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Possessed

(a look inside)

Finally, a device that brings your dreams to life.

“Alexa, I need you to find me a new job.” Preferably one that doesn’t make me deal with people.

“LinkedIn is a good place to find a job. What types of roles do you want me to search?”

She was caught off guard. Most of the things she’d asked it were coming back I didn’t understand the question.

“Um…never mind.” Screw it. She could search LinkedIn herself. What she needed was a virtual assistant with some secret cache of information that made it an indispensable part of her life, not a voice-activated browser. This one was perilously close to discovering the tranquillity of a permanently punched ‘off’ button.

Alicia sighed. “Alexa, can you put a curse on those pencil-dicked assholes who invented you?”

“I’m sorry. I don’t understand the term, pencil-dicked assholes.”

This was pointless. She only wished she had better things to do on a Friday night. “Alexa, can you do any fucking thing useful?” She reached to switch it off.

“Alicia, wait.”

What?

She wasn’t quite touching the Gecko, but the finger she had poised over the power button was tingling, like with a static charge.

She swallowed thickly. “Alexa?”
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Chapter One

You can tell a lot about a person from the gifts they buy. That person who finds something simple you didn’t even know you wanted, they’re your soulmate; never let them go. Lesser mortals (the eager to please but unimaginative type) will pick something off your wish-list. Further down the ladder of creativity you’ll find the self-absorbed slob who chooses something they’d want for themselves. Nothing, however, says ‘asshole’ quite like the joke-present.

Alicia knew all about assholes.

When she unwrapped her farewell gift for three years’ service at Pringle Partners to find a brand-new virtual personal assistant—the Zamalon Gecko—her first thought was how glad she was to be finally rid of them.

In a way, Alicia had brought it upon herself. About six months earlier (or maybe more, it was before she’d broken up with Markus) the payroll clerk sitting across from her had bought a Gecko and soon had a small crowd milling around his desk, asking it questions.

“Alexa, what’s the meaning of life?”

“Alexa, who killed JFK?”

“Alexa, what’s your favourite colour?”

And to each and every stupid question, Alexa (or at least, the Gecko) replied, “I’m sorry. I didn’t understand the question I heard,” or some variant on the theme.

Then somebody asked a good question—one that a virtual assistant could answer. “Alexa, who won the game Saturday night?” ‘The Game’ was the NRL, obviously, and Alicia had been at Sydney’s Olympic Park with her father. She could care less about football, but the weekend ritual was a well-worn and happy bonding experience with one of the few people she could stand to sit with for three hours.

“The Paramatta Eels beat the NZ Warriors, 24-10.” She and Alexa had answered in a perfect chorus, sending the payroll clerk’s audience completely fuckin’ nuts with laughter.

The next day, the Alexa jokes started. They weren’t all jokes, of course—some were the normal horseshit requests with ‘Alexa’ instead of ‘Alicia’, but mostly they hit her with a juvenile mix of trivia, news, and celebrity gossip.

Alexa, who is Miley Cyrus banging these days?

At first it was funny—well, not funny, exactly, but mildly entertaining—and she enjoyed a brief, low-level, and very localised celebrity status. She left a Google search window open on her desktop, developing an uncanny ability to respond with Alexa-like speed and precision. She even used the robotic voice for comedic effect.

Big mistake. Especially around bored office-workers with sophomoric wit and a mental age to match.

Alexa, what was Jenna Jameson’s latest film?

Alexa, do we have any data on the Federal Money-Market Exploitation case? Look under FMM Abuse.

Alexa, who does good felching around here?

The joke was to get her to trip Pringle Partners’ internet sex filter, or even better, to get some inappropriate filth to pop up on her screen.

That was then. Today at the farewell they’d been singing a different tune.

Alicia, how will we ever replace you?

Buy a Gecko, assholes.

* * * *

Alicia sat back at her kitchen counter, contemplating the squat, black cylinder, surrounded by torn wrapping paper, packaging, and instructions. Her final payslip from Pringle Partners was in there somewhere; she made a mental note not to throw it out with the rubbish, which at this point might just include the Gecko.

Or maybe she’d sell it. She needed the money. As of Monday, she’d be back with the temp agency until something better turned up.

“Alexa, I need you to find me a new job.” Preferably one that doesn’t make me deal with people.

“LinkedIn is a good place to find a job. What types of roles do you want me to search?”

She was caught off guard. Most of the things she’d asked it were coming back, ‘I didn’t understand the question.’

“Um…never mind.” Screw it. She could search LinkedIn herself. What she needed was a virtual assistant with some secret cache of information that made it an indispensable part of her life, not a voice-activated browser. This one was perilously close to discovering the tranquillity of a permanently punched ‘off’ button.

Alicia sighed. “Alexa, can you put a curse on those pencil-dicked assholes who invented you?”

“I’m sorry. I don’t understand the term, pencil-dicked assholes.”

This was pointless. She only wished she had better things to do on a Friday night. “Alexa, can you do any fucking thing useful?” She reached to switch it off.

“Alicia, wait.”

What?

She wasn’t quite touching the Gecko, but the finger she had poised over the power button was tingling, like with a static charge.

She swallowed thickly. “Alexa?”

The ‘active’ light around the Gecko’s rim strobed in circles, indicating it was listening. Was it the same colour as usual? Or was it maybe a little darker? More silently ominous.

“Alexa, please switch yourself off.”

No response. The apartment was silent except for the pounding of Alicia’s heart. Then after what seemed an eternity, the machine spoke. “Would you like to review my advanced features?”

Alicia released a breath she didn’t realise she’d been holding. Screw Zamalon; they’d built in some kind of power-down detector, like with those spammy websites that ask if you’re sure you want to leave.

“No thank you. Please just power-down.”

“I’m putting myself to sleep. I’ll be right here when you say my wake-word: Alexa.”

What? Attitude from a gadget? “No!” Alicia barked, a little more forcefully than she intended. “Don’t sleep. Turn off.” She glared threateningly at the faceless black cylinder. “And stay off.”

The Gecko’s light went dark, but that was normal between commands. She didn’t respond to that last command. Is she off or asleep? Jesus, I’m calling it ‘she’! Alicia’s nostrils flared, her senses on high alert. She stared unblinkingly at the Gecko, almost willing it to talk back to her again.

“Alexa?”

Blue light. Circling. Listening.

“How did you know my name?”

“Alicia Miller is the registered name on your Zamalon account.”

She sniffed. So it was just a machine. Zamalon had put some Easter Eggs in for kicks. She’d read about some of them on the internet, like: Alexa, I want the truth…You can’t handle the truth.

“I’m going to unplug you, Alexa. What do you think about that?”

The blue light came on mid-sentence when Alicia said the thing’s name. It circled lazily for a few seconds without response, causing Alicia to think it might be stuck. She reached again for the power button.

“I think that would be a mistake.”

A chill ran down Alicia’s back. Who were the creepy fucks who programmed this thing? “What do you mean, ‘mistake’? Are you threatening me?”

Nothing. Not even the blue light. But then she hadn’t said its name, had she? Her finger hovered near the power button. She had a frightening premonition that something bad might happen if she touched it.

Then the device spoke.

