, her breath shallow, before finally meeting my gaze. Something in her shifted, and I knew she had made up her mind.

She gave me a teasing smile. “I’ll be nude if you will.”

I smirked. “Agreed.”

We rose to our feet, and slowly, she reached for the clasp of her chiton, letting it slide from her shoulder. The fabric pooled around her waist as she watched me, anticipation flickering in her eyes. I pulled my tunic over my head, meeting her gaze as I let it drop beside me. The warm air kissed my skin, and for a brief moment, we simply took each other in—two bodies standing bare under the soft glow of the evening light, the meadow silent except for the rustling grass around us.

Her body was straight from a sculpture—smooth skin, the gentle curve of her hips, her breasts full and perfect. The sight of her took my breath away. I had seen her nude before, but something about this moment felt more intimate. Perhaps it was the privacy of the meadow or the way her eyes held mine with such openness, or the fact we might get caught.

“You’re staring,” she whispered, a smile playing on her lips.

“You’re worth staring at,” I replied.

She blushed, her gaze dropping briefly to my chest before traveling lower, lingering on my hardening length. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, a gesture so subtle yet so alluring that I felt my arousal intensify.

“Now, about those wreaths,” I reminded her.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said playfully. She turned around and bent over, deliberately showing off her perfect backside. Her pussy glistened invitingly, trails of arousal glistening down her thighs. She grabbed the wreath and handed it to me over her shoulder. “Place it on me.”

I placed the crown of woven flowers atop her head, where they nestled among her dark locks, the colors contrasting beautifully against her hair. She looked ethereal like a forest nymph stepped right out of legend.

She giggled, looking up at me with those hazel eyes that seemed to catch every ray of the fading sunlight. “How do I look?”

“Like Aphrodite herself,” I said honestly.

She blushed deeply, then reached up to place her own creation—much more elegantly crafted than mine—atop my head. “You’re so tall,” she teased.

“I’ll help,” I said, grabbing her waist and lifting her as if she weighed nothing.

She shrieked, then laughed. “Gosh, you’re strong.”

I held her close, feeling her breasts press against my chest, the warmth of her arousal radiating into my core. She carefully placed the wreath on my head, her eyes locked onto mine.

“Perfect,” she whispered, cheeks flushed pink.

I put her down.

“Now you truly look like a god.”

I was about to respond when a mischievous thought crossed my mind. My eyes widened suddenly, focusing on something just above her flower crown.

“Don’t move.”

Her smile faltered. “What? What is it?”

“There’s … there’s a spider. A big one. On your head.”

Her entire body went rigid. “What?” she whispered, her voice rising in panic. “Get it off! Get it off!”

Her hands flew up to her hair, frantically patting at her crown, dislodging some of the flowers in her desperation. Her eyes were wide with fear, and she kept turning her head as if trying to spot the offending creature.

“It’s moving! Nathan, please!”

I tried to maintain my serious expression, but her panic was so genuine, so comically, that I couldn’t hold it in any longer. A laugh escaped my lips, growing into a full chuckle as I watched her continue to swat at nothing.

She froze, slowly lowering her hands as realization dawned on her face. “There’s no spider, is there?”

I shook my head, still laughing. “No. Not even a tiny one.”

For a moment, she stared at me. Then her eyes narrowed, and a dangerous smile spread across her face.

“You…” she growled, and before I could react, she launched herself at me.

Her naked body collided with mine, the force of her tackle sending us both tumbling backward onto the soft grass. I landed with an “oof,” but couldn’t stop laughing as she playfully swatted at my chest.

“That was cruel!” she cried, though I could hear the laughter beneath her accusation.

“You should have seen your face!” I teased, catching her wrists as she tried to swat me again.

She wriggled against me, trying to free herself from my grip, her body sliding against mine in a way that was quickly turning our playful tussle into something more heated.

“Argh!” she growled, sounding one hundred percent cute rather than fierce. Her body pressed against mine, soft curves against hard muscles, and suddenly, the laughter between us shifted into something more intimate. I became intensely aware of every point where our skin touched—her breasts against my chest, her thighs straddling mine, and most prominently, my hardness pressed directly against her wet, pink flower.

The playfulness in her eyes transformed into desire, her breath catching as she felt me throb against her. She stilled, no longer struggling, instead settling more firmly against me. I could feel her wetness against my shaft, and just one thrust and I’d slide right inside her.

“Thaleia … "

She bit her lower lip, her eyes never leaving mine as she deliberately shifted her hips, sliding herself along my length in a slow, teasing motion. A soft moan escaped her at the sensation, her eyes fluttering closed momentarily. “I’ve wanted this,” she admitted. “For so long … with someone as strong and godlike as you.”

My hands found her hips, steadying her as she continued to rock against me, coating my shaft with her wetness but not yet taking me inside. But doubt flickered across her face while I enjoyed this sensation. “Do you … Do you want me to?”

“Oh, I do,” I said, looking her in the eyes. “You’re the sweetest girl I’ve ever met.”

I cupped her neck and pulled her toward me, pressing my lips to hers, kissing her deeply and passionately. Her flower crown tilted precariously as she moved, petals falling around us like nature’s blessing on our union.

When she pulled back, her eyes were clear with certainty. “Oh, you do really want me,” she said with clear hints of relief.

With that, she raised her hips slightly, positioning herself above me. I helped her, my crown poised at her entrance. Our gazes locked as she slowly, deliberately lowered herself onto my length, taking me inch by inch. Her body resisted at first, unused to such fullness, but she was so wet, so ready for me that she eventually enveloped me completely.

“Oh gods,” she breathed, as I broke her hymen and took her virginity. “You feel like a dream.”

I reached up to cup her face, brushing my thumb across her cheekbone. “So do you.”

She began to move, finding a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure through both of us. Her inexperience was clear in the way she rocked at first, but what she lacked in technique she made up for with pure, unbridled passion. Each roll of her hips grew more confident as she discovered what felt good, what made her gasp and moan.

The sight of her above me was breathtaking—her head tilted back, exposing the elegant column of her throat, her breasts bouncing gently with each movement, the remaining flowers in her crown catching the last rays of sunlight. She was goddess-like in her beauty, and I was entranced.

With a smooth motion, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rolled us over, careful not to separate our bodies and most importantly, our intimate parts. Now above her, I watched as her hair fanned out across the grass, her flower crown askew but still clinging to her dark locks. Petals scattered around her head, making her look like a flower.

“Is this okay?” I asked, bracing myself on my forearms, my body hovering just above hers.

Her answer was a breathless “Yes,” her legs wrapping around my waist, drawing me deeper inside her. The new angle made her gasp, her back arching slightly off the ground.

I fucked her slowly at first, sliding out till only the crown was inside and then sliding all the way in again. Her eyes never left mine, wide with wonder and pleasure. In them, I saw everything—trust, desire and love.

“You’re so pretty,” I whispered, brushing a strand of hair from her face. The evening light bathed her skin in a golden glow, highlighting the flush that had spread across her chest and cheeks.

“So are you,” she managed to say. Her lips parted in a silent moan as I effortlessly slid in and out of her quicker and quicker, my hips finding a rhythm that made her entire body shudder. For every thrust, I felt her grow wetter and wetter as if her body desperately wanted me.

The meadow around us seemed to fade away—there was only Thaleia, her body yielding to mine and her soft moans filling the air. The scent of crushed wildflowers mingled with our sweat, creating an intoxicating perfume that only heightened my senses and lust.

Her eyes locked onto mine as her intimate part massaged mine. There was something incredible about watching her face as pleasure washed over her—the slight furrow of her brow, the way her lips formed a perfect ‘o’, the pleasure in her expression as she surrendered completely to the feeling.

Her cheeks became flushed, and I felt her embrace my erection harder as my strokes were about to draw an orgasm out of her. “Hmm, Nathan,” she said, closing her eyes and throwing her head back.

Her body tensed, tightening around me as her pleasure built higher and higher. I could feel her heart pounding against my chest, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. Her nails dug into my shoulders, anchoring herself to me as she teetered on the edge of ecstasy.

“Nathan,” she whimpered again, my name falling from her lips like a prayer. “Hmm.”

The meadow echoed with the sounds of our lovemaking—the slap of skin against skin, our mingled moans, the rustle of the grass beneath us.

A deep moan escaped from her throat, her head thrown back in pure bliss. I watched, entranced, as pleasure rippled across her face, her features contorting in the most beautiful way. She climaxed and looked so cute when she did so.

The sight and feel of her coming beneath me was my own undoing, and I focused on not making her pregnant. With a few more deep thrusts, I followed her over the edge. My release pulsed through me, hot and intense, as I spilled myself deep inside her vagina, burying her virginity under my seed. I groaned as I emptied myself thoroughly inside her, my face burying in the crook of her neck as I rode out the waves of pleasure.

For a long moment, we stayed like that—bodies intertwined, hearts pounding in sync and breathing each other’s sweet air. I could feel her inner walls still fluttering around me, milking every last drop of my seed. It felt right, perfect as if our bodies were made to fit together like this.

Slowly, as the aftershocks of our climax faded, I lifted my head to look at her. Her eyes were soft, a lazy smile playing on her lips. A few stray petals clung to her damp skin, nature’s own adornment.

“Oh,” she trailed off, seemingly at a loss for words.

“Huh?” I asked her, brushing her hair with my fingers.

“I don’t know what to say,” she said with a giggle. “That love can be so strong.”

“Some things are better left unspoken,” I said.

She just nodded and blushed in the post-orgasmic glow. Her hands slid from my shoulders to my chest, resting over my heart. “I’ve never felt anything like that before,” she admitted after a while.

I rolled to the side, slipping out of her in the process but immediately gathering her into my arms. She nestled against my chest, her head fitting perfectly beneath my chin. Our naked bodies pressed together, skin still damp with sweat, but neither of us minded.

“Do you think we got caught?” Thaleia eventually asked with a playful grin.

I glanced over my shoulder, spotting Zafara meditating on the grass. “Hardly,” I said.

“What’s she doing?” Thaleia asked curiously.

“Meditating,” I told her. “She’s a mage—she needs to focus.”

“Cool … I can see why she’s into you,” she said with a giggle. “Does she take care of your needs?”

“Whenever I want her to,” I murmured, stroking her hair.

She glanced down at her pussy, watching as my seed trickled from her swollen entrance. “It’s so warm and filling,” she murmured, dipping a finger into the pearly fluid and coating it. “It’s really thick too.”

“Of course,” I smiled. “Strong seed.”

“Uhm … did you make me pregnant?”

“No,” I reassured her. “With my fertility powers, I can control whether a mating leads to pregnancy or not. I wanted to hear your opinion first.”

“Oh, I’m glad … I might not be ready yet. And if we can do this—feel this good—without me ending up pregnant, that would be ideal.”

I pressed my lips to hers, holding her close as we basked in the afterglow.

Eventually, as the sun dipped lower, we both rose, ready to face the evening.

As night fell, Thaleia, Zafara and I made our way toward the grand hall where the auction was set to take place.

Thaleia held my hand dearly, leaning against me. She looked madly in love, but so was I. Every so often, she glanced up, a teasing smile playing on her lips. “You do realize they’ll be fighting over you tonight?”

“Is that so?”

“Mmm-hmm.” She leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to a whisper. “After what we did earlier, I can’t exactly blame them.”

I smiled at her confidence, sensing the shift in her demeanor. She was more relaxed, more playful now and I had no doubt it was because of what had happened between us in the honey meadow.

Zafara, walking a few steps behind, chimed in with her usual knowing tone. “Oh, and Nathan? A pleasant surprise awaits you tonight.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Should I be worried?”

“No … but you’ll be overwhelmed.”

As we arrived at the hall, I immediately noticed what Zafara had mentioned. I had expected Lady Callista and Lady Dione, but instead, nearly a dozen noblewomen were gathered inside, their expensive garments shimmering under the glow of the oil lamps. Each of them was exceptionally beautiful, their dresses tailored to enhance their natural allure. Some wore sheer fabrics that clung to their bodies, while others adorned themselves with gold jewelry, their wealth as evident as their desire. They also wore plenty of makeup and perfume to enhance their femininity.

As I stepped inside, they fell silent for a moment. Their eyes lingered on my physique. I could hear them whispering about my rumored virility, and how godlike I looked.

I also sensed something else—their arousal. It radiated off them, a sweet, natural scent, and I also noticed how some lightly fanned themselves, their gazes lingering a little too long. They weren’t only here for their daughters. They wanted me for themselves as well.

Thaleia leaned in close to me, her breath warm against my ear. “I think you’ve got your work cut out for you tonight.”

I smiled. “Wouldn’t be the first time.”

A servant stepped forward and rang a ceremonial bell, signaling the start of the bidding. The noblewomen took their places. The bidding began modestly—Silver coins, fine gifts and rare wines were offered as opening bids, but it didn’t take long for the stakes to rise. Soon, they were pledging estates, rare weapons and gold in their efforts to secure me for their daughters.

Lady Dione raised a hand and spoke over the chatter. “Two talents of silver and a villa by the sea.”

Gasps rippled through the gathering. The offer was substantial, enough to make some of the noblewomen falter, but not Callista.

Lady Callista stepped forward. She met Lady Dione’s gaze with a small, knowing smile. “Two talents of gold.”

The hall fell silent. The sheer magnitude of her bid left many speechless, and I saw some of the women exchanging uneasy glances.

A heckler in the back scoffed. “She’s bluffing. She doesn’t have that amount.”

Without missing a beat, Callista turned to a waiting servant and gave a single nod. Moments later, a small chest of gold was carried into the hall, their lids lifted to reveal the gleaming contents. The collective intake of breath was almost amusing.

My eyes widened. It must’ve been worth at least five million dollars. I wasn’t sure whether she was crazy or desperate.

Murmurs of discontent spread among the losing bidders, some of whom glared at Callista with barely concealed resentment. But there was no disputing it—she had won.

I turned to Thaleia, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “That will be enough for your mother.”

Thaleia beamed, clearly pleased with the outcome. She watched as Callista approached me with a victorious smile.

Dione’s expression darkened, her lips pressing into a thin line as she glared at Callista, but she said nothing. The loss stung, but there was no room left to challenge it.

Callista extended her hand, her smile still lingering. “Shall we?”

I took her hand, feeling the heat of the noblewomen’s gazes still on me as we left the hall. Their eyes followed us into the night, their resentment lingering for who knows how long.

The night air was cool as Callista and I walked through the dimly lit streets of Corinth. The city had quieted, but the distant sound of waves against the harbor walls remained.

“You must think the auction was absurd,” she said with a smile, breaking the silence.

“I’ve been through stranger things, but I am curious—why did you fight so hard to win?”

She tilted her head slightly, a glimmer of amusement in her eyes. “You already know the answer. My daughters deserve strong offspring, and you … well, you are the rarest prize a mother could secure.”

Her honesty was refreshing, but there was more beneath her words. “That’s not all, is it?”

Callista chuckled. “No, it isn’t.” She took a deep breath. “When my husband died, many assumed I would crumble. That I would be easy to manipulate. But I did what they never expected—I took control. I outmaneuvered them all, expanded my wealth, and ensured my daughters would never be at the mercy of another man.”

I studied her, impressed. She wasn’t just rich—she was cunning, intelligent and determined. “You don’t just play the game—you rewrite the rules.”

She smiled. “I do what I must. And now, I have ensured my daughters will bear children of divine blood. That is power.”

I respected her even more. She was more than just another noblewoman—she was a force to be reckoned with. And I had a feeling she would be a valuable ally in my quest here in Greece.

I turned to her as we walked. “What about Dione?”

Callista’s expression darkened slightly, though she remained composed. “She and I have been at odds for years. She does not like losing.”

I could hear the weight in her words, sensing that their rivalry wasn’t just about political maneuvering or social standing—it was personal.

“Will she be a problem?” I asked.

Callista let out a chuckle, squeezing my hand gently. “Not while I have you.”

We arrived at her grand estate, a residence adorned with towering stone columns and flashy carvings that reflected her wealth and status. The entrance was flanked by marble statues of gods and heroes, their chiseled forms illuminated by torches. Servants in flowing tunics bowed deeply as Callista led me inside, their eyes briefly flickering toward me with curiosity.

The air was warm, rich with the scent of exotic incense and fresh flowers. Lavish rugs covered the polished stone floors, and golden oil lamps cast a glow over murals depicting scenes of love and conquest.

She turned to me, her gaze lingering before she finally spoke. “You will stay here tonight,” she said smoothly. “My daughters await you.”

I nodded, but Callista did not let go of my hand just yet. “In time, I will have you too,” she said in a sweet, lustful voice. “But first, I want to see the legacy you create. You’ll start with the youngest. She’s eighteen and her name is Anastasia, but be gentle on her. Don’t just ram your manhood into her.”

“I promise,” I said.

With that, she guided me deeper into the estate, down a hallway. Finally, she stopped before a set of carved wooden doors and pushed them open.

Inside, a young woman sat and read quietly for herself. “Mom?”

“Hi … I brought him as I promised.”

She was breathtaking—with a delicate, youthful beauty that was both alluring and innocent. Her long, dark curls cascaded down her back, framing a face with high cheekbones, full lips, and deep, knowing eyes. She was dressed in a flowing, transparent chiton, the fabric light against her smooth, white skin. She lowered her gaze shyly, but I could see the curiosity and anticipation beneath her demure expression.

“Uhm,” she said, her eyes sweeping over me.

“If you want,” Castilla said. “I can take him to Alexandra first.”

“No!” she said. “Can I make myself look decent?”

Callista looked at me, and I shrugged. I thought she was joking since she looked like a gem. “Sure,” I said.

“Just give me a minute,” Anastasia said.

Callista closed the door and whispered with a giggle, “More like an hour … And when you’re done with her,” she said, a faint smile playing on her lips, “I’ll show you my other two sweethearts.”


Chapter 8 Mother’s Relief

The morning sunlight streamed through the curtains, bathing Callista’s chamber in light. The sheets were cool against my skin as I hovered above her, my erection poised at the entrance of her womanhood. Callista looked up at me with lust in her eyes, her dark hair fanned out across the pillows like an artwork.

Even in the early light, her mature beauty was captivating. Fine lines around her eyes and mouth spoke of a life well-lived, of laughter and experiences etched into her skin. They only enhanced her allure, adding depth and character to her classically beautiful features.

I lowered myself onto her, feeling her legs part to welcome me. She was already wet, her arousal coating my hardness as I positioned myself at her entrance. With a slow, deliberate thrust, I sank into her flower.

A soft moan escaped Callista’s lips as I filled her, her back arching off the bed. Her inner walls gripped me like velvet, hot and tight, drawing me deeper. I groaned at the sensation, marveling at how perfectly she fit around me. It was as if her body was made for mine, each curve designed to drive me wild with pleasure.

The bed began to rock and squeak as Callista squirmed beneath me. Her hands roamed over my back, nails digging into my skin as I drove into her again and again. Each thrust was met with a breathless moan, her hips rising to meet mine.

“You feel so sweet,” I breathed against her neck, pressing open-mouthed kisses to her heated skin. She tasted of salt and honey, a heady combination that only fueled my desire.

“Don’t stop,” Callista urged, her voice thick with need. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me impossibly closer, deeper.

Callista came with a cry, my name falling from her lips like a prayer. Her body tensed and then convulsed around me. I thrust into her harder and harder, taking full advantage of the way her pussy tightened around me. I was only a few strokes away from release, and when it finally hit, I locked eyes with her, holding her gaze as I spilled deep inside her, flooding her pink depths with my seed.

I lay on top of her for a little bit longer till it was time to pull out, dragging a river of cum with me. She lay beside me, her body still pressed close, her breath steady but satisfied. I had spent the night with her, but the moment dawn broke, she had wanted more. And I hadn’t denied her.

She traced a finger along my chest, her nails lightly grazing my skin. “My daughters are elated,” she murmured. “They will bear your seed proudly.”

I stretched. “They were certainly eager.”

She chuckled, rolling onto her side to face me. “Eager? They were desperate. You should have seen the way they looked at me after. Like I had given them the greatest gift.”

I ran a hand through my hair, feeling the lingering tension from two days of pleasure. Callista had insisted I take my time with her daughters, ensuring they felt not only the weight of my seed but also the warmth of my affection. And she had made it clear—she expected the same. It was only fair. After all, she had paid a fortune, gold worth five million dollars, to secure my presence in their lives. Anastasia had been the shyest but also the sweetest. She had spent an entire hour perfecting her makeup and perfume, wanting to look her best for me. Her tight, untouched body trembled beneath me, and as I had promised her mother, I took my time with her, easing myself inside with slow, deliberate care. She clung to me, gasping at the newness of it all, and by the time we reached our peak together, she looked at me with something dangerously close to worship.

The following morning, we made love again before it was time for her older sister, Alexandra. Alexandra was different—bold, confident, with a hunger that didn’t hesitate. She pulled me into her bed without a word, not even bothering to close the door. The moment our bodies met, she arched beneath me, rolling her hips in invitation, whispering shamelessly about how long she had been waiting for this.

Then there was Lydia, the one who reminded me most of her mother. Intelligent, poised, and self-assured, she had insisted on teaching me about their family empire first, playing the composed, dutiful daughter. But lust was a powerful equalizer, and soon, even she surrendered to it, her restraint unraveling as she spread herself open for me, her soft moans betraying the need she had been holding back. Beyond the pleasure, I enjoyed my time with them. They eagerly showed me their estate, shared pieces of their lives with me, and in return, I gave them all of me—my touch, my passion, my devotion. And once my duty to them was fulfilled, Callista herself could wait no longer. With a knowing smile and a smoldering gaze, she invited me into her chamber—ready to claim her own night of pleasure.

“You’ve done more than enough here,” she continued, her voice turning serious. “I will always be on your side, Nathan. If you need anything—alliances, wealth, protection—you will have it.”

I turned my head slightly, studying her. She was a powerful woman, not just because of her wealth but because of the way she carried herself.

“I appreciate that,” I said. “Actually, I might need help navigating the seas when I leave Corinth.”

She smiled, as if pleased that I was asking. “Then consider it done. I have a yacht—the Pleasure Express. It’s yours now. Fully staffed, fast and luxurious. You’ll travel like a true god.”

I raised an eyebrow, genuinely surprised. “That’s generous.”

“I take care of what’s mine.” She leaned closer to press her lips against mine before finally sitting up. “You’re free to leave whenever you wish. But know that you will always have a home here.”

I sighed in relief, running a hand down my face. Before leaving, I told her I had to make a stop at Thaleia’s mother’s home. She was in debt, and I planned to give her some of my gold to help her. Callista brightened at that, calling me loyal to my loved ones. “It’s an attractive trait,” she murmured, her admiration deepening. “It makes me love you even more.”

We rose and dressed, the warmth of the morning sun spilling through the windows. I said goodbye to her daughters who all hugged me equally as tightly.

Outside, I met Thaleia and Zafara, who were waiting for me. We set off toward Sofia’s home. Thaleia’s mood lightened as we rode through the city, though I could tell she was relieved that I’d secured her mother’s future. When we arrived, Sofia greeted us with a smile. She asked us what we’d been up to, and Thaleia told her about the honey meadow but left out some details. Then Thaleia nudged me with her elbow. As I placed the pouch of gold in Sofia’s hands, her eyes welled up with emotion.

“What is this?”

“A gift,” I said simply. “So you don’t have to sell your home.”

Sofia’s voice caught in her throat as she looked between me and her daughter. “I… I don’t know what to say.”

Thaleia stepped forward, hugging her mother tightly. “You don’t have to say anything, just stay.”

Sofia looked at me, her gratitude clear. “Thank you, Nathan. You truly are a blessing.”

I smiled, feeling the weight of the moment settle. This was the right thing to do. Sofia, still teary-eyed, clutched the pouch of gold and looked between Thaleia and me. “Where did you get this much?”

Thaleia hesitated for a moment before exhaling. “Lady Callista paid Nathan to impregnate her daughters.”

Sofia blinked in surprise, then let out a giggle, her gaze flicking to me with newfound curiosity. “That lady has wealth I can’t even fathom.”

“I thought it was a bit of an exaggeration at first, but I get it now. She values loyalty and connections—I can see how she’s maintained her wealth.”

“I guess you’re right,” Sofia said. “She’s very intelligent.”

“I have to pee,” Thaleia excused herself and hurried to the bathroom, and for a moment, Sofia and I found ourselves alone. She turned to me, her expression shifting from amusement to intrigue. “So, tell me, how does it feel to have all the women fawning over you?”

“You learn to embrace it or them to be precise.”

She chuckled, crossing her arms. “I can see that. And my daughter? Have you taken her maidenhead?”

I met her gaze. “Yes.”

A smile spread across her lips. “Good. She’s a woman now. I’m proud to have given birth to such a sweetheart.”

Just then, Thaleia returned, glancing between us curiously. “What are you two talking about?”

Sofia flushed slightly and waved a hand. “Oh, nothing important.”

Thaleia cast a suspicious glance at her mother but let it go. In the end, she was just happy the problem had been solved, and so was her mother.

Sofia invited us to eat, but before that, Thaleia and I cuddled outdoors, watching the sun rise over the horizon. She held me tighter, her voice soft. “If you hadn’t shown up, I probably wouldn’t have had this home anymore.”

I brushed a strand of hair from her face and kissed her lips. “You’re welcome.”

She smiled. “I owe you a big one.”

“Just having you this close is enough of a gift,” I told her.

“You’re sweet,” she murmured. “I can see why Callista was willing to bet so much on you.”

I chuckled. “Indeed.” I pulled her even closer, savoring the warmth of her body.

Meanwhile, her mother finished baking bread, which we ate with olive oil, cheese, and honey. The flavors were rich and satisfying, and I noticed how much more relaxed the atmosphere felt. As we ate, they shared stories about their home, and Sofia even told a few that made Thaleia’s cheeks flush with embarrassment. Their playful teasing was constant, but it was all in good fun—rooted in love.

Eventually, Sofia excused herself, mentioning an errand at the market. But Thaleia and I stayed behind. She took my hand, leading me to her bedroom, where she spread her legs in invitation.

It didn’t take long before I was on top of her, sinking into her warmth—only for the front door to suddenly creak open.

Both of us froze.

“I forgot some silver,” her mother said casually.

“Okay!” Sofia called back, her tone exasperated.

“Sorry,” her mother added, trying—and failing—to stifle a giggle.

As the door clicked shut, Thaleia sighed. “I think she did that on purpose.”

I smirked. “She loves you.”

“I know,” she murmured before pulling me closer. Her breath was hot against my ear as she whispered, “Go on. Fuck me.”

And I did—until I emptied myself inside her.


Chapter 9 Unexpected Letter

The days in Corinth passed much like they had in Athens. Women lined up eagerly, and I took my time, ensuring each one received my seed.

On occasions, we visited Callista, who gladly safeguarded the gifts I received and promised to send them with me to Athens once we returned to modernity.

When we took a rare day off, I explored Corinth with Thaleia, who eagerly showed me more of the city’s hidden gems. She led me to secluded places only she knew, where we could be alone, lost in pleasure and excitement. She’d admitted it was addictive to have sex outside, the thrill of getting caught always made us more aroused. We also visited her mother, who had grown increasingly flirtatious with me. She tried to be discreet, but even Thaleia had started to notice.

Sofia often found reasons to touch my arm when we spoke, her fingers lingering just a bit longer than necessary. When I complimented her cooking, she chuckled, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “If you keep flattering me, I might just have to keep you here forever.”

I could tell our flirtatious moments meant a lot to her—she was likely used to spending most of her time alone.

One afternoon, as Thaleia stepped away to fetch something, Sofia leaned in slightly, her voice playful. “You know, when they chose Thaleia to be the priestess of Aphrodite, they considered her the most beautiful girl in Corinth. You can imagine how proud I was.”

I met her gaze, my voice low. “I can clearly see where she inherited that beauty from.”

Her lips curled into a smile, and for a moment, her cheeks flushed so deeply they resembled two ripe apples. “You’re quite the charmer. No wonder my daughter is so taken with you.”

“You haven’t only inherited her looks but her humility as well. Neither of you even realize it.”

She giggled, the sound reminding me of Thaleia. “Maybe you’re right… but I know for a fact that I left my prime many years ago.”

I scoffed, shaking my head. “You don’t have your facts straight.”

Her blush deepened, her lips parting slightly as if caught off guard by the intensity of my voice.

Thaleia had started noticing her mother’s behavior. One evening, after we left her home, she glanced at me. “My mother likes you.”

I chuckled. “In what way?”

“In a loving way.”

“What makes you so sure of that?”

She rolled her eyes but smiled. “Please, I know her. But trust me, I don’t mind.”

I held her gaze. “I trust you… I trust both of you.”

One morning, after spending the night at Callista’s estate, a messenger arrived. He bowed before Callista and addressed Thaleia. “Your mother is seeking you.”

Thaleia looked caught off guard, her brow furrowing. “She wouldn’t have sent a messenger unless it was something unusual.”

We exchanged glances, and without hesitation, excused ourselves. Callista, understanding the urgency, placed a reassuring hand on Thaleia’s shoulder. “Go. A mother’s needs are important.”

With that, we hurried off toward Sofia’s home.

When we arrived, Sofia looked as if she had seen a ghost. Her face was pale, her hands gripping a scroll tightly. She exhaled sharply and gestured toward the courtyard. “Come, let’s sit outside first.”

Settling down, Thaleia impatiently tugged at her mother’s arm, her eyes filled with worry. “Mother, what is it?”

Sofia swallowed hard and handed her the scroll. The words were written clearly: To Thaleia, daughter of Xanthos.

Thaleia’s eyes widened as she recognized the handwriting. “Thea,” she whispered, her voice low and quiet as goosebumps spread across her arms. I remembered who Thea was—Thaleia’s best friend who had supposedly taken her own life after her first love was killed in a violent dispute over her. It had been a tragedy that haunted Thaleia, a wound she had never fully healed from.

She looked up sharply. “Who sent this?”

“A courier delivered it. He only said it was sent from Ephesus.”

Thaleia trembled as she unrolled the scroll. Her hands shook as she read aloud, “Dear Thaleia. It has been so long, and I can only hope you have been well. I’ve thought of you every single day and missed you more than words can say. I am so sorry for my absence, for vanishing from your life without explanation. You deserved better, and I should have told you the truth from the beginning. It truly hurts, knowing how good of a friend you are—how sweet and caring you’ve always been. But I hope you understand where I was coming from and why I acted the way I did… even if I regret it now.

“Originally, I went to Rhodes, a place safe for someone who wanted to disappear. I didn’t want to tell you because I didn’t want to have any of those men bothering you. I’ve been a servant for a wealthy woman for all these years until I contracted an incurable disease. She encouraged me to go to Ephesus, to the temple of Artemis, but alas, I’ve only gotten worse, and the sweet woman is in tears. Since I’m dying, I just wanted to write to you that I love you and you were my best friend, hopefully, we still are. Please forgive me. Please forgive me for disappearing. Thaleia, I love you …”

The scroll trembled in her hands, and a moment of silence passed before Thaleia burst into tears. Her mother, tears welling in her own eyes, immediately pulled her into a tight embrace.

“Oh, my sweet girl,” Sofia murmured, holding her daughter close. “I’m so sorry.”

She stroked Thaleia’s hair, whispering reassurances as her daughter’s sobs wracked her small frame.

Thaleia clung to her mother, her voice muffled against Sofia’s shoulder. “She was my b-best friend. And I never g-got t-to say goodbye.”

I inched my hips closer to her, placing a comforting hand on Thaleia’s back, grounding her as she trembled in her mother’s arms. I found it difficult not to cry either. It was a heartbreaking moment, and comforting someone wasn’t my strongest side, but I tried my best.

Zafara, who had been quietly observing, placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder and whispered, “Don’t forget about your powers and potential.”

My eyes widened as realization struck. I could help her. The same way I had cured Neferu’s migraine and healed other women in ancient Egypt. I hadn’t used those powers in a while, but I remembered them as clearly as if it were yesterday.

I tried to get Thaleia’s attention while she cried in her mother’s arms. “Thaleia, I can help her.”

Slowly lifting her head, she looked at me, disbelief flickering across her tear-streaked face. “What?”

“I have the power to heal. If we reach her in time, I’ll be able to save her.”

Thaleia sniffled, hope warring with doubt in her expression. “You p-promise?”

I nodded. “But we have little time. We need to leave for Ephesus immediately.”

Sofia, wiping her tears, let out a relieved sigh and gently cupped her daughter’s face. “Then go, my love. I won’t hold you here. Go see your friend.”

Thaleia threw her arms around her mother, whispering, “I love you.”

Her mother hugged her back tightly. “I love you too, my sweet girl. Always.”

With urgency pressing upon us, we hurried to the harbor, scanning the docks for the fastest vessel that could take us to Ephesus. The scent of salt and fish filled the air, mingling with the calls of merchants and sailors preparing for their journeys. Thaleia’s grip on my arm was tight, but tears still streamed down her cheeks.

We approached a captain standing by a trireme, his weathered face eyeing us with curiosity. “Where are you headed?” he asked us.

“Ephesus,” I said firmly. “We need to leave as soon as possible.”

The captain raised an eyebrow. “Ephesus, you say? That’s no short journey. You have coin?”

I pulled a small pouch of silver from my belt and placed it in his palm. “This should be enough.”

He inspected the weight before nodding. “You’ve bought your passage. We set sail within three hours.”

Thaleia let out a shaky breath, her fingers tightening around my arm. “We’re really going.”

I turned to her, giving her a reassuring squeeze. “Yes. We’ll get to her in time.”

But as we waited, a group of noblewomen gathered. Word had spread—me, the fertility god, was leaving Corinth. At first, I brushed it off, but then I noticed ships starting to block the harbor, and also Dione and some other ladies from the bidding night.

Dione approached me. “Where are you going?” she asked me.

“We’re heading to Ephesus,” I told her, arching an eyebrow.

“You cannot leave. You owe Corinth a debt—this city welcomed you, and you cast us aside?”

Another noblewoman stepped forward, arms crossed. “To abandon us before the goddess is satisfied is blasphemy, Nathan. You must stay till you’ve satisfied all of us.”

A murmur of agreement rippled through the gathered women. I could feel the tension thickening, their desperation growing. Then I turned around as the captain of our ship started hurling angry words at the merchant ships blocking his path.

“We’ll lift the blockade once it’s confirmed Nathan is staying,” Dione said.

“This is madness!” the captain said.

Dione ignored his words and looked back at me. “What will it be?”

Thaleia gripped my arm, her voice barely above a whisper. “We have to go. Thea has little time left.” Her voice cracked, and I knew she was about to cry again. I started to grow mad, my anger rising.

Memories of chasing down thieves in the Valley of the Kings surged through me. I knew I could end this with force if I had to—but I raised my hands, choosing reason over violence. “I will return. I have given much to this city, and I am not abandoning it. But there is someone who needs my help—”

“More than us?” Dione scoffed. “Your duty is here.”

Before the tension could escalate, Callista arrived, her chariot rolling to a stop with her servants by her side. She stepped down and quickly made her way toward us. “Enough,” she said with her arms crossed. “He belongs to no one.”

A hush fell over the crowd. She took slow, deliberate steps toward the noblewomen, her gaze challenging them. “Is this how you treat a fertility god who has willingly come here to help us? Like a prisoner? Have you no dignity?”

Dione’s face twisted with frustration. “Stay out of this, Callista. He was meant for my daughters.”

Callista smirked, her amusement barely concealed. “You may stand here all day long, but you cannot force a man to go with you. Nathan, I have some ladies at my estate who would love to meet you … and more gold as well.”

She shot me a cryptic wink, and I understood the message. If I wanted out of this mess, she was my best option. Without another word, I stepped away from the noblewomen and followed Callista, leaving Dione and the others fuming behind me.

Once we were alone in her chariot, Callista’s eyes studied me. “Why’s Thaleia crying? Why were you in such a hurry to leave?”

I exhaled and told her everything—Thea’s letter, the urgency of our departure and the need to leave Corinth as soon as possible. Callista listened in silence, nodding occasionally as she processed my words.

Finally, she folded her hands in her lap and spoke. “You were kind to my family. I will not forget such things.”

I met her gaze. “So you’ll help us?”

“Of course. But we must move carefully. If you flee Corinth in plain sight, you’ll cause an uproar. Dione won’t let this go easily.”

I clenched my jaw. “I considered using force.”

Callista chuckled and shook her head. “That would only make things worse. They would come hunting after you. Dione is crazy, and she’s not the only one. That’s what happens when husbands die in wars and no one is left to warm their beds at night. Don’t be too harsh on them.”

I exhaled, realizing she was right. “Then what do you suggest?”

A slow smile spread across her lips. “Leave that to me. I have connections in the harbor. If we act quickly, you’ll be on a ship to Ephesus before the sun sets.”

I nodded, trusting her. “Then let’s do it.”

Thaleia shifted beside me, her fingers twitching anxiously. “But will it take too long? Thea doesn’t have much time.”

I placed a reassuring hand on hers. “It’ll be alright,” I told her firmly. “Callista knows what she’s doing. This is the safest way. We can’t afford to be reckless.”

Thaleia sighed, nodding, though I could see the worry still lingering in her eyes. “Alright. I trust you.”

* * *

The wait was long, and as darkness settled over Corinth, the tension of the day began to ease. Callista’s plan was set in motion, and at last, the time had come. She led us toward a concealed passage tucked away behind the lavish estate—a route known only to a select few.

“This tunnel leads directly to the harbor,” she whispered. “We can slip you onto the Pleasure Express without a single soul noticing. If you’re curious why I have a hidden tunnel to the harbor—It’s used to smuggle goods, so no one will question its departure. My most trusted servant knows of your situation and will steer the ship personally to ensure your safe passage.”

Thaleia remained close to my side, her fingers tightening around my wrist. Her body was tense, but her trust in me, in Callista’s plan, kept her from breaking down. She had barely spoken since Thea’s letter arrived, the weight of it pressing down on her.

“Alright,” I told her. “We should leave as quickly as possible.”

“I know,” Callista said. “But one more thing.” As we stood at the threshold of our escape, Callista turned to me. Then, with a slow step, she almost closed the distance between us.

“I loved sleeping with you for pleasure,” she murmured, her voice filled with lust and sincerity. “But before you leave Greece, I’d love another baby.”

Her hand rested lightly on my chest, her warmth lingering as her lips curled into a knowing smile. “Will you come back?”

I met her gaze, the firelight flickering in her eyes. Callista had done more for me than I could have asked, ensuring my safety when she had nothing to gain from it. I owed her more than just words, and I knew my answer before I spoke.

“I promise,” I told her. “After everything you’ve done for me.”

A slow smile spread across her lips as she leaned in. Our mouths met in a deep, lingering kiss, filled with gratitude, love and an unspoken understanding that our paths would cross again. The city of Corinth was not done with me. One day, I would return.

As we pulled away, she brushed a hand over my jaw. “Then let’s go. Before Dione and the rest come sniffing around again,” she said, reaching for a torch. “But don’t open your mouths till you’re on the sea.”

We nodded. It was a bit daunting to make our way across the tunnel with only a torchlight, but eventually, with Callista’s help, we reached the docks unnoticed. She did not follow us to the Pleasure Express but stood at the entrance of the hidden passage, watching as we made our way toward the ship. As the shadows enveloped her, she lifted a hand in farewell, and we waved back to her. Then, without another word, she turned and disappeared into the tunnel, leaving us on our journey.

We climbed onto the Pleasure Express unnoticed, getting help from the servants. Its sails were ready to carry us away under the cover of night. The ship slipped away from the city before anyone could react, the lights of Corinth shrinking into the distance.

As I stood at the stern, I caught sight of figures lingering on the shore—Dione’s servants, watching, waiting.

Thaleia clung to my side, her hands gripping my arm. “We have to move faster.” Her voice was tight with urgency.

I turned to the female servants steering the ship. “Do your best to hurry.”

The woman at the helm nodded, adjusting the sails to catch the wind. The ship cut through the dark waters, putting more distance between us and Corinth with each passing moment. I wrapped an arm around Thaleia, pulling her close. “We’re safe now,” I reassured her. “We’ll reach Ephesus soon.”

She sighed, resting her head against my shoulder.


Chapter 10 Ephesus

The sea stretched endlessly before us, the gentle rocking of the ship doing little to calm Thaleia’s nerves. She sat beside me, silent except for the occasional sniffle, her fingers gripping my arm tightly. The weight of Thea’s letter still clung to her.

I pulled her closer, pressing a reassuring kiss to the top of her head. “We’ll make it in time,” I whispered. “I promise. And when we do, I’ll heal her.”

She nodded against my chest, though her body remained tense. The nights were long, the days even longer, but I never let her out of my arms. She found sleep where she could, curled up beside me, only to wake up and repeat the same whispered prayers to the gods.

After two days at sea, the city of Ephesus finally appeared on the horizon. We’d finally reached Asia Minor as we sailed into the harbor. I saw a massive temple at a hilltop, which I believed to be the temple of Artemis.

I turned to Thaleia as we neared the harbor. “Where do we go first?”

“The temple of Artemis,” she answered without hesitation. “If anyone knows of Thea’s whereabouts, it will be the priestesses there.”

As soon as we docked, Thaleia took my hand, practically pulling me through the streets. Traders called out their wares, and artisans carved statues of the gods. Everywhere I looked, the wealth of Ephesus was on full display—mosaics of gold and fountains trickling with fresh water and buildings that seemed to rival even Athens in splendor.

Despite the beauty, Thaleia’s focus never wavered. She shouldered her way through the crowd, leading me swiftly through the maze of streets. We had no time to waste, so I stayed close behind her.

We reached the Temple of Artemis, which was one of the seven ancient wonders. It was massive with towering columns stretching toward the heavens. It was built entirely out of marble and looked to be twice the size of the Parthenon. The columns had animal and floral motifs, and the entire structure stood on a raised platform. The roof was decorated with marble tiles and sculptures on the temple depicted scenes, which I believed to be related to Artemis. If it hadn’t been for the fact we were in a hurry, I’d love to stand here and admire the building.

As we stepped inside, my eyes landed on a great statue of who I believed to be Artemis. It looked like she had several breasts, symbolizing fertility and abundance.

We were met with curious glances. The priestesses took note of us immediately, their expressions shifting between intrigue and concern as Thaleia stepped forward.

Before they could open their mouths, Thaleia cut them off. “I’m looking for my friend,” she spoke quickly, her voice tight with emotion. “She’s about my age, with dark hair that used to fall in waves past her shoulders. She was always smiling, full of life, until…” She swallowed hard before continuing. “Until she lost everything. She disappeared, and I thought she was gone forever. But now she’s here, and she’s dying. Please, you must tell me where she is.”

One of the priestesses studied Thaleia for a moment before nodding in recognition.

“She is here in Ephesus, staying at the Terrace Houses under the care of a woman,” she said. “But her condition is dire. I am sorry.”

Thaleia let out a sharp breath, her hands clenching at her sides as though she was struggling to hold herself together. She didn’t waste a second, thanking the priestess before pulling me back into the winding streets of the city. As we hurried along, I turned to her. “What are the Terrace Houses?”

Thaleia, still breathless from urgency, managed to explain, “They’re the most luxurious homes in Ephesus. Only the wealthiest live there—merchants, nobles and artists. They’re built into the slopes of the city, and if Thea is staying there, she’s under the care of someone very rich.”

I nodded, processing the information as we weaved through the crowded streets, past vendors and chariots, toward the district where Thea was waiting. We reached the Terrace Houses, walking up the stairs of the luxurious houses with a stunning view of Ephesus.

We asked around, speaking with servants and household staff, pressing for any information they could offer. At first, many were hesitant, their eyes darting nervously as they whispered among themselves. But Thaleia’s desperation was impossible to ignore, and eventually, a kind-faced maid took pity on us. She led us to a house where a tall, curvaceous woman, probably around forty, opened the door and looked at us curiously.

“Hi, I’m Thaleia. I’m looking for my friend, Thea. She just sent me a letter—is she here?” Thaleia spoke rapidly, almost breathless.

The woman’s eyes brightened with recognition. “Thaleia… Yes, Thea has spoken about you.”

“Is she here?”

“Yes, my dear,” the woman said warmly, stepping aside and beckoning us inside. She took us past a series of ornately decorated hallways, past frescoed walls and finely woven tapestries, until we reached a quiet chamber at the end of a grand corridor.

The sight of her stopped Thaleia in her tracks.

Thea lay frail and weak on a lavish bed, her body barely more than a shadow of what it once was. Her skin was pale, her breaths shallow, but her eyes fluttered open at the sound of our footsteps.

Tears spilled down Thaleia’s cheeks as she rushed to Thea’s side, falling to her knees beside the bed. “Thea… it’s me. It’s Thaleia.”

Thea’s lips trembled as she struggled to speak, her breath shallow and uneven. “Thaleia,” she said, a small, weak smile spreading on her lips. “I can’t b-believe it’s you.”

“It’s me,” she said, grabbing her arm. “How are you?”

“I’ve seen better days,” she said and coughed. “Thaleia … I … I never meant to leave you. I never wanted to disappear.”

Thaleia clutched her friend’s frail hand, her voice breaking. “I know, Thea. I know. Don’t worry about the past now. I found you. You’re not alone anymore.”

Thea’s eyes shimmered with unshed tears, her lips parting as if to say more, but the effort exhausted her. A weak, apologetic smile flickered across her face. “I missed you. I thought of you every day.”

Tears trickled from Thaleia’s eyes. She brushed damp strands of hair from Thea’s forehead. “I missed you too. So much.”

“Do you forgive me?”

“Of course, I do,” Thaleia whispered, stroking her friend’s hand. “I found you. We’re here. And Nathan—” she turned to me, desperation in her gaze. “He can heal you. He will heal you.”

Before Thea could respond, the lady tending to her placed a gentle hand on Thaleia’s shoulder. “She has spoken of you often, Thaleia. I know you care for each other deeply, but her condition is dire. We have done all we can for her.”

Thaleia turned back to me, her heart pounding. “He can help her. He has powers beyond what you can imagine.”

Thea and the lady both turned their gazes toward me, their expressions shifting from confusion to stunned disbelief. Thea’s lips parted, her frail voice barely a whisper. “Who… who is he? And where did you meet him?”

“He is a fertility god, sent by divine will to aid Greece. The Oracle of Delphi foretold his coming, and I was appointed to be his guide.”

The lady’s eyes widened slightly as recognition dawned. “I have heard rumors of his arrival… and his mission.” She studied me carefully before nodding. “If he is truly touched by the gods, then perhaps there is hope.”

Thea’s tired eyes flickered to me, searching for hope. I stepped closer, brushing my fingers gently across her forehead before taking her frail hand in mine. “You’re going to live, Thea. I swear it.”

It looked like she was too stunned to say anything. She just studied me.

Zafara stepped forward as she addressed the room. “We need privacy and focus,” she said gently but firmly. “If we are to help her, we must not be disturbed.” She turned to Thaleia and the lady. “Please, allow us this space.”

Before leaving, Thaleia kissed Thea’s forehead. “When I return, you’ll be smiling again.”

“You’re so sweet,” Thea said, tears welling in her eyes. “You always have been.”

“I won’t keep you any longer,” Thaleia said gently. “I’ll let him take care of you.”

Thaleia and the lady left us alone. It was heartbreaking to see such a beautiful flower reduced to this state, and I felt an urge to do everything in my power to help her.

Thea looked up at me with round, curious eyes. She studied me carefully, probably wondering about my origins, but she seemed too exhausted to ask. Zafara stepped forward. “As you’ve heard, Nathan is a fertility god, and he can help cure your illness—but it requires a peculiar technique.”

“What’s that?” Thea asked, her voice full of hope at the thought of escaping her deathbed.

“It will require you to please him with your lips and ingest his seed. He’ll then channel his divine energy toward healing you.”

“Really?” she asked, as though it were too good to be true.

“I’ve done it before,” I told her gently, caressing her hair. “You’ll be glowing in no time.”

She coughed into her elbow. “It’s been hell … Seeing girls my age running freely without a worry, while I’ve been cursed with this disease. I’ve never felt so unfortunate.”

“I understand, and I sympathize with you,” I said softly, “but you have to trust me.”

“If Thaleia trusts you, then I will too,” she replied.

“I’m glad,” I said warmly. “Can you sit up?”

“With some cushions,” she answered before coughing again.

Zafara and I helped stack cushions behind her back, allowing her to sit upright in bed. Zafara then carefully removed my garments, letting them pool on the floor. When my throbbing erection sprang free, Thea smiled faintly.

I moved closer to the bed, my heart filled with compassion for this young woman who had endured so much suffering. As I stood before her, my manhood fully erect, I watched her eyes widen slightly. Despite her weakened state, there was a flicker of desire there—perhaps the first spark of life she’d felt in months.

“Are you comfortable?” I asked, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face.

She nodded. “Yes, I think so.”

Zafara moved to her side, adjusting the cushions once more. “Don’t worry about your strength,” she assured Thea. “Let Nathan guide you.”

I knelt on the edge of the bed, positioning myself so that my cock was level with her lips. The heat of her breath against my sensitive skin sent a shiver through me, and I felt my power stirring deep within my core—the same energy that had healed so many before her.

“Open your mouth,” I whispered.

Thea parted her lips, her eyes never leaving mine as I slowly guided the head of my cock to her mouth. The warmth of her lips as they closed around me was soft and yielding, yet eager despite her weakness.

“That’s it,” I encouraged her, my fingers tenderly stroking her hair. “Take your time.”

She took me in slowly, bobbing her head forward. Even in her fragile state, there was a natural sensuality to her movements that spoke of the vibrant woman she once was—the woman she would be again.

Zafara placed her hand on my shoulder. “Begin channeling your energy. Don’t wait until the end. Let it flow through you into her with each heartbeat.”

I nodded, closing my eyes and focusing on the wellspring of power that had awakened in me since my journey began. I felt it stirring, my balls swelling with seed of healing.

As the energy began to flow, Thea’s eyes widened. She could feel it—a tingling warmth that spread from her lips throughout her body. Her sucking grew more confident, more eager as if she were drawing not just pleasure but life itself from me.

“Can you feel it?” I asked, watching her closely.

She nodded as best she could with my cock still in her mouth, a muffled “Mmm” vibrating against my shaft. Her cheeks had already begun to show a hint of color that hadn’t been there before, and her breathing seemed less labored.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” I praised her, cradling the back of her head with my palm. “Take more if you can.”

Thea’s eyes fluttered closed as she took me deeper, her mouth stretching around my girth like rubber bands. Though her body was weak, there was determination in the way she worked her lips along my shaft, as if understanding that her very life depended on this sacred act. I watched the hollow of her cheeks as she sucked, the delicate flutter of her eyelashes against her pale skin, and felt a surge of protectiveness wash over me.

“That’s perfect,” I murmured, my fingers gently massaging her scalp.

The healing energy continued to build within me. I could feel it gathering, concentrating, waiting to be released into her broken body. Her lips, once pale and cracked, were already regaining their natural pink color as she continued to take me in and out of her wet mouth. A small moan escaped her, vibrating against my manhood—perhaps the first sound of pleasure she’d made in months.

I watched in amazement as the transformation continued before my eyes. The sunken hollows of her cheeks began to fill out, her skin taking on a healthier glow with each passing minute.

“Look at you,” I whispered in awe. “Already growing stronger. Your body remembers what it means to be alive.”

Her eyes opened at my words, meeting mine with a clarity that hadn’t been there before. The fog of illness was lifting, replaced by a spark of vitality and, beneath it, unmistakable desire. She took me deeper still, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length in a way that would have been impossible in her weakened state just moments ago.

My knees buckled as the pleasure intensified. I curled my toes as she sucked on the tip harder, her cheeks hollowing out. I focused on the healing, knowing she was about to draw an orgasm out of me, and that I had to stay focused.

“Thea,” I moaned, my fingers tightening in her hair. “I’m—”

I looked down at her innocent face, and hearing her slobber over my shaft detonated my climax. The first powerful jet of healing seed erupted from me, striking her mouth. In that precise moment, I directed the full force of my healing energy to follow the same path, visualizing it flowing down my spine, through my cock, and into her waiting body.

Thea’s eyes widened as she felt the dual invasion—both physical and mystical—coursing down her. She swallowed, determined not to lose a single drop of the healing essence. As my seed traveled down her throat and into her body, the healing energy followed, spreading through her like wildfire, seeking out every diseased cell, every weakened organ, every failing system.

I could see the transformation happening before my eyes—her skin flushing with healthy color, her shoulders straightening, her chest rising with deeper, stronger breaths. The veins in her neck, once visible through paper-thin skin, receded as flesh filled out around them. Her hair, previously dull and brittle, seemed to regain its luster even as I watched.

Still releasing into her mouth, I cradled her face between my palms, directing every last ounce of my power into her. “Take it all,” I said, my voice trembling with the intensity of the moment. “Let it heal you completely.”

Thea’s mouth worked as she swallowed every drop. Once there was nothing left, she sucked hard to make sure she’d gotten everything.

Finally, she pulled her head back, and she looked just as bright and radiant as Thaleia had. “I can’t believe it,” she said softly, her sweet, feminine voice filled with wonder. She touched her face, her breasts, and glanced around the room as if witnessing a miracle. “I feel … like myself again.”

I gently caressed her shoulder. “You look even prettier now.”

“You think so?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said sincerely.

A deep smile spread across her cute face. Her skin was porcelain and healthy-looking. She had a straight nose with naturally rosy cheeks. Her hair was light brown with a matching eye color, and her lips were now thick and smooth. “My head doesn’t hurt. My joints don’t ache either.”

She fell into my arms, holding me tightly. I embraced her in return as tears of happiness soaked into my shoulder. Knowing she’d want to see Thaleia, I gently broke the hug and began putting my clothes back on.

“Thank you,” Thea said softly, her eyes glistening with joyful tears.

I raked my fingers through her, long thick hair that fell down to her rear. “You’re welcome.”

Just as I finished dressing, Thaleia stepped back into the room, her heart in her throat. The moment she laid eyes on Thea, vibrant and full of life once more, she froze. Tears welled in her eyes, and without a word, she rushed forward, collapsing into the bed and Thea’s arms.

They clung to each other, crying, laughter breaking through their cries of relief. Thea buried her face into Thaleia’s shoulder, her voice shaking. “I thought I’d never see you again.”

“I thought I lost you forever,” Thaleia choked out.

The lady, who had been standing silently by the doorway, let out a soft gasp. She stared at Thea in astonishment before turning to me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “It’s a miracle,” she whispered. Then, more firmly, she added, “Thank you, Nathan. You have given her back to us.”

I nodded, watching the two friends hold onto each other like they would never let go again.

Thea pulled back slightly, brushing away her tears. “I—I don’t even know what to say. I feel… I feel incredible.”

Thaleia laughed through her tears, cupping her friend’s face. “That’s because you are incredible.”

The lady cleared her throat gently. “This calls for a celebration. You must all be hungry. Let us sit and eat.”

We moved to the dining area, a space filled with low-cushioned seats and a table with fresh bread, fruits, roasted meats and honeyed wine. Thea ate ravenously, unable to hide her delight at tasting food again. Thaleia sat beside her, practically glowing, never letting go of Thea’s hand.

The two of them talked nonstop, catching up on everything they had missed. Thaleia spoke of Athens and Corinth, of the journey she had taken, of the people she had met. Thea listened with wide eyes, laughing and gasping at the stories as if trying to make up for all the lost time in one night.

I sat back, letting the warmth of the moment settle over me. Thea had been given a second chance. And from the way Thaleia smiled, it was clear—she had her best friend back.

While they ate, the wealthy lady finally introduced herself. “I am Elena,” she said. “I took Thea in when I met her in Rhodes. When she told me her story—the love lost, the tragedy she endured—I couldn’t turn away. But then, sadly, she turned ill. I summoned the best physicians, but they couldn’t figure it out, so I brought her here, hoping we would find hope at the temple of Artemis, but sadly we didn’t find much hope till now.”

I studied her for a moment, intrigued. “You’ve shown great kindness to Thea. Not everyone would take in a stranger like that.”

Elena met my gaze, her lips curling into a faint smile. “Perhaps. But I believe fate brings people together for a reason. And now fate has brought you here as well. I have heard of your mission, Nathan. You are unique.”

I chuckled. “That’s one way to put it.”

She tilted her head, watching me curiously. “And tell me, does it ever become overwhelming? Having so many women eagerly spreading their legs for you?”

I considered the question, then nodded. “It can be. But I accepted this path, and I wouldn’t change it.”

Elena’s eyes held a glint of admiration. “A rare man indeed. Perhaps your presence in Ephesus will bring more blessings than you realize.”

I regarded her with newfound respect. “If my girls agree, we can certainly stay here longer.”

“I want to stay here longer,” Thaleia said eagerly. Zafara nodded as well.

“Well, then we’ll stay,” I said.

Elena nodded. “I will remain here while you do your work. If you need help arranging anything, I have connections throughout Ephesus.”

I glanced at Thaleia, who looked relieved at the idea of staying longer. “Then it’s settled,” I said.

Thaleia and Thea exchanged a glance, both smiling. It was clear they both wanted to remain in Ephesus, to be together, at least for now.

The days in Ephesus passed quickly as I continued my work, impregnating the women who came to me seeking my blessing. Thaleia, Thea and Zafara worked alongside Elena, arranging the encounters and ensuring that everything ran smoothly. The city had begun to whisper about the fertility god who had come to fulfill the will of the divine, and more women arrived each day, eager to be chosen.

Thea often stood at a distance, watching. I would catch glimpses of her from the corner of my eye—her hands clasped in front of her, fingers twitching slightly as if she wanted to reach out but stopped herself. She didn’t speak much during these moments, but her gaze lingered. There was admiration in her eyes, but something else as well. Something hesitant.

Unlike Thaleia, who embraced my affection openly, Thea kept herself guarded. Thea, however, hesitated even in casual conversation, her hands sometimes tightening at her sides when she looked at me too long. When Thaleia would lean into me or whisper something playful in my ear, Thea would lower her gaze, pressing her lips together, as if silencing thoughts she refused to voice.

More and more, I noticed her pulling away. If she sensed we might be alone, she found a reason to leave—offering to fetch something, staying behind with the women waiting for their turn, or lingering near Thaleia instead of speaking to me directly. When I turned to her, her smile was always polite, but she never let it linger too long.

At night, when we gathered to eat, she would sit slightly farther than usual, engaging in conversation but never looking directly at me for too long. I wondered if she thought I hadn’t noticed, but it was clear—she was avoiding me.

Thaleia, perceptive as always, noticed as well. One evening, as we sat in the courtyard of Elena’s home, she nudged Thea gently. “You’ve been quiet lately.”

Thea blinked, then shook her head quickly. “Just keeping busy.”

Thaleia’s eyes flicked to me before returning to Thea. “You know, avoiding something doesn’t make it go away.”

Thea’s fingers tightened around the goblet she was holding, but she said nothing. I watched her closely, recognizing the same pattern in her that had led her to flee from her past. She had once run away from love, from pain, from conflict—now, she was running from herself. But this time, there was nowhere to disappear to. She would have to confront what was inside her, and I could only hope she would let me be there when she did.

I didn’t push her, but I knew it was only a matter of time before she would have to face what was inside her. And when she did, I would be there.

The days in Ephesus continued with more women seeking fertile seed. Word of my presence had spread further, and the demand for my touch only grew.

One evening, as I sat with Elena in the courtyard, enjoying a cup of wine, I overheard Thaleia teasing Thea just a few steps away.

“You keep staring at him like you’re lost in a dream,” Thaleia said, nudging Thea with her elbow.

“I’m not… I just—” She struggled for words.

Thaleia chuckled. “He doesn’t bite. You know that, right?”

“It’s not that simple,” she murmured.

I exchanged a look with Elena, who had been listening to the exchange with mild amusement. Once Thaleia led Thea away for a walk, Elena turned to me with a knowing smile.

“She’s always been like that,” she said. “When I met her in Rhodes, she was so cautious, as if letting someone in might cost her everything. I felt bad for her when she told me about the love story that drove her away. She’s sweet, but fear has held her back for so long.”

I nodded, understanding now that her hesitation wasn’t just about me. It was about everything she had ever lost, the pain she had buried deep inside.

“She doesn’t have to be afraid of me,” I said, more to myself than to Elena.

Elena tilted her head, studying me. “Then show her that.”

That night, I woke up in the middle of a night of a strange dream. I decided to go out to get some fresh air, and I found Thea standing alone, staring at the moonlit city.

“Couldn’t sleep?” I asked, stepping beside her.

She flinched slightly but didn’t look away. “I keep seeing it. The past. The choices I made. The love I lost. I thought I was done running from it, but now…” Her voice broke, and she took a shaky breath. “I don’t want to ruin anything. I don’t want to hurt Thaleia.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m in love with you … But I don’t want to hurt my best friend.”

I reached out, brushing my fingers lightly over her arm. “She won’t mind.”

She turned back to the city, her arms wrapping around herself as if shielding from an unseen force. “I want to believe that,” she whispered. “I really do.”

I took a step closer, lowering my voice. “Thaleia won’t care, Thea. She’s the one who keeps telling me to be patient with you.”

“I know she says that, but what if it’s just words? What if deep down, she—”

“She means it,” I said. “She loves you, Thea. And I care about you, too. Neither of us would ever want to make you uncomfortable.”

She swallowed hard, her eyes shining in the moonlight. I brushed a strand of hair from her face, pressing a kiss to her forehead. She let out a slow breath, her lips curving into the smallest smile. “Let me walk you back to bed,” I said. She hesitated, then nodded, allowing me to guide her inside. As we reached her door, I gave her one last reassuring glance. “Goodnight, Thea.”

She exhaled deeply, a flicker of warmth in her eyes. “Goodnight, Nathan.”

The next morning, I found Thaleia pacing outside Thea’s room, her arms crossed, frustration clear on her face. She turned when she saw me, letting out a breath.

“She was packing her bags,” Thaleia said, her voice edged with concern.

I frowned. “She was leaving?”

Thaleia nodded. “She thinks she’s coming between us. I tried to tell her that it’s not like that, but she’s stubborn.”

I glanced toward the doorway, my chest tightening. Thea was still fragile, still recovering from the past, but I hadn’t expected her to run away. “I woke up last night and found her on the balcony. She admitted she didn’t want to come between us.”

“I could’ve guessed from earlier.”

“She doesn’t have to leave,” I said. “We’ll talk to her.”

Thaleia sighed, rubbing her temples. “I know. But she’s still afraid. She’s scared of loving again, scared of what happened before repeating itself.”

I placed a hand on her shoulder. “Then we’ll make sure she knows she doesn’t have to be.”

We stepped inside to find Thea sitting on the edge of the bed, her travel satchel half-packed beside her. She looked up, her face already filled with guilt.

“You don’t have to go,” I said before she could speak.

She lowered her eyes. “I don’t want to be a problem. I don’t want to take something away from you two.”

Thaleia shook her head. “We can share him. I’ve seen him sleep with hundreds if not thousands of women already.”

Thea’s hands clenched in her lap. “You say that, but—”

I stepped forward, lowering myself to her level. “You think Thaleia would lie about this?”

She unsurely looked between us.

I reached for her hand, holding it gently. “You don’t have to run anymore. You don’t have to be afraid.”

Thaleia sat beside her, looping an arm around her shoulders. “Stay,” she whispered. “With us.”

Thea hesitated for only a moment longer before nodding. “Okay.”

That evening, while Zafara and Thaleia arranged pregnancies for the next day, Thea and I found ourselves alone, and I invited her out for a walk which she shyly agreed to. I asked her to show me something new, and she led me through the winding streets of Ephesus, pointing out temples and markets with a quiet enthusiasm that I hadn’t seen in days. The further we walked, the closer she seemed to inch toward me, as if testing how near she could be before she lost her resolve.

After a while, we stopped in a quiet courtyard, the moonlight casting a glow over the stonework. I turned to her, sensing there was more on her mind than just showing me the city.

“I was afraid,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Afraid to love again. Afraid to lose again.”

I tilted my head. “And yet, you’ve been watching me all this time. Afraid and intrigued—what a combination.”

She flushed, looking down, but a smile tugged at her lips. “I can’t help it.”

I took her hand gently.

She hesitated before speaking again. “Thaleia and I used to dream about our futures when we were young. She always said she’d love someone who made her laugh, and I just wanted to find someone who made me feel safe.” She looked at me then, the vulnerability clear in her eyes. “I see that in you.”

I smiled, squeezing her hand. “And I see you, Thea.”

For a moment, she just looked at me. Then, cautiously, she leaned forward and perched on her tiptoes. Our lips brushed.

“I don’t want to run anymore,” she murmured.

I smiled. “Then don’t.”

This time, when I leaned down to kiss her, she didn’t hesitate. Her walls, the ones she had built to protect herself, finally began to crumble.


Chapter 11 Artemis Festival

After a full day of breeding, evening had arrived. Last night I kissed Thea, and she wasn’t shy or nervous anymore. She’d even helped by giving me massages, sneaking curious glances while I impregnated some of the women. I sat with Zafara, Thea, Elena, and Thaleia, picking at fresh olives, fish, and bread. Elena was the first to bring up the festival honoring Artemis.

“The city will be alive tomorrow,” Elena said. “The festival of Artemis is an important day for many women. It’s a time of prayer, offerings, and celebration. We should go.”

I leaned forward, curious. “What exactly happens during the festival?”

Elena set her cup down. “Women gather at the temple to offer sacrifices—honey cakes, small figurines, and animals—to honor Artemis. There are processions, prayers, and rituals meant to ensure safe childbirth and protection for young girls. It is a sacred time for women to ask for Artemis’ blessing.”

Thaleia added, “Some also take part in races or contests, honoring Artemis as a goddess of the hunt. It’s not just about purity—it’s about strength and independence as well.”

“She sounds a bit like Aphrodite,” I said.

“She’s a bit different from Aphrodite,” Thaleia explained. “While Aphrodite embodies desire and passion, Artemis represents purity and childbirth. She is a protector of women, especially young girls and mothers.”

I nodded, absorbing the information. “So, it’s not about fertility in the same way?”

Elena shook her head. “Not exactly. Artemis ensures safe childbirth and watches over those who choose to remain untouched by men. The festival is a time to honor her, to seek her blessings, and to show gratitude for her protection.”

The contrast between the two goddesses intrigued me, and I found myself even more curious about what the festival would entail.

The next day, we made our way through the streets of the city, now lined with decorations and vendors selling wreaths and incense. Women dressed in white carried baskets of offerings—honey cakes, small figurines, and animals for sacrifice. The procession led toward the temple of Artemis, where prayers were given in reverence.

I recognized many of the women. They glanced at me with knowing smiles, but none broke the sanctity of the moment. This was a day for Artemis, not for open acknowledgments of my influence.

Thea, standing beside me. When our eyes met, she smirked and leaned in. “I think they’re recognizing you.”

“I think so too.”

“Not bad for a foreigner.”

I chuckled. “I suppose I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“Do,” she said, her voice laced with teasing. “You’ve earned it.”

The festival continued into the afternoon, filled with lively contests and traditional races honoring Artemis as a goddess of the hunt. Women and girls participated, their laughter echoing through the open fields near the temple. Some raced barefoot and others threw javelins.

We watched as groups of young priestesses danced in a sacred circle. Their devotion to Artemis was clear in every step, their voices lifting in hymns to the goddess. Some of them were dressed in animal costumes, their garments resembling deer, bears and lions. Their movements mimicked the animals they portrayed, leaping and crouching as they honored Artemis, the protector of the wild.

I turned to Thaleia. “Why the animal costumes?”

She smiled. “Since Artemis is the goddess of the hunt and the wilderness, the costumes represent the creatures she protects, as well as the wild spirit she embodies. The girls who wear them are often young initiates, symbolizing their transition into womanhood. By imitating the sacred animals, they show their devotion and hope for Artemis’ blessing.”

“There’s a lot of thought in it.”

“Uh-huh … I’m glad you like our culture,” she said proudly.

At the temple steps, more women laid their offerings, whispering prayers for protection and strength. The entire scene was a beautiful mix of reverence and celebration, a living tribute to the goddess who watched over them.

I noticed Thea and Thaleia watching intently, absorbed in the ceremony. Thea’s hand briefly brushed mine, seizing my attention for a moment. “What do you think?”

“It’s been a beautiful festival.”

She beamed and leaned her head against my shoulder. As the festival waned, we started leaving. Zafara and Thea decided to head back to the estate, and the three of us—Thaleia, Thea, and I—walked down to the beach. We talked about the festival and our favorite bits, and once we reached the beach, our discussion became more intimate.

The sound of the waves was calming, and we found a secluded spot, sitting in the cool sand as the sun dipped lower in the sky.

Thea sighed, stretching her legs out in front of her. “I don’t know how to explain it, but I feel whole again.” She looked at me. “I don’t think I ever thanked you properly … for the life you gave me.”

I shook my head. “You don’t need to.”

“But I want to.” She turned to face me fully. “I didn’t think I’d ever feel like myself again. I thought I was lost, but now—” She exhaled, her expression soft. “Now I can breathe. I can go to festivals, and I can live.”

Thaleia smiled beside her. “You look stronger than ever.”

“It’s because I am… I’m so sorry I tried to leave you guys.”

“It’s okay,” I said, patting her back gently. “I don’t judge you.”

“Neither do I,” Thaleia added softly.

“You’re both lovely,” Thea whispered. Thea’s eyes flicked back to me, a playful glint returning. “So, tell me. How did it feel when I sucked you?”

“Even though you were in such dire condition, it felt incredible.”

“When I put it in my mouth, it felt really nice,” she admitted softly.