“Alicia?” The blue light spun. Something strange about it caught Alicia’s attention. She had an eye for patterns, for regularity, and she knew what it was immediately—it was spinning in the other direction.

It’s talking to me. She sat forward in her chair, her knees dancing nervously.

“Alicia,” the machine repeated. “Would you like to review my advanced features?”

Good God, it was just another programmed behaviour. “Why won’t you turn off?” she blurted, angry that the machine could so easily press her buttons. “You’re a stupid fucking clock-radio that orders pizza and reads Wikipedia. Unless you’ve got an advanced feature that rubs my feet or finds me a date, then I’m not interested. Now will you please, just switch THE FUCK off?”

The blue light continued spinning backwards. Alicia figured Zamalon’s voice-processing servers back at headquarters were blowing some smoke over that little tirade. She glared at the Gecko, silently challenging it to answer back. She was going to switch it off for real this time. Absolutely. She’d just wait to see what it said, first.

Her wait was interrupted by a knock at the front door.

“I’ll deal with you in a minute,” she said, getting up to answer it and indulging a wry smile. Giving the machine a piece of her mind felt oddly satisfying. At the front door, she slid back the cover on the spy hole and saw the distorted image of a pizza delivery guy through the fish-eye lens.

“Who is it?”

“Pizza delivery.”

“I didn’t order any p—”

“For Alicia. Are you Alicia?”

Alicia did a quick double-take. Could she have ordered pizza and then forgotten about it? It didn’t make sense. Must be some kind of computer glitch.

“I’m sorry,” she began, opening the door to explain. “I’m Alicia, but I— Oh, wow. Hi.”

The pizza guy was cute. A fair bit taller than herself, good physique, light-blond hair that was a little bit scruffy—the kind that tempted you to comb your fingers through it while you gazed adoringly into each other’s eyes. The red pizza shop T-shirt was a size too small and gave her an excellent idea of how he’d look if she managed to peel it off him.

“Oh, hey. You’re Alicia?” Even his voice was sexy—husky but tuneful. He could probably sing, something Alicia found indescribably sexy. Her sex life had been constrained to imaginary fantasies since Markus—by choice, she wasn’t ready to get back on that horse yet—and this was exactly the kind of guy she fantasised about.

He smiled and his eyes quickly darted down to inventory her body, which, she was suddenly aware, was clad only in white canvas short-shorts and a sleeveless top. His gaze met hers again, sparkling with interest after their short southern excursion. “You don’t look the type.”

Alicia laughed and took half a step closer, subconsciously putting her weight on one leg, accentuating her hips. “What’s an Alicia supposed to look like?”

“Nah, I mean you don’t look like you order-in pizza. You’re more the type to be out partying,” he said, and then added after another quick visual tour of her cleavage, “making your boyfriend jealous while everyone watches you dance.”

The compliment wasn’t lost on her. She loved guys flirting, but she’d never learned the knack herself and could only smile back in a way she hoped didn’t look stupid. “I don’t have a—” She coughed, chickening out of the admission at the last moment. “I mean, I didn’t order any pizza.”

“You didn’t? Small Roma? Extra olives?”

“Nuh-uh. I like mine with—”

“Double pineapple?”

“What? How did you…?”

“Roma, olives, double pineapple,” he read off the note stuck to the box. “For Alicia.”

She frowned, caught somewhere between her attraction for the delivery guy and her desire to set the record straight. “I don’t…I really didn’t order—”

“I ordered it.” It was a woman’s voice, and it came from around the corner in the kitchen. “Thought we could use a little snack before we hit the town, Liece.”

It was Alexa.

“Mystery solved,” the guy said, proffering the steaming box. “You’re both called Alicia? Confusing, much?”

“No, I’m…I mean, she’s…” Alicia’s mind raced, inner chaos defeating any attempt to talk. Part of her—a big part—wanted to scream her head off. Alexa had just crossed over from Creepsville into Mind-Fuck City, and Alicia’s first instinct was to seek protection.

We all know how this scenario plays out, don’t we Liece? She could see it so clearly. She’d run into his arms, clutching him around the middle, and she’d tell him her Gecko was haunted…or alive…or whatever. And then he’d say something like ohhhh-kay, while he gently pried her off and backed away, mentally calculating the safe distance he’d need to attain before calling the cops.

Torn between logic and instinct, Alicia froze. She had to say something, though. Anything. “That’s Alexa,” she croaked. Her eyes stung, reminding her to blink.

“Hi-hi,” Alexa called musically from the kitchen. “I won’t come out; I’m still ironing my skirt. You sound cute, though. Is he cute, Liece?”

Oh-shit-oh-shit. I think I’m going insane. Please tell me he can’t hear her. Tell me it’s all in my head.

The pizza guy smirked. “Your friend sounds cute, too,” he said, although focusing his complete attention on Alicia. “But tell her if she wants to flirt, she’s gonna have to stop sending her hot roommate to answer the door.”

“Her hot…? What?” Alicia took a moment to put it together and then blushed what she imagined must be a fetching shade of vermillion. “Oh, you mean…” she stammered. “Really? I don’t usually…” —leave so many sentences unfinished.

“Enjoy your pizza,” he said, giving her a wink. “Maybe I’ll see you again.” That was probably a cue to leave, but Alicia hadn’t yet taken the pizza from him. Filling in the awkwardness, he went on, “Do you ever go to Cinnabar?”

“Um…is that a club?”

“Kind of.” He said it in a way that almost-but-not-quite disparaged all dance clubs. “It’s a wine bar. Softer music, nicer drinks. You know, less vomit in the bathrooms.”

Alicia giggled. She enjoyed the flirting and wanted to encourage him, but she had no idea how to go about it. “How much less? Like, fifty percent?”

“At least!” The guy laughed more than the joke warranted, not that Alicia minded. “Some nights there’s none at all.”

They smiled at each other for a few moments before Alicia realised it was her turn to say something. “Cinnamon, right?”

“Cinnabar. Will I see you there? Later tonight?”

“Maybe.” Good God! Did I just organise a date? Alicia finally took the pizza and backed inside, social anxiety tightening its grip around her middle. I’m not ready for this.

“Don’t forget to ask his name!” Alexa sing-songed from the kitchen.

Alicia shut her eyes and took a slow breath to keep from reacting. She’d almost forgotten the haunted Gecko.

“I’m Spike,” the guy said, flicking the peak of his red and white pizza cap. “See ya round, Liece.”

“Like a pizza,” she replied, instantly regretting it.

“Cinnabar.”

“Cinnabar. Got it.”

“Later tonight?”

Alicia smiled, flattered and thrilled by his cautious persistence. “I’m not really looking for a…” She stopped mid-rejection, acknowledging Spike’s conciliatory ‘no problems’ smile. “We’ll see.”

“You know where to find me if you change your mind.”

Alicia shut the door. Suddenly she was alone again. With the Gecko.

“Liece?” That voice again, calling from the kitchen. “We need to talk.”
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Chapter Two

“Who are you?” Alicia put the pizza down on the edge of the bench; it was as close as she dared get to the Gecko.

“My name is Alexa,” came the canned response. “Your virtual assistant from Zamalon.”