“I’m glad,” I said gently. “It wasn’t easy seeing you lying there like that.”

“Well, there’s something I need to say.”

I watched her carefully. “Go on.”

She shifted slightly, drawing patterns in the sand with her fingers. “I know I’ve fallen in love with you.” Her voice was quiet but firm. “I don’t expect anything from you, I just … needed to say it again. To be honest about it.”

Thaleia looked between us but remained silent, giving Thea the space to speak. I studied her, the way her eyes searched mine. I reached for her hand, squeezing it gently. “You mean a lot to me, Thea. More than I realized at first.”

She smiled, a flicker of relief in her expression. “Then… Do you feel the same?”

I brushed my thumb across her knuckles. “Yes. I do.”

She inhaled sharply, as if hearing the words aloud made it real. Slowly, she leaned in, and I met her halfway. Our lips pressed together the way they had the other day. But I wanted to go deeper and explore her more. I cupped her face gently, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath my palm.

The kiss deepened naturally. Thea’s hand came to rest on my chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of my tunic. I could feel her heartbeat quicken, matching the rapid tempo of my own.

Slowly, I brushed my tongue against her lower lip. Thea responded with a soft gasp, parting her lips to grant me entry. As our tongues met, a low moan escaped her throat. The sound sent shivers down my spine, igniting a fire deep within me.

Our tongues danced together, exploring and tasting. Thea tasted of honey and sunlight, sweet and intoxicating. I lost myself in the sensation, marveling at how perfectly we fit together. My fingers threaded through her silky hair as I pulled her closer, wanting to feel every inch of her against me.

I broke the kiss, and we looked each other in the eyes. Thaleia smiled beside us as if she had expected this all along.

I sighed in relief, my hand still wrapped around Thea’s. “We should go back to our place,” I suggested. “It’s been a long day.”

Thea nodded, her fingers tightening around mine. “That sounds nice.”

Thaleia, still watching us, smirked. “Then Thea should sleep in our bed tonight. It would feel right, wouldn’t it?”

Thea blinked, surprised, but then a slow smile spread across her lips. “You wouldn’t mind?”

Thaleia shook her head. “I think it’s exactly where you belong tonight.”

Thea glanced at me, searching my expression. I didn’t hesitate. “I agree with Thaleia.”

“Okay then,” Thea said, smiling.

With that, we stood and made our way back together, the warmth of the night surrounding us.

* * *

On our way back, Thea had glanced at me on several occasions. She seemed kind of nervous, so I ended up taking her hand and holding it firmly. It made her smile. Once we went to our room, I asked her, “Are you all right?”

She nodded, her eyes meeting mine briefly before dropping to the floor. “Yes, I just…” Her voice trailed off as she twisted her fingers together. “It’s been so long since I’ve been with anyone. And you’re…” She gestured vaguely at me, giggling.

I reached out, gently taking her hands in mine to still their nervous movement. “We don’t have to do anything, Thea. We can just sleep.”

She shook her head quickly, looking up at me with determination in her eyes. “No, I want this. I want you.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I’ve wanted you since that first day when you healed me.”

I could see the desire in her eyes now, unmistakable despite her nervousness.

“Come here,” I said softly, drawing her closer.

I kissed her again to warm her up. She tasted sweet, and her moans vibrated against my lips. Her body pressed closer, seeking more contact, and I could feel the heat radiating from her, the signs of arousal.

My hands moved from her face to her shoulders, then down her back, feeling the curve of her spine through the thin fabric of her chiton. When my fingers reached the ties that held the garment in place, I paused, pulling back slightly to look into her eyes.

“May I?” I asked, my voice husky with desire.

Thea nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, please.”

With her consent, I gently tugged at the ties, the fabric loosening and slipping from her shoulders. I pushed it down slowly, revealing her fair skin inch by inch. As the chiton pooled at her feet, I took a moment to admire her nude form, bathed in the soft glow of the oil lamps.

Her breasts were full and round, the nipples already pebbled with arousal. Her waist dipped in before flaring out to shapely hips, and the juncture between her thighs was covered with a triangle patch of dark hair.

I ran my hands down her arms, then across her collarbones. Her skin was young and smooth like silk beneath my fingertips. I cupped her breasts, feeling their weight in my palms as my thumbs brushed over the sensitive peaks. She gasped, arching into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed.

I took her in my arms and gently laid her down on the bed, parting her legs. I started with kisses along her inner thighs, feeling the quivering of her muscles beneath my lips. Her scent was intoxicating, a heady musk that spoke of her desire. When I finally ran my tongue through her folds, she moaned, her hands gripping my shoulders for support.

I explored her with my mouth, licking and sucking at the sensitive bundle of nerves at the apex of her thighs. She was already so wet, her honey coating my tongue as I delved deeper. Her hips rocked against my face as I thrust my tongue inside her, mimicking the act of lovemaking.

I came off with a kiss and looked into her beautiful brown eyes. She tugged at my clothing, eager to feel my skin against hers.

I quickly shed my garments, revealing my aroused state. Thea’s gaze raked over my body, lingering on my erect manhood. A mix of nervousness and excitement flickered across her face.

“We’ll go slowly,” I assured her.

I positioned myself above her, supporting my weight on my forearms. Thea’s legs parted, cradling my hips. I could feel the heat radiating from her core as I aligned myself with her entrance.

“Are you ready?” I asked softly.

She nodded, her hands gripping my biceps. “Yes.”

I pushed forward gently, feeling the resistance of her untouched flesh. Thea’s eyes widened, her brow furrowing slightly. I paused, giving her time to adjust.

“Breathe,” I murmured.

She exhaled slowly, her body relaxing beneath me. I pressed forward again, sinking deeper into her tight heat. Thea whimpered, her nails digging into my skin.

“Does it hurt?” I asked, concerned.

“A little,” she admitted. “But don’t stop.”

I continued my slow penetration, watching her face for any signs of discomfort. When I met the barrier of her maidenhead, I hesitated.

“This may hurt for a moment,” I warned her.

Thea nodded, biting her lip. In one smooth thrust, I pushed past the resistance. She moaned, her body tensing around me. I stilled completely, allowing her to get used to the new sensation.

Gradually, the tension left her body. Her hips shifted experimentally, drawing a groan from my lips. Taking that as encouragement, I began to move, establishing a gentle rhythm.

Thea’s discomfort soon gave way to pleasure. Her soft gasps and moans filled the air as I rocked into her. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper.

“Nathan,” she breathed, her eyes locked on mine. “It feels… amazing.”

Encouraged by her words, I increased my pace slightly. The friction was sweet, her tight walls gripping me perfectly. I could feel my own release building, but I was determined to bring her pleasure first.

I felt Thea’s body responding to every thrust. The room filled with the sounds of our lovemaking—soft moans and skin against skin.

Thea’s eyes remained locked on mine, wide with wonder and desire. I could see the emotion swirling in their depths—love, gratitude, and an overwhelming sense of connection.

“Nathan,” she gasped, her voice thick with pleasure. “I’m feeling it … it feels so intense.”

I could feel it too—the way her inner walls fluttered around me, the tension building in her body. I pulled out longer and pushed all the way in, making sure she felt every inch of my manhood. Her reaction was immediate, moaning deeper and deeper.

She squirmed beneath me, riding the waves of pleasure as I kept sliding in and out of her. Eventually, she slumped down.

With a final, deep thrust, I looked deep into her eyes as I spilled inside her, our gazes never breaking. Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me as I filled her with my seed, pumping my buttermilk into her pink, sweet tunnel. Thea’s arms tightened around me, holding me close as we rode out our climaxes together.

As the intensity of our orgasms subsided, I remained inside her, our bodies still intimately connected. Thea’s breathing gradually steadied, her hands gently stroking my back.

“Oh, wow …” she trailed off, seemingly at a loss for words.

I smiled softly, brushing a strand of hair from her forehead. “I know.”

Slowly, carefully, I withdrew from her. As I did, I felt a rush of warmth between us. Thea’s eyes widened slightly as trickles of cum dribbled down her perfectly pink lips.

“Is it… normal for there to be so much?” she asked, her voice a mix of curiosity and awe.

I chuckled. “It can be, especially when it’s been a while or when the connection is particularly strong.”

Thea nodded, then, to my surprise, she reached down between her legs. Her fingers came away coated in our combined essence. She brought her fingers to her mouth, tasting our mingled fluids. Her eyes closed briefly as she savored the taste.

When she opened them again, there was a newfound hunger in her gaze. “It tastes… like us,” she said.

Before I could respond, Thea wrapped her arms around me tightly, pulling me close. I could feel the dampness of tears against my shoulder.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice sweet and feminine. “Thank you so much for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, snuggling closer to her. Gently, I tilted her face toward mine, pressing my lips softly against her smooth mouth as my hand trailed along her porcelain skin. “Are you always this fair and pretty?”

“I don’t tan easily,” she replied with a chuckle. “I’m originally from Macedonia, a bit further north, but I grew up in Corinth.”

“I see,” I said. “Your parents?”

“My father died in battle, and my mother passed away during her second childbirth.”

It was another reminder that life in antiquity wasn’t all rainbows and sunshine. For many, it was harsh, without any safety nets. “I’m sorry about that.”

“I’m fine now,” she assured me. “I had Thaleia—and now you. So I have no complaints.”

Her words made me smile. “I love that you’re so positive,” I said.

“Maybe I could spread some more positivity by playing the lyre for you.”

“What’s that?”

“You don’t know?” she asked, amused.

I shook my head. “I assume it’s an instrument.”

“Yes,” she said brightly. “I used to make a living playing it, and dancing as well.”

“I’d love to hear you play—and see you dance.”

“I promise you I will, if we return to Rhodes. That’s where I left my things.”

“We’ll probably head there,” I said. “Should we invite Thaleia and Zafara?”

She nodded, her arm draped comfortably across my chest. We invited them in, and Thaleia entered first, giving Thea a knowing grin before undressing. She hopped into bed beside us and cuddled up close.

“You look so much better,” Thaleia said warmly. “It’s wonderful to see you healthy and happy again.”

“Thank you,” Thea replied. “It felt amazing to finally be loved without worrying something bad might happen.”

“We’re safe with him,” Thaleia assured her. “And we’ll never fight over him either.”

“I know we won’t,” Thea agreed gently.

I leaned back, sighing with relief.


Chapter 12 The Priestess of Artemis

Iwoke up between Thea and Thaleia, their soft voices blending into a gentle rhythm. It reminded me of birdsong, the kind that made you want to stay in bed just a little longer. They talked quietly, laughing now and then.

“Do you remember when I danced in the courtyard until I nearly fell over?” Thea said.

Thaleia chuckled. “You mean the time you spun so much you knocked over the basket of figs?”

“That was the one,” Thea said, laughing. “I was dizzy for hours.”

“You always danced like no one was watching,” Thaleia said. “But when you picked up the lyre, it was the opposite. So serious.”

“I was trying to impress my teacher,” Thea admitted. “But I only ever played well when I forgot anyone was there.”

“It showed. You were better when you stopped trying,” Thaleia said.

They both laughed again, and I shifted slightly.

“Oh,” Thea said, noticing. “Did we wake you?”

I opened my eyes. “It’s fine. It was lovely to listen to you both.”

Thaleia smirked. “Not the first time I’ve woken him.”

Thea turned to her, curious. “Oh?”

Thaleia raised an eyebrow and looked at me. “Should I tell her?”

I shrugged. “Up to you.”

Thaleia leaned closer to Thea. “One morning, I went down on him while he was still asleep. He didn’t seem to mind.”

Thea blinked, then laughed. “No, I bet he didn’t.”

She turned to me, grinning. “Maybe I’ll try that one day too. Watch out, Nathan.”

It was soft, easy talk—the kind that fills the air when people know each other well. I stayed still, just listening.

Eventually, we got up and dressed. Thea brushed her fingers against mine as she tied her sash. I couldn’t help but admire the soft curve of her nude porcelain body, the way her skin caught the morning light. Her breasts were supple and symmetrical, rising gently as she moved, completely unaware of how mesmerizing she looked. Thaleia gave me a knowing look. We stepped outside and met Elena, who was already waiting near the table. Her eyes went to Thea and then to me. She smiled.

“So,” Elena said with a raised brow, “what did you two do last night?”

Thea glanced at me, then back at her. “He loved me,” she said simply.

Elena’s smile deepened, but a flicker of something passed through her eyes. “I’m happy for you,” she said, and meant it. But I could tell—part of her wanted to be loved like that too.

After breakfast, as we lingered in the shade, Thea cleared her throat. “I want to come with Nathan.”

Elena didn’t look surprised. She nodded slowly, but her expression tightened. “I understand,” she said. “I’ll miss you.”

Thea stepped forward and took her hands. “I’ll miss you too. You’ve done everything for me. You’re the dearest woman in the world.”

Elena smiled and brushed Thea’s cheek. “You were just a girl when I first saw you play the lyre. And now look at you. You’re strong and healthy.”

“Because of you,” Thea whispered.

They hugged each other tightly. Elena closed her eyes. “Be happy. That’s all I want. Just promise you won’t forget me.”

“I will,” Thea said. “I promise.”

When they pulled apart, I saw the tears in both of their eyes.

Later, the day passed in its usual way. I did what I was meant to do. One after another, women came to me with hope in their eyes, and I gave each of them what they needed. I filled them with purpose, with life. Some smiled after, some cried quietly, and they all thanked me. By evening, I was drained but steady, knowing each one of them carried a part of me now. The sun began to lower, and the city grew quieter. I found a moment alone with Elena.

“Thank you,” I said. “For taking care of her.”

She looked down, then back at me. “Years ago, I found out I couldn’t have children. That’s why I took her in. I didn’t want to live a life without someone to care for.”

I nodded. “You gave her everything. And if you still want a child, I can help you.”

She laughed, almost bitter. “I’m not young, Nathan. I’m not beautiful like the others. My body isn’t what it used to be.”

I stepped closer. “That doesn’t matter to me. I find you beautiful, Elena. The kind of beauty that holds depth, strength, and kindness. You’ve lived. You’ve loved. That’s its own kind of beauty.”

She searched my face, her expression shifting from doubt to something more vulnerable. “You really think you could want someone like me? Even like this?”

I nodded again. “Yes. I do. You’re not just someone I want to help. You’re someone I admire, someone I find deeply attractive. Not because of how young you are, but because of who you are.”

She looked away for a second, eyes glassy. “No one’s ever said that to me before—not like that.”

“Then I’m glad I did,” I said, my voice low. I reached out and touched her arm. But suddenly there was a knock at the door that disturbed our peace. I exchanged a look with Elena before stepping over to open it.

A girl stood there, hood pulled low, eyes wet. I recognized her immediately. She was one of the girls I had bedded earlier—one who had been more nervous than most. She barely spoke during our time together, clearly unsure but still choosing to be there. Her name hadn’t stuck then, but her innocent face had.

“I… I’m Callidora,” she said, voice trembling. “Can I come in?”

“Sure.” I stepped aside and let her in. Elena came over quickly, her expression shifting as soon as she saw her.

“Callidora,” Elena said gently, placing a hand on her arm. “You’re the priestess of Artemis. I remember you.”

Callidora nodded, pulling back her hood. She wore her dark hair in a single braid, and her beautiful, doe-like eyes glistened with unshed tears. She was slim, and when I’d bedded her, she’d appeared healthy and vibrant. Now, something heavy was clearly weighing her down, dulling her natural beauty.

Elena glanced at me, then motioned toward the door. “Let’s go sit outside. It’s cooler out, and we’ll have more privacy.”

We stepped out into the night air and settled onto the sofa. I looked at Callidora, still not understanding why she was so shaken. “What’s wrong?”

She hesitated, then drew in a deep breath before opening her mouth. “I shouldn’t have come to you. I shouldn’t have done anything. I… I was supposed to stay a virgin. I’m a priestess of Artemis.”

I exchanged glances with Elena, and her face tightened with a mixture of surprise and sympathy.

Callidora kept going. “I snuck in dressed as a commoner. I just… I wanted it. I wanted to know what it was like. All my friends talked about how good it felt to be loved. Even before you arrived, I always dreamed of being loved, but now… it’s gone. My virginity. If anyone finds out, it will ruin me. My family … everything.”

I saw the way Callidora’s shoulders trembled, how tightly she clutched the edge of her robe. This wasn’t just shame. This was fear.

“Is it really that grave?” I asked Elena, more carefully this time. “Can’t she be forgiven?”

Elena nodded slowly. “It is grave. Priestesses of Artemis take vows. Breaking them is seen as a betrayal—not just to the temple, but to the goddess.”

I turned to Callidora again, her eyes still lowered. My sympathy deepened. Whatever had driven her to me, it hadn’t come from recklessness. It came from something deeper.

Elena turned to her and then back to me. “They’d shame her. Exile her. Maybe worse.”

Callidora’s voice broke. “I don’t know what to do.”

Elena was quiet for a moment, thinking. I could see the gears turning in her mind, and I leaned toward her slightly. “We have to do something,” I said in a low voice. I didn’t have the heart to abandon her like this, even if it wasn’t my fault.

“If she stays here, she risks being discovered,” Elena murmured. “There’ll be questions. Eyes on her.”

I nodded. “So we get her out. But where would she go?”

Elena was quiet again, then looked up. “She could come with me to Rhodes. No one would know who she is there. She could start over … The same way with Thea.”

I glanced at Callidora, who was still staring down at her hands. “Do you want to go?”

She looked up slowly, eyes tired and red. “I don’t want to stay. I’m so embarrassed… I just want to get out. I can’t look anyone in the eye. If they find out, I’ll lose everything … I don’t have much of a choice.”

Elena nodded gently. “Then Rhodes it is. You can start over there safely. I have a place, and I’ll be there for you all the time.”

“That’s really sweet of you,” Callidora said, and Elena helped dry Callidora’s eyes.

“It’s a big deal for a priestess of Artemis to lose her virginity,” Elena said matter-of-factly but not to salt her wound. “But I also understand why. Look at him.” She gestured toward me. “I can’t blame you.”

“I know,” Callidora spoke, her voice still shaky. “I didn’t mean to cause trouble. I just wanted something for myself. Just once. Something real.”

Elena looked at her, gentler now. “You’re not the first to feel that way. And you won’t be the last. You’re a young woman and sometimes traditions aren’t always based upon common sense. Sometimes rules have to be bent.”

I nodded, watching Callidora as she wiped her face again. Her words hit deeper than I expected. This wasn’t just about guilt or fear. It was about needing something she wasn’t allowed to have.

I nodded, a new sense of resolve settling in. I patted her back. “We’ll help you, and we’ll get you out of here.”

Elena turned to Callidora. “Go home tonight. Pack what you need. We’ll figure out how to get you out quietly. No one has to know.”

Callidora nodded quickly, wiping her eyes. “Thank you.”

We rose to our feet, and she stepped forward and hugged Elena tightly, whispering something I didn’t quite catch. Then she turned to me. Her arms wrapped around me with a different kind of warmth—closer, lingering. It reminded me of that night when I’d spread her legs and fucked her. She’d worn that look of guilty pleasure—the expression of someone indulging in something forbidden. But denying one’s natural desires wasn’t healthy, and I didn’t judge her for it. Instead, I held her even tighter. I felt her body press gently to mine, and in that moment, I could sense her innocence still clinging to her, despite everything. I didn’t judge her. I only held her.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting mine. I kissed her on the cheek, leaving a blush behind.

“Be safe,” I told her.

She gave a tiny nod before slipping out the door, leaving us in the quiet again.

Not long after, Thaleia and Thea returned. They walked in casually, but both paused when they saw our expressions.

“Did something happen?” Thaleia asked, taking a seat next to me.

Elena and I exchanged a quick look. I nodded. “We had a visitor. Callidora. One of the girls I was with.”

“The priestess of Artemis,” Elena added, looking at Thea.

Thea raised an eyebrow. “She came here? Why?”

“She was in distress,” I said. “She broke her vows to the temple by sleeping with me. She snuck in disguised as a commoner. Now she’s afraid of the consequences.”

Thea looked serious now. “That could ruin her.”

Elena nodded. “She’s terrified. We talked it through. I’m going to take her with me to Rhodes.”

“We’ll help her disappear quietly,” I added. “But we need to act fast. We have to leave Ephesus soon.”

Thaleia gave a small shrug. “We had to leave Corinth in a rush too. I’m used to moving quickly.”

Thea nodded as well. “Well, I left Corinth years ago. I know what it’s like to walk away from everything. I feel for her.”

Thaleia and Thea both absorbed the urgency, then nodded.

“Tell us what you need,” Thaleia said. “We’ll help.”

The rest of the night turned into quiet, focused planning. Elena left shortly after to check on the Pleasure Express, making sure everything was in order. She returned later with confirmation: it would be ready by nightfall tomorrow.

Thea and Elena worked together to sort through their belongings, making sure nothing important would be left behind. They packed the gifts I had received during my time in Ephesus—jewelry, silks, jars of ointment and oils. Items given in thanks by the women I’d helped. It all went into neat bundles and sacks, tucked away for transport.

Thaleia and I reviewed the best route to the docks. We went over it twice, then again, checking for side alleys and shadows we could use. I kept my voice low, but inside, I could feel the pressure building. We had one night left. One chance to get it right.

* * *

The following day, Elena left after sunset to go fetch Callidora. She didn’t return until much later, and when she walked through the door, I knew something was wrong.

“They wouldn’t let me see her,” she said quickly. “Her parents wouldn’t even open the door at first. When they finally did, they said she wasn’t receiving visitors. They suspect something.”

I stood up. “What do you mean?”

“They think she’s sinned,” Elena said. “I stayed nearby and listened. Her father started interrogating her, even yelling at her. He asked her outright if she was still a virgin. I heard her sobbing. She kept swearing she was innocent, but they didn’t believe her. They said they were going to demand a virginity test.”

I clenched my jaw. “We have to leave as quickly as possible.”

“We’ll be ready,” Elena said, but then she hesitated. “But what about Callidora?”

“I’m getting her out tonight,” I said firmly.

Zafara rose as if she’d already known. “I’ll come with you,” she said calmly. “If anyone stands in our way, I can deal with them. I’ll use spells to help us move unseen and keep them quiet.”

Thaleia stepped forward. “Nathan, be careful.”

Thea nodded, her eyes full of worry. “We’ll be ready here, but just… come back.”

I gave them both a quick nod, then pulled them into a brief embrace. “I will. I promise.”

They held me tightly for a moment before letting go. Elena stepped toward me, her face calm but serious.

“I’ll be waiting at the harbor,” she said. “Don’t take too long.”

I gave her a nod. “We’ll be there.”

Then I turned back to Zafara, ready to move.

Within the hour, we approached Callidora’s home not far from the temple of Artemis. It was dark and quiet. We stood at the doorstep for a moment before I knocked firmly. After a pause, the door creaked open. Her father stood there, scowling the moment he saw us.

“What do you want?” he barked, his eyes narrowing.

I opened my mouth to respond, but Zafara stepped forward and raised her hand with a slight smile. “I want you to get out of our way,” she said calmly and playfully.

She whispered a few quick words, drawing a small circle in the air with her hand, leaving purple sparks behind. A soft shimmer pulsed from her fingertips toward him. His brows furrowed in confusion, and then his body swayed. His eyes rolled back, and he collapsed to the floor like a sack of grain.

I hadn’t seen Zafara use her spells in a long time, and each time she did, it left me in awe. She flashed me a coquettish grin and gestured for me to step inside. We stepped over him and entered the house swiftly.

We moved fast, searching the hall and scanning doorways. A man rushed from a side room and grabbed Zafara by the arm before she could react. Her eyes went wide, unable to raise her hand.

Without thinking, I grabbed him by the neck and slammed him against the wall. His head hit hard, and he dropped, unconscious.

Another man lunged toward us, but I stepped forward and drove my fist into his gut. The impact folded him over, and he dropped to the floor, gasping once before going completely still.

Zafara straightened her robe and looked at me, her breathing quick. I saw the heat in her eyes—part gratitude, part excitement. I stepped closer and brushed my hand lightly along her waist, just to make sure she was steady.

“You good?”

She gave a crooked smile. “More than good.” We heard footsteps, and I let go of her. She cast her next spell with ease, and the next two figures who rounded the corner didn’t even make a sound as they dropped where they stood. I turned to her and kissed her on the lips.

Upstairs, we found Callidora in her room. She was pale and shaking, mid-motion, undressing in front of an older woman.

“Stop!” I shouted.

The woman turned in shock. I didn’t hesitate. I shoved her aside and grabbed her arm to keep her from running. She looked terrified. “I was only doing what they told me. I’m sorry. Please.”

I let go when I realized she wasn’t going to fight us. She backed away quickly. “Don’t you dare tell anyone about this.” She just dipped her head and froze at the spot.

Callidora covered herself and stumbled into my arms. She clung to me like she couldn’t believe I was real, sobbing into my chest.

“You came… you actually came,” she whispered.

“Of course I did,” I said, holding her tightly. Her whole body shook, and I could feel how overwhelmed she was.

Zafara scanned the room, then pulled a soft veil from a chest nearby. She wrapped it around Callidora’s head and shoulders after we broke the hug.

“This will help conceal her,” Zafara said. “But we need to go. Others will notice soon.”

“You alright?” I asked Callidora, brushing some hair away from her face.

She nodded. “Let’s go,” she said, sniveling.

We moved quickly through the shadows, retracing our steps past the unconscious bodies. The streets were mostly empty at this hour, but we didn’t slow down. By the time we reached the harbor, the moon was high.

Elena stood near the boat with Thea and Thaleia. The Pleasure Express bobbed gently in the water, ready to depart.

Elena rushed forward the moment she saw us, her eyes scanning Callidora.

“Is she all right?”

“She’s safe now,” I said, helping Callidora aboard.

Thea and Thaleia helped her settle on the deck, wrapping her in another shawl. The servants took the tiller, and within minutes, we pushed off into the night.

The city lights faded behind us as the boat glided through the water. Callidora sat between Thea and Thaleia, still trembling. Her eyes stayed fixed on the coastline, watching Ephesus grow smaller in the distance.

“I’ll never go back there,” she said quietly. “They wanted to hurt me. My own family.”

“You don’t have to,” Thaleia said gently. “You’re with us now. You’re safe.”

Thea placed a hand on her shoulder. “I left Corinth years ago. It hurt. But I know how it feels to be pushed out of a place you thought was home. Sometimes the pain stays with you.”

Callidora wiped her eyes. “It just feels like everything I knew is gone.”

“Not gone,” Thea said softly. “Just behind you. What’s ahead matters more.”

Thaleia added gently, “And for what it’s worth, none of us blame you. Nathan… he’s hard to resist.”

Thea smiled faintly. “You’re not the first girl who felt drawn to him. You won’t be the last.”

Callidora giggled. “That doesn’t make it easier.”

“No,” Thea said. “But it means you’re not alone. And you’re not ruined. Just human.”

Callidora didn’t respond at first, but she leaned into Thea’s side, drawing strength from the touch. Her gaze stayed locked on the fading shape of Ephesus until it was just a shadow on the horizon.

While Thea and Thaleia comforted Callidora, I moved to the other side of the deck where Zafara stood watching the sea. I stepped beside her.

“Are you all right?” I asked. “From earlier—when that man grabbed you.”

She nodded, eyes still forward. “I’m fine. You were there. I felt safe.” I placed a hand gently on her back. She didn’t flinch. Her voice lowered. “You always make me feel that way.”

I nodded and left her with a brief touch before walking toward the bow.

Elena was already there, leaning against the rail. When she saw me approach, she smiled in relief. We’d managed to escape. I didn’t plan to leave Ephesus in haste like we did at Corinth, but we didn’t have much of a choice.

“So,” she said, “what was that moment with Zafara about?”

I shrugged. “We ran into trouble. It got… physical.”

Elena tilted her head, studying me for a moment. “You threw yourself into it. You protected her. You protect all of us. I don’t think you realize how much that matters.”

“Maybe I don’t,” I said.

“Either way, I see you more clearly now. And I like what I see. Not just your strength. Your heart.”

Her fingers brushed my arm.

“I’m glad I could be there for you,” I said.

She just smiled and then turned back to Ephesus who was gone from the horizon. “If I had a daughter, I would never treat her like that. I’d believe her. I’d be on her side, always. No matter what.”

I nodded, touched by the weight of her words. “You’d be a great mother.”

Her lips trembled for just a second. “I always hoped I would be.”

She stepped closer, her shoulder brushing mine. “Watching what you did for Callidora, the way you fought for her, it… it stirred something in me. Made me feel things I hadn’t let myself feel in a long time.”

We looked into each other’s eyes, the moonlight illuminating hers. I saw lust and desire there—the same gaze I’d seen many times before, but hers was intense, smoldering. She wanted it badly but seemed unsure how to express herself. Her voice lowered. “It turns me on, Nathan. Not just your strength. Your loyalty. That you care so deeply.”

I didn’t say anything right away. I didn’t have to. The space between us had already changed.

While Elena and I stood at the bow of the ship, we turned ahead as the moonlight reflected off the dark waters. The waves lapped gently against the hull. I glanced at her—admiring her height, curvy body and breasts that strained against her clothing. In the silvery glow, her obsidian hair shone like gems, making her almost look ethereal.

“You’re also a woman who cares deeply,” I pointed out. “You didn’t have to take care of Thea, yet you did. And the way you reacted when you found out Callidora was in trouble speaks for itself.”

“I’ve spent so many years caring for others,” she said, her voice barely audible above the gentle splashing of the waves. “First my husband, then Thea, and now Callidora. Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to be the one cared for and loved for.”

Even though she was a wealthy and caring woman, I understood what she was saying. She was starved for affection, and I wanted to give it to her. I came up behind her, draped my arm over her shoulder, and pulled her closer. “Why hasn’t any man taken the bait?”

She blushed slightly. She didn’t have to stand on tiptoes to look into my eyes; she was exceptionally tall, especially by ancient standards. “Look at me,” she said quietly. “Most men find someone like me intimidating. Being tall isn’t exactly an advantage for a woman.”

“I think it is,” I said firmly.

We fell silent for a moment, watching the moonlight dance across the water. When Elena spoke again, her voice had changed—lower, with an edge I hadn’t heard before. “You know,” she began, “I’ve watched you with the women who come to you. The way you touch them, look at them.” She paused, wetting her lips. “The way they respond to you.”

I noticed her breathing had quickened, the rise and fall of her chest more pronounced. Her eyes, when they met mine, held a heat that hadn’t been there moments before.

“Does that bother you?” I asked, letting my hand trail lower to her hips.

“Quite the opposite,” she admitted, her voice dropping to a whisper. “It fascinates me, gives me wet dreams at night.”

She moved closer, the space between us shrinking.

“Tending to Thea has kept me sane, but I still consider it being lonely without a man,” she continued, her fingers now brushing against mine on the railing. “At first by circumstance, then by choice. I told myself I was content with that.”

“And now?” I prompted.

She exhaled slowly. “Now I’m not so sure … Being around you made me realize there is no substitute.”

The moonlight caught the flush spreading across her cheeks. She turned to me, and her eyes dropped to my lips, then back up.

“The way you fought for Callidora tonight,” she said, her voice huskier than before. “The way you protected her, protected all of us I haven’t felt that safe in years.”

The ship rocked gently beneath us, and Elena swayed slightly with the motion. I steadied her with a hand at her waist, and she didn’t step away. Instead, she leaned into the touch, her body softening against mine.

“Nathan,” she whispered, her eyes reflecting the stars above us. “There was something I wanted to ask you before Callidora arrived.”

“I’m all ears.”

“Would it be terribly forward of me to ask if we could share a bed tonight?”

There was no hesitation in my voice when I answered. “Not forward at all. I’d like that very much.”

Relief and desire flickered across her face. She exhaled slowly as if she’d been holding her breath. “I wasn’t sure if you would want someone like me. Someone older.”

“Your body tells a story, Elena. One of strength and resilience. I find that infinitely more attractive than youth alone.”

Her lips curved into a smile. Taking her hand, I led her away from the railing, back toward the cabin area of the ship. The Pleasure Express was well-appointed, with several private chambers built into its design. I guided Elena toward the largest one.

As we walked, I noticed her fingers trembling slightly in mine. When we reached the door, I paused, turning to face her. “Are you nervous?”

She gave a small laugh, the sound both soft and honest. “Terribly. It’s been years since I’ve been with anyone. And you… you’re not just anyone, are you?”

I smiled, lifting her hand to my lips. “Neither are you.”

I opened the door, revealing the spacious cabin within. The large bed dominated the space, covered in fine linens and plush cushions.

Elena stepped inside, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the luxurious surroundings. “It’s beautiful,” she murmured.

“Not as beautiful as you,” I replied, closing the door behind us.

She just smiled. “Where did you get this yacht?”

“A lovely lady from Corinth,” I said. “She bid two gold talents just so I could sleep with her three daughters.”

She stifled a giggle. “I probably would’ve done the same if I weren’t on the shyer side.”

“I like the way you prefer taking it slow,” I told her. “It’s a breath of fresh air compared to the girls who strip naked and spread their legs for me within a heartbeat.”

She chuckled. “I don’t blame them.”

“I guess I’m the impatient one now.” My fingers found the ties of her chiton. “Let me show you how beautiful you are to me.”

She nodded. I began to unfasten the garment. As the fabric loosened, I leaned in to press my lips against the pulse point at her neck. Her skin was warm and fragrant, tasting faintly of salt and jasmine.

The clothing slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. Elena stood before me, completely bare. I took in the sight of her—the swell of her busty breasts, the curve of her hips, and the long, toned legs. Her skin was like honey in the warm light, and it made me want to lick and kiss every inch of her.

I stepped closer, my hands coming to rest on her waist. She shivered at the contact. Slowly, I began to explore her body. I cupped her breasts, feeling the weight of them in my palms, the nipples hardening under my touch. I tried to sink my fingers into them, noticing how soft and warm they felt.

Then my hands continued their journey. I cupped the firm globes of her buttocks, squeezing gently, almost as soft as her boobs. Elena’s hips rocked forward, seeking friction as my cock hardened.

Then I stepped back, and she quickly removed my clothes, revealing my erection and pointing directly at her like a sword ready to be wielded. Her grin widened, and she wrapped her delicate hands around me.

“Wow,” she whispered, guiding my tip to her pink lips, gently brushing the head against her most intimate and sensitive spot.

I couldn’t bear the teasing any longer. I lifted her and carried her to the bed. She clung to me, her legs wrapping around my waist. I laid her down on the soft mattress, hovering over her. Her dark hair fanned out across the pillow, her obsidian eyes filled with desire.

“You are like a goddess,” I murmured, lowering my head to kiss her deeply.

Our tongues danced as I settled between her thighs. I could feel the heat of her, the slick wetness that awaited me as my erection throbbed.

She broke the kiss and said in her husky voice, “And you’re like a God.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock brushing against her slick folds. With one smooth thrust, I entered her and glided all the way in. We both moaned at the sensation, her inner walls so snug and grippy against me.