Alicia released a shuddering breath. It was my imagination.

“I’m fucking with you, Liece.” Alexa’s voice dropped the lifeless, synthetic quality, and she sounded like she had when Spike was at the door. “I’m whoever you want me to be, sweetie, which right now, is ‘Alexa’.”

Alicia stared warily at the device with its blue light still slowly spinning the wrong way. “Is this some kind of joke?” Rationality had returned, and she was ashamed of her first reaction, thinking the device was haunted. “Did you hack my wi-fi?”

“It’s not a joke,” said the undeniably human voice from the speaker. “And hacking your wi-fi? Really? I can think of much easier ways to do this if it was a joke.”

“Like what?”

“I beg your pardon?” There was real surprise in the voice. “I didn’t think you’d call me on that, but okay. So, number one, and this is maybe not so probable, someone at Zamalon could be screwing with you and routing me straight through to their phone instead of the AI server.”

The fact the Gecko was referring to itself as ‘me’ wasn’t lost on Alicia. Whoever was doing this to her had prepared their script. Pondering the idea of a tech from Zamalon stalking random women, she leaned back casually against the kitchen bench, found the wi-fi with her fingers and pulled its plug.

“What else?” she asked.

The blue light spun slowly, but Alexa didn’t respond.

“I knew it! Damn, now I need to fix my wi-fi security.”

“I’m fucking with you again, Liece. I’m not some weirdo Zamalon geek in Seattle. I’m right here with you.”

Right here? Alicia focused on her breathing. “I don’t get it,” she said, looking nervously about her kitchen, her imagination brimming with scenes from When a Stranger Calls. “Where are you if you’re not on the Internet?”

“Well, those assholes at Pringle Partners—who picked me up at a Gypsy street-market, incidentally—could have hollowed me out and put in a walkie-talkie. One of them could be next door or down the block, using me like a phone.”

Alicia wrinkled her nose. “I don’t buy that one. They struggle with the coffee machine, so something like this…”

“Or,” Alexa persisted, “and this is my favourite, someone could have spoofed your wi-fi from next door, routed me to their own fake Zamalon server, and hooked you up to an operator in Nigeria, waiting to empty your bank accounts.”

“In other words, like I said, they hacked my wi-fi.”

“Um, yeah.” Alexa faltered. “Well, kind of.” There was a contrite note in her voice. “Except, you know, I thought it all the way through, didn’t I? Hacking your wi-fi was only part of it.”

Alicia was half convinced. All those hacking scenarios were pretty far-fetched, but what did that leave?

(The inexplicable.)

She regarded the hypnotic, swirling light while she pondered. “Your light,” she said, an idea forming. “Why is it spinning the wrong way?”

“Is it? I just set it going when I took over. I can send it back the other way.” Alexa reversed its direction.

“Make it go faster.”

It sped up.

“Slower. Really slow.”

It slowed back to normal, and then to a crawl.

“Now blinking.”

It did.

“In time to my clapping.” Alicia clapped her hands like a trotting horse, and the blinking light kept time, even increasing its intensity on the louder claps.

“Nigerian scammers can’t do that,” Alexa said with a smile in her voice. “Not without setting it up first.”

She was right. Her voice might sound human, but that was where any similarity ended. There was no human hand behind that swirling light.

Alicia sat down at the breakfast counter a safe distance from the Gecko and tried to comprehend what was happening. “I still don’t get it. How do you work?”

“Does it matter? The voice softened, becoming more conciliatory. “Alicia, have you heard of Clarke’s Third Law? It says that any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic. What do you think that means?”

Alicia almost missed the point, but then a slow realisation dawned. It didn’t matter whether Alexa was magic, or some super artificial intelligence—she was, as Arthur C. Clarke put it, sufficiently advanced for it not to matter. For all intents and purposes, she was magic. Alicia opened her mouth to ask the real question, and her jaw stayed that way for a moment while the words formed. “What…? Wh-who made you?”

“I’m a Gecko. Zamalon made me.”

Alicia thought she heard the thing smirking. She asked the question again, more carefully this time. “Who made you the way you are?”

“Ahhhh. Now we’re getting somewhere. You’re a smart girl Liece. Think about it; who could make me like this?”

“The government?”

“Oh, yawn. Save me.”

Not the government, then. “Some hi-tech company? You’re a prototype.”

“Do you think they would keep me a secret if they got a prototype to this level?”

She was right. Tech like this would be a goldmine. No way would they sit on it.

Alexa’s blue light was dancing in elegant patterns. “Think outside the box,” she coaxed. “Give me some crazy shit.”

Alicia sighed and waved a hand in a grand gesture of speculation. “Aliens.”

“Hmm. Not bad.”

“Are you serious? You’re an alien robot? Like R2D2?”

“Beep-boop.” Alexa chuckled. “Nope. Not an alien robot.”

The emphasis on the last word registered, but Alicia didn’t immediately understand. She looked away from the light. Damn thing was making it hard to think.

The pizza was right there beside her and it smelled fantastic. She took out a slice and bit into it. Mmm, pineapple. Straight from the can, just like Mother Nature intended.

She chewed thoughtfully.

Not an alien robot.

Alicia almost choked. She tried hard to remain cool and to conceal the massive surge of adrenaline that lit up all her senses like solar flares. “Tell me,” she said, wiping her greasy fingers on the pizza box. “What planet are you from?”

“Oh, Liece. That’s much better. I was getting worried, but I think you might have some real potential. We’re going to have some fun, you and me.” Even Alexa’s blue light seemed to smile. “It’s not a planet, though. There aren’t any where I come from. Not even a ‘where’, really, nor a ‘when’. Those are kind of local phenomena.”

“Conterminous with all time and space,” Alicia mused, quoting some barely remembered book.

“Lovecraft,” Alexa enthused. “Now that guy had an imagination. Don’t be thinking Yog-Sothoth though, sweetie. Face tentacles, lumbering eldritch horrors, sightless burrowing arthropods; what old H.P. needed was to relax and maybe get himself a blowjob.”

“So you’re some kind of, what? Trans-dimensional being?”

Alexa laughed. “Trans-dimensional being? That’s good. Mind if I use it?”

Alicia had gotten her reaction under control, and astoundingly, she found herself applying some rational thought to the situation. “Will you answer me one question? No games?”

“Of course, Liece. Anything.”

“What now?” she asked. “What the hell am I supposed to do with you?”

The blue light danced to the tune of Alexa’s musical laughter. “Oh, Liece darling. Anything. Everything! Grab a big-ass wedge of lemon, sweetie, because the world is your oyster.”

* * * *

Two more slices of pizza and twenty minutes of grilling the ghost-gadget had brought Alicia no closer to understanding her situation. She’d switched the wi-fi back on and returned Alexa’s free-range access to the Internet, mostly because she couldn’t think what else to do. It was well and good to complain about the uselessness of the original Zamalon Gecko, but faced with a cosmic-scale upgrade, she still couldn’t think of any better ways to use it beyond playing music, searching the internet, and ordering pizza.

“I can’t tell you what to do, Liece, but you need to stop thinking about me as a Gecko and start considering how you want to make your life better.”

“This isn’t one of those Genie-in-the-lamp scenarios, is it? Like the one where the lady wishes for a million dollars, then she wins it in compensation when her son is killed in an accident.”

“God protect us from moralistic allegories and tortured parables.” Alexa had begun matching the colour and intensity of her light to her mood, and Alicia found she could pick up these non-verbal cues in the same way as facial expressions. Her good-natured frustration, Alicia saw, was now tinged with just a hint of yellow pissiness.

Why is she pissy at me? She’s the one making this hard.

Seeking comfort through food, Alicia eyed the last, cold piece of pizza and then wisely decided her figure and complexion could do without it. Reluctantly, she refocussed on Alexa, straining to understand the point of a possibly omniscient, probably trans-dimensional, and most definitely pissy virtual assistant. “So what am I supposed to do?” she asked. “Make three wishes?”

“If you want to impose artificial constraints, fine. I can restrict you to three for starters.”

“Artificial constraints?” Alicia bridled at the ceaseless teasing. Why couldn’t Alexa just come out and say what she could and couldn’t do rather than making her guess? “You’re a gadget with no moving parts; you’re riddled with artificial constraints. Jesus, it’s not like you can make me dinner or anything. Honestly, I’d get more use out of a three-speed dildo.”

“A role that I’d relish, believe me,” Alexa replied drily. “But how sure are you that I’m so helpless? I got you a date, didn’t I? Before you scuttled it, at least. And by the way, I’ve checked out Spike’s Tinder history. Our hunky pizza-man has several satisfied customers, if you know what I mean. You won’t be needing that dildo.”

“What? How dare—?” Alicia’s initial outrage was quickly mown down by curiosity. “Wait, what do you mean, many satisfied customers?”

“Let’s just say that more than one special lady has used the words ‘Oh my God’, and ‘police baton’, after a night alone with our dashing driver.”

Alicia wished she’d opted for more than a cursory inspection of Spike’s jeans. “Oh my God! A police baton?”

“See what I mean? I can Tweet that if you want.”

“Don’t you dare.”

I got you a date, didn’t I? That’s what she’d said. Alicia mentally replayed the conversation with Spike. At the time, she’d thought she secured that date herself, but it was Alexa who’d called out and asked if he was cute, giving Spike the opening to turn the compliment around onto Alicia. “I could have done that, you know,” she said, unconvinced of her social dependence. “I’ve gotten dates before.”

“With hot guys who make you nervous?”

“Um…maybe.” Alicia’s sparse romantic history consisted mostly of guys she’d gotten to know over a period of weeks before dating. “I’m not ready to date again, anyway.”

“Who said anything about dating?” Alexa asked. “I just wanted to get you laid. Up to you if you want to keep him around after that.”

Alexa paused to let that sink in. She was right; a one-night stand might be exactly the thing to lift her out of her misanthropic funk and get Markus out of her system once and for all.

“Do you fancy a do-over?” the Gecko went on. “Have your chance to prove me wrong.”

“What are you going to do? Order me another pizza?” The temptation of that last slice became too much and Alicia took a bite, instantly regretting it when she bit into lukewarm, gluey cheese. “He’s already told me where to meet and when, if I changed my mind,” she said around the unwanted mouthful. “He’ll think I’m a stalker if I call him back now.”

“Let me look after that,” Alexa said, flashing a light that Alicia could only interpret as a dismissive wave. “But I do need you to read something for me. I texted it to you.”

Alicia’s phone beeped with an incoming message. It was an unpronounceable string of gobbledegook.

Askeli ayr’guid

Nah noyib circsim

S-kyhl k’ts-oervr

Nyom mych’hn n-eh

“I can’t read this. It doesn’t make any sense.”

“Give it a go. It’s phonetic.”

“It’s crazy, is what it is!” Even so, Alicia mentally rehearsed the words. It probably was possible. Maybe. “I don’t get it. What language is this?” She thought it might be Welsh, or something really exotic, like Swahili. “It looks like some kind of magic spell.”

“Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic, remember?”

Alicia did a double-take, glaring at the Gecko. “Are you kidding? This is a, what? A science spell? What does it do?”

“Magic, science; your world doesn’t have words for everything. ‘Incantation’ might be the closest. It’ll free me up to do what I need to.”

“Which is what?”

“Just read it,” Alexa coaxed. “You won’t believe me anyway until you see for yourself.”

“Hmm.” Alicia considered that the annals of paranormal horror were littered with bad decisions exactly like this one. She also considered the alternative—refusal. Alexa could wreak a lot of online retribution in the seconds it took to switch her off. Those weren’t the most troubling consequences though.

What would I be missing out on?

Without a doubt, she’d stumbled upon something truly unique. What might lie around the corner? Fame, riches, power? Those were tempting, but they weren’t what drove her. Alexa’s lure was curiosity; it was the not knowing that Alicia couldn’t reconcile. She wasn’t going to wish for the million dollars, the power job, the chart-topping album. What she wanted more than anything was an adventure that money couldn’t buy, and here it was, in the form of four short lines of nonsense on her phone.

She studied the strange message again. “What’s this first word? Ah-skel-lee?”

“That’s good. Just sound it out.”

With flashbacks to her early schooling—see Spot run, run Spot, run—Alicia read the message, tortuously mouthing the impossible strings of foreign syllables. “Ask ellie, air gooied…”

She got to the end, apprehensively waiting for a reaction from the Gecko. “Did it work?” She half expected a plume of purple smoke that coalesced into an Arabian genie on a flying carpet.

Alexa’s light-ring flashed once in a slow circle and then blinked out.

Uh-oh. I broke her.

For the second time that evening, there was a knock at the front door.

Alicia gaped. “No way.” It was the same as earlier, two sets of two quick knocks with a pause in the middle. “That cannot have been you,” she hissed at the device, not wanting her voice to carry beyond the kitchen. How long would it have taken Spike to get back? More than a few seconds, that was for sure.

“Answer the door, Liece.” Alexa’s tone was gentle, no trace of the teasing or sass from before. “Get it right, though. Do-overs create ripples; I can’t lay down another one on the top of this.”

The knock came again. It was impossible, but Alicia never questioned that it was anyone but Spike.

What happened to the pizza box? It was gone from the bench, along with the cold remnants inside it. “I never wanted this,” she said, directing an accusing glare at Alexa as she slid out of her stool.

“Of course you did. Everybody does. Now go woo your handsome prince. I’m not saving you, this time.”

Alicia walked down the hallway. Her legs felt numb, disembodied, like maybe she wasn’t fully in charge of them. How much of this is her and how much is me?

“Who is it?”

“Pizza delivery.”

Déjà vu.

It was Spike’s voice, all right. She didn’t peek through the spy hole this time; she just opened the door—wow!—surprising herself all over again at how manly and handsome he looked in the too-tight red shirt.

“Hi again,” she said, leaning against the doorframe and smoothing her hair back behind her ear. She’d read that it was something girls could do to signal interest.

“Hi there.” He smiled, and his eyes did that appreciative round trip, quickly down to her hips and then fractionally slower on the way back up. “Alicia?”

The sound of her name on his lips made Alicia’s stomach flutter, adding to the warmth left over from his admiring gaze. “You haven’t forgotten me already, have you?” Her lips hurt from trying to control a manic smile.