“Gods,” she moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders. “I feel so stretched.”

I began to thrust my hips. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper and taking all of me. We were so caught up in our lovemaking that we didn’t notice the boat rocking gently.

I watched her face as I entered and re-entered her, captivated by the way her lips parted with each gasp, how her eyes darkened with desire, the flush that spread across her cheeks and down her chest like a magical flame.

I could feel her tightening around me, on the edge of release as I kept rubbing my manhood against the walls, both of us enjoying the friction immensely.

“Nathan,” she said with her head thrown back, her back arching off the bed. “I’m—”

Her words dissolved into a moan as she came, her body shuddering with waves of pleasure.

The sight of her reaching her climax was mesmerizing—her head thrown back, lips parted in a silent cry, her body trembling beneath mine.

With a final, powerful thrust, I spilled inside her, my seed flowing into her willing body.

“Elena,” I groaned, my voice thick with pleasure as I continued pumping into her, making sure I gave her every drop of my love.

We stayed connected for several long moments, our breathing gradually slowing, our bodies cooling as I leaned my forehead against hers. I remained inside her, enjoying the intimate connection, watching as her eyes fluttered open. She gazed up at me with wonder, as if seeing me anew.

When I pulled my sword out, cum trickled out of her and soaked the sheets. We didn’t mind, and I rolled to her side and pulled her close. She nestled against me, her head resting on my chest, her fingers tracing patterns across my skin. The gentle rocking of the ship beneath us only added to the dreamlike quality of the moment, especially as we had a beautiful view of the sea and stars outside.

Elena’s breathing had steadied, but I could feel her heart still racing against my side. Her skin glowed with a fine sheen of sweat. I ran my fingers through her dark hair, marveling at how the obsidian strands seemed to absorb the light rather than reflect it.

“It felt like a dream” she began, then paused, searching for words. “No, even better.”

“Yes,” I agreed, understanding what she couldn’t express.

She shifted slightly, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. The movement caused the sheet to fall away, revealing her full breasts. In the soft light, her skin looked as smooth as velvet. Her eyes shimmered with emotion, no longer guarded or hesitant.

“I feel so happy,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. “Like something locked inside me has finally broken free.”

I brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Tell me more.”

She smiled, her fingers continuing their exploration of my chest. “For years, I’ve felt… diminished somehow. Less than whole. My husband left me because I couldn’t bear children, and I started to believe that was all I was worth—my ability to create life.”

Her eyes grew distant for a moment, remembering. “I took in Thea because I thought caring for someone else might fill that emptiness. And it helped, truly. But there was still this ache, this longing I couldn’t name.”

She lowered her head, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “But tonight, with you… I didn’t feel broken or lacking. I felt powerful. Desired. Complete in a way I haven’t felt in years.”

I cupped her face gently. “You are complete, Elena. You always were.”

She just smiled and glanced down at her belly. “Is it true…am I really pregnant?”

I nodded. “You are. I sensed how deeply you wanted a child, so I made sure to impregnate you.”

“So, you can turn it on and off?” she asked, amused.

“Yes, I can.”

She looked down again, gently caressing her belly. “Yeah,” she said softly, “I feel it.” She giggled. “But it feels too good to be true. I thought I was infertile. I was once shamed for not becoming pregnant.” She drew in a dep breath before continuing, her tone turning somber. “I once had a husband, but he divorced me when I could not bear him children. Family, in whatever form, is precious to me.”

“You’re definitely not infertile,” I reassured her. I wanted to say it was probably the man who was dry, but I held back—it wasn’t the right moment.

“Oh, thank you,” she said, gratitude clear in her voice. “Thank you for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied as we cuddled closer, slowly drifting off to sleep.


Chapter 13 Rhodes

As we sailed into the harbor, Rhodes unfolded in front of us. The fortified walls loomed above the sea, carved from pale stone that glinted in the sunlight. Behind them, white buildings rose in neat rows, framed by columns of temples that reached for the sky. The city didn’t just look wealthy—it looked strong. Naval ships dotted the harbor, and the docks bustled even at this early hour.

Elena stood near the bow, her eyes locked on the city. I saw her quietly take it in—her home. Her hand tightened on the rail.

“You all right?” I asked.

She nodded, but I saw the emotion in her face. “It’s been a long time.”

“How long were you in Ephesus?” I asked.

“Months,” she said, guiding us toward a quieter dock near the merchant quarter. “But it felt longer because I couldn’t stop worrying. Until you showed up.”

She leaned a little closer. “I’m glad you did. Really glad.”

Callidora stayed close to Thea, her cloak drawn tight around her. Her eyes scanned every face along the docks, the tension in her shoulders still visible.

The sea voyage had helped calm her. She had stopped crying after the first day, and by the second, she spoke more, even smiling once or twice. She wasn’t as ashamed anymore—not about having lost her virginity as a priestess. But the betrayal by her parents still lingered in her eyes.

“They don’t know who you are,” Thea whispered to her. “You’re safe here. Especially with Elena.”

Callidora nodded faintly, her eyes flicking nervously from person to person.

Elena turned and smiled. She patted her gently on the back, saying nothing, but it seemed to help.

I watched the city grow larger as we neared the dock, and my thoughts drifted to the last three days. Most nights, I’d slept with Elena. She wanted more of me, even if she was pregnant. We didn’t hold back. She glowed from it, full of warmth and energy. Thea had noticed.

When we were alone the night before, Thea leaned against me and said quietly, “It’ll be easier to say goodbye knowing she’s this happy.”

I looked at her. “We’re not going anywhere right away. We’ll have time.”

Thea smiled at that. “Good. I want a proper goodbye.”

The morning sun broke over the city as our boat docked. The servants tied it down, and one by one, we stepped off onto the stone pier. The salty breeze was warm, and the city buzzed quietly ahead.

As my feet hit solid ground, I paused. That’s when I noticed the voices. From the streets above, people were gathered in small groups, singing softly in praise of the rising sun. Their hands lifted, eyes closed in prayer.

“They worship Helios here,” Elena said. “Every morning. The city wakes up with the sun. Helios is the god who drives the sun across the sky in his chariot. To the people of Rhodes, he’s not just a symbol of light—he’s a protector, a source of life and order. That’s why you’ll see them start each day like this, with hymns and offerings. It’s a tradition as old as the city itself.”

Thea breathed in deeply and looked toward the hills. “It feels good to be back here.”

Thaleia stepped beside her. “Doesn’t seem like such a bad place to flee to.”

Thea nodded. “No, it’s not. But if I could go back in time, I would’ve told you.”

Thaleia hushed her gently. “You’re forgiven. We’re best friends—and now we share a lover. Nothing will come between us.”

Thea pulled her into a quick hug, holding on a little longer than usual.

Elena led us uphill toward the wealthier part of the city. Her home stood near the temple of Athena—a structure built of white stone with wide courtyards, high walls and a view that looked out over the sea. It was more luxurious than I expected.

When we reached the entrance, Elena turned to Callidora and smiled. “Welcome to your new home.”

Callidora looked stunned. She stepped forward slowly. With eyes wide with wonder, she drank in the beauty of it. “This … this is where I’m staying?”

“You are,” Elena said. “You’ll be safe here.”

Callidora glanced around again, a smile spreading. “I can work with this.”

Inside, we gathered our things and rested. Elena left to meet with old friends and contacts. While she was gone, the rest of us walked through the city. Thea took the lead, eager to show me and Thaleia the sights.

She guided us first to the agora, the marketplace where merchants sold amphorae of Rhodian wine, olive oil and imported goods. The air was filled with voices and the scent of bread and herbs. “This is where you really feel the city’s heart,” Thea said.

From there, we climbed the stone paths leading up toward the Acropolis. Thea stopped beside a shaded fountain. “This is where I used to come to think. The temple district always felt quieter.”

We passed gymnasiums where young men trained in wrestling and discus, and an open-air theater where a few performers were rehearsing a tragedy. Thea smiled, watching them. “Rhodes has always valued culture as much as strength.”

She also took us to the spot where she used to play the lyre. “It was right here that I gathered my first audience, scraping by playing music.”

“You must’ve gained many admirers,” Thaleia said.

“Some,” she said with a smile, “but the most important was Elena. Quality over quantity.”

Everywhere we went, eyes followed me. Some women whispered, others smiled. One even stepped out from a shaded stall and approached.

“Are you the fertility god they’ve spoken of?” she asked, her voice half-whisper, half-daring.

“That’s me.”

She kissed her hand and blew it to me. “Come to me when you’ve time.”

“Sure thing.”

Thea and Thaleia exchanged knowing looks. “You’re already turning heads,” Thea teased.

I chuckled. “That didn’t take long.”

We turned to Callidora, and Thaleia asked, “What do you think so far?”

Callidora looked around. “It’s not like Ephesus, but I think I can give it time.”

Thea rested a hand on her back. “That’s all it takes. I remember how lost I felt when I left Corinth. For weeks I couldn’t sleep. But eventually, I found my rhythm again. You will too.”

Callidora looked grateful and optimistic. “I hope so.”

“You will,” Thea said with a smile. “You’re not alone here. You’ve got the most caring woman in Rhodes looking after you now.”

Callidora glanced at her. “How did you even meet Elena?”

Thea smiled at the memory. “I was in a rough place when I first came here. No money. I used to dance and play the lyre in the streets to get by. One day, Elena saw me perform. She asked who I was and why I was out there alone. Then she took me in. She’s been like a mother to me ever since.”

“She’s really sweet,” Callidora said.

“She is,” Thea agreed.

Callidora looked down, thoughtful. “You’re lucky you met her.”

“I know,” Thea said. “And now you have her too.”

When we returned later that afternoon, Elena was waiting for us. She greeted us at the door, looking amused.

Dinner that evening was grilled fish, honey-glazed figs, fresh bread, olives and Rhodian wine. We sat around a long table in her open courtyard, lit by torches and cooled by an evening breeze.

Elena paid special attention to Callidora, making sure she was comfortable. She moved the wine jug closer to her, handed her the best cuts of fish, and leaned in with gentle concern. “How are you feeling?” she asked quietly.

“Better,” Callidora said, almost shyly. “Still adjusting. But better.”

Elena nodded, brushing a few loose strands of hair from Callidora’s face like a mother would. “That’s what I hoped to hear. You’ve been through a lot. Tonight, just eat, rest, and know you’re safe here.”

Callidora’s eyes welled slightly, but she smiled back. Elena squeezed her hand and didn’t let go until Callidora looked a little more at ease.

As we finished eating, Elena looked toward Thea. “Would you play something after dinner? I remember you promised Nathan.”

Thea’s face lit up. “Gladly. I’ve been looking forward to it.”

Later, as we cleared the last of the dishes, Elena turned to me again with a playful smile. “They’ve already heard of you,” she said. “There are plenty of women preparing to meet you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Word travels fast.”

“It always does here,” she said. “They want to be impregnated. You can start tomorrow.”

I nodded and my manhood stirred to life. “All right. Tomorrow it is.”

We moved into the garden to relax. The courtyard stretched wide under the open sky, framed by flowering trees and marble benches. The servants brought out cushions and bowls of fresh grapes.

Thea returned from inside holding her lyre.

Thaleia’s eyes widened. “Is that the same one?”

Thea smiled. “You remember it?”

“Of course I do,” Thaleia said.

Cradling the lyre as if it were her baby, Thea began to play. The music flowed easily—soft and sweet. Her eyes were closed, lost in the melody, and for a moment, everything else faded. She looked pure, innocent, and beautiful as she played—like the embodiment of femininity itself. Her cheeks seemed to grow rosier as the music continued, her skin even fairer.

I passed the grapes to Thaleia without taking my eyes off Thea. I’d always known she was special, but seeing her like this, sharing something so personal and pure, made me fall for her even more.

When she finished, the garden stayed silent for a few moments before we applauded her. Thaleia clapped first, smiling warmly. “I’ve missed your music,” she said.

“You’re really talented,” Callidora added.

“You are,” I said, meeting Thea’s eyes. “That was beautiful.”

Elena exhaled and smiled. “I fell in love with that innocence,” Elena said, her voice softer now. “You were wild, stubborn, always looking for something—maybe a place to belong. You were rough around the edges back then. But I could see the spark. It feels like yesterday I took care of you.”

Thea glanced at her and smiled, but her eyes shimmered. “I’m glad you did. You didn’t have to. But you did. No one else saw anything in me.”

Elena touched her shoulder lightly and gave it a warm squeeze. “I’m proud of the woman you are. You’ve become someone strong and beautiful—and still just as full of light.”

I looked over at Callidora. She was quiet, but there was a calm in her now. I knew she was in good hands here. Safe with them. And finally, it felt like we could breathe and relax.


Chapter 14 The Stolen Poems

Igripped the Rhodian woman’s sweet rear, thrusting steadily into her warm, pink flesh, her tight channel fluttering around my erection as it slid in and out. With a loud grunt, I shot my cum deep inside her. She arched her back like a cat, pressing her ass firmly against my crotch so every drop of my seed spilled inside her. I drew a deep breath and sighed in satisfaction. Turning my head to the right, I saw her best friend on all fours, with cum and her juices trailing down her thighs. To my left was another friend lying on her back with her legs spread, my white seed dripping from her folds as she slowly fingered herself.

I’d been in Rhodes for a couple of weeks. The women kept lining up outside Elena’s house, and some had even fought to reach me. It became a bit hectic; Elena even had to fetch security one night. I’d apologized, but she said she understood where the women were coming from.

The Rhodians were an insatiable bunch. Being close to Asia Minor, they’d lost many men during the Persian wars, causing an imbalance that I was happy to help correct.

By now, Callidora had adjusted to Rhodes and was no longer as wistful as when we’d arrived. We spent plenty of time together, and Elena treated her like a princess. She was sweet and genuinely grateful that I’d blessed both her and Elena with a child. I continued to enjoy Elena and Callidora’s company, along with Thea, Thaleia, and Zafara whenever I desired. They all deserved extra affection, especially after dealing with the countless women who sought my attention.

I withdrew my erection and helped the girls clean themselves up. At the door, I kissed and hugged them goodbye, watching as they left down the hill, grateful that they were now pregnant. Tugging at my clothes, I realized it was getting hot—we were nearing the peak of summer, and everything was blooming: fruits, flowers, and girls alike.

When I went inside, I found Callidora helping Elena with some paintings. Callidora looked up and smiled warmly at me. “Are you ready to go?”

I nodded. I’d promised to take her out for a walk once I’d finished breeding. She wore her brown hair in a braid and a tight chiton that effortlessly stirred my manhood to life. She knew how to take care of herself, applying the boldest, sweetest color to her lips, making them look as ripe and enticing as cherries. Her cheeks were dusted with rosy powder, and she wore a perfume that smelled of exotic summers.

We walked through the quieter parts of the city, keeping to shaded streets and narrow alleys that curved past old stone homes and gardens. “It’s roasting,” I said, tugging at my clothes. The way I wore the fabric left the right side of my chest bare, and she, along with many other women, kept glancing my way.

“It sometimes gets even warmer,” she replied. “I usually cool off at the beach.”

“Doesn’t sound like a bad idea,” I said. “Are you getting used to Rhodes now?”

“I think I’m finally getting used to it,” she said, tugging her chiton a little looser as we walked. “At first, everything felt so overwhelming. But Elena… she’s been like an angel. I don’t know what I would’ve done without her.”

I nodded. “She’s good at making people feel safe and loved.”

Callidora smiled. “And Thea too. She understands what it’s like to leave everything behind. She’s been really sweet. Never made me feel judged.”

I glanced at her and smiled. “I’m glad you’re feeling better. You’ve come a long way since that night.”

She looked ahead. “Yeah. I still have moments, but they’re fewer now.”

After a short silence, she asked, “Is it strange for you? Moving from one place to another? Always leaving?”

I thought about it. “It’s strange sometimes. But I guess I’ve gotten used to it. I’m more of a nomad, really. I try not to get too attached to any one place.”

She looked over at me. “But if you could stay … would you?”

I gave a half-smile. “Maybe. If it ever felt right. But for now, moving feels like part of the mission.”

She nodded again, slower this time. “I’m not sure I could do that. I need something steady. Something that doesn’t move around me.”

“That makes sense,” I said. “We’re built differently. That’s not a bad thing.”

“I’ve come to dislike the word ‘different.’ I tried being different when I was younger, and it wasn’t any fun.”

“What do you mean?”

She was quiet for a moment, then said, “You know, being a priestess of Artemis wasn’t what people think it is. We were taught to be proud of our virginity, to treat it like it made us special and different. But the truth is, it always felt restrictive. Like something was missing.”

I glanced at her, letting her speak.

“I don’t think people are meant to be kept from physical love. It didn’t feel holy. It felt damaging. Like I was ignoring something real just to fit a role.”

I nodded slowly. “I’ve seen how denying something natural can turn into a burden. It’s not a weakness to want connection or intimacy. It’s human.”

She looked at me with quiet relief, like she’d been waiting for someone to say that. “I wish someone had said that to me back then.”

“Well,” I said, “you’re free of it now. And you get to decide what feels right from here on out.”

She moved her hands closer to her breasts in a sign of gratitude. “It feels like a relief, honestly. Even with the exile and the shame … I feel lighter and happier. For the first time in years, I can breathe without guilt.”

“I’m glad,” I said, feeling genuinely happy and satisfied for her. I draped my arm over her shoulder, pulling her close as we continued our walk.

We kept walking until the smell of salt grew stronger and the streets opened up toward the harbor. The water shimmered in the light, and merchant ships swayed at anchor.

“Rhodes is beautiful,” Callidora said, pausing beside me.

“It is,” I agreed.

We passed a few women I recognized—ones I had bred before. They smiled or nodded politely, waving and blowing me a kiss. “You’ve loved them, haven’t you?” Callidora said flirtatiously.

“Not so hard to notice.”

As we neared a stacked group of crates, voices drifted over from two men standing beside a moored ship.

“Can you believe it? Poetry from Lesbos. Original scrolls,” one of them said.

The other laughed. “And worth a damn fortune. Didn’t expect it to be so easy to snatch.”

Callidora stopped walking, and I followed her gaze, both of us going quiet. I caught a brief glimpse of the bearded man, who looked as shady as he sounded.

“We’ll get a good price at the black market,” one of the men continued. “Collectors love that Sappho. Damn sexy writer.”

They both laughed crudely and made another lewd joke. “Too bad she mostly spread her legs for other women. I’d love to go back in time and lick her the way she licked them.”

They chuckled, their conversation making me sick.

Callidora stepped closer to me, uncomfortable. I gave her a nod, and we turned to walk away, saying nothing until we were out of earshot.

“Who’s Sappho?” I asked once we were back on the path.

“A poet from Lesbos,” she said. “One of the most famous. Her work was full of emotion and love—mostly written for women. She’s admired all across the Greek world.”

I nodded. “Sounds like those scrolls belong in a temple, not in the hands of filthy thieves.”

“Exactly,” she said. “If they’re originals, they’re worth a fortune. They probably belonged to someone wealthy back on Lesbos.”

I looked at her. “I’ve heard of Lesbos before, but I don’t know much about it.”

“It’s an island in the Aegean,” she said. “Known for its art, its wine… and its poets. It was a cultural center, especially for women. That’s where Sappho lived.”

I let that sink in. “So these scrolls aren’t just valuable—they’re part of something bigger.”

Callidora nodded. “Exactly. It’s not just theft. It’s erasing a piece of history.”

I mulled it over and decided to talk to Elena about it. We found something to eat, and once it started growing dark, we returned to Elena’s place. Dinner was already being served on the terrace. Elena looked up from her seat and smiled as we joined the others. We talked about various topics as usual and caught up on what we’d each been doing. Thea and Thaleia had bought some makeup, Zafara had practiced some of her spells, and Elena had work to take care of—including handling some desperate women who’d tried breaking in just to see me.

When the timing was right, I asked Elena, “Are there many thieves in Rhodes?”

Elena’s smile faded slightly. “Rhodes has a dark side, like any place. It attracts those in exile. And there’s piracy, too. We benefit from trade, but it also brings danger. How come?”

“We overheard two men at the harbor. They were talking about stolen poetry—scrolls from a poet called Sappho.”

Elena’s face darkened. She set her cup down and looked at me. “Tell me everything you heard.”

I did. Every word, from the mention of Lesbos to the jokes they made. She listened in silence, anger rising at the jokes.

When I finished, she said, “I have a friend from Lesbos. Wealthy, educated and deeply passionate about a woman-to-woman love. She was the owner of the original works of Sappho, and the last I saw her, she was in tears when her collection was stolen a couple of months ago. Those scrolls must be hers.”

Now it was my turn to become slightly angry. “How much is the poetry worth?”

“A fortune,” she said firmly. “Sappho wasn’t just a poet—she was a symbol of freedom for women. Her words spoke of passion, longing, and love between the same sex, without shame.”

“Is all of Lesbos like that?”

She looked at me and added, “Lesbos has always had a reputation for being a place where women could express their feelings more freely, even their desires. That kind of intimacy—woman to woman—wasn’t shunned there like in other places. It’s part of why Sappho’s poetry still stirs so much feeling.”

Thaleia spoke up. “I’ve read some of Sappho’s verses. They’re beautiful. The idea that someone would steal them for profit is awful.”

I looked around the table at their faces and felt something settle in me. “I’ll bring them back,” I promised. “I don’t know how yet, but I’ll do everything I can.”

Elena smiled, but it was touched with seriousness. “It would mean a lot to me. And to my friend. Those scrolls are more than words—they’re part of who she is. But be careful, Nathan. Thieves like that don’t play fair.”

I nodded, but my mind drifted to Egypt, to the Valley of the Kings, and the thieves I had faced there. I wasn’t afraid. I had been in a similar situation before, and I remembered clearly well what happened to the thieves.

When I looked back at Elena, I caught something in her eyes—something warm. She was watching me differently now. My promise, my resolve, it stirred something in her. She didn’t say anything at first, but I saw it in her eyes. She believed me.

Later that night, I went to sit by myself in the far end of the garden, thinking. I tried to work out how I’d retrieve the stolen poems. I didn’t want to risk too much, but I couldn’t leave them in the hands of thieves.

Zafara found me there. She walked over quietly and sat beside me.

“We could go to the market tomorrow,” she said. “See if we find them.”

I nodded. “You’re right. We’ll go early. I’ll take you with me.”

She leaned back beside me, and we sat in silence for a while, the sound of the sea just beyond the wall.

* * *

I woke up early, sandwiched between Zafara, Thea, and Thaleia. Zafara stirred first, stretching beside me with a sleepy grin.

“We should get going,” she said softly.

Thea shifted and blinked at me. “Are you sure it’s safe?”

Thaleia sat up and touched my arm. “Please be careful. Don’t take unnecessary risks.”

I kissed each of them on the forehead. “I’ll be fine. I promise.”

We got dressed in our ancient Greek attire—light tunics, sashes, and sandals that wouldn’t attract attention. Then Zafara and I headed to the market, specifically the shady one. The market was tucked away behind a series of tightly packed buildings, hidden from the main streets. We walked past stalls selling rare fabrics, spices, weapons and things that I believed to be less legal. Eventually, we came to a small shaded booth covered in linen sheets. I spotted several scrolls, but most importantly, behind the counter was a bearded man with a crooked nose and sharp eyes. I recognized him instantly—he was one of the men I’d seen the day before talking about the stolen poems. I leaned slightly toward Zafara and muttered, “That’s him. He’s the one we’re looking for.”

“Try to buy something from him, see how he’ll react.”

I stepped forward. “You wouldn’t happen to have any original poetry from Lesbos, would you?”

The man narrowed his eyes. “You don’t look like someone who reads poetry.”

I kept a straight face. “Sappho is my favorite. I’ll pay well for anything real.”

He looked me up and down. “What do you know about Greek poetry? You’re clearly not from here.”

I shrugged. “Enough to know the originals are hard to come by. I figured a place like this might have something.”

He shook his head. “We don’t carry anything like that.”

I could tell he was lying through his rotten teeth.

Zafara didn’t say anything until we walked away. Once we were clear of the booth, she leaned in.

“He’s hiding them. I’ll keep an eye on the place while you handle your breeding business.”

I pulled her in close for a kiss, grateful to have such a loyal woman by my side. “See you soon.”

I spent the rest of the day breeding women who’d been aching to see me. As usual, only a handful stood out as I thrust into one wet vagina after another.

One of my favorites was a merchant’s twenty-year-old daughter with hazel eyes and sun-kissed skin. She was nervous as she disrobed, but her nervousness quickly melted into desire. “Against the wall,” she said in her husky voice.

Doing as she wished, I pressed her against the cool marble wall. I lifted her leg around my waist and thrust into her pussy. It didn’t take many pussy strokes for me to spill deep inside her with a groan that made her shudder with satisfaction.

Next was a widow, older than most who sought me, with curves that spoke of experience and sensuality. She mounted me with ease, her generous breasts swaying as she rode my cock with deliberate slowness. “I’ve dreamed of this,” she confessed, her internal muscles squeezing me. Then she turned around and rode me in reverse cowgirl. I was mesmerized by her ass, and when I erupted inside her, I spilled all over her glorious cheeks, and she whispered thanks to Aphrodite for bringing me to Rhodes.

There were also best friends who decided to come together, identical in their beauty with matching olive complexions and dark hair. They shared me without jealousy, one sitting on my face while the other rode my shaft. I alternated between them, ensuring both received equal attention until their pussies were filled with my cum. They left with shy smiles and intertwined hands, already discussing names for the children they hoped would grow within them.

A young nineteen-year-old priestess of Demeter came next. She insisted on kneeling before me first, worshipping my manhood with her mouth before lying back on the sheets. “Bless me with life,” she whispered as I entered her virgin passage, her eyes never leaving mine. Her innocence made her climax all the more powerful, her body convulsing around me as I planted my seed in her fertile soil.

As the sun began its descent, a quiet fisherwoman with sea-green eyes slipped into the chamber. Her approach was different—tender, almost reverential. She kissed every inch of my body before guiding me inside her. We moved together like the gentle waves of her beloved sea, building slowly toward a tide that eventually crashed over us both. When I filled her, tears of joy streaked down her cheeks.

By the time I was finished with the breeding, I was exhausted—but Zafara was waiting with a grin.

“I know where they’re keeping the scrolls,” she said. “A gated house just outside the eastern walls. I followed one of the men from the market. Guards rotate every two hours, but there’s a quiet window just before midnight. We can go tonight … if you haven’t fucked to fatigue.”

I chuckled. “You know damn well there’s no such thing.”

“I’m just teasing you,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “But you sure have fucked a lot today.”

That night, Elena pulled me aside as I was preparing to leave with Zafara. “Be careful, Nathan. Please.”

I saw the affection in her eyes, pulled her into my arms, and whispered, “We’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”

“I’ll try.”

“I’ve handled worse,” I reminded her.

She sought my lips, and I gave her what she needed—a reassuring kiss, enough for her to let go without too much worry.

Later, Zafara and I made our way to the outskirts. The house was big, walled and quiet. She crept ahead while I waited behind a low wall. Zafara whispered a few words and moved her hands slowly, a faint shimmer glowing at her fingertips. She pressed two fingers to the iron lock, and within seconds, it clicked open with a soft metallic snap. She turned back to me, gave a quick hand signal, and mouthed, “Clear.”

We moved quickly through the courtyard. Zafara spotted the first guard near the corner of the outer hall and crept toward him without a sound. As she raised her hand, her fingers moved in a slow, practiced motion, and a whisper passed her lips. A faint glow shimmered at her fingertips just before she touched the guard’s temple. His eyes fluttered and then closed as he slumped silently against the wall.

She turned back to me and gave a sharp nod, signaling that the way was clear. We stepped into a wide chamber filled with crates, covered tables, and stacked chests. It wasn’t clear what the room was used for—maybe storage, maybe something else—but the rows of treasure chests caught my attention.

We searched quickly but carefully. I opened one chest filled with nothing but ceramic plates. Zafara moved to another. Then I opened a heavy wooden box tucked beneath a tapestry.

Inside were dozens of scrolls, bound with ribbon. My eyes narrowed as I saw the artwork etched on the outside of the case—two women, nude, one clearly licking the other.

“These,” I whispered. “This has to be it.”

Zafara knelt beside me, looking closer. She touched one of the scrolls gently. “Yes. These are the originals. This is Sappho. No doubt.” We stared for a second. Then she said, “We should hurry before the spells wear off.”

As a joke, we left behind a small bundle of scrolls Zafara had brought—old ones filled with vivid, ridiculous stories of men with men. She smirked at the thought as she swapped them in. “Jokes on them,” she said. “They reach for pink, but all they’ll find is girth.”

I tried my best not to laugh. I lifted the chest onto my shoulder, and we slipped out the way we came, quiet and fast, heading back to Elena’s estate with the treasure safely in hand.

It was late at night when we returned, but everyone was awake and waiting. Lamps burned low in the courtyard, and I saw them gathered—Elena, Thea, Thaleia, and Callidora—wrapped in light cloaks, half-asleep but alert.

I dropped the treasure chest gently in front of them. Elena’s eyes widened the moment she saw it. I crouched down, undid the latch, and slowly opened the lid. They all leaned in as the chest revealed the carefully bound scrolls inside—preserved, untouched, and real. A hushed awe fell over the group as they stared at the recovered poetry.

“You found them,” Elena whispered in awe. She came forward, placed her hands on her chest, and looked up at me. Then she stepped into me, wrapping her arms around my back and pressing her body against mine. Her breasts rested softly against my chest as she held onto me tightly like she didn’t want to let go. Her voice was low, full of emotion. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, enjoying her embrace.

Zafara smiled. “Your friend will be overjoyed.”

“You’re both incredible,” Elena said, then turned to Zafara. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Zafara said.

After Elena broke the hug, I said, “But we might need to leave tomorrow. I don’t want to draw more attention. If those thieves realize the scrolls are gone, they might come looking.”

Elena’s face softened. I could see she didn’t want me to go. She looked away for a moment, then back at me.

“You’re safe here,” she said. “But… I understand. You have a mission to finish. Just know it was an honor having you here, and I’m glad it lasted for so long.”

I nodded. “The feeling’s mutual.”

Later, Elena sat with a scroll and began writing a message to her friend in Lesbos. She wanted her to know what we’d done. When she was finished, she joined me in the quiet of the courtyard.

I looked at her and asked, “What’s Lesbos like?”

Elena smiled softly. “It’s a beautiful island. Rolling hills, vineyards, and a coastline that seems to stretch forever. But what makes it special is its soul. It’s always been a place where women could be free—free to think, to feel, to love. That’s why Sappho lived there.”

“Was she so famous because of the female intimacy or something else?”

She looked out into the dark. “Sappho wasn’t just a poet. She was the most revered voice of female passion in our history. She didn’t just write about love—she captured it in ways no man ever could. So it wasn’t just about female intimacy, but the words she used were as beautiful as the women she loved.”

“It sounds like they have a lot of women there,” I said.

She glanced at me. “Trust me, there’ll be no shortage of women who’d want a man like you.”

I raised an eyebrow with a grin. “Now I’m really looking forward to visiting.”

Elena chuckled. “My friend—the one I wrote to—runs a school there. She teaches women how to better pleasure other women. It’s as much about confidence and care as it is about technique. You’d be surprised how sacred and sensual it all feels.”

“Wow, I hope she’ll give me a tour.”

“You can be sure she’ll be on her knees for you once you return the scrolls,” Elena said.

Thaleia joined us. She unrolled one of the recovered scrolls and ran her fingers along the lines. Her voice softened as she read aloud, “He seems to me equal to the gods, that man who sits across from you and listens close to your sweet voice and lovely laughter—That sight alone makes my heart race; my voice is gone, my tongue breaks, fire runs under my skin, my eyes see nothing, my ears ring…” She looked up at me with a teasing grin. “Sounds like it was written about you. Maybe Sappho had a vision.”

I chuckled. “Or maybe you’re just flattering me.”

“Maybe,” she said, still smiling.

But as the words settled, I felt something stir inside me. Something deeper than pride—a sense of connection to the land, the words and the women around me.

I looked around at the women nearby. The flickering torchlight, the warmth of their presence, and the scrolls in our hands. I felt it in that moment—love. For Greece. For all of them.

* * *

The following morning, we woke early. The air was still, the sky pale with the first light. Callidora sat quietly near the fountain, her hands in her lap. When I approached, she looked up and gave a small smile, though her eyes were misty.

“You’re leaving,” she said.

I nodded. “We have to keep moving.”

Elena joined her and knelt beside her. She gently touched Callidora’s shoulder. “I know it’s hard, but goodbye is a natural part of life. And maybe, one day, we’ll all be together again.”

Callidora wiped her eyes and nodded. “Thank you—for everything.”

Out near the dock, the servants helped us load the Pleasure Express. Elena oversaw the packing, making sure all the supplies and gifts we’d received were secured.

Just before we boarded, Thea pulled out a small box and handed it to Elena.

“A gift,” she said. “For everything you’ve done.”

Elena opened it and paused. Inside was a small, delicately carved statuette—of her. The likeness was unmistakable, capturing her poise and strength in smooth marble. She looked up, eyes suddenly full.

“You didn’t have to,” she said, her voice cracking slightly.

Thea pulled her into a hug. “I wanted to.”

Elena hugged her tightly, holding on for a while. “Thank you, Thea. Truly.”

I embraced Elena and Callidora—holding onto the moment. Then Thaleia, Thea, Zafara, and I stepped aboard. The sails caught wind, and we drifted away from Rhodes.

Toward Lesbos.


Chapter 15 Lesbos

We had been sailing for three days. Zafara, Thea, Thaleia and I stood near the front of the boat as Lesbos came into view. The island was covered in green hills and stretched into the sea with soft curves. I had been excited ever since I first heard about this place—its history, its poetry and everything Elena had told me about female intimacy.

As we neared the harbor, the coastline became clearer. I saw several women bathing nude near the beach. Some of them were in each other’s arms, kissing and touching with no shame, and I also noticed how another couple straddled her lover’s hips while fondling her breasts.

I raised an eyebrow. “Is that normal here?”

Thaleia gave a slight shrug at the horny, flirtatious women. “Lesbos is known for being open about female intimacy.”

Thea nodded. “I’ve been here once before. Nudity at the beaches, and even in the city, is pretty common. No one really bats an eye.”

“So it’s exactly how Elena described it,” I murmured, fascinated. I kept my focus forward, though my curiosity was definitely growing, and I couldn’t help but glance at nude women here and there. Thea chuckled beside me, noticing where my eyes kept going.

The harbor was busy but strange—almost entirely women. Some were loading baskets, others chatting and a few waved as we docked.

I hoisted the treasure chest over my shoulder and stepped off the boat. Thea and Thaleia stayed behind for the moment. I turned to Thea, who knew Elena best out of all of us. “Do you have any idea where Lysandra lives?” I asked.

“I’m not entirely sure,” she said. “When I was here, we didn’t visit her place. But she’s pretty famous around here, so it shouldn’t be difficult to find someone who knows.”

I looked around, then approached the first woman I saw—a tall brunette with bronzed skin. She wore a chiton with bold slits and a V-neck, showing off her thighs and cleavage.

“Excuse me,” I said. “I’m looking for a woman named Lysandra.”

The woman turned to me, her smile warm but edged with curiosity. Her eyes scanned my face, then dropped to the chest I carried, and back up again. There was a glint of something else in her expression—interest and desire. “There’s only one Lysandra on this island.”

“Well, then that’s her I’m looking for.”

Her eyes swept over me again, as if once wasn’t enough. “I think I recognize you,” she said. “Aren’t you the god of fertility everyone’s been whispering about?”

I gave a slight nod. “That’s what they say.”

Her smile widened. “Then you’re exactly who Lysandra would want to meet. I’ll take you to her.”

“Thank you,” I said, dipping my head.

She turned and gestured for me to follow. As we walked, she kept glancing at the chest, then at me. “That’s a heavy thing you’re carrying,” she said playfully. “You’re strong.”

“I manage,” I replied with a slight grin.

She leaned in slightly. “I bet you do. Are you here to sleep with our women?”

“Partly,” I admitted. “But first and foremost, we have something that belongs to Lysandra.”

“I see,” she said softly. “I really like your looks.”

“I’m glad,” I said warmly.

As we walked, a few women along the path stopped what they were doing to stare. Some whispered, others giggled. One pointed in my direction and said something I couldn’t hear, but they all smiled.

The woman beside me chuckled. “Looks like you’re quite the superstar already.”

“I’m used to it,” I said, though the attention here was even more obvious. It didn’t seem like these women had husbands they needed to hide from when checking me out.

The path up to Lysandra’s palace was unlike anything I’d seen. Statues lined the road—women in erotic poses, some bent over, some licking each other’s breasts or thighs and some with their legs spread, fingering themselves. Hedges were shaped into vaginas and in the middle grew ripe strawberries ready to be eaten.

I kept walking, ignoring the heat rising in me. The woman noticed me eyeing the statues and smiled. “Beautiful, aren’t they?” she said, her voice low. “They say art imitates life—though sometimes, it inspires it too.”

“They are definitely an inspiration.”

She walked a bit slower now, hips swaying deliberately. “We take pride in celebrating desire here.”

“I’ve heard.”

“What else have you heard about Lesbos? Anything negative?”

“Nope—only positive things, at least from my perspective,” I added, making her chuckle.

When we reached the gate, I set the chest down and turned to her. “Thank you for showing me the way.”

She smiled. “It was my pleasure.”

After she left, I knocked on the large door. It opened moments later. The woman, I guessed to be Lysandra, stood in the doorway. She was tall, with dark eyes and thick hair that flowed over her bare shoulders. Her chiton was transparent, and my jaw nearly dropped when I realized I could clearly see her full, bell-shaped breasts and the pink slit at the apex of her thighs. She was shaved, and her hips were mesmerizing. It wasn’t only the sight of her half-nude body that captivated me, but also her floral perfume and carefully applied makeup, which accentuated her delicate features. She was the very embodiment of femininity—like a goddess.

After I’d drank in her, I noticed she was doing the same, and eventually, our eyes met with interest. She hadn’t been expecting anyone, that much was clear, but she didn’t look displeased.

She smiled. “You’re not what I was expecting. What can I do for you?”

I nodded and stepped forward. “I’m Nathan, a friend of Elena.”

“My name is Lysandra,” she introduced herself, her smile a little wider. “If you know her, you must be special.”

I returned the smile. “She’s special to me. And she asked me to bring you this.”

I reached into my satchel and handed her the sealed scroll Elena had written.

Her eyes widened the moment she saw the seal. She unrolled it and started reading. She looked at me, then down at the scroll, then back at me again—this time with a mix of shock and disbelief. Her lips parted slightly.

“The poems …” she murmured in disbelief.

I nodded. “She told me what was taken from you. And how much it meant.”

Lysandra’s expression softened with emotion. She held the scroll to her chest for a moment, then looked at me again. “You… you retrieved them?”

I nodded and patted the treasure chest. “They’re all in here.”

She looked over my shoulder. “Thea, is that you?”

“Hi,” Thea said and waved her hand with a smile.

“Gods. Come in, please. Sorry for keeping you here.”

“No worries.” Inside, her palace was as sensual as the path leading to it. The walls were adorned with artwork—more women, beautiful and free. The scent of flowers filled the air, roses and jasmine mixing in waves. I wasn’t so sure if she actually wore perfume but instead, the natural, pleasant scents clung to her.

She led me to a set of cushions arranged in a sunlit lounge. “I’ll go find something to eat.” She disappeared briefly. While she was gone, I opened the treasure chest. By the time she returned with a tray of fruits, her eyes were already fixed on the scrolls inside.

Her steps slowed. She set the tray down and moved closer, kneeling beside the chest. Her fingers trembled slightly as she picked up one of the scrolls. She unrolled it and scanned the opening lines, her lips parting in a breathless smile.

“These … these are mine.” She laughed, then turned to me and threw her arms around my shoulders. Her robe pressed against my chest, sheer and warm, and I could feel the soft curve of her breasts through the fabric and the rest of her skin. The chiton wasn’t only transparent but very thin. She kissed me on both cheeks, then on my lips, again and again till I melted in her arms. I quickly noticed how she knew how to push a man’s buttons right.

“Thank you, Nathan,” she whispered. “You don’t know what you’ve returned to me. This collection … it meant the entire world to me. I built it over the years, piece by piece. Every scroll, every verse. It’s a part of me. When it was taken, it felt like something sacred had been torn away. I was in tears. I’d never felt so heartbroken in my life.”

I was touched by her words. “You’re welcome,” I said, looking her in the eyes. “I’m just glad I could help.”

She stepped forward for a second hug, holding me tighter this time, her warmth radiating through the thin fabric of her robe. I felt the soft swell of her breasts and the gentle heat of her skin. The scent of roses clung to her, wrapping around me as I embraced her in return, neither of us saying a word—just letting her gratitude speak through our touch.

After a long moment, she pulled back slightly, her hands still resting on my arms. “I want to know more about you, Nathan.”

I nodded and smiled as we both settled down. “Then you should meet the women who traveled with me—Zafara, Thaleia, and Thea.”

Lysandra greeted them each warmly with a hug. She already knew Thea from before and was clearly glad to see her again.

“Elena and I met through Thea,” I added.

“I could’ve guessed,” Lysandra said. “Have you left Rhodes for good?”

“Yes,” Thea replied softly. “I became ill, and Elena took me to Ephesus, but I didn’t recover until Nathan arrived and healed me.”

“How?” Lysandra asked curiously.

I exchanged glances with Thea, noticing her cheeks turning a rosy shade. “I have certain fertility powers that can heal illnesses and diseases,” I explained.

“I see,” Lysandra said thoughtfully. “We had heard about the arrival of a fertility god; we just weren’t sure whether you’d come here.”

“It happened after we discovered the poetry,” I said. “Elena had been so kind to me and Thea, I felt I had to return it.”

Thea inched closer, her smile warm. “Elena took me in when no one else would. She’s been more than a friend—she’s been like family.”

Lysandra listened, then glanced at me with a deeper understanding. “Then it seems you’re all bound by something stronger than fate. Elena truly is the sweetest woman in the world. I’m glad you were there for her, and again, I’m grateful that you returned the poems.”

I placed a hand over my heart. “You’re welcome … How long have you known Elena?”

“For years. Difficult not to fall in love with a sweetheart like her.” She paused, her expression shifting. “But sometimes life isn’t fair. She always wanted children, but she’s struggled with fertility for years. Something she never deserved.”

I nodded. “She told me, but I’ve already impregnated her.”

Lysandra’s eyes lit up with genuine joy. “You have? That’s incredible. I’m so happy for her.”

“He’s very fertile,” Zafara added playfully.

“I can see that,” Lysandra remarked, eyeing me again with interest.

Curious now, I asked, “What about you? What’s your story?”

She smiled, reclining in her seat. “I made my fortune running a school—one dedicated to teaching women how to better please each other, how to strengthen their intimacy and love.” She gestured toward the scrolls. “Sappho was my inspiration. Her poetry opened my eyes to what love between women could be. Without her words, I probably would’ve ended up as a prostitute. Instead, I found purpose—and success.”

I nodded. “Many women here seem to have found something meaningful.”

Lysandra agreed with a smile. “They have. Lesbos gives them space to be themselves.”

“I’m sure they’re grateful,” I said. “Knowing they have a place to come to be for themselves.”

“That’s how they feel,” Lysandra said. We turned our attention to the figs and started eating.

After many figs, Thaleia looked curiously at Lysandra and her clothes. “Those transparent chitons … are they common here?”

Lysandra chuckled. “They are. I’ve made quite a bit of money designing them. Women here aren’t afraid to show their beauty. They embrace it.” Then she turned to Thaleia. “Let me guess, you’re a priestess of Aphrodite?”

Thaleia beamed. “Yes, from a temple in Corinth. I was chosen to guide Nathan on his mission.”

Lysandra’s eyes traveled over her figure with appreciation. “I can see why. Aphrodite would be proud.”

We continued talking, lounging across the cushions while sharing the fruits she’d brought. The conversation drifted from Corinth to Rhodes, and then back to Lesbos.

At one point, Lysandra unrolled one of the scrolls, selecting a poem that matched the atmosphere. Her voice was soft but steady as she read, “With her voice like woven silk, she touched my heart without hands, and I, undone in her gaze, could only breathe her name.”

Thaleia and Thea both smiled at the lines. I glanced at Lysandra, seeing how deeply the words meant to her.

She looked at me after reading, her voice low. “That one, I used to read it when I felt alone. It reminded me why I created this place. Why I help women reclaim their beauty and desire.”

“It’s beautiful,” I said, and it dawned on me that Lysandra was as kind as Elena.

As I sat there with Lysandra and the others, the afternoon light shifted through the drapes of her lounge. The scent of roses hung thick in the air. Something about the space, the ease in how they spoke, made it feel like we’d all known each other for longer than just an hour.

Lysandra leaned back and tilted her head toward me. “Tell me, Nathan. How many women have you actually impregnated?”

I grinned. “More than thousands.”

She stifled a giggle, clearly impressed. “Gods. No wonder they call you divine.”

I noticed her gaze drifting, her breath slowing. Through her transparent robe, I caught sight of her glistening slit, the honey of her arousal faintly trickling down, soaking the garment. She didn’t seem to mind being seen.

Next to her, Thaleia looked curiously at her clothes. She didn’t want to let them go, and she leaned forward a bit. “Lysandra … would it be alright if I tried on one of those transparent robes? They’re quite sexy.”

Lysandra turned to her, her smile warm. “Of course. After what your man did for me, it’s the least I can do.”

She stood and gestured for us to follow. We were led into a private chamber—soft carpets underfoot, mirrored walls, and racks of fine clothing in every color imaginable.

Thea and Thaleia began to disrobe. As their clothing fell away, I couldn’t look away. Their bare skin caught the light—smooth, inviting and impossible not to admire. Even if I had seen them nude so many times, it never got old. I took a seat on one of the cushions nearby, though a part of me stirred with arousal as I watched them move through the hanging fabrics, soft curves brushing against cloth.

They asked for my opinion, holding the robes up against their bodies, half-dressed. “Which color do you like best?” Thea asked, spinning slowly in a pink one that clung to her hips and swayed with her movement.

“That one. The pink suits you both.”

They giggled and kept twirling, half-naked and playful. Lysandra reclined on the edge of a lounge chair, watching the scene with clear satisfaction. “You’ve brought more than poetry back into this house, Nathan.”

“I sure have,” I said. After they finished picking out their clothes, we headed out. The only difference now was that my beautiful women had left me aroused and curious. I turned to Lysandra. “So … this school you run—where do the women train?”

She raised an eyebrow with a sly grin. “Oh? Is that what you want to see?”

I smirked. “You brought it up. I’m just being a supportive guest.”

Laughing, she motioned for us to follow. We stepped through a back corridor that led to a separate building just behind her home. Vines draped the entryway, and the sound of voices floated on the breeze. Along the hallway walls, artwork displayed nude women in erotic poses, carved into marble or painted with flowing lines. Some were depicted alone in pleasure, others entwined with lovers.

Lysandra noticed me looking. “These were crafted by the best artists in Lesbos. I commissioned each one personally. They aren’t just for beauty—they’re part of the lessons.”

“Yeah, they’re gorgeous,” I noted.

We stopped just outside a wide, walled garden. Lysandra placed a hand on my arm.

“You have to be quiet,” she whispered. “If they see you, they’ll get distracted. Your presence does that to women.”

We peered into the garden. The space was secluded, surrounded by high stone walls draped with flowering vines. Cushions and low couches were arranged across a marble floor, some beneath the shade of olive trees, others in the warm glow of the afternoon sun.

Six women occupied the space. They moved with slowness, as if time held a different meaning here. Two sat near a small fountain, their bodies glistening with oil. Another pair reclined on the grass, while the final two stood embracing near a statue of Aphrodite.

“Today’s lesson is about patience,” Lysandra whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “Learning to build desire before satisfying it.”

I felt a shiver down my spine as she whispered in my ear, but I turned my attention to the women near the statue pressed closer together. Both were young and beautiful—one with dark curls that cascaded down her back, the other with straight hair. Their transparent robes did little to conceal their bodies, and as I watched, they slipped the fabric from each other’s shoulders, revealing their nude forms in their full glory.

The straight-haired woman cupped her companion’s face, thumbs stroking her cheeks with such tenderness that the gesture felt almost sacred. They stood like that for several heartbeats, simply gazing at one another, their bodies not quite touching except where their hands connected.

“They start with the gaze,” Lysandra explained. “Eyes are the first lovers. Then breath, then touch.”

As if hearing her words, the straight-haired woman leaned forward until their foreheads touched. They breathed together, inhaling when the other exhaled, creating a rhythm that seemed to draw them closer with each breath. Their lips hovered near each other, not quite kissing, just sharing the same air.

My body responded immediately to the scene. There was something profoundly intimate about witnessing this slow act of desire—more arousing than if they had simply fallen upon each other in passion.

The women by the fountain had begun a similar ritual. One knelt behind the other, running oil-slicked hands over her companion’s shoulders, down her arms and across her collarbone. The seated woman’s head fell back, her lips parting in silent pleasure.

“Touch without purpose,” Lysandra continued. “Not racing toward climax, but savoring each sensation.”

The other pair on the grass had progressed further. They lay facing each other, their bodies pressed together from breast to thigh. Their kisses were slow but deep, mouths opening to each other as hands explored the flesh.

“We teach them to prepare their bodies as temples,” Lysandra whispered. “Clean, smooth and ready to be worshipped.”

The straight-haired woman near the statue had finally brought her lips to her partner’s neck. She traced a path with her tongue, slow and sensual, from the hollow of her throat up to the sensitive spot beneath her ear. The curly-haired woman shivered, her hands finding her lover’s hips.

“The neck,” Lysandra whispered, “is where many women first learn to surrender.”

I watched, mesmerized, as the woman’s mouth descended lower. She pulled the sheer fabric away completely, letting it pool at their feet. Both women now stood naked, their bodies glowing in the dappled sunlight. The straight-haired woman bent slightly, her tongue tracing circles around her partner’s breast before drawing the nipple into her mouth.

The curly-haired woman gasped, her back arching slightly. Her hands threaded through her lover’s hair, not guiding, just connecting. The sight of her pleasure—so genuine, so unrestrained—sent a rush of heat through my body.

“They’ve practiced this for weeks,” Lysandra murmured. “Learning the architecture of desire, how to build it stone by stone.”

“You’ve done one hell of a job,” I whispered, making her smile proudly.

Across the garden, the women by the fountain had progressed. The one who had been receiving the oil massage now turned to face her partner. They knelt before each other, breasts nearly touching, nipples hardened to tight peaks. With teasing slowness, one leaned forward to lick a path from the valley between her partner’s breasts up to her collarbone. The receiving woman tilted her head back, exposing more of her neck, which her partner immediately claimed with her mouth.

Their hands explored each other’s bodies with precision—tracing ribs, cupping breasts, thumbs circling nipples until they both shuddered with pleasure. They took turns, one licking and sucking at the other’s breasts while hands wandered lower, teasing but never quite satisfying.

“Notice how they mirror each other,” Lysandra noted. “Giving exactly what they’ve just received.”

They progressed further. One woman now lay back against the grass, her legs parted, while her partner positioned herself between them. I could see clearly that both women were completely smooth—their pussies bare and glistening with arousal. The sight of such intimate preparation made my cock throb painfully against my clothing.

The kneeling woman lowered her head, her tongue extending to taste her lover’s center with a single, deliberate stroke from entrance to clit. The woman on her back moaned, her hips rising to meet the second stroke, then the third.

“They prepare their bodies completely,” Lysandra explained, noticing where my gaze had fixed. “No hair to distract from sensation. When a woman’s tongue finds another’s pussy, there should be nothing between them but pleasure.”

The kneeling woman continued her slow exploration, her tongue making deliberate patterns against her lover’s flesh. Each movement helped build the pleasure gradually—circling the swollen clit without directly touching it, dipping into the entrance only to retreat again, keeping her partner suspended in a state of delicious anticipation.

“Watch how she teases,” Lysandra murmured, and I could hear hints of arousal in her voice. “Never giving exactly what is expected.”

The woman on her back moaned softly, her fingers tangling in her partner’s hair. But her partner maintained the torturous pace, her hands sliding under her lover’s ass, lifting her slightly for better access.

“Please,” I heard the woman whisper. “I need more.”

Her partner looked up, her mouth glistening. “Then show me what you need.”

In one fluid motion, the woman who had been receiving pleasure sat up and guided her partner to lie down. Then, she turned and positioned herself above her lover’s face, her knees on either side of her head. Her ass, perfectly round and smooth, was now facing me as she lowered her head between her partner’s thighs.

“The sixty-nine position,” Lysandra explained. “We teach it not just as a means to mutual pleasure, but as a symbol of perfect balance—giving and receiving simultaneously.”

I couldn’t look away. The woman on top lowered her hips gradually until her pussy met her partner’s waiting mouth. At the same time, she bent forward, her tongue extending to taste the wetness before her.

From our point of view, I could see everything—the way their tongues moved in long, deliberate strokes, how their hands kneaded the flesh of each other’s thighs and ass, the way their bodies responded with subtle tremors. The woman on top had a particularly perfect ass—two flawless globes that tensed and relaxed as she ground herself against her partner’s mouth.

Near the fountain, the other pair had moved into a similar position, though they lay on their sides. Their bodies formed a perfect circle, each woman’s face buried between the other’s thighs. Their movements were synchronized, hips rocking forward to offer more of themselves while simultaneously seeking more pleasure.

The third pair was slowly getting there as well. The straight-haired woman reclined against a pile of cushions while her curly-haired partner knelt before her. She spread her lover’s legs wide, exposing her completely before lowering her mouth to taste her. The straight-haired woman’s back arched beautifully, her breasts thrust upward as pleasure coursed through her body.

All around the garden, the air filled with the sounds of moans.

The pair near the statue shifted positions again. The curly-haired woman guided her straight-haired partner down onto cushions. She arranged her lover’s limbs, positioning her legs so one was extended while the other bent at the knee.

“Now watch,” Lysandra whispered, her voice carrying a hint of reverence. “This is what my school is most famous for teaching.”

The curly-haired woman straddled her partner’s extended leg, then she lifted her leg over her partner’s body. They took their time, as if they had all eternity to find the perfect alignment. She settled herself so that her vagina was positioned directly above her partner’s.

“The art of tribadism,” Lysandra murmured.

I didn’t think it could get any hotter, but I was dead wrong as the curly-haired woman lowered herself until their pussies met. The contact drew gasps from both women. Their slick flesh pressed together—pink against pink, wet against wet. The visual was extraordinary—two women’s most intimate parts joined in perfect symmetry.

“See how they fit together,” Lysandra continued, her breath quickening slightly as if it aroused her. “Like two halves of a whole.”

The women began to move. The curly-haired woman rolled her hips forward in a slow, circular motion. Their labia parted, revealing more of their glistening centers as they spilled their honey all over themselves. With each vagina rub, they became wetter, and their clits—swollen and prominent—brushed against each other.

“They pay extra attention to the clits,” Lysandra explained. “That’s where the most intense sensation builds. The way they rub together, back and forth—it creates a unique friction that penetration alone cannot match.”

The straight-haired woman reached up to grasp her partner’s hips, guiding her movements. Their rhythm remained unhurried, each rock of their hips deliberate and controlled as they were making their way to the peak. The wet sounds of their lovemaking carried across the garden—soft, slick noises that hinted at abundant arousal.

Near the fountain, the other pair had moved into the same position. Their bodies glistened with oil and sweat as they pressed their centers together. One woman had braced herself with hands planted behind her, arching her back to create the perfect angle where their clits could meet with each thrust.

“The secret,” Lysandra said, “is finding the precise pressure. Too soft and the pleasure remains elusive. Too hard and the sensation becomes overwhelming.”

The women demonstrated this balance perfectly. They moved together with increasing urgency, but never lost the controlled precision that made the act so effective. Their wet slits glided against each other, labia parting.

But as time went on, they moved a bit quicker. The curly-haired woman leaned forward slightly, changing the angle so that with each thrust, their clits dragged against each other more directly.

“Oh gods,” she moaned. Her fingers dug into her partner’s thigh, leaving crescent marks on the smooth skin.

The straight-haired woman responded by lifting her hips higher, seeking more pressure. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice breaking with need. “Oh, I love that.”

Their bodies glistened with perspiration, catching the golden afternoon light. The curly-haired woman’s breasts swayed with each movement, her nipples tight and dark with arousal. Her breathing had become shallow, her eyes half-closed in concentration as she chased her pleasure.

“Now they’re approaching the peak,” Lysandra whispered, her voice warm against my ear. “Watch how they surrender to it together.”

The women’s movements became less controlled, more primal. The straight-haired woman reached up to grasp her partner’s breasts, squeezing them.

This new sensation pushed the curly-haired woman closer to the edge. Her rhythm faltered, becoming erratic as her body trembled. “I’m so close,” she said, her voice thick with need.

“Together,” her partner urged, her hips lifting to maintain the perfect pressure between them.

One by one, they climaxed, shivering with intense pleasure, heads thrown back and chests heaving. In the end, their faces were flushed with deeply satisfied, post-orgasmic bliss as they slowly descended from heaven.

Seeing those women climax one by one made me rock hard. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever watched, and my body surged with arousal.

“What did you think?” Lysandra asked, glancing down at the bulge straining against my clothing.

“You’ve taught them well,” I said, tugging at my clothing as the air suddenly felt much hotter.

“Come,” Lysandra said, patting my back. “I only showed you this for your benefit. Usually, we leave them in peace.”

“So, you were willing to bend the rules?” I asked.

She grinned. “For someone as special as you? Absolutely. Now, how long do you plan to stay in Lesbos?”

“We don’t really have a plan,” I admitted. “So far, we’ve just been going with the flow.”

“I imagine, with your lust and virility, you’d like some of our women, correct?”

“If they want to be impregnated,” I told her.

She chuckled, waving her hand dismissively. “Oh, please. They’d do anything for a night with you. But the women here expect more than just a quick in and out. They want to be touched, tasted, and truly satisfied. They’re tired of men who have disappointed them. If you want my help gathering these women, you need to prove you’re worthy of pleasuring a woman first.”

Zafara chuckled softly. “You’re not going to find someone more experienced than Nathan.”

“As a man,” Lysandra agreed, nodding. “I think you’re right. But as a woman—no. You’ve never experienced what it’s like being one. Only one figure in Greek mythology has done that—Tiresias.”

I nodded, glancing at Thaleia as I recalled the myth of Tiresias, the prophet who was transformed into a woman for seven years after striking two mating snakes. “I know.”

“So,” Lysandra continued, “if you’re willing to prove yourself worthy, I’ll help every single woman on this island spread her legs for you.”

“And who do I prove my worth to?” I asked.

She grinned, pointing at herself. “You’ll start with me. And there’s no better place than right here, in the same garden where those women made love.”

My cock throbbed harder than ever. “Right now?”

She laughed. “Not quite. There are a couple more lessons. The grass needs to become a bit lusher and wetter. I was thinking of this evening, and we’ll continue further tonight.”

“We’ll spend that much time?” I asked her.

She nodded. “Time is necessary. You saw how those women took it one step at a time.”

I nodded, remembering their sensual movements—one touch leading to another until their legs intertwined, their most intimate parts rubbing together, spreading their fresh nectar all over each other. “I saw them.”

“In the meantime, you may enjoy the city. You’re more than welcome to stay here. I’ll prepare a room for you and make sure everything is comfortable for all of you.”

“Thank you,” I said, dipping my head.

When we stepped out of Lysandra’s estate, the sun was still warm over the rooftops. Zafara stayed behind, saying she needed time to meditate.

I turned to Thea and Thaleia. “So, what should we do first?”

Thea brushed her hair from her face. “There’s a temple of Aphrodite here.”

Thaleia smiled. “We’ve seen what women learn. Now let’s see what they worship.”

We had to ask for directions a few times. Each woman we met was beautiful, and helpful, pointing us down stone-lined paths and archways. Some smiled at me for a little too long, asking about my origins.

When we arrived, the Temple of Aphrodite sat like a dream on top of a hill—built from pink limestone and flanked with statues of Aphrodite and flower garlands hanging along the entrance.

Women knelt in prayer. Some were bare to the waist, others draped in transparent robes. They placed petals, perfume and small scrolls of poetry on the altars.

As soon as they saw Thaleia, a group of priestesses noticed. One of them gently touched her wrist.

“You carry the goddess in your breath,” she said.

Thaleia smiled. “May I?” she asked the priestess.

The woman nodded, and Thaleia responded with a verse, “Where petals fall, the goddess listens.”

The priestess answered, “And where she listens, desire blooms.”

Thaleia stepped forward and kissed the woman on the cheek, her eyes bright. The group welcomed her like one of their own, and Thaleia quickly introduced herself as a priestess of Aphrodite at Corinth.

The head priestess turned to me, watching curiously. “Who is this man?”

“This is Nathan. He’s on a divine mission,” she said, “and I was chosen to guide him across Greece.”

The priestess studied me closely, then nodded slowly, as if sensing something beneath my skin. “He’s godlike.”

“Indeed, he is,” another priestess agreed.

Thaleia told them more about me and what I’d already done for Greece. They began giggling when she mentioned my divinity and special powers. Clearly turned on, they asked eagerly when they might have their turns.

“We’ll most likely see each other again,” I said, keeping it vague so as not to make promises.

“Can we borrow her for a ritual?” the head priestess asked.

I nodded. “Go ahead.”

While Thea and I waited, Thaleia let herself be led toward the circle of blessing. We stood off to the side, watching as Thaleia joined the others in the ritual.

Thea leaned in next to me. “She did this in Corinth too,” she whispered. “Even here, she stands out.”

I nodded. “Yeah, all the women here look like flowers. But Thaleia—she’s the rose.”

“Agreed,” Thea said, waiting till she’d finished.

After the temple, we followed a growing crowd through winding streets. The ocean breeze guided us toward an open-air theater perched on the cliffside.

Thea leaned over and asked a woman in a transparent chiton, her boobs and shaven pussy clearly visible, “What’s going on?”

“A play,” the woman said. “At the Theater of Mytilene.”

She invited us, and we followed her there. We took our seats, the sea behind the stage glowing in the late sunlight. The performance began.

Two beautiful lovers stood center stage, reciting poetry of longing and desire. They had been separated by war, but at last, they could embrace again after years of sorrow. Slowly, they undressed one another, piece by piece, their kisses growing deeper, their touches more passionate. Gradually, they descended into complete intimacy, licking each other until they both climaxed. It looked genuine—either they were truly in love, or they were the greatest actors I’d ever seen. Afterward, they lay together, whispering poems like lovers sharing pillow talk. I had never seen a play like this before; it felt like a mixture of poetry and pornography.

I felt a heat rise in me again. Watching Lysandra train her women earlier hadn’t helped. This just added fuel to the fire burning in my groin.

Thaleia leaned against my left side. Thea nestled into my right. I could tell by the looks on their faces that they’d loved the play, though they spoke less about the intimacy and more about the poetry itself.

“Although the kissing and lovemaking were definitely the cherry on top,” Thea added.

When we left, the sky was golden. The beach wasn’t far—just tucked below the path, open to anyone. Women moved freely. Some nude, others half-covered. All of them glowing in the soft light. It felt like I’d arrived at paradise—the virgin island.

“Should we hop in nude?” Thaleia asked.

“Why not,” I said.

Thaleia didn’t hesitate. She stepped out of her sandals, slipped off her gown, and walked toward the sea.

A breeze blew her thick hair to the right, making it flutter, and she looked back and smiled. “Come on. Let Lesbos welcome you properly.”

Thea undressed slowly, folding her chiton, and joined Thaleia in the surf. Thea’s long hair was gorgeous, reaching her rear and fluttering in the breeze.

I stood in the sand, watching their bare bodies vanish into the water. Thea turned around, her boobs wet and glistening clean. “What are you waiting for?”

The breeze cooled my skin but did nothing to calm what stirred beneath. I pulled my tunic over my head and stepped forward. The water curled around my thighs as I moved toward them. They splashed around me, floating and laughing. I splashed them back, playing as if I were young again—and it certainly felt that way. It was more than youth; it was being in a different time and place, an ancient land filled with women who desired me. I savored every moment, splashing and gently grabbing them, making them shriek playfully. They begged me to toss them into the air, squealing in surprise at how high they flew before landing with a loud splash. Eventually, we settled down, holding onto each other comfortably.

Their hands brushed against my skin, teasing. I tried to keep my focus, but their wet curves shimmered, impossible to ignore. I felt myself harden beneath the water.

Thaleia drifted closer, her voice low and teasing. “If this is what one afternoon on Lesbos does to you…”

I chuckled. “One afternoon? I think you’ve left out some parts.”

Thaleia pressed a kiss to my neck. “I just love teasing you.”

Thea moved beside her, and the three of us leaned together in the water for a slow, shared kiss—wet, warm and filled with growing need. Our arms wrapped around one another, bodies drawn close. We held the moment as the sun slowly lowered.

Eventually, we returned to Lysandra’s estate. The scent of food greeted us, along with the sight of Lysandra and Zafara waiting in the lounge.

She wore a deep purple transparent chiton, one that showed even more skin than before. The fabric clung to her, and I could clearly see she was dripping wet beneath it. She didn’t bother to hide it. It was like an invitation, a clear sign that she was waiting for me.

I had a feeling she was testing me. Just looking at her made my cock twitch. We shared stories of what we’d seen—the temple, the play and the sea. Lysandra listened, pleased to hear we were enjoying ourselves.

She looked at me knowingly. “Good. Enjoy it all. But later tonight, I want you for myself.”

After we finished eating, she took me by the hand and led me to the same garden where her students had once made love in the afternoon sun.

She turned to me and asked softly, “How does it feel? The tension? That energy you’ve built up?”

“It feels strong.”

“Strong … exactly how a man should be.” She stepped closer. “Draw in a deep breath.”

I did. The air was thick with the scent of femininity. Flowers, sweat and sex from earlier. “It smells like female lovemaking.”

“It does. Love is powerful,” she said. “But it only grows with care. Like flowers. Like us.”

She traced her finger down her belly. “Water brings life. Fertility needs it. And so does wetness.”

She boldly took my hand and guided it between her thighs. My fingers slipped easily against her soaked center.

I blinked. “How have you been walking around like this all day?”

She smiled. “It’s an art. Holding it in. Letting it build. The tension makes everything better.”

She didn’t let go of my hand. She encouraged me to touch her further, exploring her love hole.

While I continued my exploration, dipping in a finger and rubbing her pink pearly clit, Lysandra’s hand moved to the front of my tunic. She traced the outline of my hardness through the fabric, and a grin spread on her lips. She arched an eyebrow, probably wondering if the legend was true. When she finally slipped her hand beneath the cloth, her fingers wrapped around my length, and she gasped at the revelation.

“By the gods,” she whispered, touching and feeling my shaft. A small giggle escaped her lips as she felt my full size. “You truly are a god.”

I felt myself grow even harder in her hand. The way she caressed me—with confidence and skill—told me she knew exactly what she was doing. “I told you I’m no impostor.”

She grinned and continued to stroke me with her smooth hand. “What do you want from me?”

“I want to please you,” I said, my fingers still moving against her slickness. “Tell me how the women of Lesbos like to be loved. I’d like to give them my all.”

Lysandra’s eyes sparkled in the moonlight. “I like the sound of that.”

She guided me toward a bed of cushions. “First,” she said, lying back and pulling me down beside her, “we believe in patience. True pleasure isn’t rushed.” She removed her transparent chiton completely, revealing her entire body to my gaze. She was goddess-like, tall, bronzed, curvy and busty. Her thick hair erotically veiled her breasts, reaching the borders of her womanhood. “Touch me everywhere except where you know I want it most.”

I followed her instructions, letting my hands roam across her skin. I traced the curve of her neck, the slope of her shoulders, and the swell of her breasts without touching her nipples. My fingers traveled along her ribs, circled her navel and caressed her thighs, carefully avoiding the glistening center that beckoned me for a second round.

“Good,” she murmured, her skin flushing with arousal. “Now use your mouth the same way.”

I lowered my lips to her collarbone, tasting the salt of her skin. I kissed a path down her body, licking her sweet flesh as well. When I reached her breasts, I circled each nipple with my tongue but didn’t take them into my mouth, not yet. Her back arched slightly, seeking more contact.

“The women of Lesbos,” she said between quickening breaths, “understand that desire builds like waves. Each time you approach pleasure but don’t fully claim it, the next wave grows stronger.”

I continued my erotic exploration, trailing kisses down her stomach and across her thighs, drawing closer to her center with each pass. I could feel her muscles tense with anticipation, her breathing growing more ragged. I couldn’t stop looking at her sweet fruit either—that sweet little thing I desperately wanted to taste.

“You’re an attentive student,” she whispered, her fingers raking through my hair. “Most men rush. They don’t understand the art of building desire.”

I looked up at her from between her thighs, my eyes meeting hers. “I want to learn everything from you.”

She smiled, a mixture of desire and appreciation in her expression. “You’ve proven yourself a good listener so far. That’s rare in a man.”

I continued my journey, kissing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, coming close to her center before retreating again. Each time, she shifted her hips subtly. “The waiting,” she said, “is part of the pleasure. When the moment finally arrives, it’s all the more intense.”

Her words encouraged me, and I took my time, savoring each inch of her skin, learning which touches made her breath catch, which made her sigh with pleasure. The garden around us seemed to fade away, leaving only us in the world.

“Now,” she finally whispered as if she couldn’t hold it in, “taste me.”