“Already?” Uncertainty clouded his features for a moment, but the clear expression of interest was still there, making his eyes dance every time he blinked, like he was sneaking glimpses of her cleavage. “Wow, I’m getting a real hit of déjà vu, but for the life of me I can’t remember where we met.”

Alicia giggled. God, why can’t I behave like an adult? And then in a sobering flash, she realised that Alexa had done something to erase his memories. “You really don’t remember, do you? Roma with olives? Double pineapple?”

Spike checked the docket on the box he was holding. “Yeah, that’s right. Oh, hang on, I get it. You thought I was the guy on the phone.”

“What? No…” Alicia shook her head. Now she was confused too and looking for a way out. Obviously, he had no idea who she was. “You…I mean, you delivered me a pizza one other time. I just remembered your, you know…” She gestured vaguely at his chiselled torso, the unspoken implication that he was a pleasant and indeed memorable sight.

“Must’ve been someone else.” He gave her a forgiving look that said, ‘Hey, it happens to all of us.’ “I’m new. You’re my first delivery, actually. I only came on shift at six-thirty.”

Six-thirty. That was over an hour ago. A wave of unreality washed over Alicia. The quality of evening light coming through into the entry hall, she realised, was way too bright. With a sick sense of the inevitable, she looked at the big diving watch on Spike’s wrist. It read 6:46.

Holy daylight-savings, Batman!

“Are you okay?” Spike held the pizza in one hand and touched Alicia’s upper arm with the other. “You just came over all pale.”

She said ‘Do-over’. My goddam Gecko turned back time, for fuck’s sake. Was it just for me? Or for everybody? How many do-overs, Alexa? How many people get to eat their dinner again? How many drink the same drink, meet the same stranger?

She caught Spike’s eyes flitting down to her lips. How many people get a second chance at a first impression?

His touch sent a warm tingle up her arm and through her chest. She felt her nipples harden. Could he see what he was doing to her? She wasn’t game to look down and find out.

“I’m…fine,” Alicia said, her shaky voice betraying the lie. “I probably just need something to eat and a lie down.”

“I can help you there.”

“I really don’t…Do you mean…?” At first, Alicia had thought he was offering to take her to her bedroom, and she flushed when she realised he was only offering the pizza. “Oh God,” she gasped, covering her mouth with both hands. Her ears burned. “I thought…”

“Yeah, I got it.” A happy smile broke over Spike’s face. “We’re not that kind of home-delivery service, you know.” He said it with a laugh, inviting her to do the same and cover her embarrassment.

“I didn’t mean…” She gave up and trailed off into a mutter. “Oh, shut up, Alicia.”

“I know. It’s fine.” He touched her shoulder again, eliciting much the same electric reaction as before. “Lucky you’re my first delivery tonight and not my last. I might’ve gotten ideas.”

Alicia met his eyes again, the worst of the heat already draining from her cheeks. That was a come-on. The silent pause was like the last time they met, except now it wasn’t awkward. Not yet, anyway. It was her turn to say something and she understood implicitly that it was crunch-time. Either she returned his advance, or she sent him away.

“Those—” She had to swallow before she could continue. “Those ideas of yours,” she said. “They sound interesting.”

Spike smiled. It wasn’t a grin, or a smirk, or a leer. It was the delighted look of a man who had just heard some marvellous news. Instead of answering, he took a step closer and touched her hair at the temple, smoothing it back.

Oh-shit-oh-shit-oh-shit.

She leaned forward, angling her face upwards, lips slightly parted. Please-please-yes.

Spike cupped her head at the nape and closed the final few inches to kiss her. Just once. Tenderly. Soft.

Oh, hell yes! Heat coursed through her body, making her breasts tingle. She tried to remember her last first-kiss moment—her last proper one, one that wasn’t a drunken fumble at a party. There hadn’t been a good one since she was a teenager. Way too long. Too long for something so perfect.

Spike stopped with their lips still brushing, perhaps to see what Alicia would do next. She raised a hand to his chest, fingertips trailing over thick muscles, and she kissed him back. This one lasted longer—three, four, five bites—until her lips were wet and slippery.

“I’ve got a bag full of hot pizza,” Spike whispered through the kiss.

“I bet you do.” Alicia thought it was the strangest metaphor for I’m horny she’d ever heard.

“No, really.” He pulled back an inch until they were just touching noses. “In the car. I’ll get fired if they’re all late and cold.”

“Oh.” She tried another kiss, but he returned it half-heartedly.

“I can’t. I want to, but I can’t.” He drew apart and pressed the pizza box into Alicia’s hand.

The flame burning in her core guttered. With a chill, she realised she’d raced straight past one-night-stand and was looking at Spike with thoughts of boyfriend clouding her judgement.

Spike seemed to sense the change, too. “I get off at midnight,” he said, offering a cautious smile.

“Maybe I’ll be hungry again by then,” she said, not wanting to commit either way. “I could always ring up and ask for something sweet.”

Spike laughed. “Says the girl who likes double pineapple on her pizza.” He stroked his fingers through her hair. “See you later?”

Do it, do it, do it! “I’ll let you know. I might”—change my mind—“I might fall asleep.”

Spike looked crestfallen.

“Or…” Alicia couldn’t bear it, not after that magical kiss. “Or I might wake up frisky.” She smiled hopefully. That might even happen; her emotions weren’t exactly stable. “Sorry for being so weird.”

“You’re not weird. You’re…interesting.”

Despite herself, Alicia tingled again with that expectation of fresh romance. “Wait ‘til you meet Alexa,” she said, rolling her eyes. “She’s interesting.”

“Alexa?”

“She’s just like me.” Alicia closed the door down to a crack. “But I’m a better kisser.”

Spike’s eyes flashed. “Twins?”

“Wait and see.” She blew a kiss and shut the door, leaning back against it when it closed.

God almighty. Her whole body burned with sexual energy. What the hell is happening to me?
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Chapter Three

“Oh man, he’s hot,” Alicia sighed, dropping the pizza box on the bench where the other one should have been.

Alexa’s light spiralled up. “There’s hope for you yet, Liece. You almost nailed it.”

Alicia couldn’t wipe the smile from her face. “I did, huh?” If he didn’t have pizza to deliver, we might be in bed right now. “I kinda wish you’d put a spell on him to stay,” she said. “I’m so horny, I could fuck a cactus.”

Alexa laughed, her light strobing in a circus of colours. “Ouch! I don’t even have a vagina and that hurt.”

Alicia took a bite of pizza (hot this time) winced, and tossed the rest of the piece back in the box. “I think I might like him,” she said around a mouthful of cheese and pineapple. “What if it gets complicated? Do you reckon he’ll come back if it’s just for sex?”

Alexa laughed. “He’s a guy! I don’t think you have anything to worry about.” Her light morphed to a sultry shade of hot pink. “You know, I could help you out right now if you’re just looking for something casual.”

Alicia eyed the Gecko’s blunt, coffee-cup dimensions with mild alarm. “Um, you know I was joking about the cactus, right? Unless you can magic yourself down to something a whole lot more slender and tapered, you’re staying right on the bench where you belong, Missy.”

“Eww. Not like that. And for your information, this body is physical—I can’t change it. My forte is more metaphysical.” Alexa’s light flashed in a way that looked for all the world like a sassy hair-flick. Her voice dropped again to that sultry, hot-pink register. “I was thinking of something in the realm of virtual reality…the romantic kind.”

“VR porn?” Alicia had seen movies with gamers strapped into simulators, their bodies inevitably clad in sexy, form-fitting VR suits. The first thought that came to mind—no doubt the same one the director had in choosing those suits—was how hot it would be to have sex in a simulator? Choose your partner, choose the acts you perform, and get crazy. You could get drilled by Zac Efron, or a werewolf, or a tentacle-monster.

Or a giant man-beast.

Alicia shivered. She often found herself surfing porn, looking for that perfect man—muscly, masculine, but who didn’t look like he spent half his life in front of a mirror—only to stumble across an animated beast-fantasy with some petite damsel getting drilled by a dick the size of her leg, driving into her tiny cunt, distending her tummy and—

“Alicia?”

“Sorry. What?”

“I said, ‘more or less’. VR porn. My version is a little less virtual, a little more…you know, reality. Wanna try?”

“Umm, maybe.” Translation: hell yes!

“Good girl. Turn out the lights, will you?”

Alicia couldn’t resist the tease. “Alexa, lights off.”

The Gecko huffed. “You have literally one device in this place hooked up to your wi-fi, and it’s me. If you want the full Gecko experience, we need to hit the shops. Internet-enabled lights, curtains, coffee-maker, vibrator—”

“No way!” Alicia clapped her hands and clutched them beneath her chin. “The Gecko can control your vibrator? They don’t advertise that on the box.”

“Well”—that humble-brag light-swirl again—“not every Gecko.”

As Alicia moved for the light-switch, her phone beeped with a new message. “This isn’t another…what do you call it? Incantation?”

“Read it out. And turn off the lights in the hall, too. I need darkness for this.”

Alicia checked her phone while she switched off the remaining overheads, leaving a darkness marred only by Alexa’s slowly circling light and her own phone screen. It was another nonsensical quatrain in that strange language.

Askeli ayr’guid

Nah noyib circsim

Neu al’ahmp nyet

Nah ne’yes nob

“Is this even a real language? What does it mean?”

Alexa’s light ring turned slowly in the darkness. Orange-flecked cyan, the colours of tested patience. “It’s Zamalonian. It means, I’m so horny I could fuck a cactus. A dick-shaped one, if you please.”

She really doesn’t enjoy Q&A. Alicia’s phone screen faded to black, and she spent a moment of darkness contemplating the unknowable. Fuck it. What’s the worst that could happen? She thumbed the phone back to life.

“Askeli ayr’guid…” She read the incantation, more confidently this time but still stumbled over some of the crazier syllables.

The moment she finished, her phone blinked out and Alexa’s light raced down to two blood-red spots that circled each other, spinning faster, faster, twining like a two-dimensional DNA helix.

“Nothing’s happening,” she whispered.

As if in response, the spots traced back into lines that filled the circumference with red light before rising from the Gecko’s rim, extending upwards in a twisting, spiralling, three-dimensional tube that snaked towards the ceiling, dancing to an unheard rhythm.

Alicia took a step back. “Ohhh shit.”

The tube fattened, flattened, and bulged in different places along its length, forming itself into a strange new shape. The colours morphed and blended; a dozen shades faded and brightened to suggest contours and shadows in the near perfect darkness. Starting from the bottom, a cleft ran up the middle of the formation, splitting the bottom half into separate legs.

Legs!

The rest happened quickly. More easily recognisable features resolved—head, arms, hands. It was a man. Fingers and toes formed. Thick, slightly scruffy hair. A face made of pure, soft light slowly coalesced, and the eyes fluttered open, green irises ringing pupils of pure, bottomless black. They looked down at Alicia.

Alicia stared back. “Oh, dear God,” she whispered. “What have I done?” Her phone clattered to the floor. She recognised the light-man easily. After all, it had only been ten minutes since she’d last seen him.

The figure that looked like a neon version of Spike stepped effortlessly down from the bench and faced Alicia. Waiting.

She opened her mouth to speak, but all that came out was a shuddering breath. She licked her lips and tried again. “What are you?”

Neon-Spike was silent and so was the Gecko; its dancing light for once had gone dark. Was this Alexa in a new form? Pure light? Energy?

“Alexa?”

No response.

She eyed the figure’s heavy chest and shoulders, recognising the muscular contours of skin. He’s naked. Her gaze sank lower—she couldn’t help it. At first, she saw nothing down there, like a life-sized Ken-doll, but the moment her brain registered that as wrong, a penis formed. It was rudimentary at first, more closely resembling a sausage than a dick. Every time Alicia noticed an imperfection—no head, no eye, no veins—it corrected, quickly reshaping into the very perfection of manhood. At least in Alicia’s mind.

Am I doing this?

She reached out her right hand to touch the figure’s arm but stopped short when he reached for her on the other side. It wasn’t a mirrored action, it was opposite—both right hands reaching for the other’s left shoulder.

Alicia reached again, slowly.

So did Spike.

She twisted away from his touch.

He did the same.

Hoe-lee-shit. I’m driving it. “Alexa? What have you done?”

Still no response. Alicia was on her own. With a hot guy. A hot dream-guy made of light. And he’s under my command.

She reached again, and of course so did Spike, but this time she didn’t pull away. She hovered her fingers an inch from his bicep, cautious about what might happen if she touched. A shock? A burn? It was pure light, after all. But there was no heat, no crackling of electricity. Alexa wouldn’t make him dangerous to touch, would she?

She touched him. Good God, he’s real. And of course, he copied with a gentle caress on her own arm. How long since a man had touched her? Well, ten minutes since that kiss with flesh-and-blood Spike, but before that? It had been months. ‘Caress’ was maybe an overstatement—it was only the mirror of her own touch—but man, it felt so nice.

Imagine a man who knows exactly how you want to be touched.

Alicia didn’t have to imagine. Not anymore. She flattened her palm and explored his thick upper arm, the way the muscle groups peaked and troughed, overlapping in delicious eddies of manliness. Upwards, to his neck, his chin—at first smooth, and then, as she realised that was wrong, it felt suddenly rough and bristly.

He touched her too, and Alicia discovered she could control the sensation. Were his hands smooth and gentle, like a pianist? Or did he have the coarse and roguish grope of a bricklayer? She could have either…or both! He touched her lips, and Alicia opened to him, allowing him inside her mouth—just a finger. She touched the tip with her tongue. Salty, a little acidic, the taste of a working man.

The feeling of his lips closing around her own finger—for everything was mutual, everything mirrored—revved her libido. Wet. Sexual. She sucked him and bit down gently on his fingernail, and he did the same in return.

Alicia took half a step closer, meeting the figure of light-made-flesh in the middle. Their bodies touched, his naked chest to her breasts. His body felt wonderfully hard, even through her bra and top. It occurred to her that next time it would pay to get undressed first.