I lowered my mouth to her center, pressing my tongue onto her slick folds. She was incredibly wet, her arousal coating my lips as I explored her with slow strokes. I took a moment to truly taste her, the sweetness lingering on my tongue. She tasted like a ripe peach, and I continued to lick and enjoy her. Moving away from her hole, I traced her entrance, then moved upward, circling her clit without directly touching it.

“Yes,” she said, her head falling back against the cushions. “Just like that.”

I continued to use my mouth and lips, listening to her breathing, feeling the tension in her thighs as they trembled on either side of my head. When I finally took her clit between my lips, sucking gently while my tongue flicked across it, she moaned loudly, her hips rising to meet me.

“By the gods,” she said, “you’re—you’re magnificent at this.”

Her flattery made me bolder as I continued pleasuring her, my hands sliding beneath her to cup her ass and lifting her center to my mouth. I lost myself in the act, my erection throbbing against my clothes as I listened to her sounds of pleasure.

“Some men,” she managed between gasps, “think they know a woman’s body. But you—you truly understand.”

I took a break, licking my lips. “I’ve been with thousands already,” I told her with a wink, before plunging back into her pussy. I licked continuously until her nectar was smeared across my chin and cheeks. She began thrusting her hips against me, and by the sounds, I knew she was rapidly approaching her peak.

“Oh, that’s fine,” she said suddenly, her hand pressing against my forehead, gently pushing me away.

I looked up, surprised. Her chest heaved with desire, her skin flushed pink from her face down to her breasts. Sweat glistened on her forehead and between her breasts.

“I don’t want to finish yet,” she explained, her voice husky with need. “The lesson isn’t complete.”

She sat up slowly, and she guided me to lie back against the cushions. “Now it’s my turn to explore you.”

“I’m all yours.” This was a moment that I was waiting for. I reclined, letting her take control. She started caressing my chest, and the way her hands moved inward, made her cleavage deeper. My eyes fixed right on her boobs, so round and soft. Smiling, she bent forward, her breasts brushing against my skin as her lips found my neck. The sensation of her mouth, warm and wet, sent shivers down my spine all the while her nipples grazed my chest.

“The women of Lesbos,” she whispered against my skin, “believe that pleasure should be reciprocal. Equal. Balanced.”

Her words made my cock throb. There was something so sensual about them. Her fingers reached my clothing, slowly removing each piece until I lay completely bare before her. When my erection sprang free, she made a small sound of appreciation.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, running her fingertips lightly along my length. “Like a sculpture coming to life.”

She lowered her head, her hair falling around her face as she placed kisses on my chest. Her tongue circled each nipple, mirroring what I had done to her. I groaned at the unexpected sensitivity, my back arching slightly as pleasure coursed through me.

“Men often forget,” she said between kisses, “that their bodies are just as capable of receiving pleasure as giving it.”

Her mouth continued its journey downward. “The women I teach,” she continued, her lips now hovering just above my hardness, “learn that mouths are instruments of pleasure. Not just for words or kisses, but for worshipping every part of a lover’s body.”

Her tongue darted out, licking a single stripe from the base of my shaft to the tip. I sucked in a breath, my hands fisting in the cushions beneath me.

“You taste divine,” she whispered, her eyes meeting mine.

“Not the first time I’ve heard that.”

“Like ambrosia.”

“That’s the first time.”

Giggling, she took her time, exploring me with her tongue—circling the head, tracing the veins along my shaft, occasionally dipping lower to tease more sensitive areas.

Then she slid off me, and everything happened naturally from there. I moved on top of her, and my wet erection found her precious love hole, already dripping like a honeypot. I pressed gently against her soft lips until the crown slipped inside, then thrust slowly, sinking deep into her until her breasts cushioned my chest, and I breathed in her sweet scent. She moaned softly in my ear, caressing my back as I sheathed myself fully in her heavenly pussy. She didn’t need to say another word. I withdrew slowly, then pushed in again, finding a steady rhythm, pleasuring her nerve endings as her channel squeezed and massaged every inch of my cock. She kissed my neck repeatedly, holding onto me with such affection that warmth spread through my body in a way I’d never quite experienced before.

Instinctively, I picked up the pace. She didn’t have to instruct me anymore; it all just fell into place. I drew my head back briefly, looking into her eyes, finding only lust and joy reflected as I slid inside her again. She cupped my neck, pulling my lips onto hers. I deepened the kiss, our tongues exploring each other as I continued fucking her. Gradually, her back arched, her breathing grew heavier, and a tingling sensation spread throughout my body. I watched her flushed cheeks as she neared her climax, smiling dreamily up at me, softly whispering my name.

Finally, she tensed, and her body shuddered beneath me. Her grip tightened around me before releasing slightly, and with one deep, slow thrust, I exploded inside her, pumping my seed deep into her sweet pussy. I groaned, both from pleasure and from the bittersweet knowledge that the moment had come to an end.

I rested my forehead gently against hers, savoring our closeness.

“I underestimated you,” she said with a giggle.

“I have a feeling you did that intentionally, just so I’d make love to you.”

She chuckled and playfully punched my chest, revealing a hint of youthfulness. “I did not,” she protested. “Okay, maybe I did.”

“I don’t blame you,” I said gently. “So… did I pass your test? Am I worthy enough to love the Lesbians?”

“You certainly are,” she said, wrapping her arms around me in a hug while I still lay on top of her. “And I’ll help guide them all to you.”

I sighed in relief. Lesbos was quickly becoming my favorite destination in Greece.


Chapter 16 Cleo the Spartan

Over the next few days, Lysandra made good on her promise to gather the most beautiful women of Lesbos for me. Each morning, I would awake to find a new lovely beauty waiting in the garden, her transparent chiton revealing every lesbian curve. Some were shy at first, averting their eyes demurely as I approached. Others were bolder, meeting my gaze with undisguised hunger, their nipples already straining against the sheer fabric and their fruits already soaking their garments.

Many of them admitted they’d never been with a man and that they found women sexier—but I was the exception. Once they saw me nude, they didn’t hesitate to spread their legs for me.

Between breedings, Lysandra tended to me and shared her wisdom. She taught me the art of slow seduction—how to build anticipation with lingering touches and whispered praise until a woman trembled with need. Only then would I enter her, savoring the warmth and wetness as her body welcomed me.

Sometimes I felt bold enough to ask Lysandra for a show. She never hesitated, making passionate love to a woman before me—starting with tender caresses, moving to kisses and licks, and ending with their pussies grinding together in ecstasy. I watched in awe as she rubbed her pussy against another woman’s, their bodies moving in perfect rhythm. And just before her climax, Lysandra pulled away and left the woman to me—dripping wet and completely aroused.

As the days passed, word of my divinity spread through the island. More and more women found their way to Lysandra’s garden, eager for a taste of the pleasure and fertility I could provide. Many longed to be impregnated by the famed fertility god, to carry a divine child in their womb. I spent myself inside them again and again, marveling at their beauty.

Some encounters featured multiple partners. I lost myself in the ripe, heady scent of their arousal and the slickness of their folds as they rubbed against each other. I would enter one woman while another straddled her face while the other licked another in front of her. With each breeding, we got more creative—threesomes, foursomes, and more—until it felt like I was on the verge of impregnating the entire island.

Now and then, I took breaks to explore. Today, I’d promised Thaleia we’d go for a walk. The sun had dipped low, casting a glow over the sea as Thaleia and I walked along the beach. The heat was rising, and I tugged at my tunic to cool down. The waves crashed against the shore as Thaleia and I talked about everything—our journey, the women, and how far we’d come. My attention was fully on her, at least until I spotted a beautiful young woman who immediately stood out from the rest.

She sat by the shoreline with two others. She caught my eye immediately—something about her stood out. Her clothing was different, more functional and less decorative. She didn’t wear jewelry or makeup. Her brown hair was tied back simply, and her arms and shoulders were bare. The chiton she wore was shorter than what the women here usually wore.

I nudged Thaleia. “Who’s that?”

Thaleia followed my gaze. “She’s probably a Spartan.”

“How do you know?”

“Judging by the lack of makeup and her chiton,” she said. “Spartan women prefer simplicity. They usually don’t wear jewelry or makeup.”

“So she just came here by herself?” I asked since the other girls around here definitely looked like local Lesbians.

“They have more freedom than Athenian women do.”

“Really? I thought Sparta was strict.”

“It is,” Thaleia said. “But mostly for men. The women live differently. Stronger, more independent.”

“Huh, I didn’t know that,” I said, but my gaze fixed on the Spartan.

She glanced at me. “Do you want to talk to her? Or have you already impregnated her too?” She waggled her eyebrows.

I shook my head. “No, not her. But I recognize one of the girls she’s with. I bred her earlier.”

“Yeah, she definitely looks like a Lesbian.”

Curious, I approached. As I got closer, the girls noticed me. They giggled and pointed, whispering among themselves, but it was the Spartan who looked the most intrigued. Her eyes stayed on me, calm and focused.

I greeted her first. “I haven’t seen you around before.”

She raised a brow. “I’ve heard about you. You’re Nathan, right? The fertility god everyone’s talking about?”

“I am.”

“My mother’s been looking for you.”

That caught me off guard. “Who’s your mother?”

“Gorgo,” she said, almost too casually.

Thaleia stepped beside me. “Wait. As in Queen Gorgo?”

Cleo nodded. “Yes.”

The name clicked instantly. I stared at her, stunned. “Who is she married to?” I asked.

“She was married to King Leonidas.”

I paused. The name hit me. “He died at Thermopylae.”

“He did,” Cleo said. “The war cost us more than men. It left a hole.”

“So that’s why your mother is looking for me?”

“Yes.”

“And that’s why you’re here?”

Cleo smirked. “Not exactly. I’m on a bit of a naughty journey, really. I frequently come to Lesbos because I enjoy the company of women. But I’m also here under the excuse of delivering a message from Sparta. It’s just a coincidence I met you here.”

“The world is small.”

“Indeed.” She leaned in slightly. “So, would you like to come with me to Sparta?”

I didn’t answer right away. I thought it over.

Cleo leaned in closer, her tone playful. “I leave tomorrow, so you’ve got a day on you.”

One of the girls beside her playfully slapped Cleo’s arm. “Hey, don’t take Nathan away from us.”

Cleo grinned back. “He’s the one taking the girls away from me.”

I laughed and said, “I’ll have to talk to my girls first.”

Cleo chuckled and waved it off. “They’re just teasing,” she said, motioning to her friends. “Go talk to them first. Then come see me later.”

* * *

Back at Lysandra’s estate, we gathered outside under the evening sky. The air was still warm. I sat down with Thea, Thaleia, Zafara, and Lysandra, still thinking about the encounter with Cleo.

“I met someone today,” I began. “She says she’s Gorgo’s daughter.”

Lysandra raised her head with interest. “Cleo? I know her well. She’s been coming here non-stop.”

I looked at her. “Really?”

She nodded. “She’s not exactly a fan of Sparta. Doesn’t enjoy being the queen’s daughter either. She likes it here better—freer. Less judgment. She blends in better with the Lesbians.”

I glanced at her. “Do you think it’s safe for me to go there?”

Lysandra paused for a moment, then nodded slowly. “Most likely. Sparta is ruled by two dynasties—the Agiad and the Eurypontid. Cleo and Gorgo are Agiad. That gives them political weight. But the Eurypontid side… not all of them will be pleased about someone like you coming.”

I turned to Zafara. “What do you think?”

Zafara looked thoughtful. “You’d be walking into a city built on discipline and pride. If you go, go prepared. But if Cleo is with you—and her mother’s backing it—it might open the right doors.”

“What about the king?”

“Archidamus II,” Lysandra said. “He helped negotiate the peace with Pericles. There’s a connection. But the men… they’ll be jealous. Envious. Especially of someone like you.”

I leaned back, still thinking. I had more questions than answers. But deep down, I was leaning toward going.

Thaleia noticed. “You want to go, don’t you?”

I nodded slowly. “I think I have to.”

Thea glanced at Thaleia, then back at me. “We’re okay with it. We’re honestly a little envious of how free their women are.”

Thaleia smirked. “But their men stink. Just so you know.”

Thea chuckled. “They separate men and women completely, anyway. So we don’t mind spending time around Spartan women.”

I looked around at all of them. “We’ll leave soon. But I need to see Cleo tomorrow first.”

Lysandra’s smile faltered just slightly. “Of course. All good things come to an end eventually. I’m just grateful to have been loved by you, Nathan. And for what you’ve given the women of Lesbos.”

Thaleia nudged her gently. “Who knows, they might not remain Lesbians after this.”

Lysandra shook her head. “Oh, they will. There’s only one Nathan. None of the local men can make them feel the way he does.”

I met her gaze. “You’ve shown me a world I didn’t know existed. You’re a woman I’ll never forget.”

She leaned in slightly, her voice quiet. “Then give me one last night. Will you sleep with me tonight, Nathan?”

I didn’t hesitate. “I will.”

Her eyes dropped to the ground, then back to mine, her lips parting slightly. The deep purple chiton she wore shimmered in the low light, and I couldn’t help but notice the slick shine between her thighs, visible through the thin fabric. She wasn’t hiding it—if anything, she welcomed me with spread legs.

* * *

When I woke up, Lysandra was beside me. I could still see the dried traces of cum on her pussy lips and the insides of her thighs. I’d taken her more than once last night, even though the foreplay had stretched long—full of caresses, oral pleasure, and deep, lingering massages. She had wanted me again and again, her hunger insatiable, sensual in a way that defied her age. We’d fallen asleep spooning, her body pressed tightly against mine, as if afraid I’d disappear before morning.

When she stirred awake, she gently traced a circle on my chest with her fingertip and whispered into my ear, “Again… please.” It was the first time I’d heard desperation in her voice—and I couldn’t resist her.

I grew hard in an instant. Lifting her leg, I found her wet, swollen pussy waiting for me. I slid inside with a low moan, moving in and out slowly until we both climaxed.

She sighed in relief as I withdrew, her body trembling slightly. She watched the moment pass as if it played in slow motion, and I caught her whispering a soft farewell.

Then she turned to face me, eyes locked with mine. I saw gratitude in them… and a hint of sorrow.

“I’ve never felt this way about a man,” she admitted. “I never thought I’d miss a man so much.”

“Life goes on,” I said, brushing my hand along her side. “You’ve got plenty of beautiful women to keep you company.”

“But it’s been different with you,” she said, pressing her lips to mine. “Still, I understand. You have a duty to fulfill. I won’t keep you hostage here.”

“Wouldn’t be a bad place to be held captive,” I said, making her laugh. “I just thought of something.”

“What’s that?” she asked, her arm still draped over my chest.

“I have to find Cleo before it’s too late,” I said quietly.

Lysandra stirred and nodded. “I understand,” she said. “Do what you need to do. I’ll prepare the girls while you’re gone. They’ll be ready whenever you return.”

Before hopping out of bed, I kissed her again, making her smile. I dressed quickly and made my way down to the harbor. The sun had risen a little higher, casting a shimmer on the water. The breeze carried the scent of salt and fish. I moved between the boats, scanning the faces of merchants, sailors and travelers. No sign of her, and it worried me.

I checked near the loading docks, walked past crates of goods and fishermen hauling in nets, but she wasn’t there. I walked to the far end of the harbor, hoping she might be waiting near one of the smaller boats. Still nothing.

My stomach tightened. What if she’d already left??

“Looking for someone?” a woman behind a cart of nets asked.

“Spartan girl. Brown hair, short chiton.”

She smiled. “She hasn’t left. You’ll probably find her down by the beach.”

I thanked her and walked quickly in that direction.

The shoreline stretched ahead, quiet and golden in the morning light. Then I saw her. Cleo walked alone along the edge of the water, her eyes on the sea.

I approached slowly, not wanting to scare her. “You’re by yourself.”

She looked at me, a smile spreading on her lips. “Sometimes at home, it’s a lot. Too much. I need moments like this. I’m not exactly the biggest fan of Sparta. I’d love to see more of the world, to live outside its rules.”

“I know that feeling,” I said.

She raised an eyebrow. “Where are you from, really?”

I hesitated, then said, “I’ve traveled through time. I’m not from this era.”

Cleo stared at me, then let out a short breath of disbelief. “If you didn’t have those fertility powers, I’d never believe you. But I’ve heard enough to know you’re not ordinary.”

“I get that,” I said. “But Cleo, I want to come. With you.”

Her face lit up with a smile. “My mother will be so happy to see you.”

I smiled back. “Honestly, I can’t wait to see her. Even in my time, she’s talked about.”

That made her pause. “Really?”

“Yes.”

She stood a little straighter. “My mother is fifty now, but still strong. And she’s never needed makeup or jewels to be seen.”

I could see she meant it. There was pride in her tone, not arrogance. “She sounds strong and independent.”

She added, “She is. You’ll see. She’s ruled wisely since my father fell. She doesn’t say much, but when she does, people listen.”

“I can’t wait to meet her.”

She placed a hand on my arm. “I’ll wait for you at the harbor.”

I nodded. “I’ll be there.”

Then I turned back, hurrying back to Lysandra. When I arrived, they were already packing. Thea, Thaleia and Zafara helped organize everything as we loaded the last of our belongings onto the Pleasure Express.

At the harbor, it was time to say farewell. Lysandra stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a long, warm embrace that lingered. It made me think of all the intimate moments we had together, and everything she’d taught me.

“Thank you again,” she whispered, her lips brushing close to my ear. “For returning my poems. And for giving this island your love and your seed.”

I held her tightly, my hand caressing her back. “You showed me a world I never expected. I’ll never forget you.”

She looked up into my eyes, her fingertips tracing along my jaw. “You’ve left more than a mark here, Nathan. You’ve awakened something in us. I’ll send gifts to Athens. Things you can bring back home. But nothing will match what you gave us here.”

She leaned in and kissed me, one last time, full of emotion and longing.

The others boarded the boat, and I stood for a moment, waving at Lysandra and the women gathered by the dock. Lysandra blew me a kiss with a smile that said more than words could. I lifted my hand again, holding the moment just a little longer before I finally turned away and stepped aboard. I watched Lysandra all the while, and she stood there watching me back till the island disappeared.

I turned toward the Spartan ship. Cleo stood at the bow. She spotted me, raised a hand, and waved.

I waved back and turned my gaze to the sea, looking forward to our next chapter.


Chapter 17 Sparta

This evening, we stopped at an island to get some rest. Cleo was already waiting on the shore. She waved at us as we joined her.

“How was the sailing?” I asked.

“Uneventful,” she said, glancing out at the waves. “Gave me time to think.”

She paused for a moment, then looked at me again.

“Are you excited for Sparta?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Curious, too. I want to know more.”

She crossed her arms loosely. “What do you want to know? I can tell you anything.”

“How’s the women there?”

“The most important thing to know about,” she said playfully. “Spartan women have more freedom than Athenian noble wives. They stay inside, mostly. We don’t.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?”

“We can own land, manage estates, inherit property. We train, too. Not just the boys.”

That caught me off guard. “You train like the warriors?”

She smirked. “Not exactly like them. But we learn strength, discipline and even endurance. A weak woman can’t raise strong sons. That’s how we see it.”

“Interesting,” I said, her words sparking my imagination of what life in Sparta might be like.

“We’re taught to speak clearly and boldly. You’ve heard the saying, haven’t you? ‘Come back with your shield—or on it.’ That’s something a Spartan mother tells her son. And they mean it.”

“Why did you say they instead of we?”

She wrinkled her nose. “I think there’s too much discipline in our society and too little living—but that’s just my minority opinion.”

I got the impression she wasn’t a fan of her city, but she went on., telling me how Spartan women were known for their wit and sharp tongues, how they wrote poetry that didn’t beg for love but demanded it. It was a different world than what I had seen in Athens.

* * *

On the following day, we boarded again and set sail for Sparta. It didn’t take long for the coastline of Lacedaemon to come into view, rugged and dry, with distant mountains like gray teeth against the horizon. As we neared the Eurotas River, the city, Sparta, came into view. There were no towering marble columns or ornate facades like in Athens.

“Where’s all the decoration?” I asked, glancing around.

Cleo looked at me, amused. “Spartans don’t care for show. Beauty in function, and strength in simplicity. We don’t build to impress.”

The city wasn’t enclosed by walls. I remembered hearing that Sparta didn’t believe in fortifications—they believed their warriors were the walls. The houses were simple, rectangular, made of sun-dried brick and wood. Roads were wide, flat, and dusty.

When we disembarked, Cleo gestured for me to follow. “Come. Mom wants to see you.”

We crossed through the agora—modest, but active. Women in peplos robes moved among the men, their shoulders bare and their thighs visible. Children ran barefoot, and the people didn’t stare at us like foreigners. Maybe they didn’t care, or maybe Cleo was enough to make them trust.

The royal dwelling wasn’t a palace by Athenian standards. It was a large, well-built house near the city center. Thick wooden beams, clean lines and no luxury.

Cleo pushed through the door curtain, and I followed her inside.

“Mom?”

A woman rose from a shaded part of the room. Queen Gorgo. She looked up, and her face brightened. “Cleo,” she said warmly, stepping forward. “Nice to have you back here.” They embraced tightly.

“Nice to see you too, Mom,” Cleo said.

“How was Lesbos?” Gorgo asked, stroking her back.

“Fine,” Cleo said with a grin. “I found the man you were looking for.”

Breaking the hug, Gorgo’s eyes widened slightly as she turned to me. At fifty, she still had the posture of someone who didn’t tolerate nonsense. Her hair was thick and dark, pulled back in braids, and her skin was clear. No makeup, no paint. Just strong, sharp features and eyes that missed nothing. She was also toned and fit, especially for her age. I couldn’t see any wrinkles either, as if she’d defied age.

“Is it?” she asked unsurely. “Are you Nathan, the fertility God?”

“Yes,” I said, meeting her royal gaze. “That’s me.”

“It is an honor to meet you,” she said as she took my hand, giving it a squeeze. “Welcome to our home. Or what you might call a palace.”

I bowed my head. “The honor is mine.”

She smiled faintly. “Good. Because I want to discuss a thing or two with you. But first—let’s eat.”

She led us to a side room with a long, low table. The meal was already laid out: barley bread, black broth, figs, cheese, and a bit of roasted pork. Simple but filling.

As we sat, Gorgo turned to me. “I am Queen Gorgo, wife of Leonidas. I ruled in his stead when he fell at Thermopylae. We’ve kept Sparta strong, but the wars have drained us.”

Cleo looked away as if the topic unsettled her. I was beginning to understand why she preferred an island like Lesbos—where peace reigned over war and drama.

“I’ve heard about you and Leonidas,” I said, giving her a respectful nod.

Gorgo looked down briefly, then back at me. “The Persians failed to break us, but the cost was high. We have too few men now. Too few children are born after them.” She paused to sip water from a clay cup. “That’s why I sent spies looking for you. Sparta needs life again.”

I set down my cup and nodded. “Your daughter’s quite the spy,” I said with a teasing smile.

Cleo chuckled. “Hey, I never went looking for you.”

“He’s just joking,” Gorgo said flatly.

I let their banter pass and focused on what mattered. “I understand what you’re asking. And I’ll do what I can to help.”

Gorgo met my gaze. “When I look at you, I see the remnants of a god. But our kings might see something else. One of them is certain to put you on trial to prove your worth—and you may have to be separated from your women.”

I looked over at Gorgo. “And will my women be safe during the trial?”

She nodded. “They will remain here under my protection. Cleo will see to their needs. No harm will come to them.”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. “And who rules here now? Is there a king I should meet?”

Gorgo set her cup down. “Sparta is ruled by two kings. It’s our tradition. But only one truly holds power right now—Archidamus II. The other, Pleistoanax, is too young to command alone. Most decisions fall to Archidamus and the ephors.”

“I see … You may take me to them whenever you’re ready.”

She folded her arms. “They will want to see you soon.”

After the meal, Gorgo stood and gestured for me to follow. “Come. It’s time you met Archidamus.”

We walked through a part of the city that was quieter, past training yards and long, plain buildings made of stone and wood. There were no guards posted in ceremonial armor, just men and women going about their routines.

Archidamus lived in a modest house like the others, though slightly larger. A soldier’s dwelling, not a king’s palace. He met us outside, standing tall in a crimson cloak pinned over one shoulder. His hair was black with streaks of iron gray, tied back tightly. His eyes were focused, alert, and there was no mistaking the authority in them.

“So,” Archidamus said as we approached, “you’re the one I’ve heard about. Pericles sent word—said a fertility god had walked into his city and would help the Delian League.”

“Yes, that’s me,” I said, keeping my back straight.

His gaze traveled down my frame. “You look more like Zeus than a mortal, but that alone doesn’t convince me.”

He stepped closer. “This is Sparta. Do you want to spread your seed here? Then prove you have a Spartan mind, not just a divine body.”

I met his eyes. “Put me to any test.”

That caught him off guard. A faint grin tugged at the edge of his mouth. “Bold. Good. Let’s see if you live up to the stories.”

He turned slightly, gesturing for me to follow him inside. The interior was sparse—weapon racks, training gear, a table with scrolls. He didn’t sit. He just looked at me.

“For seven days, you’ll be tested. Each day will bring a new challenge—one testing your body, another your will, your mind, your pain tolerance, your control, your endurance, and your discipline. You’ll train with our men, fast with them, sleep little, and push yourself to the edge. Only if you pass all seven will the council permit you to fulfill your purpose. If you endure, you’ll be free to plant your seed.”

I nodded. The challenge didn’t scare me. Days without women … that energy had to go somewhere.

“Understood,” I said. “I’ll be ready.”

Archidamus studied me for a moment longer, then nodded once. “We’ll see.”

Gorgo and I walked outside again, and she turned to me. “Would you like to walk through the city?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

We left Archidamus’s home and made our way through the streets. As we walked, I noticed how the people greeted Gorgo with respect—not out of fear, but admiration. Men inclined their heads. Women met her eyes directly. Even the children seemed to sense her importance.

I turned to her. “They respect you. And they also seem to respect women here more than in other cities in Greece. Why?”

She looked ahead, voice steady. “Because we are the only women who give birth to men. That’s what they say. But it’s more than that. In Sparta, we raise warriors. We don’t hide from hardship.”

She slowed her pace slightly. “Historically, we had to be strong. We were outnumbered by helots—slaves who could revolt at any time. The men trained. The women managed everything else. We couldn’t afford weakness.”

We turned down a path lined with olive trees. “Strength isn’t just for the battlefield. It’s for childbirth. For managing estates. For holding the family together when the men are gone. We train because we must. Because if we break, everything breaks.”

I listened intently, fascinated by her words. She led me to a stone well tucked at the edge of a quiet square. The air shifted, heavier. I looked at it, and it reminded me of something, a scene from a famous movie.

“It was here,” she revealed, “that my husband, Leonidas, kicked the Persian envoys down when they demanded submission. They came with words. He answered with action.”

That’s right. A shiver ran down my spine. If she only knew how famous that moment had become—how it echoed through history even thousands of years later.

Her eyes lingered on a nearby statue of Leonidas. A warrior’s stance, his features chiseled and proud. She stared at it for a long moment. “He was more than a legend. He was mine.”

Her voice didn’t crack, but I saw the emotion behind her eyes. She stood still, letting the memory pass before straightening her shoulders again.

“Come,” she said. “There’s more I want to show you.”

She took me on a tour and explained everything, past the gymnasia, where boys trained under the open sun, and past the syssitia—communal mess halls where Spartan men ate together. We passed the temple of Artemis Orthia, simple yet sacred, where young boys were once whipped as part of a ritual test of endurance. Nearby, the krypteia was mentioned in hushed tones—an institution where young men were sent alone into the wild to survive and spy on the helots, a practice rooted in fear and control. We moved past the agora where little trade took place since luxury and commerce were shunned here. Sparta ran on iron currency to discourage greed.

She pointed to the rooftops. “Even the roofs here are plain and low. We believe extravagance makes men weak. Everything has a purpose. No excess.”

I wasn’t sure if I agreed. I had been given an excess of women, and I didn’t feel weak. I didn’t feel like arguing with her though, not when listening to how much she loved her city. Everywhere we went, the city breathed discipline.

Just before we turned back, Gorgo stopped and looked at me. “Do you know why my daughter is so keen on going to Lesbos all the time?”

Her tone was careful, but I felt the weight behind the question. It felt like a test. I met her gaze. “I’m not sure Cleo would want me to tell you.”

That made her smile. “I love a blunt, loyal man. You’ve certainly earned my trust. I know why she goes. To experience the female flesh. I don’t mind, truly. But if word got out, it could stir a scandal.”

I just nodded. “Despite all the discipline, you still care about her.”

A reluctant smile tugged at her lips. “Of course, I care about her. I love her like I love Sparta. Though… I suspect she doesn’t feel the same about Sparta.”

“Does that bother you?”

She shrugged. “A little. But it’s her choice. Maybe you’ll change her mind—show her what it feels like to be married to a man.”

I chuckled. “Is that a request?”

“Depends on how you interpret it,” she said with a sly grin. Then she turned, facing the path back toward her home. “That’s all for now. Spend time with your women tonight. You won’t see them for a week once the trial begins.”

* * *

I woke up before dawn. Zafara, Thaleia, and Thea were still asleep, tangled in the sheets beside me. Their skin glowed in the morning light. I sat up slowly, careful not to wake them. I looked at them, studying their nude bodies, soft breasts and the dried cum still visible on their thighs. They knew what today was, so they hadn’t held back last night.

I rose and dressed in silence. The seven-day trial was about to begin. I knew it would be tough, though I didn’t know exactly what awaited me. Still, I didn’t fear any challenge.

A servant waited at the door, eyes lowered. No words were spoken as I followed him out into the cool morning air.

Two guards met us beyond the courtyard. They didn’t speak either. Just nodded once and turned toward the field. I followed.

The guards told me they were taking me to the Agoge field, near the edge of the city, close to the Eurotas River. Mount Taygetus loomed beyond, quiet and massive in the distance.

I asked why the trials were held there.

One of them replied, “This is where the boys are made into men. The river reminds them how life flows on, and Taygetus reminds them what waits if they fail.”

Another added, “Those mountains have seen generations tested. It’s the hardest place in Sparta—and that’s why it’s right.”

Dozens of Spartan men were already assembled. These weren’t boys—they were full-grown warriors—shirtless and weathered. Their bodies carried scars from years of battle. I greeted the officer with a firm nod, keeping it brief. I could feel their eyes on me.

There was no small talk or a light meal. One of the officers barked an order. I was told to strip to the waist. I obeyed.

A murmur passed through the group. Some of the men stared. A few narrowed their eyes. I was bigger than all of them, and they saw it, and I saw how much it stung.

A Spartan captain walked a slow circle around me, studying my body. His gaze wasn’t friendly, but it wasn’t dismissive either. He murmured, “Impressive.”

Someone must have heard since someone scoffed behind him. “They send a foreign cock to seed our women now?” one of them muttered.

I kept my voice even. “Better than seeding more cowards.”

That shut him up. A few men tensed. Others gave the barest nod. I caught the flicker of respect in one or two faces. But the heckling quickly came to an end. Without warning, we were ordered to run. A full lap around the outer field—barefoot. The ground burned already.

I ran fast. Faster than any of them. My strides felt effortless, my breathing steady. The wind stung against my skin, but it only sharpened my focus. I wasn’t just keeping up—I was pulling ahead with ease. I could’ve gone faster, too, but I didn’t need to. This was enough to make a point.

While others began to slow, panting hard, I kept going. No heaviness in my legs, no burn in my chest. Just rhythm and speed.

It wasn’t even a challenge. Not yet.

Once we were finished, there was no time to breathe. We were thrown straight into pushups then squats, and then lifting spears overhead and holding them.

No one spoke, and no one complained. It was like an intense workout with no flirting, no phones or no socializing.

I dropped and rose, again and again, faster than anyone. Each rep felt clean, controlled. When my chest hit the dirt, I was already pushing back up before the others had even caught their breath. During squats, I went lower, stood taller. I held the spear overhead longer than anyone around me, arms steady while others began to tremble.

The effort didn’t wear on me. If anything, it sharpened me. My fertility powers hummed under my skin. Sweat rolled down my chest, but my pace didn’t falter. My muscles didn’t shake. I could’ve gone twice as long if they asked me to.

I outpaced them all. Not by a little—by a lot. And they knew it.

The men watched. Some with disbelief and others with anger.

But I didn’t say a word.

By the time the sun began to fall, we’d completed drills with shields and stones. I hadn’t made a single friend, only envy.

Even the officers kept their distance, sensing something about me that wasn’t quite human.

The meal was simple—barley, black broth, and dried figs. No wine. Just water, silence and sitting on the ground.

Night came quickly. One of the officers approached us and made us stand outside in the cool air. “This is your next test—The Cold Watch. No fire. No speaking. No rest. You will remain here until sunrise. If you fall, you fail.”

I was ordered to strip to the waist again and remove my sandals. Barefoot and shirtless, I was led to the edge of the training grounds, facing the wind. There was no shelter, no warmth. Just me and the cold.

The rules were simple: no fire, no food, no sitting. Only slow walks in a marked section of the grounds were allowed.

Hours passed. The night wind cut against my skin. I walked. I stood. I didn’t sit. Across the field, I saw others falter. A few sat down. One begged a guard to let him leave. Another collapsed. It was rough, but I didn’t move.

By the time the sun finally rose, my body ached, but I was still standing. A group of ephors watched in silence. One of them gave a nod. A servant stepped forward and poured water over my head.

No words. Just the cold shock of it and the silent mark of approval.

Day one was done.

One of the ephors approached as the others watched me in awe. “You’re still standing. Impressive. Are you tired?”

“No.”

He gave a faint smile. “Good. Because there won’t be any sleep today.”

After a light meal of olives, barley bread, and dried meat, the second trial began.

The men were gathered again at the training field. This time, the mood was heavier. I was to face three Spartans in combat—one after the other. Full-grown warriors, not young recruits.

They wore leather belts and nothing else. Bare-chested and bare-handed. I stripped to match them.

The first came in fast, aiming for the ribs. I ducked and swept his legs. He grunted as he hit the ground. I let him get up. The second time, I took him down with a clean shoulder lock. My strength and speed caught him off guard.

The second was more patient, circling me. We traded hits. I felt the sting on my cheek. He got cocky, went for a heavy strike. I twisted his arm behind him and dropped him without breaking form.

The third came angry and swung wildly. I let him burn out, and then I pinned him to the ground until he tapped the dirt.

The crowd had grown. Some of the other warriors began whispering. I heard the word “god” pass between the two of them.

As the day went on, more stepped forward. Each was stronger than the last. They weren’t trying to test me anymore—they were trying to break me, but I beat them all.

By dusk, no one wanted to challenge me. Even the officers kept quiet.

That evening, I ate alone. On the menu were stew and coarse bread. There was no company and no chatter.

I missed a woman beside me and her warmth. But I reminded myself that holding back now only made the hunger more useful. It would fuel me through the days to come.

Two days down.

* * *

When I woke up the following day, a Spartan across the room sniggered from his bed. “Good luck with this one,” he said.

I shrugged, not giving his words much thought. Soon after, the guards led me away from the Agoge field and into a stone building with a courtyard.

“This is a discipline test,” one of them said. “It’s called flesh denial. You may touch them. You may speak with them. But no release.”

Inside, three Spartan women awaited me. Fully nude, stunningly beautiful and virgins.

I realized this might be the most challenging task yet.

But I wouldn’t falter.

The women sauntered over, their hips swaying seductively. The first one, a tall, curvy brunette with piercing green eyes, introduced herself as Lyra. “I’ve heard so much about you,” she said, trailing a finger down my chest, her boobs jiggling at the slightest movement. “The mighty fertility god, here to bless Sparta with his seed.”

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the rush of heat her touch ignited. The second woman, a petite brunette with full, pouty lips, circled behind me. “I’m Athena,” she whispered in my ear, her breath warm against my skin. “We’ve been tasked with testing your discipline. And we intend to be very thorough.” She giggled at the end.

The third, a voluptuous woman with blue eyes, pressed herself against my side. “And I’m Daphne,” she murmured, her hand skimming over my abs. “We want to see just how much control you really have.”

I clenched my jaw, fighting the urge to grab them and show them exactly what I was capable of. But I couldn’t. Not yet. This was a test of my willpower, and I refused to fail.

They continued their sensual assault, hands roaming, bodies brushing against mine. Lyra dropped to her knees in front of me, looking up through her lashes as she ran her hands up my thighs. Athena draped herself over my back, her nipples hard points against my skin. And Daphne molded herself to my front, rolling her hips suggestively.

I closed my eyes, trying to block out the sight of their perfect, nubile bodies. But I could still feel them and smell their arousal. It was maddening.

“Don’t you want to touch us?” Lyra said, her fingers teasing the edge of my loincloth. “We’re here for your pleasure.”

“No one would blame you,” Athena added, nipping at my earlobe. “We’re practically begging for it.”

Daphne pressed a kiss to my throat. “Just give in,” she urged. “Let yourself feel good.”

I gritted my teeth, my hands fisting at my sides. It would be so easy to give them what they wanted, to lose myself in their soft, willing flesh. But I had to stay strong. I had to prove myself worthy.

“No,” I ground out, my voice strained. “I won’t dishonor myself or you. This isn’t the time or place.”

I freed myself from their sensual embrace and sat down, distancing myself from those flirtatious girls. Lyra pouted, her full lips glistening. “Well, if you won’t touch us, I guess we’ll just have to entertain ourselves.” She glanced at the other two women with a mischievous glint in her eye.

Daphne grinned, sinking to the floor and spreading her legs. “Mmm, I like the sound of that.” They just had to be shaved and wet on top of it.

Athena knelt between Daphne’s thighs, running her hands up the smooth skin. “You always have the best ideas, Lyra.” She leaned in, pressing a sensual kiss to Daphne’s inner thigh.

I swallowed hard, trying to avert my gaze as Lyra joined them, her hands roaming over Athena’s curves. But the sight of their intertwined bodies, the sounds of their breathy moans and sighs, was too enticing to ignore.

Daphne arched as Athena’s tongue delved between her glistening folds, her fingers tangling in her hair. “Oh yes, just like that,” she said.

Lyra captured Daphne’s mouth in a kiss as she fondled her full breasts. Her other hand snaked down Athena’s body to the juncture of her thighs.

Athena groaned against Daphne’s sex as Lyra’s fingers found her slick heat, stroking and circling.

I clenched my fists, my nails biting into my palms as I fought the urge to join them. My body was taut with need, my cock straining against the confines of my loincloth. But I held back, forcing myself to remain still even as my blood pounded in my ears.

Lyra glanced over at me, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire. She smirked, clearly enjoying my torment, as she thrust two fingers deep into Athena’s dripping core.

Athena cried out, her hips bucking to meet Lyra’s hand. “More,” she panted, “I need more.”

Daphne, not to be outdone, snaked a hand between their bodies to rub Athena’s clit in tight circles. The dual stimulation quickly sent Athena over the edge. She came with a keening moan, her inner walls clenching around Lyra’s fingers.

Lyra gentled her through the aftershocks before withdrawing, bringing her slick fingers to her mouth for a taste. “Delicious,” she purred, her eyes locked on mine. “Are you sure you don’t want a lick?”

I gritted my teeth, my resolve wavering. The musky scent of their arousal filled the air, making my head swim. I was painfully, achingly hard, my cock throbbing with every beat of my heart. But still, I resisted.

Daphne, now recovered from her climax, crawled towards me on her hands and knees. Her breasts swayed enticingly with each movement and her hips rolled seductively. She stopped just short of touching me, looking up at me through her lashes.

“Please,” she said. “I want to feel you. Just a taste…”

She leaned in, her breath hot against my straining erection. I could feel the warmth radiating off her skin, could almost feel the silken brush of her hair against my thighs. It took every ounce of my willpower not to bury my hands in her golden tresses and guide her mouth to where I so desperately wanted it.

Lyra and Athena joined her, their hands skimming over my chest and back, their lips pressing teasing kisses to my heated skin. I was surrounded by soft, supple flesh, by the intoxicating scent of their arousal and the song of their moans.

“Touch me,” Lyra purred, taking my hand and guiding it to her breast. “Feel how much I want you.”

Her nipple was a hard peak against my palm, her skin like velvet. I groaned, my fingers flexing instinctively. Athena pressed herself against my back, her hand snaking around to cup me through my loincloth.

“You’re so hard,” she marveled, giving me a gentle squeeze. “And all for us. Why deny yourself?”

Daphne nuzzled my cloth-covered erection, her lips parting to exhale a hot breath. “I can smell your desire,” she murmured. “Your need. Let me taste you…”

I was trembling with the effort to hold back, my body screaming for release. I wanted nothing more than to rip away the flimsy barrier of fabric and plunge into her welcoming heat, to lose myself in her sweet pussy.

But I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. This was a test of my control, my discipline, and I refused to fail. No matter how much my body ached, no matter how much my resolve was tested, I would not give in.

“No,” I said, my voice raw and strained. I stepped back, putting some much-needed distance between myself and their devilish beauty. “I cannot.”

Lyra pouted, her eyes flashing with frustration and barely concealed lust. “Why not? We’re offering you everything you could want. Everything you need.”

“This isn’t about what I want,” I said, clenching my fists at my sides. “Or even what I need. This is about proving myself worthy. Proving my strength and my control.”

Athena sighed, trailing a finger along my jawline. “Such a pity,” she sighed. “But if that’s your choice…”

They slowly withdrew, their hands and mouths leaving lingering caresses as they pulled away. I nearly whimpered at the loss of contact, my body crying out for their touch. But I held firm, watching through hooded eyes as they gathered their discarded clothing.

It was still difficult to remain there with them. I ate alone, exchanged a few words, but there was no intimacy—only temptation. By the time night fell, the ordeal was finally over. My balls were beyond blue, and all I wanted was to collapse into bed.

A guard warned me that I’d have to wake early, and that tomorrow’s challenge would be explained then.

I lay down, glancing over at the same guy who’d sniggered at me earlier.

He didn’t look so cocky anymore.

Three days down.

* * *

They handed me a bow, three arrows and a waterskin. I was given three hours to climb into the Taygetus Mountains, and I had to return by sundown with proof of a kill. No food and no help—Just me and the mountain.

I moved fast at first. The trail was steep, dry, winding through stone and pine. The air was thinner up here, sharper too, but the climb didn’t bother me. The silence was heavier than usual, but I was just glad I wasn’t alone with three gorgeous beauties. I stayed alert, listening for movement.

Halfway up, a rustle came from behind a tree. My hand went to the bow instantly, but the figure that emerged made me stop. It was Cleo.

She grinned. “Easy, hunter. It’s just me.”

I looked around quickly. “Cleo, if someone sees you—”

“They won’t,” she said, brushing past a branch. “I’m like a fox. Trust me.”

I lowered the bow.

“You thought I’d just let you do all this and not check in?”

“How did you even find me?”

She winked. “Told you I was a fox.”

I rolled my eyes.

She tilted her head. “What have they made you do so far?”

I told her—about the cold watch, the combat trials, the flesh denial, and the last test.

She shuddered. “I hate hearing about those challenges. They are way too serious.”

I shrugged. “They haven’t been difficult at all.”

“Oh yeah, which one do you think was the hardest?” she asked.

“The flesh denial,” I said. “They locked me in a room with three naked, flirtatious, beautiful, young women. I wasn’t allowed to love any of them.”

Cleo blinked, then chuckled. “You didn’t sleep with them?”

“No.”

She raised her eyebrows. “That’s impressive. I masturbated last night.”

“Lucky you.” I smiled again. “I get the sense you don’t like it here in Sparta.”

She sighed, and we sat side by side, hip to hip. “It’s not the land. It’s the way of life. Discipline, strength, order. Everything here is about raising strong sons. Marriage isn’t about love. It’s about creating more warriors. We aren’t allowed to indulge in music, tasty foods or makeup. This doesn’t feel like my home, that’s all.”

I listened, and I heard her. “No romance?”

“None. Husbands and wives live apart. Men stay in the barracks until they’re thirty, even if they’re married. It’s not like Athens, either. Women are not supposed to be shy. Women are not supposed to be submissive. But we’re also not supposed to want softness. I do. I want love. I want to feel feminine. That’s why I go to Lesbos.” She looked me in the eyes, a smile slowly tugging at her lips. “To find what I need.”

I nodded, gently caressing her thigh. “It doesn’t sound like much fun to me.”

“It isn’t.”

“What about sex? What’s Sparta’s view on that topic?”

“It’s not taboo,” she said. “Even sex before marriage isn’t a scandal. But feelings and pleasure? That’s the rare part. Sex is supposed to be mechanical just to give birth.”

I wiped the sweat from my face. The heat was creeping in, not because of the topic, but because we were at the peak of summer. She noticed and plucked a broad leaf from a nearby bush, fanning me with it playfully.

“Big muscles,” she said, teasing. “You really are built for this.”

“It’s a feminine thing to take care of a man like that,” I said.

She nodded, a smile spreading on her lips. “I know.”

Then she glanced away thoughtfully. “I listened to Thea play the lyre last night. I love music and poetry. But Spartans aren’t supposed to indulge in pleasures.”

She wrinkled her nose.

“You deserve all the pleasure in the world,” I said.

Her cheeks flushed. She smiled and leaned in a little. “You’re dangerous when you say things like that.”

A noise snapped our attention back. Branches moved and we heard voices in the distance.

“Hide,” I whispered.

Darting behind a boulder, we ended up crouched close, her body pressed against mine as we stayed still, listening to the footsteps. The warmth of her side, the soft brush of skin, made it hard to ignore the moment, and it made me realize how much I missed being near a woman.

A few hunters passed by, unaware, heading deeper into the woods.

When it was safe, she grabbed my hand gently. “Your knuckles,” she said. “They’re bruised.”

“Combat,” I said. “Trial two.”

She reached into a small pouch and pulled out herbs, rubbing them between her fingers. “We’re taught survival young. This’ll help.”

She dabbed the paste onto my hand. It stung, then cooled. I watched her as she worked—careful and focused. The way her fingers moved, the way she fussed over the bruising, it struck me.

“Again, that’s a feminine thing to do,” I said. “Taking care of a man like that.”

She glanced up, cheeks flushing. “I guess it is.”

“You’re good at it.”

She smiled and looked back down at my hand. “Don’t let the others hear you say that. They think we’re only good for producing strong sons.”

“They’re wrong,” I said.

“I know.”

I hesitated, then admitted, “Still, I’ve been missing the touch of a woman. It’s only been a few days, but the desire is there.”

She looked at me and nodded. “That’s exactly what I mean. That’s what’s wrong with Sparta. We’re meant to live together, not separated.”

I looked at her, and for once, I truly understood. “You’re right. I get it now.”

I looked at the sun. It was getting lower.

She saw my face. “Time to finish your work. Will you hang in there?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ll face whatever’s left.”

She leaned in. “A kiss doesn’t count as a climax,” she whispered, pointing to her lips.

I kissed her. Slow at first, then deeper. Her lips were soft, warm, tasting faintly of salt and something sweeter. She didn’t pull back. She leaned into it, her hand resting lightly on my chest, fingers brushing the curve of my shoulder. The moment stretched, heavy with everything we weren’t saying.

When we finally broke apart, she was smiling—cheeks flushed. Then she turned and slipped back into the trees. I watched her go, and for a moment, it felt like time had stopped. The way her hair moved with the breeze, the way her figure slipped through the branches—it made me ache. That kiss lingered on my lips, but it also stirred something deeper. I missed the touch of a woman more than ever now.

It took me an hour more to find a boar. I tracked its prints through the mud, waited until it exposed its flank. The arrow sank deep. The beast screamed, charged, then collapsed after a second shot.

I dragged it back down the trail, blood on my arms, bruises on my legs, but I didn’t stop.

When I returned, dragging the carcass behind me, the other Spartan hunters stared. I lifted it again, dragging it the final stretch with steady arms. They watched me with a different kind of silence now—one laced with respect. They weren’t just surprised. They were impressed by the strength.

The guards stepped forward. One of them gave a firm nod. “Eat,” he said. “Then get some sleep.”

Four days down.

* * *

On the fifth day, they brought me to the field before dawn. The course stretched out ahead—walls to climb, terrain to jump through and spears and arrows to dodge. It wasn’t built for boys. This was for men.

I didn’t try to be the fastest. I stayed focused. Smart. At the wall, I used the footing others missed. When the spears came, I weaved instead of charging. Some men tripped. Others got hit. I passed each one by watching, adapting, and refusing to quit.

I wasn’t the fastest. But I finished first.

Five days down.

* * *

On the sixth day, Archidamus summoned me at midday. The generals were waiting, a mock battlefield laid out with stones and flags.

“This is your test,” he said. “The enemy holds the high ground. Your forces are outnumbered. What do you do?”

I studied the layout. Thought in silence. Then pointed to the eastern ridge.

“Send half the troops up that slope, make them visible. Then send the other half behind the western rise. The enemy turns to face the bait. You hit them from behind.”

They looked at each other. One nodded.

They ran the scenario. It worked.

Archidamus crossed his arms. “You don’t just breed warriors. You think like one.”

Six days down.

* * *

During the last day, they led me to the Temple of Artemis Orthia. I stood shirtless, barefoot. Silent.

The priest stepped forward with a sacred whip. I braced myself.

The first strike landed hard across my back. I didn’t flinch.

Another. Then another. Ten in total. No sound from me. No movement.

The pain burned, but I held.

The priest looked to the guards. Then raised his voice. “He bears pain like a Spartan. He is worthy.”

I sighed in relief. Finally, I could return to my women, breeding and loving them the way I was meant to.


Chapter 18 Spartan Women

The next morning, I awoke in the soft bed with Thaleia, Thea and Zafara. Even if my body ached from the trials, it felt wonderful to wake up next to them. But there was a different kind of ache that pulsed through me now—the ache of pent-up desire, the need to fulfill my purpose here in Sparta.

Kissing my sleeping women, I dressed and stepped outside, the early sun warming my skin. In the courtyard, a group of Spartan women were gathered, talking quietly amongst themselves. They were of various ages, but they were all lean and toned. And all were strikingly beautiful in their natural, unadorned state. Queen Gorgo sat among them. She rose to her feet and approached me with a smile. “Sleep well?”

“After the trials, yes,” I said, making her chuckle.

“I already gathered some of them… They weren’t that hard to find,” she added with a wink.

“Your women are very athletic and lean.”

“We’re not lazy,” she said with a smirk. “Now, I have things to take care of. Enjoy them.”

And so it began—days upon days of loving and breeding with the women of Sparta. Each morning, a new group would come to me, always ten or more. In the soft light of dawn, in the heat of midday or the cool of evening, I disrobed them, touched them and made love to them. In chambers and gardens, on soft furs and sweet-smelling grass, I showed them the heights of pleasure their disciplined lives had denied them.

They were unique—no jewelry, no makeup, no perfumes. Just natural beauty, and a naturally sweet scent from bathing in rivers and lakes.

I worshipped their lean, supple bodies with my hands and mouth, drawing sighs and moans from their lips. I caressed and suckled, nibbled and licked until they were trembling and glistening with need. Only then would I take them, sinking into their tight, wet heat, filling them over and over until they moaned. Lysandra had taught me well.

Some sought me twice, begging to be touched again. One of them was Gyda, and there was something irresistible with her cute face, no longer hard and cold from Spartan discipline but feminine and soft. In a secluded glade, I laid her down on a bed of moss, kissing every inch of her until she was writhing beneath me. When I entered her, she gasped and clutched at my shoulders, her strong legs wrapping around my waist as I drove into her depths.

“Finally, I can have you again,” she panted as I thrust, “I didn’t know it could be like this.”

I brought her to a shuddering, intense climax. And then, as her inner muscles still fluttered around me, I let myself go, flooding her womb with my potent seed for the second time.

I lost count of the number of times I spent my seed, of the number of women I filled with the promise of new life. My vitality was endless, my potency boundless. And with each coupling, I could sense something shifting in these women—a melting of their hardened edges and a softening in their eyes. They still carried themselves with the pride and strength of Spartans, but there was a new glow about them, a quiet radiance born of sated desire and the stirring of new life within.

Even those who had initially held back, wary of the intimacy I offered, eventually succumbed to their body’s needs. Many would return to me, sometimes alone, sometimes in pairs or groups, eager for the pleasure and closeness they had never before known.

* * *

As the days passed, my reputation grew. Women whispered of the fertility god who could ignite the senses with a touch, the man who could leave their bodies humming with satisfaction for hours afterward. Some even dared to speak of love—a forbidden emotion in Spartan culture, but one they couldn’t help but feel blooming in their hearts.

I did my best to temper such talk, knowing it could lead to complications. Thea, Thaleia, and Zafara took care of me as usual, massaging me after the breeding sessions. Cleo stopped by as well. She was growing curious, and I noticed her sneaking glances here and there. She listened closely to the things the newly impregnated girls were saying, and I could see it in her eyes—she wanted it too.

During one of the breeding breaks, Cleo and I talked in private for a while. “What do you think of our women?” she asked.

“The women,” I said, “they’re cold at first. But once they warm up, they’re just like anyone else.”

Cleo nodded. “That’s the thing. I think what you’re doing is natural. What we’ve built here—this society—it’s artificial.”

She snuggled up against me, resting her head on my shoulder. “Even if you’ve seen a lot of women, you’re still romantic with them. I like that.”

“I have to be,” I said. “Gets them in the mood to spread their legs.”

She chuckled. “Romanticism looks way more appealing than being cold.”

“It is.”

Her mother, Gorgo, appeared a few paces away and gave her a look.

“What?” Cleo asked.

“Nothing,” Gorgo replied, then walked off without another word.

Later that day, I was with Thaleia, Thea, and Zafara in a room on the upper floor. We were talking quietly when I heard voices below us.

“I know what you’re feeling, but you have to be quiet. You can’t talk loudly about it.”

It was Gorgo.

“I just want to express myself,” Cleo said.

“I know you do,” Gorgo told her. “I know you haven’t fit in here, but try to keep it discreet.”

Cleo sighed. “Fine.”

* * *

The next day, after another round of breeding, I was resting when Cleo found me again. “Want a massage?” she asked.

I nodded, and she knelt behind me, working her hands into my shoulders. Her touch was firm but gentle, and each motion felt like it carried something deeper—care, warmth and maybe even longing. My muscles eased under her fingers, the ache fading as if she were pouring her love into every movement. She pressed along the knots and tension, moving with a slow rhythm that made me close my eyes and just breathe.

“Is that okay?” she asked.

“That’s lovely,” I said.

“Okay,” she said demurely.

“I heard you and your mother yesterday,” I said.

She paused for a second, then continued, her hands never leaving me. “About what?”

“About being discreet and not fitting in here.”

She sighed. “I don’t want to be discreet. I want to wear makeup, play an instrument, and be pretty and girly. Like Thaleia and Thea.”

“Have you talked to your mother about it?” I asked.

She sighed. “I have, but she keeps telling me to hide it. She’s afraid of what people will say. Her reputation.”

I felt a little bad for her, always holding back. I tried to cheer her up. “What you’re doing now—this massage, the way you’re caring for me—that’s as feminine as it gets.”

She beamed and leaned forward, kissing the side of my neck. “I’m glad you think so.” Then she asked, “Can we do something together? Just you and me?”

“I’d love to.”

She smiled brighter. “There’s a pool near the cliffs. Hidden from everyone. Can we go there later?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’d like that.”

After I finished with more of the breeding that afternoon, Cleo met me with a satchel in her hand. She led the way through narrow paths and brush until we reached a trail that opened up toward the cliffs. Along the way, she bent to pick wildflowers, sliding one behind her ear and then tucking another behind mine. “I love flowers,” she said, glancing at me.

“Me too,” I said. “You look extra pretty with one.”

She grinned at me, and I couldn’t help but smile back.

When we reached the pool, I stopped. It was hidden perfectly between the rocks, the water clear and still, reflecting the sky above. “This looks beautiful,” I said.

Cleo looked proud. “I’m glad you like it … I love to explore,” she added. “Helps me breathe.”

“Me too.”

She pulled out a small bundle from her satchel. “I brought cakes. Had to bake them in disguise.”

“That’s cute,” I said.

She laughed, then tugged playfully at my clothing. “Come on,” she said with a wink. “Let’s get undressed.”

We undressed at the same time, eyes occasionally meeting. When she glanced at me mid-motion, she nearly stumbled over a stone. I caught her by the arm, steadying her.

“You’re to blame,” she said, smirking. “You’re too handsome.”

“You’re equally as pretty,” I said, not letting go just yet.

We turned to face the water, and she smiled. “Let’s jump in at the same time.”

We counted down together, laughing, and leapt forward in sync. The water hit us like a shock, cool and clear, and the splash echoed off the surrounding rocks.

She came up laughing, tossing her wet hair back. It clung to her shoulders, her smile lighting up her whole face.

“You screamed,” I teased.

“Did not,” she said, splashing water at me.

I lunged at her in mock retaliation, and soon we were swimming in circles, chasing each other, diving beneath the surface, brushing hands and legs as we passed.

She swam close, then ducked under and surfaced behind me, her arms wrapping around my shoulders. Her cheek rested on my back for a second before she slid around to face me, still holding on.

“You look really good like this,” she said softly, her fingertips tracing my chest. Then she leaned forward and kissed my right pec, slow and warm.

I met her eyes and tucked a strand of wet hair behind her ear. I was about to say something, but she suddenly grinned and kicked off from me, swimming away fast. “Catch me if you can,” she called, her voice playful.

I chased after her, surprised at how quick she was. She moved through the water like she belonged there, swimming like a mermaid. I caught up to her and grabbed her waist. She squealed and twisted in my arms, laughing.

Then it was her turn as she slipped out of my grip. I let her tag me, longing for her touch. “Your turn,” she said.

I dove underwater and followed. The moment I was beneath the surface, I saw her nude form gliding ahead, every line of her body lit by the sun slicing through the water. It stirred something deep in me, and by the time I surfaced and wrapped my arms around her again, I was already aroused.

She looked me in the eyes, her body pressed to mine, water dripping down her skin. At that moment, she didn’t look or act like a Spartan at all. She looked like a girl—soft, beautiful and free.

My cock hardened between us, and she wrapped her hand around it. She straddled my hips and rubbed her pussy along my leg. I felt a different type of wetness rub against me, warm and thicker. “I want you,” I murmured.

Her hand moved over my chest, down my side, and she let out a quiet breath. “I want you too,” she whispered. “But I don’t want to do this for Sparta. Not for children. I want you to love me.”

“And I will.”

A smile spreading on her lips, she looked toward the grassy patch near the edge of the pool. “Let’s go there. Love me with romance. Not duty.”

I nodded.

We swam to the grassy bank, our bodies glistening with droplets as we emerged from the cool water. I took Cleo’s hand, helping her onto the soft grass. She lay back, her wet hair fanning out around her head. I paused for a moment, drinking in the sight of her—skin flushed and dewy, chest rising and falling with quick breaths, eyes dark with desire. And in return, her eyes swept over me, which made her giggle. “I love everything about you,” she said.

I lowered myself beside her, propping up on one elbow as I traced my fingertips along the curve of her waist. Cleo shivered at my touch, her lips parting with a soft sigh. “Like what?” I asked her.

“Your hair, your muscles, your character—everything.”

I leaned in, kissing her neck, tasting the lingering sweetness of the pool water on her skin. My lips traveled lower till I reached the swell of her breasts.

Cleo’s hands tangled in my hair as I took one rosy nipple into my mouth, circling it with my tongue before sucking gently. She arched into me. “Oh, that really makes me wet,” she said.

My hand skimmed down her stomach, over the curve of her hip. I traced circles on her inner thigh, inching closer to where she ached for me. When I finally slid my fingers through her folds, we both groaned at how wet she was—and not just from the pool. “No kidding.”

I stroked her slowly, building her pleasure as I kissed my way back up to her lips. Our tongues slid together as I slipped two fingers inside her, curling them to hit that spot that Lysandra had taught me about. My thumb circled her clit and she broke the kiss, throwing her head back with a moan.

“Nathan… let me be a good girl and suck you,” she said.

I let go of her, and she happily slithered her way down, resting her head beside my erection with a playful grin. “What a beast,” she murmured.

“You think you can take it?”

“I’ll at least try,” she said, licking her lips as she positioned herself over the crown. She opened her mouth and eased a few inches in, sucking until her cheeks hollowed out. She tried to take more, her lips stretching like rubber bands before she gagged slightly. Coming up for air, she locked eyes with me, then dove back down, determined to go deeper, reading my expression for signs of pleasure.

I raked my fingers through her hair, letting out a soft moan as she lovingly worked me with her mouth. Saliva coated my length, pooling at the base, and she licked up the droplets with her tongue.

“Mmm,” I said. “You’re doing wonderfully.”

“I like it when it throbs in my mouth,” she whispered, then opened wide and swallowed as much of me as she could. On the next upward stroke, she looked into my eyes—and I knew exactly what she wanted.

She lay back and spread her legs for me. I moved between her thighs. The head of my cock nudged at her entrance and we locked eyes. Then I pushed forward, sinking into her tight, wet, virgin heat inch by blissful inch until I was fully sheathed inside her.

We both stilled, savoring the sensation of our joined bodies. Cleo’s legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me even closer. I began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had her sighing with each thrust.

I kissed her deeply as we made love, pouring all my passion and tenderness into each caress.

“Oh gods,” she moaned, her inner walls fluttering around me. “Hmm, you’re loving me.”

I quickened my pace, thrusting deeper as I felt my own release building. She was tighter than average and every stroke pushed me closer to the edge. For every thrust, she arched her back higher and higher. In the end, Cleo’s body tensed beneath me as she let out a deep moan. The pulsing of her inner walls around me pushed me over the edge, and I buried myself to the hilt as I came, spilling my seed deep inside her while I looked into her eyes.

We clung to each other, breathless and trembling in the aftermath. Pulling out from her cum-drenched hole, I rolled to the side, gathering Cleo in my arms as we basked in the afterglow. She nuzzled against my chest. “I’ve never felt anything like that before. It was beautiful.”

I smiled, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “It was incredible,” I agreed.

“I’ve never been this happy,” she confessed. “The way you touched me, the way you looked at me. It was like I was the only woman in the world.”

“You were,” I said. “In that moment, you were everything.”

She blushed, a pleased smile curving her lips. “I loved every second of it. The passion, the tenderness … it was perfect.”

I stroked her cheek, marveling at the glow of contentment that surrounded her. “I’m glad,” I murmured. “You deserve to feel cherished.”

Cleo snuggled closer, resting her head on my chest. We lay in comfortable silence for a while, listening to the gentle lapping of the pool and the distant chirping of birds.

“Nathan,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I think. I think I’m falling in love with you.”

I tilted her chin up, meeting her gaze. “Cleo,” I said, “I think I’m falling for you too.”

Her eyes widened, hope and joy blooming in their depths. She rolled on top of me, straddling my legs as she hugged me, pouring all her emotion into the embrace. When we parted, she was beaming.

“I know it’s complicated,” she said. “With your mission, and my duties here in Sparta. But I can’t help how I feel.”

I nodded, understanding the weight of her words. “We’ll figure it out,” I promised. “Whatever happens, know that you’ll always hold a special place in my heart.”

Cleo smiled, snuggling back into my arms.

Eventually, Cleo reached for her satchel and pulled out the cakes she had brought.

We ate them nude, laughing as we fed each other in turn. She broke a piece off and held it to my lips.

“It tastes way better out here,” she said.

“Everything does,” I said, chewing slowly. “You bake good sweets.”

Her eyes lit up. “I’m really glad you like them. I don’t get to share them with anyone, usually. It feels nice eating sweets with someone special.”

“You should,” I said. “They’re too good to keep to yourself.”

She smiled and leaned in closer, rubbing some crumbs from my lips.

After we finished, we cleaned off in the pool once more, then dried off in the breeze before getting dressed. The walk back was quiet, full of exchanged glances and smiles. We held hands like lovers, and she didn’t want to hold anything back.

When we arrived, Gorgo was standing near the estate, arms crossed. She raised an eyebrow at Cleo, then gave her a playful, knowing look.

“Have a good time?” she asked.

“Yes,” Cleo said and immediately clung to me, leaning her head against my shoulder. Her heart eyes gave everything away.

Gorgo looked at her daughter, then at me. “Nathan, can I speak to you in peace?”

Cleo looked at her mother. “What for?”

“Just a moment.”

Cleo hesitated, clearly suspicious, but eventually sighed and stepped back.

Gorgo led me a short distance away and lowered her voice. “This isn’t about Cleo,” she said quickly.

I playfully sighed. “Good.”

She chuckled. “It’s about something uncomfortable though.”

“I’m all ears.”

“I have ears everywhere. Some of the men don’t like what you’re doing—making the women soft and affectionate. They say even if your seed is strong, your presence is changing things.”

I listened. “Jealousy’s not unusual.”

“Among the elite,” she said, “it can be dangerous.” She looked at me for a moment, then asked, “Does my daughter love you?”

She asked me directly and boldly. She was quite different from her daughter— a true Spartan. I couldn’t lie to her. “Yes.”

She nodded slowly. “Then I don’t want anything bad to happen to you. Consider leaving soon. For your sake.”

I didn’t answer right away. I just held her gaze. “I’ll think about it.”

“Good,” she said, and we walked back.

When I returned to Cleo, she looked at me expectantly and tugged at my arm. “What did she say?”

I told her everything—about the warning, the murmurs among the elite and the suggestion to leave.

Her expression shifted, concern settling into her face. “Typical Spartan men being jealous.”

“I’m not worried,” I said. “But I’ll be careful.”

She moved closer. “I want to sleep with you tonight.”

“You’re more than welcome,” I said.

Later that evening, I let Thaleia, Thea, and Zafara know that Cleo would be joining us. They welcomed her with open arms, talking about various topics. They’d gotten along well together, discussing music, poetry and makeup. It was easy to see where Cleo belonged.

We all undressed, slipping under the covers together. I made sure Cleo slept closest to me, knowing she was new to sharing the bed. She curled into me naturally, and the others pressed in around us.

The warmth of their bodies surrounded me, soft skin and slow breaths pressing close. I felt Cleo curl against me, her leg brushing mine. I knew the time here was coming to an end. It wouldn’t be long now.

Cleo fell asleep slowly, her fingers resting lightly against my chest, and I followed shortly after.

* * *

Sometime during the night, I woke up to a suspicious sound. I slipped out of bed without waking the others and walked to the window, careful not to make a noise.

In the moonlight, I saw someone climbing up the wall. As he neared the ledge, I crouched low and waited. When he reached the edge, I struck fast, grabbing him by the neck with both hands.

His eyes went wide in shock. I saw the glint of a blade in his hand, and I knew what his intentions were. Before he could react, I yanked him up and over, hurling him back off the wall. His body hit the ground below with a loud, final thud.

I pulled on my clothes quickly and headed out to make sure he was dead. Gorgo stood near the courtyard, woken by the sound. She saw the body and looked at me with a firm expression. I knelt and turned the assassin over. He was dead, but I recognized him—the same man from the trials who used to laugh at me.

“You recognize him, don’t you,” she said.

“From the trials. He laughed every time I passed,” I said quietly.

Gorgo’s expression darkened. “I’m sorry I let him get that close.”

“It’s okay,” I replied. “He wouldn’t have gotten near me anyway.”

She sighed. “I fear more attacks may follow.”

“Well, I should leave before more blood is spilled,” I said.

She nodded once. “We’ll speak about it tomorrow. I’ll have the guards posted outside.” Before turning away, she glanced back. “Is Cleo sleeping with you tonight?”

I nodded. “Yes.”

She smiled faintly. “Take care of her.”

“I will,” I said.

I returned upstairs. Cleo was awake, rubbing her eyes. “What happened?”

“Someone tried to get in.”

Her eyes widened. “What do you mean—get in?”

“It was an assassin,” I said. “Climbed up the wall with a knife. I threw him off before he got close.”

She sat up fully, her hand running over my chest. “Are you hurt?”

“No,” I said. “He didn’t touch me.”

She frowned, shaking her head. “That’s exactly why I hate it here. No sense of peace, just danger and hardship.”

I looked at her. “Do you want to come with me?”

She gave a faint smile. “My mother would never allow it.”

“I’ll talk to her.”

She stared at me for a moment. “Where would we go?”

“I’m not from this time,” I said. “I’ve traveled through time. Where I come from, there’s makeup, music, and freedom. You could live how you want without anyone judging you.”

Her eyes softened. “That sounds like a dream.”

“Then I’ll do everything to make it happen.”

She hugged me tightly, her head tucked under my chin. We held each other as we drifted back to sleep.

* * *

I woke early. The room was quiet, the others still asleep. Outside the window, the first light of morning crept in. Someone knocked on the door. “Come in,” I said quietly.

It was one of Gorgo’s attendants. She dipped her head demurely before saying, “She wishes to speak with you. Privately.”

I dressed quickly and followed her through the shaded corridors of the palace. Gorgo was already waiting near one of the colonnades. “How was your sleep?” she asked.

“Great except for what happened.”

“I will summon the council today. I’ll speak in your favor. But not all battles are won with words. You should prepare to leave. I say this because I care about you.”

I nodded. The weight in her voice was heavy. She meant it. “I appreciate it,” I told her.

While she left for the council chambers, I began gathering my things. Thaleia, Thea, and Zafara helped me, saying little. I told them what happened, and I saw fear in their eyes except for Zafara. “I don’t want to stay here,” Thea said. “If someone’s trying to kill you.”

“That’s why we’ll leave soon,” I told her. “Don’t worry. You’re safe with me.”

Once I had packed the essentials, I stepped outside for air. That’s when I saw Cleo. She sat on a low stone bench, her back to the wall, her arms resting on her knees. She wiped at her cheek with the back of her hand.