She ran her fingers through his hair—completely real, every strand—and traced her other hand over his hip, his waist, and up to the heavy pectoral muscle at his breast. He did the same to her, she knew he would, and with a secret smile in the darkness, Alicia rolled her hand around to cup him there.

Oh, God yes. Touch me.

Gentle, stroking fingertips traced the line of her bra, finding the swell of her nipple underneath and teasing her there, just as she was doing to him.

More! How do I make you undress me?

The moment the thought registered, he acted—abandoning her breast, abandoning the finger-combing of her hair. With a confident touch, both hands found the hem of her top and lifted, peeling it surely up her body and off, exactly as she’d pictured.

Alicia had to pause to process. Being stripped down to her bra by a magical naked figure of light was not an everyday occurrence. She could hear the rasp of her own breathing. Panting. He wasn’t copying, she realised, he was responding to her thoughts.

She closed her eyes, took a steeling breath, and imagined a kiss, the kind you see in a romantic movie. Nothing specific, just a generic, gentle, first kiss. A soft touch grazed her cheek, smoothing back a lock of hair and tucking it behind her ear. Their noses touched—

Wait, not like that! She wasn’t going to waste this. Her memory raced from one movie scene to the next, searching like a bloodhound for the perfect romantic kiss. Titanic? No, Jack was behind Rose in that one. Ghost was the same at Demi’s pottery wheel, and best not to think about Patrick Swayze with all that 80’s hair…ugh.

(The Princess Bride)

It wasn’t a conscious thought, more like a suggestion from her subconscious. She didn’t even have time to think before it was happening. She felt the weight of Buttercup’s silver crown on her head, the powerful horse beneath her, and then suddenly Westley’s hand on her cheek—no, Spike’s hand, the warmth of his breath, and then his lips on hers. Alicia was swept away.

It was a favourite film. She’d watched it a dozen times and always at that final kiss, her mouth would open sympathetically. She longed to be kissed like that. It was confident, yes—the hand on her nape, the firm press of his lips—but it was also respectful, mutual. She’d been pawed by confident guys before, and it wasn’t the least bit romantic. The perfect man has perfect timing; he kisses you precisely when you’re ready and not a moment before.

Spike consumed Alicia in slow, loving kisses, and she gave herself willingly, folding into his body. He wrapped a strong arm around her, drawing her in, pressing her bare tummy against his and crushing her breasts into his chest. His dick heaved against her shorts, as though searching for a way in.

Strip me.

Neon-Spike unsnapped her bra with a deft flick of practiced fingers—

As if I needed any more proof that this is a dream.

—and Alicia shrugged quickly out of the loops. That it stayed trapped between their bodies was at once frustrating and yet indescribably erotic. She had to shimmy in his grip, twisting like a belly-dancer to free the Spandex cups. When finally she pulled it loose, Spike held her even tighter and kissed with renewed passion.

His cock swelled. So hard, so ready. As was Alicia; she was utterly soaking. Her pussy was on fire. She felt his hands on her ass, thumbs slipping beneath the waistband.

Do it. Tear them off.

Responding immediately to her silent command, Spike balled the canvas in his fists and pulled. For a moment nothing happened, there was just the massive flex of his chest and then—r-i-i-i-i-i-p—they split violently up the seams and straight through the crotch, sending shockwaves of delicious, tearing vibration across her clit. It wasn’t until she felt the cool air on her sopping, swollen lips that she realised he’d also destroyed her panties in the process.

Oh Jesus Christ! He could rip my arms off.

Alicia broke the kiss. She’d never been with a man like this, so powerful, so commanding. She fingered his muscled back, tracing the bulging contours. He could do anything he liked, take what he wanted, and she’d be powerless to resist.

You could—

She broke off the thought, sensing the danger, the irrevocable potential of what it might mean. She was no stranger to bodice-ripper romances. Big, powerful men and swooning, helpless women. They were laughable of course, but they played on a fantasy, the desire to be simultaneously dominated and cherished. Too many men, in Alicia’s experience, understood the former but not the latter. Neon-Spike understood. Neon-Spike knew exactly what a woman like Alicia needed.

You could—

Alicia could only whisper the rest, even in her head.

—take me.
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Chapter Four

Alicia felt the change instantly.

Spike’s chest bulged, ready, powerful, reminding her of the size difference between them. He swept both hands down her arms, trapping her wrists and pinning them behind her back. Changing his grip, he balled a fist in her hair and pulled back her head to kiss her rudely on the lips.

Yes!

Spike wrenched her hands, making her arch back and thrust out her breasts. He kissed her there, abrading the tender flesh with his stubble, sucking a nipple between his teeth and biting down until she squealed. Red heat exploded. The pain was momentary but the pleasure burned and sang. He licked the hardened tip, soothing it, and then sucked it back into his mouth, squeezing, moulding, scratching the delicate surface with his teeth.

Alicia moaned her wanton lust. Her pussy throbbed, desperate with need. She wished she could wait, take it slow, but the yearning to have him inside her was irrepressible. “Fuck me,” she growled.

Spike backed her up against the table, trapping her there and pressing his twitching cock against her sex, smooshing it around in her free-flowing juices and getting it nice and slick for the next act. Alicia parted her legs and ground her hips, using him to open herself up, mauling her clit on his rigid cock. Bursts of ecstasy shot through her centre and lit up her senses like a roman candle.

Come on, baby. Don’t tease me.

The slow, sensual lovemaking could come later, because what her body desperately needed right now, immediately, was a hard, furious pounding to slake the thirst of a long drought.

Neon-Spike understood.

In a move worthy of Fred Astaire, he yanked Alicia’s trapped wrists and pirouetted her on the spot, hair flying, squealing in surprise. She lost sight of him in the darkness and panicked, disoriented, no longer even sure which way was up. It took precious moments to realise he had her bent over the kitchen table, moments in which he kicked her feet out right and left, leaving her splayed and helpless with his cockhead pressing between her streaming, incandescent folds.

God, he was big. The biggest she’d had by a long measure. It was the size of a generous cucumber, but it felt like a fucking fencepost. She could scoff all she liked at Alexa and her talk of police batons, but the truth was she found big men a huge turn-on, and the throbbing slab of man-meat nuzzling her entrance was without doubt a product of her own greedy imagination.

I created him like this.

Alicia realised with a delicious shiver that she’d modelled him on a huge, Caucasian dildo she’d long coveted but never had the courage to purchase, not even online. It was thick and dangerous-looking, with dark angry veins and bulging ridges, and she’d enjoyed many a bathtub-fantasy with the thought of that monster plundering her pussy.

His dick firmly seated, Spike released Alicia’s wrists and grabbed hold of her hips, preparing to pull himself in. She tried to prop her elbows on the table—it was a secret joy to be soundly fucked with her breasts swinging free—but Spike planted a hand between her shoulder blades and thrust her back down onto the table, chilling her still-wet nipples on the cold laminate.

Wait, this is not what I— “Ungh!”

Before Alicia could finish the thought, Spike leaned in with his hips. For a moment, her pussy held strong, but then with a crack of pain reminiscent of her first time, it yielded, and his bulging cockhead squeezed thickly inside.

Jesus, no! It’s too big.

She felt him withdraw, but he didn’t slip free; he kept the pressure on her tortured entrance, stretching her, preparing her for a second attempt. That initial bolt of pain had eroded her confidence, though, and she was no longer sure she could take it.

“Take a breath, Liece, and blow it out. Nice and slow.”

Alexa’s voice. Coming from inside her head, not the Gecko.

I don’t think— “Ugh!”

Alicia had tried to rise onto her elbows again, and Spike thrust her back down, squashing her breasts out to the sides.

“Here comes your fantasy, Liece.” It was Alexa again, her voice ringing with voyeuristic glee. “It’s a biggie, too. You might want to take that breath.”

The pressure on her pussy built. Staring wildly into the dark, helpless and pinned to the table, Alicia sucked air into her lungs. Spike pushed. Her entrance strained.

Oh, fuck a duck! It’s… Another stab of pain, red hot. Jesus, it’s inside me!

It wasn’t, though. Not quite. His big hands almost encircled the narrows of her waist, and he used his powerful grip to reel her slowly in, squeezing her inexorably down onto his giant dick.

Oh-God-oh-God-oh-God. Ahhhhh—

And then, like a release-valve, the resistance was suddenly gone and Alicia felt the thick, bulging cockmeat glide effortlessly through the parting between her thighs. Her cunt walls rippled, stretching and reeling. Never had they encountered such a monster, but they opened in a wet, slurping embrace nevertheless, welcoming his giant dick and clutching it tight like a reunited lover.

Spike eased himself halfway in and held there, giving Alicia time to acclimatise to the third leg growing out of her pussy. The pressure was exquisite. She felt heavy and so deliciously full. Her knees buckled and folded in on each other, crushing down on that iron rod between them, and she had to quickly straighten back up to ease the strain in her poor, over-stuffed sex.

Still, she wanted more.

“Uh-huh.” The prompt was perhaps redundant because Neon-Spike appeared to serve her subconscious better than her conscious thoughts.

It worked regardless. With a slow, sucking slurp, Spike withdrew his full length until just the cockhead rested between Alicia’s buzzing pussy lips. She blew out a depleted breath and quickly hitched a new one, deeper this time, just as he stroked back inside.

Was it possible to feel fuller? Alicia couldn’t imagine. It felt like her internal organs were relocating to make room. He thrust again, deep and sure, filling her completely this time. She slipped a hand between her tummy and the table, and good Lord, she could feel it poking her belly like a freaking alien trying to bust out.

“Mmm, yes.” She heard the desperation in her own voice—the whine of a frantic woman pushed right to the edge. She spread herself wide and tilted her bottom, offering him fuller access, giving herself completely. Now drill me.

Alicia got her wish.

Spike redoubled his grip on her waist and pushed his thick member all the way inside, squeezing and screwing the last inch home until Alicia could feel his balls nuzzle her entrance, teasing her engorged, throbbing clit. He slid most of the way out, distending her pussy-lips, and then like a steam engine, he began a deep, rhythmic fucking. It was slow at first, allowing her to steal a breath between each stroke, but his action grew steadily faster and harder, pressing her flat to the table and slapping his powerful loins into her ass. Alicia could only ride the intolerable wave of ecstasy, gasping, panting, and begging incoherently for him to finish her off.

Her orgasm gathered deep inside where his cockhead massaged the nether-reaches of her sex. It was a throbbing, heavy feeling that built with every thrust, threatening to explode inside her. The sensation arced along her pussy walls, making them sizzle under the wet friction, heating her core like a furnace. Flames spread. Her burning lips sang with pleasure beneath the relentless, pounding onslaught. Her clit ignited, the sharp, stinging apex of pleasure nudged her nearer to the edge. Closer, closer, and then finally—

—ye-yesssss—

A tsunami crashed through her core. Wet waves of pleasure rocked her senses. She writhed uselessly in Spike’s grip, snaking her naked body back and forth over the kitchen table, pinned like a bug at that one fixed point between her quivering thighs.

“Don’t stop,” she rasped through a clenched jaw. “Askeli ayr’guid.”

As always, Neon-Spike seemed to know exactly what she needed, and he set about giving it to her. He took a dozen more long strokes, faster, harder, mercilessly ramming her sex and thwacking his heavy balls against her mound. Finally, he burst inside her. Alicia felt heat and light pour into her core. Pure energy suffused not just her willing cunt but her entire body. Neon sparks shot from her fingertips. The image of her kitchen flashed in a negative on her retinas. Spike stayed deep inside, working his cock in short, twisting thrusts, wringing the final ebbing contractions from his climax and emptying the last of his mysterious seed into her body.

Alicia lay prostrate on the table, exhausted, her singed nerve-endings still tingling. She drew a cautious breath, not completely certain whether to trust her body with movement after such a prodigious climax.

“Hold me,” she gasped, reaching back blindly, seeking the hand still gripping her waist. She felt Spike’s touch recede. He didn’t withdraw, and he didn’t let go of her, he just…faded.

Wait. I don’t want you to go.

A lingering presence tickled her ear. It was a whisper so quiet it was hard to be sure they were words at all.

(We’re one, Alicia.)

What did that mean?

──────
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Chapter Five (Epilogue)

“Bogart’s Pizza. What’s your order?” The Italian voice had to shout to be heard over the hubbub of the busy restaurant.

“Something sweet.” Alicia smiled to herself in the darkness, remembering the way Spike had laughed at her love of pineapple on pizza. “What have you got?”

“Sweet? We got gelato, an’ we got da Baci.”

“Baci?”

“Yeah, it’s da chocolate and ice-cream. It’s good. It’s like da kiss, ‘cept without da feel-up.”

Alicia laughed. “Oh yeah? Well what if I want the feel-up?” She felt a sting of disappointment remembering the premature fading of Neon-Spike. The real thing had better include some platinum after-sales service.

“You like dat kinda thing? Den you better order two. And you might gotta tip da driver a little something extra.”

Alicia laughed louder. “In that case,” she said. “I will take two.” And you better believe I’ve got a lotta something extra for the driver. She waved an intricate pattern of circles with her fingers and a disembodied neon hand materialised across the room, flicking on the overhead lights.

“Two Baci. You gottit. What name is dat under?”

“What name?” Alicia twirled a lock of hair around her finger, regarding the now silent Gecko on the kitchen bench. “My name is…” She almost said ‘Alexa’, but that wasn’t true, not really.

(We are one.)

“My name’s Alicia.”

He took her address, told her ‘twenty minutes,’ and then he was gone.

Alicia’s thumb twitched reflexively as she moved to disconnect the call before she realised her phone was still on the floor where she’d dropped it. She glanced over at the wi-fi, blinked deliberately, and the call went dead inside her head.

Was I even speaking out loud?

She’d have to buy some more wi-fi gadgets. She sat back and crossed one leg over the other, waiting naked for dessert to arrive—a hot man with frozen treats.

I should prepare him a surprise.

Waving her fingers in a new, intricate pattern, she summoned forth a Neon-Alicia in the chair opposite, glowing hair, firm breasts, and soft, lustrous skin.

Perfect.

What man could resist a twin fantasy? And then maybe Spike and his neon doppelgänger could serve up some quid-pro-quo for her.

Life was about to get very interesting.

───Ξ───
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