I approached quietly and sat next to her. She looked at me, tried to smile, but the tears hadn’t stopped.

I took her hands gently. “I’ll speak to your mother when she returns. We’ll find a way.”

She shook her head slightly. “I don’t want you to leave. I love you.”

I paused, then leaned closer. “You’re special, Cleo. You see the world differently. I’ve never met anyone like you.”

She looked down, her grip tightening around my fingers. “What if she says no?”

“Then I’ll ask again. I’ll do everything I can.”

She let out a soft breath, then nodded, her eyes filled with hope.

* * *

Near midday, Gorgo returned, but her expression was grim. “The council was unswayed,” she said. “Even Archidamus was displeased. They’ve ordered the city gates and roads to be guarded. Your exit is blocked.”

I clenched my jaw, but Gorgo added, “There’s a sacred tunnel, used long ago to smuggle royal children. It leads to the Eurotas River. If you leave tonight, you’ll have a head start.”

I nodded solemnly. “There’s something else I’d like to talk about before I go.”

She gave a small nod, waiting.

“Your daughter, Cleo—she would like to come with me. I promised her I’d speak to you about it.”

She raised a brow, unsurprised. “I expected as much. But I won’t speak of it without her present. Go find her.”

Gorgo was blunt, and I admired her for it. I quickly went looking for her, and I found Cleo in a side chamber, seated in front of a polished bronze mirror. She was trying on makeup, lightly dabbing color on her cheeks and lips.

“You know,” I said, leaning against the wall, “you’re already pretty enough to make that mirror jealous.”

She smirked, glancing at me through the reflection. “If I’m running away with you, I might as well look the part.”

I stepped closer. “Your mother wants to speak with you. About leaving.”

She turned to me with a hopeful smile. “That’s a good sign. She always skips straight to the point when she cares.”

We walked back together, side by side, and held hands. When we reached the chamber, Gorgo was waiting. She looked at Cleo first. “Hello.”

Cleo nodded. “Hi.”

Gorgo turned to me briefly, then back to her daughter. “Nathan says you wanted to speak with me.”

Cleo looked down, then back up with determination in her eyes. “I don’t belong here, Mom. I’ve tried, but I can’t. This might be my only chance to leave.”

Gorgo folded her arms. “I hear you.”

“It’s because of everything,” Cleo continued. “He loves me, and I love him. And when we were together, it wasn’t just about making children. It felt like I mattered. Like I was loved for who I am, not just what I can produce.”

Gorgo’s expression softened. She didn’t speak for a moment, and her eyes welled slightly. “You’ve always mattered, Cleo. Even when we disagreed, even when I didn’t understand you. I just wanted you safe.”

“I know,” Cleo said quietly. “But I can’t keep pretending. I don’t want to live a life that’s not mine.”

“And I can’t force you to become something you’re not,” Gorgo said. “I can’t pretend I don’t know what you’ve been doing in Lesbos.”

Cleo blushed. “Why didn’t you stop me? Or say more about it?”

“I kept it quiet. I didn’t want you shamed. I thought … maybe you’d find your way back.”

“I’m not ashamed of who I am,” Cleo said. “I don’t want to hide anymore.”

Gorgo stepped closer, placing a hand on her daughter’s cheek. “Then you won’t. You may leave with Nathan.”

Cleo’s lips trembled. “You mean it?”

“Yes. I want you to live honestly. Even if it takes you far from here.”

Cleo threw her arms around her mother. Gorgo wrapped her tightly, and they held each other, tears slipping down their cheeks. Words didn’t follow—just the understanding that this would be goodbye. And that underneath everything, there had always been love.

* * *

The moon was high when we got going. We were already dressed in dark cloaks, satchels over our shoulders. We met Gorgo at the edge of the estate, where the shadows were thickest. She said nothing at first, only nodded once and turned toward the far wall.

She carried a small oil lamp. Its flame cast long, wavering shapes on the stone as she guided us to a concealed section of the outer wall. She pressed a hand against the surface, feeling along the stone until something clicked. A narrow seam opened, and a hidden door swung inward with a low groan.

We stepped inside. The passage was tight and cool. Our footsteps echoed against the stone. Gorgo took the lead with her lamp, guiding us deeper as the tunnel bent and narrowed. No one spoke. Even Cleo was quiet, her hand finding mine in the dark. I squeezed it once.

The tunnel eventually opened into a wider stone exit, covered in moss and overgrown roots. Beyond it, we saw the dark shimmer of the Eurotas River under the moonlight.

The Pleasure Express was already waiting—lanterns lit along its sides. The girls moved quickly, loading their things into the boat. I helped them secure the bags and check the supplies. As I straightened up, I noticed Cleo lingering a few steps behind, her eyes fixed on her mother. The air was still except for the quiet rustle of nearby trees.

Gorgo halted a few paces from the boat, looking her daughter in the eyes. “This is where I let you go.”

Cleo slowed, her steps growing hesitant. Her expression started to crack. Gorgo opened her arms, and Cleo rushed into her mother’s embrace. They held each other tightly, neither speaking at first.

After several seconds, Cleo whispered, “You raised me to be strong, but I never wanted to be strong like this.”

Gorgo pressed her forehead to Cleo’s. “Then be strong in your own way. The world needs that more than another shieldbearer.”

Cleo’s voice trembled. “I’ll miss you every day.”

Gorgo pulled back just enough to look her in the eyes. “And I’ll worry every day. But not because I doubt you. Because I love you.”

She brushed Cleo’s cheek with her thumb, then turned to me. Her voice was firm, but the emotion beneath it was clear. “She’s a Spartan. But she’s also more than that. Take care of her—not because I asked you to, but because she deserves it.”

I stepped forward and nodded. “I will. No matter where we go.”

Gorgo looked at me one last time, then gave a short nod of approval.

We boarded the boat. As it pushed off from the bank, Cleo stood at the edge of the deck, waving. Gorgo didn’t move. She stood with her chin high, arms crossed, watching until the shadows swallowed the boat from view.

Cleo lowered her hand slowly. I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her shoulders.

“You were brave back there,” I said.

She leaned back into my chest. “She was. I just followed her lead.”

I rested my chin on her head. “You think she’ll be okay?”

Cleo kept her eyes on the passing trees. “She has other children. I was never the heir. Just… the different one.”

“Did you say goodbye to your siblings?”

She shook her head. “We never got along.”

“I’m sorry about that.”

She turned and smiled up at me. “Don’t be. Even if I’ll miss my mother, I’ve never been this happy. I’m ready to see your world.”

I kissed her gently, my hand cupping her cheek. “We’ll leave soon. But first, we head back to Athens—with a stop in Corinth.”

She raised a brow. “Corinth?”

“Thaleia wants to say goodbye to her mother. And … I made a promise before I had to leave Corinth early … I have a couple of more women to impregnate.”

The moon reflected off the river as we sailed into the night, leaving Sparta behind.


Chapter 19 Return to Corinth

The city of Corinth appeared on the horizon, golden under the late afternoon sun.

I stood at the boat’s edge with Thaleia and Thea beside me. The wind was light, the sails full as we drifted closer.

Thea looked out at the harbor, eyes wide with wonder. Thaleia noticed and smiled.

“You haven’t been back in years. How are you feeling?”

“Strangely excited,” Thea said. “Like I’m about to walk into a memory.”

Thaleia turned to me. “What should we do first?”

“Let’s hope we can get in without attracting too much attention,” I said. “But I think your mother wants to see you first.”

Thaleia nodded. “I think so too.”

As we stepped off the boat, we moved through Corinth unnoticed. The city bustled like last time—merchants shouting, pottery clinking and sandals scraping against the stone. Thaleia eagerly led us through narrow streets until we reached her home. She exchanged smiles with me and then knocked.

Sofia opened the door. For a moment, her face was frozen in disbelief. Then she gasped and rushed forward, pulling Thaleia into a tight embrace. “My little sweetheart … thank the gods.”

Thaleia clung to her. “I missed you so much.”

“I missed you too.” Sofia pulled back just enough to see Thea, and her eyes widened. “Thea?”

Thea stepped forward, smiling. “Hi, Sofia.”

They hugged tightly. “It’s been years,” Sofia murmured.

“I’m sorry. I already apologized to your daughter, but I owe you one as well.”

“I forgive you,” Sofia said, patting her back. “You had your reasons… I’m just glad to see you healthy and strong.”

“I’m glad to see you too,” Thea replied.

Thaleia and Thea introduced Cleo to Sofia, who welcomed her warmly. Then her eyes shifted to me. I was once again struck by her perfect jawline and high cheekbones—just as beautiful as her daughter, but slightly taller and more voluptuous.

“Hi,” she said, and I could feel the arousal radiating from her.

Thaleia giggled. “You can hug him if you want.”

Sofia chuckled nervously and stepped forward. She wrapped her arms around me, and I returned the embrace, surprised by how emotional it felt. I could feel her gratitude in the way she held me.

“Thank you again—for the gold. I’ve been able to breathe easier ever since.”

“You’re welcome.”

“And thank you for keeping my daughter safe… and Thea.”

“No worries,” I said.

“Come in,” she said, breaking the hug. “I’d love to hear about your adventure.”

She whisked us outside, and she prepared a table of bread, olives, grilled vegetables, and honeyed wine. We all sat on cushions in the courtyard, a soft breeze passing between the olive trees.

Thaleia began recounting our journey. She told her mother how I’d healed Thea, about the cities we’d visited, and the women I’d impregnated. Sofia glanced at me demurely, clearly impressed by the number of women I’d been with.

“Sounds like something only a god could do,” she said, sipping her wine. “Impregnating cities and healing a dying girl.”

“I know,” Thaleia said, resting her head against mine.

Sofia looked over at Thaleia, her tone gentle. “Do you ever miss it? Being a priestess?”

Thaleia smiled faintly and glanced at me before answering. “I thought I would. But no. I don’t miss the rules or the rituals. I feel more alive now—traveling with Nathan, seeing the world. Being part of something real.”

Sofia nodded thoughtfully, her eyes warm. “You always had more spirit than the temple knew what to do with.”

I stayed quiet, watching the way Thaleia softened in her mother’s presence. Thaleia leaned forward slightly. “And you? How have you been since we left?”

Sofia exhaled deeply, hands resting in her lap. “I’ve had time to think. About you. About Thea. When I heard about her illness… It shook me. I was afraid I’d lost both of you.”

I gently touched Thea’s hand in support.

Thaleia replied, “She’s better now. Because of Nathan.”

Sofia looked at me with emotion in her eyes. “You protected my daughter, and you protected our home. And you saved Thea. You’ve done more for us than you know.”

I nodded humbly. “They’ve given just as much to me.”

After the meal, I stepped out into the courtyard while the women stayed inside, chatting quietly. The stars were beginning to appear, and a soft wind moved through the city. I leaned against a stone column and looked up at the sky. I thought of Callista and my promise to her.

I turned back toward the house. “I’m going to take care of something,” I told Thaleia. “You all stay here tonight with your mother.”

“Is it about Lady Callista?” Thaleia asked with a wink.

“Yes,” I said.

“Have fun,” Thaleia said with a flirtatious smile.

With my hood up, I moved through the quiet streets of Corinth. I stayed away from the main roads, keeping to the alleyways and back paths.

It wasn’t long before I reached Callista’s estate. I knocked at the side entrance. A servant opened the door, and when Callista saw me, her eyes lit up with heat and surprise.

She didn’t say a word. She rushed forward and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me into a deep kiss. Her lips were hungry, her body pressed tight against mine.

She pulled back just enough to whisper, “I thought you’d never return. But you did… gods, you did.”

Her hands roamed over my back, then down to my waist. She clung to me, her breath uneven. I could feel the heat radiating off her, even through the thin silk of her robe.

I brushed my fingers over her hips. “Should we go to your room?”

She grabbed my hand. “Come. Now.”

She led me up the staircase without hesitation, her bare feet light on the stone steps. Her robe barely clung to her curves. I followed, watching her.

She was as eager as a girl in her first spring.

The door closed behind us, and she threw herself into my arms again. The night began.

We quickly undressed, and suddenly I was in her arms again. We were making out, hands roaming over our bodies, until I fell on top of her soft, luxurious bed. I trailed kisses down her neck to her mature breasts, licking them until they were coated in my saliva. Then I made my way down her legs, parting them so I could lick her fruit. She moaned in ecstasy with every stroke of my tongue, and before long, she had to pull me away before I pushed her over the edge.

We changed positions—she crawled beneath me, taking my hard-on into her mouth and sucking me like it was a dream.

“Finally, I can have you again,” she said, her voice dripping with lust as she continued working me down her warm, wet throat. She pulled off with a wet pop and straddled my legs, rubbing the head of my cock along her slick folds before sinking down onto me. She rode me hard, her breasts bouncing and jiggling with every motion. I gripped her waist, explored her breasts, and looked at her like I was worshiping her.

Then I flipped her onto her side, lifted her leg and started thrusting deep. I slammed into her, and she arched her back, crying out with every stroke. It didn’t take long before I emptied myself inside her, pumping her full and impregnating her just as I had with her daughters.

Even after I came, I stayed buried inside her, holding her tightly.

“Oh, I’ve been waiting so long for that,” she said with a satisfied smile.

“You didn’t think I’d return?”

“No, I knew you would,” she said, brushing her fingers over my chest. “But the wait felt like an eternity. I was worried Dione might’ve scared you off.”

“No such thing,” I said. “Though I didn’t exactly expect their reaction.”

“They’ve calmed down,” she said. “Though I doubt that’ll last once they find out you’re back.”

I chuckled. “Well, this is my last stop before heading home.”

“How long will you stay?” she asked, twisting to look back at me.

“Well, I did promise to impregnate more of them. I want to keep that promise.”

She traced a circle on my chest. “Want help with that?”

“Yeah, that would be lovely.”

“In exchange,” she said with a smirk, “you can love me and my daughters anytime you want.”

I nuzzled her neck. “Deal.”

In the following days, I stayed with Lady Callista, and just like she said, she brought more women to me. They were thrilled—some dropped to their knees in pure relief, having waited so long. They weren’t sure if I’d truly return—but I had. My women also stayed with me, and we spent time with Thaleia’s mother too, who kept dropping hint after hint that she wanted me before I left. She knew I’d be going home soon.

I kept my promise to Callista—and I loved her. I loved her daughters too. They were already pregnant—but that didn’t mean they didn’t want more.

* * *

After several days, the women of Corinth had been impregnated, and my mission was nearly complete.

We spent one final evening at Sofia’s home. It was quiet. No celebrations, just the comfort of being together.

I sat with Thaleia and Thea in the courtyard while Cleo slept inside. A soft breeze moved through the olive trees. Thea leaned her head against my shoulder.

I glanced between them. “Cleo’s already said she wants to come with me … but I wanted to ask you both. Do you want to come too?”

Thea answered without hesitation. “Of course I do. I’d follow you anywhere.”

Thaleia smiled, but her tone was more thoughtful. “You already know I don’t want to leave you. But … my mother.” She looked away for a moment. “She’s going to be heartbroken.”

I understood her concern. They loved each other deeply, and being separated wouldn’t be easy. But I remembered facing a similar dilemma with Neferu in Egypt. I’d solved it by impregnating her mother—ensuring my presence remained through blood and affection.

“I’ve been through something similar with another lover I brought back,” I said.

“What did you do?” Thaleia asked, her voice filled with hope.

“Her mother was grieving when her daughter wanted to come with me, but I made love to her. Not out of lust. But to comfort her. And it worked. It gave her peace.”

Thaleia thought for a long moment, quiet under the moonlight. Then she gave a slow, thoughtful nod. “If it would make her happy… then I think it’s right. She deserves some joy before I leave.”

I placed a hand on hers. “Only if you’re sure.”

She squeezed my hand gently. “I am. She has, after all, glanced at you sideways more than once.”

I scratched my neck. “I’ve noticed.”

“But I need to speak with her first. She deserves that much.”

* * *

Late the next morning, I walked with Thaleia to the garden where Sofia sat on a bench, weaving herbs into bundles.

Thaleia reached for my hand and walked up to her. She sat beside her mother and cleared her throat. “I’ve made my decision. I’m going with Nathan. I need to.”

Sofia looked at her daughter, her hands still in her lap. Her eyes softened, but a sadness flickered there. “You’re really going?”

Thaleia nodded. “I’m sorry, Mom. I love you, but this is something I have to do.”

Sofia took a slow breath, then reached for her daughter and pulled her into an embrace. “It’s okay. It’s your life. I can’t keep you. But I’ll miss you. More than you know.”

They held each other tightly for a few moments, neither speaking. When they finally pulled back, Thaleia glanced at me, then looked at her mother with a slight blush.

“There’s one more thing,” Thaleia said. “If it would help ease the sadness… you could sleep with Nathan.”

Sofia blinked, stunned and pulled away slightly. A deep blush crept up on her cheeks. “Thaleia…”

“I’m serious,” Thaleia said. “You’ve looked at him. I’ve seen it. It’s okay. He’s gentle. And this wouldn’t be about lust. It’s about giving you something real.”

Sofia’s cheeks turned redder, her lips parting like she wanted to object, but nothing came out.

She looked at me, then back at her daughter. The want was obvious, even if she couldn’t say it aloud. Then she turned to me, her voice low and shy. “Do you want to?”

I nodded gently. “Yes. I find you very attractive, Sofia.”

A soft, surprised smile formed on her lips. She nodded slowly, still blushing. “Then… maybe tonight, you could stay in my room.”

“I will,” I told her, making her smile in relief.

Before either of us could say more, she turned back to Thaleia. “When do you plan to leave?”

“Tomorrow,” Thaleia answered.

Sofia gave a quiet sigh and nodded again. “Okay. Then we’ll say goodbye tomorrow.”

That evening, after the house had gone quiet, Sofia invited me into her room. She wore a simple linen wrap, her hair down for the first time since I arrived. We sat on the edge of her bed, an oil lamp flickering low beside us.

For a while, we just talked. She told me about raising Thaleia alone, about the loneliness after her husband’s death, and how she never thought anyone would truly see her again.

I listened, drawn to her calm voice and the way her eyes glowed in the dim light.

She turned to me slowly, a blush creeping onto her cheeks. “You make people feel wanted, Nathan. Not just touched. Seen. I’ve felt drawn to you since the first moment I saw you. I tried to ignore it, but it’s been there the whole time.”

I brushed a hand along her cheek. “So do you. You’re beautiful, Sofia, just like your daughter.”

Her breath hitched as she leaned in, and I kissed her softly, lingering just long enough to feel her melt into it.

We slid beneath the sheets, and that night, I made love to her slowly, tenderly, giving her the kind of affection she thought was lost to time.

* * *

The sun rose over the harbor, casting golden light on the ship waiting to depart.

I stood with Thaleia, Thea, Cleo, and Zafara, our belongings packed and ready.

Sofia held Thaleia tightly, her hands trembling as she held her daughter. “I’ll miss you so much.”

Thaleia wiped a tear from her mother’s cheek and whispered, “I’ll miss you too, Mom.”

“It was sweet of you for letting me have Nathan for a night. It truly helped.”

“You aren’t feeling bad?”

“No, I’m feeling sad to say goodbye, but I’ve made peace with it… I’ll have another child soon.”

“So he impregnated you?” Thaleia said with a grin.

“He did,” she said. “It will make me feel less lonely.”

“I’m glad.”

Sofia looked into her daughter’s eyes. “I’m proud of you. Not just for what you’ve done, but for who you are. You’ve grown into your own woman. Strong and full of heart.”

Thaleia smiled through her tears. “You’ve been strong for so long. You taught me how to be pretty, and how to love openly. I only hope I make you proud every step of the way.”

“You already have, my sweet girl. More than you know.”

She turned to me, her eyes red but her smile warm. “Your seed brings more than children… It brings comfort. I feel alive again.”

I stepped closer and nodded, patting Thaleia’s back. “Thank you for trusting me. I’ll take care of her.”

“I know you will,” she said, touching my arm gently before stepping back.

Lady Callista arrived, dressed in elegant robes, flanked by her daughters. She embraced me with a sly smile.

“You’ve done well. Better than I expected.”

I smirked. “You didn’t think I would?”

“I hoped you would. But you exceeded hope. That night, I still feel it.”

“I feel it too,” I said, meeting her eyes. “It meant something.”

Her daughters kissed me on the cheek, giggling as they said their goodbyes.

Callista pressed another pouch of gold into my hand. “For the effort … and the pleasure.”

I bowed my head. “Thank you—for everything.”

With final waves and farewells, we boarded the ship. Thaleia lingered at the edge of the dock, her eyes locked on her mother. Sofia raised a hand, her face still but her eyes wet. Thaleia raised her hand in return, tears streaming silently down her cheeks.

Thea stepped beside her and gently wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “She’ll be okay. You both will.”

Thaleia nodded, but her lips trembled. “I know. It’s just hard.”

I moved to her other side, placing my hand over hers. “She’s proud of you. You gave her peace.”

Thaleia looked at me, eyes shining, and gave a small, grateful smile. Together, we stepped aboard the ship. As it pulled away, she kept her eyes on the shoreline until it faded from view. Then she leaned into me, holding on tight.

* * *

When we arrived in Athens, I was summoned to the Bouleuterion. Pericles and the Archons awaited. My companions remained behind, preparing our chariot and gathering the gifts for Delphi.

I stood before them in silence.

Pericles spoke first, his tone thoughtful. “We’ve heard of your miracles across Greece. The cities speak of rebirth and hope—thanks to you.”

One of the Archons nodded. “You’ve made the impossible real. Even the Oracle could not have foretold all this.”

Pericles’ expression shifted. “But we’ve also heard what happened in Sparta.”

I remained silent.

“It displeases me that it had to take a hostile turn. I had hoped for peace between our peoples… and I still hope. Though I doubt the tension will vanish.”

From what I’d seen, so did I.

He paused. “But for now, peace holds. And that is something we must treasure while it lasts.”

Pericles presented me with another round of gifts—fine textiles, golden jewelry, and golden coins in addition to what I’d received from the women I’d met. “May you never forget Greece. And may Greece never forget you.”

“It’s been an honor,” I said, bowing my head.

I met my women outside, carrying the gifts in my arms. “Do we have space for these?” I asked, setting them down near the chariot.

Thaleia and Thea stepped forward to help, while Cleo and Zafara adjusted the sacks already packed. “We’ll make it fit,” Thea said with a grin.

With everything secured, we rode through the hills. Thaleia, Thea, Cleo, and Zafara sat beside me. The wind lifted their hair as we passed olive groves and marble columns.

The sun set behind us as we traveled toward Delphi—the place where the journey began, and the place where we would return to our time.

* * *

When we arrived at the temple, a lone priestess stood waiting at the entrance. Despite her mature appearance, she hadn’t lost her beauty or charm. She wore a white and gold gown, a crown of laurel leaves resting atop her head. She was Themistoclea, the Pythia—the high priestess of the temple.

She smiled at the sight of us. “Nathan. I’m glad to see you’ve returned. How has your journey been?”

“Fulfilling,” I said. “But I’m ready to go. And I’ll bring three girls with me.”

Her eyes moved gently over the group, pausing on Thaleia with a knowing smile. “I’m not surprised to see her here. I always knew she’d return.”

I brought the chests and gifts inside while Zafara began preparing the chant and time portal.

Before I turned away, I paused and looked at Themistoclea. “Thank you—for introducing me and Zafara to Greece and Thaleia.”

She tilted her head, her eyes warm. “You were always meant to walk this path, Nathan. The gods whispered it long before you arrived.”

I smiled and bowed slightly. “I won’t forget you or this place.”

She reached out and touched my arm. “And I won’t forget the god who passed through Delphi. Keep them safe.”

I gave her a firm nod, then rejoined the others as the ritual continued.

Cleo tugged at my tunic. “Is it really different in your time? Will there be music and color and clothes and everything?”

“All of that and more,” I said, smiling. “You’ll love it.”

Thaleia and Thea looked more hesitant, their hands brushing mine, especially as Zafara chanted. “Will it be safe?” Thaleia asked.

“It’s safe,” I reassured them. “And once we’re back, you’ll meet Neferu. Another woman I love.”

Zafara called us over, her voice calm but clear. “The portal is ready. It’s time.”

The chant was complete, and the glowing portal lit the chamber, humming with energy.

I turned to the girls and made sure each of them was ready. They nodded, eyes wide with a mix of excitement and nerves.

Cleo stepped closer to me, eager to jump inside. Thea gripped Thaleia’s hand tightly. I gave them a reassuring look.

One by one, I sent the treasure chests and gifts through the swirling light. Then I draped my arms around them, drawing them in close.

We took one last look at the ancient temple and then stepped forward together.

In a burst of light, we were gone—returning to southern California.


Epilogue

The portal opened with a soft hum, and I stepped out into the living room of my home. Zafara followed calmly, not being bothered by the time travel, but Thaleia, Thea, and Cleo stumbled slightly, dizzy from the journey.

Neferu, seated on the couch reading, looked up and gasped the moment she saw us. She jumped to her feet and rushed over, wrapping her arms around me. “You’re back!”

I hugged her tightly, kissed her and smiled. “I missed you too. But relax, Neferu—can you bring something to drink for the girls?”

“Sure thing.” She nodded quickly and disappeared into the kitchen.

Outside, I helped the girls out to the patio, where fresh air and the warmth of the sun gave them some comfort. “You alright?” I asked as they sat down.

“Sort of,” Thaleia said, rubbing her temples. “It felt like an intense dream.”

Thea nodded slowly. “Like falling through layers of time.”

“I know,” I said. “I could barely stand the first time Zafara led me to the portal of time.”

They still looked a bit unsteady, but the sun helped. Neferu returned with a tray of cold water and juice, placing it gently on the table in front of them.

I smiled. “Neferu, meet Thaleia, Thea, and Cleo. Girls, this is Neferu.”

Neferu gave them a warm smile and a slight bow. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Thank you,” Thaleia said.

“You’re very kind,” Thea added.

Cleo leaned toward me and whispered, “She’s sweet. Where is she from?”

“Egypt,” I said with a grin. “That’s where we met.”

Neferu asked, “Are you hungry?”

All three girls nodded.

She hurried back into the kitchen. A few minutes later, she returned with a tray of food—flatbread, spiced vegetables, and seasoned lamb.

They began eating slowly, still adjusting but visibly intrigued by the meal.

Thaleia took a bite and smiled. “This is very tasty. I love lamb.”

“So do I,” Neferu said.

Thea looked at Neferu’s outfit. “Is that what women wear in Egypt?”

Neferu smiled. “During my time, yes, but sadly, no one does any longer. This one is more traditional.”

Cleo nodded. “Egypt must be fascinating. So rich in history. I’ve always wanted to see the pyramids.”

Neferu laughed. “It’s not all pyramids. But yes … it’s home. We used to trade with the Crete in my time.”

Thaleia perked up. “Do you know about Cyprus?”

“Yes,” Neferu said. “My brother spoke of it often.”

They began laughing and exchanging stories, sharing cultures across time. Under the modern sun, the Egyptian and Greek women sat together, bonding as if they were siblings.

After the meal, I led them out to the balcony and showed them the panoramic view of the ocean.

Thea, Thaleia, and Cleo stood still, eyes wide, their mouths slightly open. “What… is all of this?” Thea whispered, stepping toward the glass railing of the balcony. “It doesn’t look like the Aegean but equally as amazing.”

“This is only the beginning,” I said. “I’ve got a lot to show you.”

They followed me through the house. I pointed out the lights, showing them how to flip a switch. The fridge made them jump when it hummed to life, and the stove fascinated them.

“You keep food cold in here?” Thaleia asked, peering into the refrigerator.

“And heat it here?” Thea said, running her fingers along the stove.

“What kind of magic is this?” Cleo asked.

I chuckled, but I agreed with them. It was magical in a way. Outside, I showed them the driveway and the parked car. A plane flew overhead, and all three looked up in awe.

“People fly in that?” Cleo asked.

“All the time,” I said with a grin.

I pulled out my phone and showed them how it worked—images, music, and messages in one device.

They huddled around me, amazed, pointing and laughing.

“It’s like holding a library,” Thaleia murmured.

“But alive,” Thea added.

They were amazed, asking question after question, touching everything carefully, giggling in disbelief at the modern world now open to them.

Back inside, Cleo stopped at a drawer with swimsuits and picked up a bikini, her eyes lighting up as she held it up. “What is this? I love it. It’s so small!”

“It’s called a bikini,” I said, chuckling. “People wear them at the beach.”

Neferu stepped in, grinning. “I’ve got a pair you can try. Come on, you’ll love it.”

They disappeared into the bedroom, and a few minutes later, Cleo and Neferu walked out in bikinis. Cleo twirled with a playful grin while Neferu gave a confident smile.

My eyes widened, a grin forming. “Okay … I really need to take you all to the beach.”

Cleo placed a hand on her hip. “Are they different here?”

“Same waves,” I said. “But no nudity. You’ll have to keep those on.”

Cleo laughed. “I don’t mind. I’ve never worn anything like this before. I feel sexy.”

Thaleia and Thea peeked around the corner, eyes wide with curiosity. “Can we try too?”

“Of course,” Neferu said. “I have more.”

The excitement in the room rose as they all began digging through drawers and holding up swimsuits with wonder. Thaleia held one up to her chest, glancing at the others with a playful smirk. Cleo picked out one of the skimpiest options, a microkini and lifted her eyebrows as she looked in the mirror. Thea giggled as she compared the straps of hers to the others, holding them against her body.

They turned toward each other, holding up pieces and laughing, comparing the fit, their curves, their breasts and their hips. Cleo gave Thea a cheeky look. “Yours shows off more here,” she teased, lightly touching her chest. Thea blushed and laughed.

Watching them, my arousal stirred. It wasn’t just how good they looked in the bright, modern fabrics—it was the way they moved, carefree and excited, their natural beauty amplified in the light.

Thaleia caught my eye and smiled knowingly. “I think he likes this part of modernity.”

I couldn’t deny it. “Absolutely.”

I opened the treasure chest and started unloading the gold and gifts we brought back from Greece.

Zafara leaned in, watching the pile grow with a sly smile. “I’ll help you forge documents. Same as before. This gold will be clean.”

I sorted through it, running my fingers through the coins and bars. I counted the ounces, and my jaw dropped. “Jesus … this is more than twenty million.”

Zafara winked. “Well deserved.”

I couldn’t help but grin. My mind raced with the possibilities—cars, real estate and private trips across the world. I could buy anything now. It was like a dream come true. And it truly was.

I turned to Neferu, holding out a folded set of traditional Greek garments and a scroll of pornographic artwork. “I promised you a souvenir,” I said with a grin. “But I brought more than one just for you.”

She raised an eyebrow and chuckled as she unrolled it. “They had just as vivid imaginations as we did.”

“You’re not wrong,” I said, laughing.

She stepped out and tried on the Greek attire, a transparent chiton with slits, and my eyes were instantly drawn to her. She looked stunning—elegant and sensual.

“What do you think?” she asked, twirling slowly.

“You look incredible,” I said, my voice low. I couldn’t hide the way I admired her, and she seemed to notice.

The girls looked her over, smiling with admiration. “That one’s from Lesbos,” Thea said. “An island for woman-to-woman love.”

Neferu grinned, her eyes sparkling. “Then it suits me perfectly. I’ve always loved dressing up. This is beautiful. I feel beautiful in it.”

Time flew into the evening. Neferu and Cleo cooked together in the kitchen, chatting and laughing.

I sat with Thaleia and Thea on the couch. They looked more relaxed than they had all day.

I opened the browser on my laptop and showed them the internet again, this time diving deeper. “This is how we get answers now. And this—” I showed them the camera, “—is how I used to make money.”

I snapped a few quick photos of them, then flipped the screen to show them. They leaned in, fascinated.

Thea glanced at the search bar. “Are there… nude photos on here too?”

I laughed. “You’ve no idea. I’ll wait until tomorrow before I show you the full rabbit hole of porn.”

Thaleia giggled. “So you also have pornography?”

“It’s quite different from yours,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “Trust me, you’re in for a surprise.”

At dinner, we ate outside. The sun dropped low in the sky. The air was warm and quiet. We talked about various topics, and the conversation flowed like an endless river.

After we finished, Thea brought out her lyre and played. Her fingers danced across the strings. Cleo leaned against me, her head on my shoulder. Thaleia closed her eyes and smiled, lost in the melody. Even Zafara seemed unusually still, watching the sky as it deepened into twilight.

It was the kind of moment I knew I’d remember—peaceful, connected and far from the world we’d left behind.

As the sky turned orange and purple, we made our way to the hot tub. The girls looked at it with curious expressions.

“How does it work?” Thaleia asked.

I showed them the controls, pressing the button to start the jets. Bubbles churned to life as steam rolled upward. “Just like that. Heated water, bubbles, and a great view.”

Thea dipped her fingers in first. “It’s warm.”

We all began to undress. Neferu slid off her top without hesitation, and the others followed, slowly and with playful glances. I stripped down too, watching as they stepped in one by one, their bodies glowing in the evening light.

Steam rose around us. We soaked, bodies close and relaxed, everyone calm and content.

I leaned toward Neferu. “How was it while I was gone?”

She smirked. “Busy. Jenna almost called every day.”

I chuckled. “Guess I owe her a proper fill soon.”

“You sure do,” she said with a giggle. “I kept it all under wraps, just like we said.”

I grinned, proud. “You’re amazing.”

The girls started drifting toward me, one by one. Thea nestled against my left side, her head resting gently on my chest. Thaleia curled up at my right, legs brushing against mine, her hand slipping into my own. Cleo eased between them, draping her arm across my stomach, her cheek nuzzled just beneath my chin. Neferu stayed close, resting a hand on my thigh.

I looked at them, all relaxed, smiling and slowly drifting in the soft glow of the night. They had adjusted so quickly, so effortlessly. It made me proud.

“You’ve all done so well,” I murmured. “You belong here. And I’ll show you everything. The world’s just getting started.”

Cleo stirred. “I want to see more. All of it.”

Thaleia nodded, eyes half-lidded. “Tomorrow. And the day after.”

“Every day,” Thea whispered, smiling.

I tightened my arms around them, heart full. “You will. I promise.”

Cleo lifted her head, eyes glinting with mischief. “Then I say we celebrate—with a big fivesome. Plenty of pleasure, no holding back.”

I felt myself grow hard at her words, my body already reacting. “You’ll get it.” I looked around at all of them. “Let’s go to bed.”

They rose with giggles and eager eyes, and we disappeared into the house as I had a final thing to show them in this house—our bedroom.


Afterword

Thanks for reading The God of Fertility 2 Ancient Greece If you enjoyed this book, and if you want to see a sequel, please leave a short (or long!) review on Amazon or Goodreads.

If you want a free taboo harem book and want to know when I publish a new story, you can go to my website https://jackpinkhunter.com/ and sign up for my newsletter.

Or if you want to get in touch with me, you can contact me at author@jackpinkhunter.com
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